Certificate of Participation: Illowa Bi-State CFC Essay Contest 2008

How CFC Helped Me: The One Bright Spot

James C. McFarlen, U.S. Army Joint Munitions Command

I was a marine biologist on the Texas gulf coast from 1979-1988.  I viewed North Padre Island from my porch.  Carrying my sailboard to the Laguna Madre, I could sail there within 20 minutes.  I’d run from hurricanes and tropical storms while working for the U.S.G.S. Office of Marine Geology and King Ranch Mariculture Project; yet never had a problem at my house.

In July of 1989, my wife and I moved to the Quad Cities, finding a house in Davenport near woods and a bike path, a few hundred yards from a small creek.  Though in a flood plain, we were assured by the salesperson that previous flood problems had been resolved with the re-engineering of flood pumps and storm drains.  We did not know that the car lots and malls had been built up significantly since then.  So with an insurance rider for flood damage, we felt confident as we had weathered more severe conditions than this area could bring.

June of 1990 brought a large rain to western Iowa.  When the storm made its way to the Quad Cities, the ground was saturated and the creek was already rising.  The rain that accompanied the storm drove Duck Creek out of its banks and the rest was local history.  I was in my basement trying to salvage all of my stored belongings and recreational possessions when the walls failed due to the water pressure.  I was lucky to get out without injuries but the home was a total loss.  We lost virtually everything collected over the years except for some odds and ends.  In the ensuing weeks, we had to pay out of pocket for the clean-up or do it ourselves.  With no money to spare and not knowing what would happen, we took on that task; sometimes patrolling the house late at night to keep out vandals and thieves.

If not for the help from friends and co-workers, we would have been homeless.  If not for the American Red Cross, we all would have gone hungry.  Homeless and surrounded by disaster, it is easy to surrender to nausea and exhaustion.  But three times a day for weeks, the Red Cross was there with Meals-On Wheels, providing drinking water and encouraging us to eat as much as we wanted.  They also provided vouchers for some clothes, a bed, and a dinner table (civilization!)   I almost laughed at my official Red Cross mop and bucket, because I didn’t know where to start.

Some things stay with you a lifetime and eighteen years later, the Red Cross stands clear in my mind.  Certain the disaster took its toll on them, they were the one bright spot I could look forward to each day.   I’ll never forget the American Red Cross, providing a way for me to step up and meet this life challenge.

I sleep better at night knowing they are out there.  In fact, I sleep on that wonderful bed that they so graciously provided.
