[bookmark: _GoBack]I grew up in Iowa, and every time I go back to visit, there is something about the cornfields that always makes me feel calm, content, and nostalgic. Even as my relationship with monocropped cornfields is muddied with knowing it isn’t a sustainable form of farming, I feel the same sense of connection and love to the corn-filled rolling hills. The last time I was taking a nostalgic drive through Iowa’s fields was early on August 11th, the day after the derecho storm hit. This time, though, when I drove near Cedar Rapids, IA, I saw several of my beloved cornfields completely flattened. At the time I was driving, I had no idea a 100+ mile wind storm was responsible. The world didn’t either. 

It wasn’t until later that week that more mainstream news sources started sharing the news about the hurricane-like winds that devastated the community. I only experienced no cell phone service and a few power outages, but many of the people I grew up with were sharing their stories of being without power for days, dumping out hundreds of dollars of groceries from their refrigerators, not having access to a gas station to go anywhere, and house destruction. It was clear that it would take many years for Iowans to recover from the derecho, and only 12 years after rebuilding after the 2008 floods that also greatly affected many of the same communities. Not to mention, in the middle of a pandemic. 

After the 2008 floods, though, people and organizations came right away to Iowa to help provide relief. This time, the world’s reaction was much slower, and I kept hearing from Iowans that many people felt forgotten. I felt angry, sad, and confused for the world’s lack of response for the people I grew up with, the farmers that lost their cornfields and income, and so many Iowans that feel the layers of stress of the derecho along with the current political climate and the pandemic. I was stressed being there, and I didn’t even have to worry about the long-term impacts. 

At the end of the week when I went home, I felt guilty and relieved to be able to leave Iowa and not have to worry about cell phone service or power outages. I felt a sense of calm and contentedness when I started seeing beautiful lakes and forests of Minnesota that now gives me a feeling of home too. How long would it be until this community I love has a devastating climate disaster too? Will my community be forgotten too? 

I grieve, pray for, and hope for action for all those around the world that feel forgotten during climate disasters. Despite these reflections on a disaster in my home state, I still feel there is hope for climate action! 







