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The way we were: Caroline Phillips with daughters

Anya and Ella and husband Adrian at thelr immaculate
house in Kensal Rise, which was due to be featured in
Homes & Property before the tomado struck

¥ HOME has alwais boen

my sanctuary, a place of

oirgulsite Beauty and calm

| read or &1 undisiurbed

on our keather sofn kn our
famlly roam with its ofT-white walls
sinlnless sl and SE@e-freen slone
surfaced, and gage through its wall of
alidlng glasd doors onto oiF g
cream and lavender garden with 18
climldng rodss, anclent apple and pear
Erees, camellias and jasmine.

Al thiat chrmgnd i bess (a1 sesaomnds
ol Thaersdny whisn e formado visiied
The glass roof of the side returmn
Eplecied, Bink i ng down from U oelling
[k ahary ralndrops. Somebody s oon
crele windowsill crashes] ombo our work
top and mow rests amid a quarry of
snaiiened glnss. A bisck rool £lle spearsd
the Américan walnul Mloating shell
sratiering our younger daughier Ella’s
Bilrthaday cards. "Congraliulations MNine
viirs old todday! The wonls hurve been
Lacerled by shards of glass.

e bricks. Radnwiler Broken glass
A wooden Biwl of Christimas clemen
lines. These ane womilsd across owr
limestone Moo

Il you dream of your home, i sym
Bodkses your payche, whal makes you
vol I8 your seourity My soul was in
thnt s, For three years, I'd indulged
my passion for perfecl decor In Jan
s W owad b herve been shod for Homes
& Property On Satunday, Ella |8 no

A Standard writer tells of the terrifying moment when
she saw the Kensal Rise tornado hurtling towards her

CAROLINE PHILLIPS

that's imas, having three friends for a
birthday sleepover | am crying as |
wrile this

I wias. sitting (6 &y s -Door ol an
Thursday marming, making a whir
wiind of phofe calls speaking 16 Ella's
chasamales” parents, feedlng explosive at
hearing siories ol bullving. There was
o cobossal thumderclap and gliganilc
explosion of lghinlag. | remember
thinking i extracedinary, this pfrrsical
manilestation of my pavehile slate
Soddendy | glanosd out of the window
=i my (o, | mld, stamding up “Uih
oy Ceoal,™ | sadd Indo the phione.

There has béén a lerrorisl bomb, |
thoughl. A monstrous clow] of black
sk thal spread the width of two
1hree-sioney hotises and owened above
theats 300 et iway acrodd ol fandens
was angrily blasting branches, missibes,
bricks and branches into the alr With
sudden terror [ realised that the
“amoke” was moving lovwanis me The
words "Witard of O™ wenl thrmugh
may bt &k B crasdhy-dinved under my desk

Thee secand my head hit the Tloor and

| erossd my arms bo probect my e and
ars, thene was an almighty explosion,
then the souind of a [E0-onne seroplane
roaring through my ofThon

| & g thé Moo screaming ster
cally a primal sound. “Caraline, what’s
lappensd? Talk to me!” The valee of
film producer Julin Barron came (rom
1 phane, | screamed and sorsamed
Onee | witnessed an [KA bomb in
Oiympla where a sscond blast was
Epecied. [0 my posl-lormado corlusbon,
| was wealting lor anotser bormb (o blow
e . v v fell o alone. “Canoline!
Afe vodl BEreT Speak o me! Have you
e bt by lighiinlngT™ [ fell immensely
Felbirvd: lighining doesn' | strtks [wice

Pisoes of glasa fedl rom my (mirscy
|loissly wEmEit) WEE I'd khad sash w6
does overiooking the garden. Now e
were pafied punched oul and glass
thrown with viobent abandon, Outslde,
s entind: stieel's gaded fences weére
srattored los o pack of cands

A lnrge uproobed Eree (rom somebady
elar's pardhen hadd crsh-kanded on some
one's moal ... which was in my huthand
Adrian’s lovingly tended garden. 1T 1
hinedn't boodked ourt of my window earlier
nnd sein the tormado coming, | wouldn'i

hove been able to see this dcemne of
devastation. I'd have boen bBlimdoed

| ealled] Adriamn’s mobile. He was &l a
jab Interview, having reoenthy bien cul
{rom ks work as a privabe banker The
ol e Waotdn | comnmect.

== YSTERICAL. | phone] my
brothor Simon. He was
walchling his on Grorge's
Nativity play “0ur houss
has baen hit by a tormado.™
He codtldn | undersiand my sereams
Wiatching our (amily Boxer, Douschka,
stk e walking asmbessly inc ks
crunching ghass, | rumng 9595
Jifmle, olir miskelan netghbodr and
Tathesr of mew orm Seth, vens standing [n
oiiF cofnrmuTl beamb-gie, SUher rool las
Pty A ifResd ol 1™ b anlcd 1.:|r.|1:||1 Lol il
o chimney dangling there ™ Incredibly
ks wifie andd son had been spanesd
To the other side, ballder Nathan
Eiroen’s o] (ibm |:-na-|!|i-.'|'-:r..l||.|bl'l Levy's
top-Toor hednoom wall had Besen rippaed
ol And S-yearald Beryl's loft kKitchen
had Bost His walls and roall You v seen
these In the serial photograph in the
rerwEppers. 'We are among the worst-hit
Im thie street ot the Tront §E was a like o

Fillm s, s Snirmeal was (e sowie and 50
mamy the people But instesd of cam
erad, |1 was Belrg videosd on photes. A
group of refose ool leciors stood roobid
Loy alhscioed] clbsmany The side of o remmsval
van wal larpoonsd with roof tlles, &
Tovola was hilved I & conerele Hanlel
Thank Gl our daughlers Anya and
Flka waEie 6l e o]

Jullet came oul and we hugesl and
wepl Shed wen e lornsds and hed
run Wy, thinking only of Minding hir
daighter. two-year-old Jasmine (She
wis it aJulbet had heard my cries
throdigh the thick Edvwarnilan walls: =]
thought they were the screams of o
AyinE WOman. ™

A dishinvelled mam |n shippers walked
past. “'ve pold 1o el 0k myy ouse, ™
rrtiEerend ksl = 1 nessd ey medicine.
I'm a paranoid schimophrenic ...~

Evest wide with foar, pecgmaphy iescher
Wi Fosd Husesll man iowamds e <1
don'l know I Claudia (her Dwo-year
el iapighter) 18 In olir hose. ™ We Fin
up the rest ol the stree] logether. MNaor
mally we just shire school mins. Her
front dobr was opened by bher nanmg
caloer drained from her petrified face
Cladia siond by her slde, ke a slatoe

The emerpency servioes came, nlong
with my shell-shocked zshand. | had
ondy thee clothes | was daking in, and my
matille. | couddn’t Mind a glass-free spal
for Dotischka. A Nreman carried her o
safely o the Nre-eagine. Adrian went

imbo ouar b, “Flemse don't go back in,®
wrged a Mremon &8 e cams oul. “That
chimney stack b5 about bofiadl. ™ We'd bost
part of our roaf and all cur back
windows

A nolghbour, Chris Martin, an sdver.
tising producer, srrived. He survived the
Farfield rail dissster On Thursday he
had moved back home after three
months of decornting. Luckily he was
ot wihsen it strack. =You're in serlous
shock,” he wabd

dmergency services treabed prophe for
shioek. kbrioed down doors, vacabed prog:
erties. They acted with kindness, splrit
and swesome officiency Faoed with a
messy child's bedroom, one fireman
sedred the moment: ®Looks like a tor
nado hit your room, love™ We spent 1D
tremyabous minotes walting (o hear
whether our damage would be coversd
by Lark Insdrance Services or
disalbowed o an act of God, “Well, are
you™™ acked a policewoman, her eyes
bursting with compassion. We are

| spokon b endloss mdin. A need to b
recognlsad when 1'd almost besn no
longer. Then came acgunintances’,
friends” nnd family’s touching offers of
help, beds, cash and clothes. Deep-
frozen, 1'd already borrowed four
Humpers from nelghbours; | wore them
all for three days. Amid the soene of ey
astation, a man tried o bring onder (o
his workd by weshing his car

As raln podred into our kitchen, 1

dreaded an electrical fire slealing the
remalns of our home. [ feared looling

Then we hiand that a iNyaomething
iy ] sidfered saerdodns head injuries
With rising forebading e wonl (rom
alficial 1o ofTicial, from Methodisi
church hall 1o the British Leghon centre,
fo And ouit If 1t was our friend Chris
Rarker [t waszn't

Morws changix] by the milnbe We were
{old that our howss {Though not visibly
terrd Bl ) wais Uhed el i ereronss Lo the
sireed. Thers was a rumonr of 185 being
demodlahied, When the condon banning
redldents socess to Allecisd Credibon
Fowd] hodises cafme down, aparihesdd pre
willid (or thive hotises, (RIFs WS ok

Since then 1've been in an emotional
Evchore, | alresdy had & bl e irsuma
specinHS therapdst. [ went bosee him on
Thaeraday evening 've [eli a desperte
nieed] mol (0 e alone, o keep in ioch
{(We ve stayed with friends rther than
o] eranese | want bo be with peophs
1 kv

1 haven'| slept moch. | ve shivered
brutally For three nighis, | srow the tor
a0 coming owards me whenever |
shui my eves ['ve pumped nf loud nodses,
panicked hearing girens, criod endlessby
Lat in mv ear and screamed and
screamed hysterically ot such anfalr
e, Firaghal thee ddiss| re o o 8a et bis. A
alcohol afer 1B years' abstinence
Despaired of my oss of carnings. Feli
Like pever lving bn my holse agmin

Mow we've been allows-] ome (o sur
Wiy OUE privale war- 2on- We don't yel
know ihe extent of the s ructural dom
o, bt i may talke slx monihs toregek

i bours Sumndl Wiy kor nmad Geral
dine Larkin have been tokd to throw
mwny all thelr possessions, Mlled as
thary are with shands of glass. Simon
Willsmeer, oiir bods e jue S or, Rasn’l vl
broken that Dews o us. The | S

‘I haven't slept much.
For three nights | saw
the tornado coming
towards me whenever
I closed my eyes’

.|'q,||_'|1|:|.||||tu.. hawe tken a recent slating
Hut b was sensitive and reasonable, He
sabil woe ool stary k0 8 Bt

Adrian evplained that thin s only one
hotied if Lomdon: Claricss: s Simon did
nol. dermer And b boved what's keft of
our spocialist-polished plister walls

We're acknowledgin i chilldren’s
trauma, talking o them and giving
them lots of treats. Soafl o Francls

Haolland, Amm's scheol, have boen mag
nifceni In thedr s#nsi iy handling of

The way we are: Caroline in the remains of her kitchen,

ook Arya. 10, “Teome
onn Friday Her room was virtaslly
unioachal. being ot the (ront of the
houss, Bul she feels displaced amd
EFRNLTE 1k ksl

On Sunday we ook Ella. She was
devastated that her cal, Happy wis
missing. possibly Killed. She surveyed
the destraction wreaked on her spolty
Cath Kidston carpet, rosebud hilinds
mnid soft tove. = You alvays £ay my room
losoks ke @ hoamal sibe, ™ she sala, smiling
bravely “Now 1t really dops.”

Two rood tles and 50 pleces of fist
sized glass lay on her sl Just days
beefare, unwell, she'd have been there ot
10.0¢am. Tears flling her eyes, she
picked up a plnk radbat, her Dnaouriie boy
A sprinkling of glass fell off his fur

| mttemded Friday's crisls meeting n
tha British Legbon. A rooen full of fright
e people who'd scarcely sdept in this
makeshifl refge: mamy of whom had
lost Ehelr oS and were (00 disiress
ingly poor to afferd insuranes covee |
wons ol Terend @ b lat, possibile council
lax rebate bit, &0 Tar GO cotmsslling

Moarky wene the “Scientology vYodun
toere” in emblaganed Muorescent e
ets; prople preying (or showld that be
praying”) an the vidlnerahie

A Imost worse than losing my houss s
el orostend by Schitiiobogists, [ okl
thie walting camernmen oulssde. There
was & lormado n Kensal Hise in the
Fiftkes. Now [ know abotl the SchEmios

hie Tl ngEs. W

wearing the :ml clothes she had after the tomado
devastated lmr ome and those of her neighbours

In seconds the tornado ripped my world apart

oirlsts. | can™t risk Hving Uhsre asmy mor
On Friday svening, stupddly we meet
friends for dinmer o that el aye of
the sacial tornado, Clprianl. | wore
Tomada Chic the grey panis and
multiphe jumpers that were sOll my
only clothes. | screamed with grel In
thie Jon

] fousght thee wrge to shoit: ~Less than
e rrides froen here, there are old people
Filksr By | who didn 't even e enotgh
micpery (o paknd her door, who hane lost
thidr rosals ..."

The Apocalypse was not all bad. Thens
wat momething comiforting shout waich
ing the Salvation Army dispensing e
] sennachwiche=. Uiplifting secing poople
in crisds bl gl g one another And moet
ing Kindly new sonls in the street

As for the house, (s just bricks and
moriar We're not in a teni in Pakistan
or even Brenl councll s (emporary
:u-'-:u'unhl-LlI!I an_ In fact, we staying with
close [riends Thanklally Christmas
kst et @ difasder wi Already had
plans to go owax Everybody s sale
Hapgrd EXla’s cnd, regurmsed (s morming

Last night | didn't see the lormado
wihen | weent booadioirfi | Boed ouphoes that
e mlivee, v ol s 1o frbends calling
e Dot & refereno® bo/the Wilsand of
O, My family surmises that 10 do
amything to get oul af cooking Lhrist
mns lunch. (O, dnd Bow we mlghel st
prt {hal commeine] gamben wetve always
wintited

I —————.



