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 power outage in Texas in February, 2021, left 4.5 million homes and businesses 

powerless and almost 15 million people with either dirty water or none at all, 

some for several days. The “massive electricity generation failure” even has its own 

Wikipedia entry. More than a hundred people died, including an eleven-year-old Conroe boy 

who froze to death in his bed. 

News media called the situation “unprecedented” but didn’t mention a federal report 

written ten years earlier after a cold snap caused power outages that impacted almost as many 

people. The 2011 report stated that the storm, named the Groundhog Day Blizzard, “was not 

without precedent” and listed similar extreme weather events going back twenty-two years. 

Estimates to repair the damage from the Groundhog Day Blizzard ran to $1.8 billion; the 2021 

storm is predicted to be the most expensive natural disaster in the history of Texas, the state 

that leads the country in hurricanes, tornadoes, and floods. 

The report concluded that “more thorough preparation for cold weather” could have 

prevented the catastrophe, but its recommendations were ignored by anyone with the authority 

to affect change. It suggested that planning should consider history as well as forecasts; 

authorities should look not only to the future but also to the past to discover recognizable 

patterns in order to prepare for unusually severe events. The Public Utility Commission of Texas 

called for an investigation to determine if there was any evidence of “power abuse.” 

Six weather events were listed in the report. The ice storm of 1994 that greeted me 

shortly after I moved to Texas from the Arizona desert, which left us without power and water 

for a week, didn’t make the list.  
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*** 

 

A flash filled the pre-dawn sky; a crack of thunder shook the bed. Lightning had struck a 

transformer about a mile away. I knew immediately we had lost power, but it was too early for 

me to understand exactly what that meant. 

I rolled over beneath the blankets into the warm space where Asif had been sleeping. He 

was already on his feet. 

“What was that?” I asked, squinting through one eye. 

“Direct hit,” he said, reaching for his phone to call the local utility. 

It was February 9, 1994, two months since Asif, his son Jacob, and I had moved into a 

two-story Georgian on seventeen acres of horse property forty miles north of Houston.  

“Power won’t be restored today,” Asif said as he put down his phone. 

“What do you mean, not today?”  

“I mean tomorrow, maybe later.”  

“You’re joking.” I was suddenly wide awake. “People don’t just go without power for 

days. This happened minutes ago. They haven’t even sent out repair crews yet, so they don’t 

know what damage was done. How do they know they can’t restore power today?” My voice 

was rising and I was talking too fast. 

By this time he was dressed in the sweatpants and T-shirt that had moved with us from 

Phoenix, Arizona to Conroe, Texas. “I’m going to check on the horses,” he said, opening the 

bedroom door and heading downstairs. I knew Nadija, who had recently emigrated from Bosnia, 
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would already be in the barn as she was each morning, measuring out grain and filling the 

horses’ water pails. 

 

Sarajevo, the capital of Bosnia, became a target during the Bosnian War, already into its second 

year in 1994. During the siege of Sarajevo, residents had no electricity, heat, or water for almost 

two years. A United Nations report estimated that at the height of the siege, more than three 

thousand shells fell on Sarajevo every day. Estimates vary of how many Bosnian Muslims were 

forced out by Bosnian Serbs fighting to cleanse the country of non-Serbs, as do estimates of the 

number of Muslims put into concentration camps during the war. By 1994, tens of thousands 

had immigrated, many to the U.S., many to Houston.  

 

I first met Nadija and Zikret at Asif’s Houston office in December of 1993, the week after we 

closed on the Conroe property. Texas businesses had been given incentives to provide jobs for 

Bosnian immigrants. Asif’s engineering company hired several Bosnian men; unlike the men, few 

of the women spoke English and fewer still worked outside the home. Nadija and Zikret arrived 

for the interview with their two children: Amit, who was four years old at the time, sported stiff 

new jeans and a bowl-cut; seven-year-old Alma, not yet the package of pre-pubescent 

sullenness she would become, was almost shy. Nadija didn’t say much during the hour’s 

conversation, whether from nervousness or her limited English I couldn’t tell. She wore a long 

floral skirt with a polyester blouse and embroidered vest—probably the best clothes she owned, 

given to her by a relief agency. Her face was pale under heavily rouged cheeks; her kohl-rimmed 

eyes darted intently from her family to Asif and me. 
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Zikret, compact and wiry with short grey curls that hugged his head, spoke for the family. 

In his own version of English, he explained that he had been a forester in Bosnia and Austria 

before the war, before he had returned to defend his home, before his capture and 

imprisonment by Bosnian Serbs. As he spoke he leaned forward with his elbows on his knees; his 

eyes were intensely wide.  

Asif agreed to train him as a welder. In exchange for a house on our property with paid 

utilities, he and Nadija would feed the horses, muck the stalls, mow the pastures, and maintain 

the fencing. The 1930s wood-frame bungalow sat on cinder blocks on an acre of wooded land 

across from the barn. Zikret and Nadija spoke quietly for a minute before Zikret turned to us 

and nodded his head. “Is okay, no problem,” he said, pointing to his chest and raising his 

shoulders in a half-shrug. “Me understand.” 

Zikret probably understood far more than I ever would. Nothing in his demeanor 

suggested gratitude and I knew it was presumptuous of me to look for signs. The way he set his 

jaw and held his body revealed his pride in his work as a forester, his love of his family and 

country.  

Within two weeks of moving into their bungalow, Zikret and Nadija had decorated their 

front porch with Christmas lights that blinked on and off in bursts of color. A miniature artificial 

tree stood in a corner of their living room. Days before the holiday, a refugee relief association 

van pulled up to the front of their house with presents for Alma and Amit. Without a tradition of 

Santa Claus, Saint Nick, or rising early on Christmas morning, the children opened their presents 

immediately, tossing the wrappings in all directions. Clothes and toys filled the dining room. A 

stuffed bear as big as Amit sat in a corner by the TV. “Merry Christmas!” Amit and Alma shrieked 
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as they handled their loot. “Happy new year—sretna nova godina!” I replied in the Bosnian that 

Nadija had taught me.  

 

Living on a Texas horse farm was a new experience for all of us. I grew up in Chicago where 

utilities like water, electricity, and trash removal were taken for granted as long as the bills got 

paid. But in Conroe, things were different. Without electricity, the pump on our well didn’t 

function. Without a well pump, we had no water. Without water, we couldn’t water the horses, 

clean their feed buckets, wash dishes, shower, brush our teeth, cook, make coffee, or flush a 

toilet. Without electricity, we had no heat. The one fireplace in the house, which the pre-

purchase building inspector had condemned due to crumbling mortar in the firewall and 

chimney, sat cruelly and coldly empty.  

 

I heard the front door close as Asif went out to the barn. I swung my feet over the side of the 

bed and waited for the next flash of lightning or another clap of thunder, but the storm rumbled 

away, leaving behind an eerie stillness.  

The view from the bedroom window revealed a sheen that glistened in the sunrise. Ice 

covered everything, from the needles of the Loblolly pines to the grass along the sidewalk that 

led to the front door. The weather in Conroe was slightly more extreme than the weather in 

Houston, but snow—especially the kind that stuck to the ground—was rare. As I searched the 

bare limbs of a sweetgum, looking for something I couldn’t name, a branch splintered from the 

trunk with a resounding crack. The crash created a flurry of shattered ice shards and puffed 

snow that rose like smoke, shaking the ground with a vibration that rose through my feet.  
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I raced downstairs, grabbed my new barn coat from the hall closet, and opened the front 

door onto a landscape that resembled a black-and-white photograph. Trees stood like graphite 

pencil lines on white parchment. From trunks to twigs, everything was encased in ice, even the 

delicate strands of a Texas-sized spider web. Another limb snapped behind me, followed by 

another crash. I turned to face the sound and heard it again in a different direction, farther off, 

as trees broke apart around me.  

Outside the barn, Asif was breaking off flakes of hay from the stacked bales. Inside the 

barn, the horses were sheltering from the storm. Nadija calmly scraped ice from the water 

buckets that hung in their stalls. Her hand-knit woolen sweater and sturdy work boots wrapped 

her in warmth and comfort. She turned to me, smiled, and in her brand-new English, said, “Is 

cold!”  

I didn’t return her smile and wondered if I had gotten out of the wrong side of the bed. 

Her pleasant attitude irritated me, like everything else that morning. I reached into the stall 

where Atlas patiently awaited his breakfast. A seventeen-hand Thoroughbred, he lowered his 

head when I approached. I buried my fingers in his forelock and traced circles on his forehead, 

watching the dust rise from his dark brown coat.   

“Do you have electricity at your house?” I asked Nadija as she checked Atlas’s water pail.  

“Electric? Me?” she replied, incredulous. “No!” She laughed and shook her head. “No 

electric, no water,” she said, pronouncing the word “VAH-tare” and pushing her hands into the 

pockets of her sweater. “No nothing!” She laughed again and stepped into the paddock. 

With a wood stove in the kitchen and plenty of firewood, Nadija’s family would not be as 

cold in their house as we would be in ours. I watched her start the riding lawn mower she used 

to cart hay to the front pasture and tried to picture what she had left behind in Ključ, her 
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family’s hometown along the Sana River in northwestern Bosnia. Alma once told me they had a 

horse in Bosnia, but it wasn’t “babied” the way our horses were. “No!” Nadija had said, laughing 

the way she always did at my misconceptions. She spoke to Alma in Bosnian and Alma 

translated. “Nadija says Bosnian horses work.” 

 

The sun was hiding behind gray flannel clouds when Asif and I left the barn. We passed the 

small tack shop that was included in the sale of the property, where Nadija and two other 

women fabricated halters and bridles from synthetic tack that I bought in rolls of teal, violet, and 

neon pink. Every little girl with a pony—as well as women trail and endurance riders—loved to 

dream up color combinations for a halter they could order with a brass plate engraved with their 

horse’s name. Nadija helped cut, stitch, and assemble the tack, adding nickel-plated hardware 

and plastic quick-release buckles. “Is good!” she had said when she completed her first halter, 

crafted from blue and yellow, the colors of the flag of the newly formed Independent Republic 

of Bosnia and Herzegovina. 

By 1992 the country that had been Yugoslavia was falling apart. Slovenia, then Croatia, 

and finally Bosnia declared independence from the federation, while Serbs resolved to build a 

greater Serbia within Yugoslavia. The blue and yellow colors on the Bosnian flag were supposed 

to represent neutrality, peace, and unity, although the design was imposed by law because no 

one in the newly independent country could agree on one. The controversial flag continues to 

be a symbol of the ethnic unrest smoldering across the region. 

We walked through the pasture to the house, where I climbed the stairs to Jacob’s room 

while Asif dressed for work. Jacob got out of bed slowly when he realized how cold the house 

was but moved more quickly in anticipation of his high school being open, well-lit, and warm. 



 

 

 
  

WLA / 34 / 2022 / Golden 
Groundhog Days 8 

Asif put on his coat, ready to leave for his office in Houston, where he had hot water and 

toilets that flushed. “Will you be able to work in the shop today?” Asif asked as he picked his 

keys off the kitchen counter and put his wallet into his pants pocket. I knew if there was no 

power in our house, there would be no power in the tack shop, either. “I’ll call you later,” he said, 

closing the door behind him. 

Nothing could be accomplished at the tack shop, but I went there anyway. Maybe it was 

habit, or maybe I just had nowhere else to go. Nothing in the shop was functioning, not even 

the phones. I didn’t expect anyone to come in to work, but Nadija stopped in briefly on her way 

home from the barn.  

“Is it cold in your house?” I asked. 

“For me, no problem,” she said.  

“Will the kids be okay?” 

“Kids no problem, have coats!”  

We stepped outside and I closed the door behind me on the empty shop. I stood on the 

doorstep listening to the silence. I still thought the morning call between Asif and the utility 

company had been a misunderstanding. I stepped into the calm that filled the pasture, still 

believing power would be restored within hours because anything else was unimaginable. 

 

By the time Jacob returned from school, I was wearing three sweaters, a coat, two pairs of socks, 

boots, and gloves. “Have you been home all day?” he asked. 

Minutes later Asif arrived with dinner from a Chinese take-out. “Have you been home all 

day?” he asked without removing his coat. 
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I cradled the white cardboard containers between my palms. Except for the few minutes 

that morning when I had rubbed Atlas’s forelock, it was the warmest my hands had felt since I 

got out of bed. 

“We’re not staying here tonight, are we?” Jacob asked. He, too, was eating with his coat 

on. 

I had assumed we would tough it out at home that night, that sleeping somewhere else 

was cheating somehow—giving up too soon on a challenge that we could surely manage 

together. It also meant acknowledging that, unlike Nafija and Zikret, we were fortunate enough 

to be able to afford a night in a hotel room. Between mouthfuls of General Tso’s chicken, I called 

places to stay in Houston. All rooms in any hotel or motel within forty miles were already filled. 

Eventually I found a truck stop on the interstate to Dallas where a woman said they had one 

remaining room over the pool hall. 

“Do you have electricity?” I asked. 

 “We were just fixin’ to scare up some candles when the power came on a while back,” 

said a girl who spoke with a hard Texas twang. “Y’all got power where y’all are at?” 

“No,” I replied. “That’s why we need the room.” 

“Well, come on down,” she said brightly. 

The three of us bundled into the car and headed to the Lone Star Inn, where the parking 

lot was filled with pickup trucks and semitrailers. A receptionist handed us a key to our room, 

which was outside and up the stairs above a lively pool hall. We stumbled into a drafty, dimly lit 

room, threw ourselves into our beds without undressing, and tried to fall asleep to the sounds 

rising from the floor below. Asif dozed while I tossed and turned, remembering something 

Nadija told me once when I asked about the war. She said that she and the children had traveled 



 

 

 
  

WLA / 34 / 2022 / Golden 
Groundhog Days 10 

to Banja Luka to be emigrated the year that Zikret was captured. Did she tell me they walked all 

twenty-five miles from Ključ? Amit must have been just a toddler. When I closed my eyes I had 

visions of Nadija making that journey alone with two small children. Before the war, Muslims and 

Catholic Croats lived together with a Serb majority in Banja Luka. But by 1992 the town had 

become the center of the newly formed Republika Srpska, controlled by Serbian soldiers. What 

courage did she summon to enter that place? Had Zikret been held at the Manjača 

concentration camp just outside Banja Luka? How did she survive and how did she forgive? 

During the summer of 1992, hundreds of prisoners at the Manjača camp died. Approximately a 

thousand non-Serbs from the area around Ključ who were deported to the Manjača camp were 

never found. By war’s end in 1996, 250,000 people had been killed and 1.5 million people—one 

quarter of the population—displaced.  

I didn’t completely understand the sequence of events in Nadija’s journey—precisely 

how they got where they were going, who helped them, and how and where they were reunited 

with Zikret—partly because of Nadija’s limited English, and partly due to my reluctance to press 

into recent wounds. I never fully comprehended how deeply she must have mined her inner 

resolve to move her family first to Banja Luka and ultimately to the United States. I drifted off to 

sleep feeling a glimmer of admiration for the good nature she had displayed all day. In my 

dreams, I walked endlessly over thin sheets of ice that crackled underfoot, which might have 

been inspired by the sounds from below, the clack of pool balls crashing into each other, setting 

things into motion, some strategic, some unintentional. 

 

In the month before the ice storm, several of Asif’s employees, all Bosnians eager to earn extra 

money, had helped us perform some deferred maintenance on the house. We opened the doors 
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and windows to the warm and sunny early January days as we washed walls and tore up 

carpeting that bore traces of the previous owners’ four Jack Russell terriers. 

Djevad, a plumber from Srebrenica, tackled the interior walls, armed with spackle and 

paint. Dr. Imran, a former mathematics professor from Mostar, replaced mildewed drywall and 

laid new ceramic tile in the bathroom. Omar and Cowboy repaired broken corral boards and 

swept pine needles from the roof and gutters. Omar’s wife Anja took down draperies and 

washed window blinds. Every day at noon I drove to a local fast-food restaurant and returned 

with lunch and soft drinks. Every afternoon Nadija carried cups of Bosnian coffee across the 

pasture on a silver-plated tea tray she had found at a second-hand store in Conroe. We took 

breaks in an empty upstairs bedroom, sitting cross-legged on the floor, sipping strong 

sweetened coffee from tiny china cups. Over cigarettes and smiles, we formed a new community 

through the life-saving power of small kindnesses. Each Bosnian had suffered through the war. 

All had lost their homes and livelihoods; several lost family members. It was not a subject we 

discussed. In a fragmented mixture of English and Bosnian we compared notes about food, 

work, and life in Texas. By the end of the week I had learned to say “hvala ti” (“thank you”), and 

Djevad knew how to say “hamburger.” 

Early one evening Zikret and Nadija were stripping wallpaper from the dining room walls. 

Amit, who never wandered far now that Zikret had returned, sat on the floor at his father’s feet 

with a coloring book of zoo animals. Alma drew pictures with crayons on notebook paper. “This 

was my grandmother’s house,” she said, showing me a child’s outline of a building with 

windows, a front door, and a chimney. “Zikret build this house,” she said, pointing at her father. I 

named each element of the house in English; she replied with the term in Bosnian. “Door” was 
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“vrata;” “window” was “prozor.” Trees (drveće) stood on either side of the house and 

unidentifiable black oblongs were scattered above. 

“What are these?” I asked. 

“I don’t know how to say in English,” she replied, looking away. She had been learning 

English faster than her parents and already had a large vocabulary; I couldn’t think of a simple 

word that she couldn’t translate to English. I tried to guess. Were they clouds? Dark stars in an 

unlit sky? 

“I don’t understand,” I said. 

She scratched her head and tapped her foot impatiently. She studied the ceiling for 

clues. “Bombas,” she said at last, triumphantly. “They are bombas.” 

 

Srebrenica, a town in eastern Bosnia, acted as a bridge between two disconnected parts of the 

Republika Srpska, envisioned by the Bosnian Serbs as their ethnically pure home. A year before 

the start of the war, three-quarters of the population in Srebrenica were Bosnian Muslims and 

one-quarter were Bosnian Serbs. Bosnian Serb forces began destroying almost three hundred 

villages around Srebrenica. By the end of the war Bosnian Serbs had forced seventy thousand 

Bosnian Muslims from their homes and killed more than three thousand of the town’s men, 

women, and children.  

A hundred miles from Srebrenica, the Stari Most over the Neretva River in Mostar had 

been locals’ only access to a source of drinking water during the war. People scurried home at 

night hauling heavy jugs of water under threat of sniper fire. The bridge, a stone arch built under 

the direction of Suleiman the Magnificent around 1557, was destroyed in November 1993 by 

Bosnian Croat forces led by General Slobodan Praljak. When Praljak was indicted for various 
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crimes against humanity in 2004, he voluntarily surrendered to an international criminal tribunal. 

Like many others involved in the Bosnian War, he was convinced that ethnic instability and 

internal division were necessary for power and that he had been serving his country, not 

committing genocide. Praljak was found guilty and in 2017 an international tribunal in the 

Hague denied his appeal on live television. As an expression of his profound belief in his 

innocence, he rejected the verdict “with contempt,” shouted “Slobodan Praljak is not a war 

criminal,” drew a vial of potassium cyanide to his lips, tossed it back, and died. 

 

The local Conroe utility company managed to restore electricity on the eighth day. During that 

week, Nadija and I carried buckets of melted ice to the barn to fill the horses’ buckets, only to 

find that they wouldn’t drink it. Eventually we did what our neighbors did—drove with empty 

trash containers in the back of the pickup Nadija and Zikret called Chevy Black to the local fire 

station, where volunteer firemen streamed water from low-pressure hoses, and drove slowly 

back to the barn, precious water sloshing all the way, to fill the buckets with a ladle. Drop by 

drop, my frustration with the power company melted into the recognition that I couldn’t change 

this new reality that I had been refusing to face. My only power was over my ability—or lack of 

it—to deal with that reality.  

 

A few months after the ice storm a second Bosnian family joined us on the horse farm. Aida and 

Samir lived in the house they built out of our hay barn. When we bought the property in 

December, the hay barn was a three-sided frame with a dirt floor. By late spring, Aida and Samir 

had transformed it into a three-bedroom, one-bath home with ceramic tile floors and a new 

porch, where their shoes lined up by the door.  
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Samir took special pride in his work on the house. When he finished laying the pipes, I 

brought in a cement truck to pour the foundation. While he framed the perimeter, I hired a local 

rancher with a backhoe to install the septic system. As he ran the wiring and hung the drywall, I 

shopped for carpet remnants and discount appliances. The finished house was an amalgam of 

eastern European and American design, with a separate water closet, a bathroom with a floor 

drain, and a laundry room tucked into a corner behind curtains. Space heaters provided warmth 

through the winter; when summer came, we installed air conditioners.  

The week without water exacerbated a latent problem with the water coming from the 

well. Water from the taps ran red; sand sank to the bottom of drinking glasses. Zikret and Samir 

walked the property, determined where the pipes ran, and concluded that the piping from the 

well to all three buildings needed to be replaced. They hitched the lowboy to Chevy Black and 

drove to Furrow’s Building Supply to buy enough PVC to span two pastures.  

While they were gone, Aida and Nadija dug the trench across the front pasture. Their 

long skirts showed just the ankle of their work boots as they stepped on the tops of their shovel 

blades. They had cut the entire trench—one foot wide by two feet deep by three hundred 

yards—by the time Zikret and Samir returned and unloaded the piping. Late that evening the 

lines were connected. The following evening clear water flowed from the taps. 

Samir was younger than Zikret, just as skinny, and spoke better English. Samir was also a 

more devout Muslim, able to recite the Qur’an from memory in Arabic. He led Friday evening 

prayer, Asif and Zikret in the middle ground, Aida and Nadija in the back toward the kitchen. The 

men stood in their stocking feet—the Bosnians in white athletic socks, Asif in black dress socks. 

Both women covered their heads with scarves.  
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I waited for them to join me in the kitchen after prayers. My Catholic upbringing had not 

followed me past my childhood, but I understood that the hope that sprung from faith can be as 

critical as food and water during times of crisis. I also recognized that religion was what brought 

us together at the kitchen table. The power of belief often leads to belief in power and an 

endless cycle of destruction. My prayer, while sitting at that table, was for a new kind of hope 

and the power to change. 

On Friday evenings we ate homemade pita—a traditional pastry wrapped around fried 

potatoes or meat—while Samir told stories about his arrest and imprisonment by the Serbs. 

“Months of bread and water,” he said, adding more pita to his plate and pouring orange drink 

from a plastic gallon jug. “Sometimes there was no bread.” He told us that during his 

imprisonment, he had held close his memories of prayers with neighbors and family meals 

around similar tables.  

 

By the end of 1996 Samir and Aida had gotten jobs in Houston—Samir as a manager at a 

construction company and Aida at a McDonald’s—and found an apartment in the city. Zikret 

and Nadija moved to St. Louis, where tens of thousands of Bosnians had emigrated. A young 

American couple moved into the hay barn house and decorated it with beaded curtains and 

scented candles.  

Asif and I stockpiled gallons of drinking water after bottled water hadn’t been available 

in Conroe stores for months after the storm. We repaired the fireplace and bought a cord of 

firewood. Surely, we told ourselves, if we are prepared, a disaster like this wouldn’t happen 

again. 
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*** 

 

My memories are still vivid, twenty-five years after the end of the Bosnian War, of the strength 

of the Bosnians who helped us start new lives in Conroe after their painful upheaval from their 

own past. My image of Nadija is filled with the sound of her laughter; Aida’s kitchen is redolent 

with the scent of pita. I still see Zikret and Samir pulling the harrow they called the drljača across 

the front pasture. I picture Alma’s drawing of her grandmother’s house where bombs are as 

natural as trees; my hope is that she is drawing new pictures of the green trees in St. Louis.  

In a 2020 letter to the UN Security Council, the Bosnian Human Rights Commissioner 

warned that politicians continue to deny the truth about the Srebrenica genocide and vowed to 

fight against “distortion or falsification of that part of our history.” The Human Rights Watch 

World Report 2021 stated that “serious human rights concerns” remained over ethnic divisions 

in Bosnia. UN Secretary-General António Guterres described peace in Bosnia as “fragile.”  

My heart goes out to family and friends of those whose lives were lost during the 

February 2021 disaster. Industry observers evaluating the event trace the responsibility for the 

power failure to Texas’s insistence on independence, a political stance embedded in the state’s 

history. Deregulation legislation allowed Texas to isolate itself from both the federal government 

and the national power grid—the only state in the country to operate independently. Parallels to 

the current political climate in the U.S. are apparent to me—the convictions that the individual 

right to reject authority trumps the responsibility we have toward the health and safety of our 

neighbors; a defiant need to bend the truth to serve a narrow purpose. 

Governments are obligated to protect their citizens, just as public utilities, under statutes 

imposed by local governments, have a duty to serve. During both the Bosnian War and the 
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Texas power outages, the governments failed their responsibilities and abandoned entire 

communities to the consequences. For many, those consequences were dire. 

Texans managed to survive the storm of 2021 by turning to their neighbors for help, just 

as I relied on my Bosnian neighbors during our ice storm twenty-five years earlier. We survived 

our challenges, however small on the scale of history, with our capacity for compassion and our 

interdependence intact. I consider it a major victory. 
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