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Saundors
“Hey! Can
somebody
please help
me get on the
train?!” The
torrential
rains from Hurncane Floyd
had already started. Drenched
and alone with my severely
handicapped daughter, I had to
get aboard the train to Mary-
land with her stroller, car-seat
and our luggage. A kind
stranger helped me drag every-
thing on and I found a seat
Elizabeth has severe cerebral
palsy and traveling with her

means no ordinary trip, hurs-

lems she has a ready smile and
she shares my love of adventure.
Sitting on my lap in the train
would be a special treat for her.
As for me, having Elizabeth as
my side-kick does offer some
fringe benefits. When I took her
to the dining car the food man
let us cut in front He promised
| to save a yogurt for her
~ Once settled down feeling
warm and cozy, we watched the
down. As the storm intensified
the water on the tracks grew
deep and we stopped and started
several times. With Elizabeth
cuddled on my lap, we were hav-
ing a ball

Eventually, an announcement
was made that we would be
stopped for an indefinite period
of time. The signals were down.
We were told to remain calm
(that’s always a confidence
booster) and to go to the dining
car for free food. I left Elizabeth
with the bored woman across
the isle and went to forage.

Tensions in the crowded din-
ing car were rising. Above the

{“Elizabeth and Floyd’
‘Excellent’ Adventure”

back round grumbling, I could
hear one woman screaming,
“There are no biscotti!” I
laughed, but when I put my or-
det in, I was alarmed to learn
that all the yogurt was gone.
What would I feed Elizabeth!

My fun adventure was starting

to turn sout.

Wottied, I noticed someone
with an uneaten yogurt on her
lap. I hesitated then asked, “Can
I trade my sandwich for that?
Yogurt is the only thing my
daughter can at”

“Of course,” she replied.

Othets came forward offer-
ing their yogurts. One jolly old
man with a camera took a pic-
ture of me with my pile of yo-

cane or not. Despite her prob- gurts.

Several hours later, we finally

got going only to get stuck again
ona low bridge over a wide body

of rising water. Horrifying

thoughts entered my mind. How -

would I get Elizabeth off a
flooded train and hold her head
above water? I felt like a dis-
traught mother in a disaster
movie.

Thankfully none of those
fears were realized. In Baltimore
we were told the train could go
no further and we would have
to take a bus. Now I was faced
with a moving Elizabeth and our
stuff through a crowd of tired,
angry people. This was too
much excitement, even for me,
and T started to cry. Seeing my
distress, our bus driver came
down, and carried Elizabeth
aboard. Another passenger held
her until I could get to my seat
By the time we reached our des-
tination, we were all friends.

An adventure, turned disas-
ter, with 2 warm and fuzzy
happy ending... Hollywood
couldn’t have written a better
scrpt.




