
 

 



 

 

Amber surveyed the contents of her trunk. Water, 
non-perishable snacks, batteries, flashlight, her beat 
up radio-slash-boom-box...isn’t that what the guy on 
the news said she needed? 

Overstuffed cars whizzed by her in the 
apartment complex parking lot. People she didn’t 
know waved, tooted their horns, and gave her the 
thumbs-up signal as if they were all heading en 
masse to the big game. Passers-by with jugs of 
drinking water urged her to fill her gas tank before 
the stations ran out. Like busy ants, her fellow 
residents made steady progress to and from their 
doors, carrying their life’s treasures and pausing to 
communicate best wishes to each other. After 
spotting her Pennsylvania license plate, some just 
smiled and told her she’d picked a horrible time to 
visit. Should she tell them she meant to come here, 
and took her new job because she always wanted to 
live near the water? Ah...hindsight. 

She slammed the trunk, tossed her purse on the 
seat, and started the engine. “Lord, guide me to 
where I’m supposed to be ‘cause I think You know I 
have no idea what I’m doing.” 

And with that, her old but usually reliable 
Corolla traveled about ten feet and sputtered to a 
stop. 

Huh. 
She turned the key again. It started. It 

sputtered. It stopped. 
She popped the hood release. “What is wrong 

with you? You had a nice tune-up not six weeks ago.” 
She stumbled out the door. “Don’t you know we’re 
trying to outrun a hurricane?” 
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Dedication 
 

To all those whose lives were forever changed by Ike. 
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The strength of the individuality (of the 

characters) was instantly attention grabbing. I 
literally read throughout the night. 

~Brenda Talley of The Romance Studio on Carla 
Rossi's Almost Home 

 
Limited Light is full of wonderful characters 

with personalities and dreams… The side characters 
enriched the lives of the main characters and there 
are plenty of laughs because of them. God is the 
center of all of their lives making Limited Light a 
true inspirational story, and that is why I Joyfully 
Recommend it. 

~Tori from Joyfully Reviewed on Carla Rossi's 
Limited Light 

 
Under the 5th Street Bridge was a very touching 

and sweet read that really captured my attention… 
If you enjoy inspirational books with a very real 
story line, and have limited time to read a long story 
then I would recommend this very well written quick 
read. 

~Val from You Gotta Read Reviews on Carla 
Rossi's Under the 5th Street Bridge 
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Thursday, September 11th  
1:15 p.m. 
 
Amber Kensington stuffed documents into her 

laptop bag. “What do you mean we’re closing? We 
have a presentation this afternoon.” 

“Not with a hurricane in the Gulf.” Janelle 
pushed a stack of folders toward her. “Corporate said 
to shut it down and go home so we could prepare for 
the storm.” 

Amber shook her too-long bangs out of her eyes. 
“What are you going to do?” 

“Get the girls, pack a few things and head to my 
Aunt Tessie’s in College Station. What about you?” 

“Uh...not sure yet.” 
Janelle slid her entire Beanie Baby collection 

into an open drawer. “C’mon, Amber. You know that 
swirling mass of destruction has been bouncing 
around out there all week. Don’t tell me you haven’t 
made a plan.” 

“I was hoping it would disintegrate or 
something. I’m from Pittsburgh, remember? Talk to 
me about the Steelers or a blizzard. I don’t know 
anything about hurricanes.” 

“As a native Houstonian, let me be the first to 
explain. If Galveston takes a direct hit, your 
apartment in Clear Lake is in the line of fire. Girl, 
you don’t want to be here.” 

“That’s your explanation? Girl, you don’t want to 
be here?” 
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“OK, for real...even though we don’t live on the 
island, we’re still coastal. That means high winds, 
flooding, no water service, no power. Gas will be 
scarce and nothing will be open. It could be like that 
for days. Believe me, it’s miserable, and girl, you 
don’t want to be here.” 

Amber sank back into her chair. Maybe not. But 
where would she go? Even if there were a flight to 
Pittsburgh at this late date, could she afford it? And 
what would be the point of going home when it 
wasn’t really home anymore? And what if she ran 
into Brian? No woman wants to run into the guy 
who brutally dumped her, and Amber was no 
exception. She’d rather face the hurricane head-on. 

“That settles it,” Janelle said as she slid the rock 
collection her girls gave her into another drawer. 
The heavy stones landed with a thud and clink as 
they crashed against the silverware she kept stashed 
for lunches at their desks. “You’re going to Aunt 
Tessie’s with us.” 

Amber grabbed an empty copy paper box and 
started to load it with color-coded files. “No thanks, 
Janelle. I think I’ll just take all this work and head 
north to a hotel somewhere in Dallas or Oklahoma. 
That is north of here, right?” 

“Get on I-45 and head north. And when we get 
back, we’ll have a geography lesson.” 

“C’mon, I’ve only been here five weeks. I still 
only know one way to get to work.” 

“Good thing you’re in public relations and not 
air traffic control or something.” Janelle plucked her 
purse from the back of her chair and held her 
favorite coffee mug next to her heart. She gave 
Amber a quick, tight hug. “You sure you don’t want 
to come with us?” 

“I’m sure, but keep in touch.” 
Janelle nodded and flipped off the lights on her 

side of the office. “Get out of here.” 
Amber sighed. “I’m going.” 
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Five minutes ago she was awash in ignorant 
bliss. Now, she had to admit she was in the path of 
her first hurricane. It wasn’t as if she hadn’t seen 
the news, she just hadn’t decided what to do about 
it. 

Mary Castillo’s clicking high heels announced 
her arrival several seconds before she poked her 
head in the door. “C’mon, I’ll walk out with you.” 

Amber picked up her box as her team leader 
adjusted her own belongings and bumped the light 
switch with her elbow. 

“I’m taking work home,” Amber offered. “Is 
there any specific account you want me to work on?” 

Mary looked at her from over the top of her 
thick, dark-rimmed glasses. “Work on staying safe.” 

“I will,” she assured her, though she had no idea 
what that would entail. “What are your plans?” 

“Grab Jorge’s mom and dad, then we’re outta 
here. Our place is close to the bay, and the storm 
surge is not our friend. Last I heard, we could be in 
for a category three landfall.” 

Amber had heard that, too. 
Mary pinned her with a motherly gaze. “You’re 

evacuating, right?” 
“Of course.” 
“Good. Because girl, you do not want to be here.” 

**** 
4:12 p.m. 
Alex Clarke had a decision to make. He weighed 

the options as he unplugged his television and 
carried it away from the window. It was a no-
brainer, really, especially after Pastor Kevin’s 
sermon last Sunday about serving the community as 
Christ would. So, would he pack up and seek refuge 
at his parents’ house in Austin? No he would not. He 
would shelter-in-place at a church further inland 
until the storm passed. Then he would drive his 
congregation’s moving truck back into their adopted 
community to give out water and clean-up kits. And 
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he would do all this because anyone could run away, 
but it took a real man to face a hurricane and then 
rush to the aid of storm victims as soon as the back 
side of the eye wall passed. 

Yeah, right. 
He could barely tolerate thunderstorms, and 

just might scream like a girl the first time a ninety 
mile-per-hour wind gust slammed a branch into the 
side of the building. 

“Yeah, I’m a real tough guy...” he muttered as he 
went back for the DVD player and stereo. 

It wasn’t his fault he had trouble with nature’s 
fury. He and his cousin, Bucky, nearly died one 
summer when a sudden thunderstorm caught them 
in the tree house they’d worked on for weeks. When 
lightning struck an oak close by, it was he and 
Bucky who felt the current and lost their hearing for 
a week. They lived, of course, but Bucky still had a 
bald spot on one side of his head and a gray patch on 
the other. Alex would gladly trade his emotional 
skittishness for Bucky’s physical scars any day. 

“Be strong and take courage like Joshua,” his 
mother said when the weather came. 

He tried. And still did. 
So facing the hurricane with God’s help would 

be a triumph. A personal journey of faith and 
courage which would free him of fear and 
apprehension about the weather—and allow him to 
serve as he knew he was called to do. 

He powered up the television in its new location 
and switched on the local non-stop coverage. 
Hurricane Ike swirled and spun its massive bands of 
wind and rain toward the Texas coast as the leaders 
of beachfront towns called for a mandatory 
evacuation. 

He sat on the coffee table. Oh, Lord, please don’t 
let me scream like a girl...  

**** 
5:38 p.m. 
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Amber surveyed the contents of her trunk. 
Water, non-perishable snacks, batteries, flashlight, 
her beat up radio-slash-boom-box...isn’t that what 
the guy on the news said she needed? 

Overstuffed cars whizzed by her in the 
apartment complex parking lot. People she didn’t 
know waved, tooted their horns, and gave her the 
thumbs-up signal as if they were all heading en 
masse to the big game. Passers-by with jugs of 
drinking water urged her to fill her gas tank before 
the stations ran out. Like busy ants, her fellow 
residents made steady progress to and from their 
doors, carrying their life’s treasures and pausing to 
communicate best wishes to each other. After 
spotting her Pennsylvania license plate, some just 
smiled and told her she’d picked a horrible time to 
visit. Should she tell them she meant to come here, 
and took her new job because she always wanted to 
live near the water? Ah...hindsight. 

She slammed the trunk, tossed her purse on the 
seat, and started the engine. “Lord, guide me to 
where I’m supposed to be ‘cause I think You know I 
have no idea what I’m doing.” 

And with that, her old but usually reliable 
Corolla traveled about ten feet and sputtered to a 
stop. 

Huh. 
She turned the key again. It started. It 

sputtered. It stopped. 
She popped the hood release. “What is wrong 

with you? You had a nice tune-up not six weeks ago.” 
She stumbled out the door. “Don’t you know we’re 
trying to outrun a hurricane?” 

Hot metal seared her hands as she leaned in for 
a look. Yowee!  

“Amber?” 
Humidity caused her shaggy bangs to stick to 

her sweaty forehead. She swept them aside and 
stepped back. “Yes? Do I know you?” 
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“It’s Alex. Alex Clarke.” He extended his hand. 
“You visited my church the last couple Sundays.” 

Her recollection could not be dimmer. She 
studied his strong cheekbones, lopsided grin, and 
blue-gray eyes. 

Nothing. For someone whose job it was to make 
eye contact, remember names, and teach good first 
impressions, it was just plain scary. And how had 
she missed a cutie like this—in church no less? 

But scratch all that. 
Considering she’d just arrived in the area and 

knew almost no one, the sudden appearance of this 
guy posing as an acquaintance had just gained her 
entrance to The Creep Zone. 

She glanced around and made sure there were 
still throngs of people to hear her scream for help. 
“I’m sorry I don’t remember...” 

He shoved his hands into the pockets of his blue 
plaid cargo shorts and stepped around her to poke 
his head under the hood. “You visited the singles 
Sunday school class.” He glanced her way and 
smiled before he leaned in to jiggle car parts. “Trust 
me, we’ve met.” 

She straightened her Pittsburgh Penguins tank 
top and gave her short pony tail a nervous pat. “You 
live in this complex?” 

“Yeah.” He pointed upward. “Right there. I was 
pulling chairs in from the balcony. Thought I 
recognized you.” He moved to the side of the car and 
continued his examination. “What’s it doing?” 

Amber blew out a breath. “I can tell you what 
it’s not doing. It’s not moving more than ten feet 
before it stalls. No weird noises, no weird smells, no 
weird dripping puddles. It just sputters and stops.” 

He swiped his cheek with the shoulder of his 
vintage tee. “I’m not an expert, but there’s nothing 
obvious out of place here. When was the last tune-
up?” 

“Recently, but I’ve put a lot of miles on it.” She 



It Happened One Hurricane 

7 

brought her fingers to her lips but stopped short of 
clamping down on a nail. “I guess I’ll call roadside 
assistance or something.” 

He closed the hood. “Everyone’s leaving the 
area. I don’t know if you’ll have any luck with a 
mechanic. Where were you headed?” 

“Anywhere north.” 
He laughed and leaned against the side of her 

useless car. “Anyone you can call to hitch a ride?” 
Janelle was the only possibility, and she was 

long gone. “No.” 
“I can take you to one of the sites where buses 

are loading to take residents to shelters.” 
She imagined a long hot ride with total 

strangers to an unknown location—with equally 
unknown amenities—of which she had no possible 
way to return from on her own. “I’ll just stay here.” 

He crossed his arms and shook his head. “Can’t 
let you do that.” 

Really? And how did her new stalker think he 
was going to stop her? 

She hitched up her chin. “How bad can it be? 
There are others staying.” 

“Not a wise choice.” 
“But it is my choice.” 
He pulled a card out of his wallet and reached in 

her window to grab a pen from the console. “The 
storm won’t make landfall until tomorrow night. I’m 
leaving with other church members in the morning. 
You can go with me. I’ll meet you back here at eight 
a.m. Let me know if you need anything before then. I 
put my cell and e-mail on the back.” 

She ran her thumb across the raised logo on his 
business card. “You work for NASA?” 

“Yes. Computers.” 
Then she remembered the guy with the thick 

glasses and laptop at Sunday school. Yes, they’d 
met, but only briefly, before he retreated to the back 
of the room and tapped away at the keyboard.  
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“I remember you now. You played computer games 
during most of the discussion on Paul’s letter to the 
Ephesians.” 

“I wasn’t playing. I promised Dave and Jenny I’d 
help with a program for the singles ministry. They 
want a database application so they can keep track 
of everyone and do computer generated mail-outs.” 

“So you knew I lived here all along because you 
put me in that database. That’s geeky and creepy. 
It’s creeky. Or geepy. Or something like that.” 

This time he laughed out loud. “Are you always 
this suspicious?” 

“Cynical too.” 
“That’s too bad.” He stepped in closer, so near 

she was forced to look up and meet his gaze. “And I 
didn’t know you lived here because you never turned 
in your visitor card. I remembered you.” 

“Where are your glasses?” 
“New contacts finally came in. Anything else, 

detective?” 
She dropped her gaze to study the chipped paint 

on her toenails. 
“Good,” he said and turned to leave. “See you in 

the morning.” 
“If I can get my car fixed, I’m leaving.” 
“Have a safe trip.” 
“Alex?” 
He stopped. “Yes?” 
“You have my pen.” 

**** 
Friday, September 12th 
7:59 a.m. 
Amber stuffed one more towel into the largest 

piece of luggage she owned, and then sat on it so she 
could zip it closed. She grabbed her purse, said one 
last prayer for protection of her earthly possessions, 
and left. 

At the top of the stairwell across from Alex’s 
apartment, she dropped her belongings out of sight 
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and waited. If he came for her she would go. But if 
he forgot her, she would not be caught stupidly 
waiting by her car with a suitcase and a crate of 
bottled water. 

She plopped onto the top step and rested her 
chin in her hands to wait. Wonder what was going 
on in Pittsburgh? No doubt her aunt and uncle were 
still dancing around her parents’ estate as they 
celebrated the fact she was gone. Aunt Ruth had 
probably already picked out a hideous fabric for new 
drapes, and Uncle Terrance had probably sold 
another family heirloom to pay for golf clubs. If 
anything was left of her inheritance when it reverted 
back to her, it would be a miracle. 

“But that’s what You do, right Lord? You take 
care of the miracle part. The part I am absolutely 
helpless to change.” 

She left the step and pulled Alex’s card from the 
side of her laptop bag. The helpful stranger had even 
scribbled his pastor’s name and phone number on 
the back so she could check him out. She scraped the 
card against her lips. Should she call for a reference?  

The low rumble of a large vehicle caught her 
attention. The giant unmarked moving truck slowed, 
and then lurched to a stop near her car. Alex hopped 
out, pulled a comb from the pocket of his shorts, and 
used the side mirror to check his appearance. 

“You’ve got to be kidding me, Lord.” Amber 
shouldered her purse and laptop bag and started 
dragging her luggage down the stairs. “This skinny 
nerd is going to save me from the hurricane?” 

She emerged from the stairwell. “Morning, 
Alex.” 

He tossed the comb inside the cab as though it 
were a hot potato. “Good morning.” 

“It’s past eight. Thought you forgot about me.” 
His steady gaze and shy smile made her face 

grow warm. “Nope. I remembered you. It’s the clutch 
on that truck that can’t tell time.” 
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She took a long look at the offender. Bright 
colors of a company’s logo lurked beneath the coat of 
primer someone had slapped on the sides to conceal 
it. 

She let go of her suitcase. “Did you seriously 
evacuate your entire apartment into this thing?” 

He laughed and reached for her bag. “No. It’s 
the church’s. It’s full of supplies.” 

She followed him to the passenger side. “Oh. I 
didn’t realize—” 

“I didn’t explain.” He pulled the seat forward 
and wedged her suitcase behind it. “We’ll meet up 
with the others at the church shelter. We have two 
trucks we bought from a bankrupt moving company. 
After the storm passes, we’ll drive back in to help.” 
He offered to take her laptop bag. “But you don’t 
have to do anything,” he said and placed it in the 
cab. “You can stay at the shelter until it’s safe to 
come home.” 

“No, I want to help. I was just thinking we need 
to get my supplies out of the trunk. We might need 
them.” 

A man rushed past them with two pillows and a 
box of photo albums. Three children trailed behind, 
laden with toys. One little girl carried a giant dog 
bowl and a plastic bag full of kibble. Alex scooped 
her up as she scurried past. 

She squealed in his arms. “Alexander!”  
Amber’s stomach dipped. The image of the 

chestnut-haired toddler in Alex’s strong arms 
reminded her of a hundred photos locked away in a 
storage facility in Pennsylvania. Her father’s bright 
movie star smile, her pale white arms wrapped 
around his neck. What would he and her mother 
think if they saw her now? 

The wide-eyed moppet turned to Amber and 
pointed. “Who’s that?” 

“That’s my friend, Amber.” 
Amber paused to wave as she dug for her keys.  
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The girls’ father turned and smiled. “Hey, Alex. 
Nice to meet you, Amber.” 

“Mornin’, Ben. I thought you left yesterday.” 
“Tried to. But one of the Disney Princesses here 

had a virus that was not conducive to travel—if you 
know what I mean.” 

Alex grimaced. “TMI, Ben. TMI.” 
Ben’s smile faded. “Have you seen the news?” 
“Not since about four in the morning.” 
“Waves are already up and over the seawall on 

the island. And get this; Clear Lake Park is already 
under water.” 

Alex frowned and carried the child to her father. 
“Storm’s not due ‘til tonight.” 

“It’s a big storm. Guess the tide’s pushin’ on in.” 
“You need any help?” 
Ben slammed the trunk. “Nah, just have to grab 

the dog and lock up.”  
Alex headed to the rear of the truck. “We need to 

get moving.” 
Amber nodded. “What did he mean about the 

water?” 
“That it’s already up in Galveston, so apparently 

the storm’s still headed straight for us.” 
“This whole lot’s going to be under water, isn’t 

it?” 
“Probably.” 
A weight of fear and helplessness settled in her 

stomach like a jagged rock. It hadn’t really clicked 
until just that second that she could lose her car. It’s 
my only car, Lord...what am I supposed to do when 
it’s full of water? She flung her purse into the cab 
and hurried to see if it would run.  

It started. It sputtered. It stopped. 
Please, Lord... 
Alex came to the door and dangled his arm over 

the top as he leaned in. “Come on out of there. It’ll be 
OK.” 

She pumped her foot against the gas pedal and 




