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RUBBLE OF THE NIGHT

By Frank Oliver/Journal and Courier

Ann Partin huﬁs her dog, Gizmo, while the ruins of Roy Hipes' modular home in rural Montgomery County burn in the background.

Montgomery tornado ripped apart 3 lives

By JOHN NORBERG of the cloudy sky. mentioned it to other people, too. after that May 11 afternoon, a tor-
Joumal and Couner Hipes used his knife to split the Three years ago when his old white nado bounced along a 9v2-mile path
Roy Hipes walked slowly to his apple, as old men do. farm house proved too big for him,  through eastern Montgomery
blue couch, sitting with an apple It was Thursday afternoon, May he had personally overseen the County, ripping trees in half, blow-
and a small knife in his 94-year-old 11. As he sat and slowly ate, he foundation work on this new, small  ing siding off buildings, cr;.xshmg
hands, his palms and fingers rough  thought about the spring wind that modular home. ) Rarna. businesses, a school and
from a lifetime working on the was blowing outside. He talked He was quiet for a full five min- oIes. after 12 in th
farm. His small modular home near with his caretaker, Ann Partin, utes, eating his apple, lost in his d J‘I:St l‘mntptﬁs taSerd §.m. in the
Whitesville in rural Montgomery whose tiny, old dog, Gizmo, was thoughts on His blug couch. g{hnegs of tag ;(l)lway I:%":;nﬁl‘(e
County was alone in a field of corn, napping on a pillow Hipes had “But you know,” he finally said. :]wat:zar‘f?al ﬁ';"i P gnothe,ﬂoor
green sprouts just peeking out of placed for her beneath a footstool. ~ “Someday something might come of his shau‘ereg home. blown 50
the black earth. “You know, the wind has blown along end blow this place all to feet off its foundation. The memen-
Adqul?ner-mﬂehdowt:‘ 1{";3 coun;y pi';“:{ hharg out };lere," H’p‘i’s :lm:d Pinoes: tos of his life lay Sf‘a:itered aﬁd .
road, the gray-white buildings o “But this house has never budged. 2 broken as he clutched the pillow he
the Nucorgg}bgel plant rose allz)ove It never shakes or anything.” 'nex"“cable destruction See LIVES : k Pa
the horizon, blending with the color He was proud of that. He had On Sunday, May 14, three days b, Aok age
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had slept on moments before.
Four days later, Hipes died at
Methodist Hospital in Indian-
apolis. He had suffered several
injuries — a deep gash to the
side of his head, a broken ver-
tebra in his neck and a broken
leg. But it was an old problem
that finally ended his life: His
old heart gave out.
. Hipes became the third fatal-
Ity in a storm that swept
through in’the shadows of night,
killing and destroying with an
unexplainable, random whim.

* Unforgettable experience

Montgomery County Sheriff
John Dale was on duty that
Saturday night and Sunday
morning. He likes night duty
and assigns himself to those
patrols, answering calls in the
darkness when he believés he's
needed most.

On the night of Saturday,
May 13, he had his 15-year-old
son with him in the brown and
tan patrol car as he drove
through Montgomery County.

There was a tornado watch for
the area, a situation that means
conditions are right for a violent
storm to develop. Dale and his
son drove to a high spot in
western Montgomery County
and watched the sky from the
parking lot of a school. They
saw nothing unusual but felt the
rapid change from the warm
evening air to the cool night

Dale knew tornadoes. He was
a boy in the 1960s when a storm
ripped through Montgomery
County. He remembers grabbing
his baby brother from a bed and
running into a ghelter. A big
sheet of glass would fall on that
empty bed. Buildings were
blown down. Pieces of straw
were left embedded in telephone
poles. And Dale never forgot

As he watched the dark hori-
zon that Saturday night, radio
reports came in about hail in
the area. Dale and his son went
to the county jail to check con-
ditions there. When they ar-
rived, lightning struck, knocking
out power and a radio system. It
was almost midnight.

Ten minutes later, the power
was back on and a bondsman at
the jail got a telephone call from
home. A tornado ‘ud passed
through and damaged his home
on Ladoga Road near County
Road 300 South

Dale‘rushed to the scene and
began tracing a line of destruc-
tion that would reach east to the
Montgomery County line and
pass seven miles into Boone
County.

When Dale reached the first
site of damage on Ladoga Road,
Hipes’ home a mile further east
had already been destroyed,
leaving gifts from a 50th wed-
ding anniversary celebration
scattered and broken in the
mud.

By the time Dale knew what
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A Montgomery County torado cut a path of sorrow
through the lives of three familes when it hit early on
Sunday, May 14. Linda Kelp and Gary Heimbach, an
engaged couple planning a summer wedding, were
killed when the storm hit their modular home. Kelp had a

daugher, Amanda, who
was not home at the
time. Heimbach had two
children, Telicia and
Chance, who live in
Florida. The storm also
took the life of Roy
Hipes, who died of heart
problems several days
after his modular home
was hit. Hipes and his
wife, Josephine, would
have celebrated their
69th wedding anniver-
sary this

summer.
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Linda and Amanda Kelp

Gary Heimbach, Linda Kelp and Amanda

A

Chance, Gary and Telicia Heimbach

Gary Heimbach, Linda Kelp an
mother, Jean Heimbach.

Josephine and Roy Hipes

L

d Gary’s

tiny china dishes.

He maintained a farmer’s
schedule — up by 5:30 a.m., in
bed by 8 p.m. each day. He
passed the days listening to the
radio, reading the newspaper
and watching ballgames on a
portable TV. His 3-year-old deg,
Sue, followed him everywhere,
even while he mowed the spa-
cious, green lawn. He loved to
cut grass with his riding mower
and let no one do it for him.

A woman nearly 40 years his

junior with a clear, honest voice,

Partin visited Hipes every day.
They went on long rides to-
gether. She drove. Every week
they went to Noblesville where
Hipes sat with his wife. Some-
times Hipes and Partin just
drove his old, red pickup along
the county roads watching men
work in the fields. Hipes called
it “road farming.”

Sometimes, too, he snuck out
and drove the old truck himself,
although he knew he wasn't
supposed to.

Partin always stayed with
him through the night when the
weather turned bad.

The weekend of May 13 and
14, her brother invited her to
visit with him at Raccoon Lake

amid pieces of roofing and in-
sulation. :

“I wouldn't be here today if I
had come back,” Partin said. I
would have been in that front
bedroom.” She pointed to a pile
of rubble.

“I'd be with him.”

[n the hospital before he died,
Hipes told his family he had
been asleep when the storm hit.
He remembered sitting on that
broken foundation, holding his
pillow, waiting for help in the
pouring rain,

“I was cold and wet and I
almost gave up,” he said. “But
then I thought — only cowards
give up.

‘And I'm no coward.””

Lives intertwined

Ed Heimbach — Gary's father
— knew Hipes thesway farmers
know one another, waving as
they passed in their trucks on
country roads.

It was three or four years ago
when Linda Kelp and Gary
Heimbach had fallen in love and
joined their lives together, living
at the end of a long stone lane
on County Road 550 East.
Across the road was the white
farm honse whare Hoimhach

from the foundation. Searchers
were sure they would also find
Amanda in the ruins in the
field.

Moving ahead

A 1970 graduate of the last
class from New Ross High
School, Heimbach had grown up
a happy boy in the farm house
with his parents, his younger
brother, Steve, and sister,
Linda. Linda had been born
deaf. In 1988, she was killed by
a drunken driver. The memories
still hurt this close family.

Steve and Gary tussled as
boys do until Gary grew bigger
and strongdr. Gary became a
welder after graduation and
then ran his own trucks before
selling them in the late 1980s.
He started driving for others.

He moved more and more into
farming, with his fathering
working as [the “gopher” and his
brother, Steve, helping out. He
had put wqothvr about 700 ac-
res of land,[some of it his fa-
ther’s, some of it rented.

“He rvailli got the bug of
farming,” Ed Heimbach said.
“He liked li\(- independence. He
thought he could quit trucking
in Fahrmarv and he wac lnakine
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- _.empty bed. Buildings were

. blowndown. Pieces of straw
were;left embedded in telephone
poles. And Dale never forgot.

As he watched the dark hori-

“ zon that Saturday night, radio
reports came in about hail in
the area. Dale and his son went
to the county jail to check con-
ditions there. When they ar-
rived, lightning struck, knocking
out power and a radio system. It
was almost midnight.

Ten minutes later, the power
was back on and a bondsman at
the jail got a telephone call from
home. A tornado had passed
through and damaged his home
on Ladoga Road near County
Road 300 South.

Dale rushed to the scene and
began tracing a line of destruc-
tion that would reach east to the
Montgomery County line and
pass seven miles into Boone
County.

When Dale reached the first
site of damage on Ladoga Road,
Hipes’ home a mile further east
had already been destroyed,
leaving gifts from a 50th wed-
ding anniversary celebration
scattered and broken in the
mud.

By the time Dale knew what
had happened that morning,
Gary Heimbach, 42, and Linda
Kelp, 36 — a young couple
planning marriage, a summer of
fun and a lifetime of hope —
already lay dead in the darkness
of a freshly planted cornfield.
They lived a mile and a half
east of Hipes.

The rural life

Hipes had started farming
near the little town of Whites-
ville in 1934, using mules to
pull his plow. He loved to tell

ople how he once hoed fields
g; hand in the days when farms
were small and days were long.

But those days were long be-
hind him. His wife, Josephine,
broke her hip several years ago
and was moved to a nursing
home ih Noblesville near Don,
one of their two sons. The
Hipeses would have celebrated
69 &enrs of marriage on Aug. 26,

ith his two sons grown and
one, his farm land rented out,
ipes moved to the modular
home. He kept an upright piano,
although his wife was no longer
there to play it. He kept collec-
tions of tiny dog figurines and

tiny china dishes.

He maintained a farmer’s
schedule — up by 5:30 a.m., in
bed by 8 p.m. each day. He
passed the days listening to the
radio, reading the newspaper
and watching ballgames on a
portable TV. His 3-year-old dog,
Sue, followed him everywhere,
even while he mowed the spa-
cious, green lawn. He loved to
cut grass with his riding mower
and let no one do it for him.

A woman nearly 40 years his
Jjunior with a clear, honest voice,
Partin visited Hipes every day.
They went on long rides to-
gether. She drove. Every week
they went to Noblesville where
Hipes sat with his wife. Some-
times Hipes and Partin just
drove his old, red pickup along
the county roads watching men
work in the fields. Hipes called
it “road farming.”

Sometimes, too, he snuck out
and drove the old truck himself,
although he knew he wasn't
supposed to.

Partin always stayed with
him through the night when the
weather turned bad.

The weekend of May 13 and
14, her brother invited her to
visit with him at Raccoon Lake
in Parke County to the south.
The spring fishing would be
good. Partin said she'd go, but
she couldn’t stay overnight. She
had to get back to Hipes.

She called Hipes at 9 a.m. on
Saturday.

“Don’t come back, I'm all
right,” Hipes said. “Have some
fun. Catch some fish.”

‘I'm no coward’

It was Sunday morning at
breakfast when Partin heard
there had been deaths in a
MontFomery County storm —
one of them near the Nucor
Steel plant. She rushed back.
When her car got past a stand
of trees and she looked across
the field toward’s Hipes home, it
was gone.

All that remained were piles
of furniture, the broken floor,
scattered papers and broken
walls.

Partin stood near the piano,
which lay upside down amid |
shattered glass pieces that had
once been a Golden Wedding
gift. Slippers and brown wingtip
shoes and clothes were piled

amid pieces of roofing and in-
sulation. i

“I wouldn't be here today if 1
had come back,” Partin said. “I
would have been in that front
bedroom.” She pointed to a pile
of rubble. "

“I'd be with him.”

In the hospital before he died,

. Hipes told his family he had

been asleep when the storm hit.
He remembered sitting on that
broken foundation, holding his
pillow, waiting for help in the
pouring rain.

“I was cold and wet and 1
almost gave up,” he said. “But
then I thought — only cowards
give up.

“And I'm no coward.”

Lives intertwined

Ed Heimbach — Gary's father
— knew Hipes thesway farmers
know one another, waving as
they passed in their trucks on
country roads.

It was three or four years ago
when Linda Kelp and Gary
Heéimbach had fallen in love and
Jjoined their lives together, living
at the end of a long stone lane
on County Road 550 East.
Across the road was the white
farm house where Heimbach
had been raised, where his par-
ents, Ed and Jean, still lived
and planned for retirement.

Kelp, who grew up in Hills--
boro 30 miles west, loved the
peaceful, quiet life among the
farm fields where the nearest

. site was the horizon and the sun

setting on a warm summer day.

She lived with Heimbach and
her daughter, Amanda, a fifth-
grader at nearby Walnut Town-
sh_i[g‘Elementary School.

eir refrigerator was covered
with papers marking Amanda's
achievements and those of
Heimbach’s children — Telicia,
13 and Chance, 11 — who lived
in Florida. Heimbach and Kelp
planned a trip to Florida in
June to pick up the children
who would visit for the summer.
The wedding would probably
have taken place then.

The couple planned to attend
the Indianapolis 500. They
planned and they dreamed.

In the early morning darkness
of Sunday, May 14, Sheriff Dale
and a search crew looked for
hours to find Heimbach and
Kelp. The biggest pieces of their
house had been blown 250 yards

T

from the foundation. Searchers
were sure they would also find

Amanda in the ruins in the

- field. ‘

Moving zread

A 1970 graduate of the last
class from New Ross High
School, Heimbach had grown up
a happy boy in the farm house
with his parents, his younger
brother, Steve, and sister,
Linda. Linda had been born
deaf. In 1988, she was killed by
a drunken driver. The memories
still hurt this close family.

Steve and Gary tussled as
boys do until Gary grew bigger
and strongdr. Gary became a
welder after graduation and
then ran his own trucks before
selling them in the late 1980s.
He started griving for others.

He moved more and more into
farming, with his fathering
working as [the “gopher” and his
brother, Steve, helping out. He
had put together about 700 ac- /
res of land,|some of it his fa- -
ther's, some of it rented.

“He really got the bug of
farming,” Hd Heimbach said.
“He liked the independence. He
thought he |could quit trucking
in February and he was looking
forward to it so much. It was

chinery he wanted. He was just
Fetting to the point where his

The family loved Linda. Ed
Heimbach remembers Linda’s
voice calling to him. She would
walk up the road and shout “Hi
Ed!” The sound of it used to
make him smile. Now, the
memory of it makes him cry.

“We couited Linda as one of
our own,” Ed said.

By Saturday, May 13, Gary
Heimbach'g corn was planted
and he wag working on his
beans. Butjhe spent that day
mowing the roadsides because
an aunt was coming to visit.

The father saw his son that
evening. “See you tomorrow,”
Gary said.

“You, never know, do you,” Ed
Heimbach said days later. “You
Jjust never know.”

Ed and Jean Heimbach went
to bed that|Saturday night in
their wood-frame farm house. A
few minutes before midnight,
the dog, Galdie, became fussy,
and Jean woke up. She put the




dog in the bathroom.

Minutes later Heimbach, a
World War II veteran, said he
heard a noise that sounded like
an artillery shell exploding. The
windows all blew in. Parts of
the roof came down, along with
bricks from a chimney. They fell
on Mrs. Heimbach, cracking her
ribs.

Heimbach helped his wife and
went to the kitchen to get a
flashlight. Looking out the win-
dow he saw someone approach-
ing. Thinking it was Gary com-
ing to check on them, he waved
the flashlight to signal that they
were all right,

But it was someone else com-
ing ug the drive. And when Ed
Heimbach went across the road
to check the house where Gary
and Linda lived, it wasn't there.

Weekend celebrated

Kelp was branch officer ad-

' ministrator at Edward D. Jones
in Crawfordsville and her job
kept her busy. When she wasn't
working it seemed like she was *
always taking her daughter,
Amanda, to one activity or an-
other. :

She loved to exercise and
taught aerobics. She walked for
the March of Dimes. She gave
clothing and toys to'a family
crisis shelter.

" Kelp had called her mother,
Rita Jo Hoskins, in Hillsboro, at
8 p.m. that Saturday night. She
was checking on a family party
planned for Sunday and wanted
to know the time.

“She wasn't feeling real well,”
Hoskins said. She had just had
three teeth pulled.

There had been several family
gatherings in recent days, In
early May, all the women in the
family — grandmothers, daugh-
ters, granddaughters, aunts and
nieces — had gone to a mother-
daughter banquet at the Ster-
ling Chnistian Church.

“It was crazy when the girls

_attgot together,” Hoskins said.

[ It was a wonderful time.

“~ The weekend before the storm,
Hoskins and Kelp had cele-
brated Amanda's birthday. They
went to a movie in Lafayette,
had dinner at Burger King and
went home for a Dairy Queen
cake with an Indianapolis
Pacers theme.

The weekend of the storm,
Amanda went to stay with her
father in Rockville, as had long
been planned. He picked her up
Friday at school.

That Saturday night, Hoskins
couldn’t sleep in her Hillsboro
home. She sat up in a chair and
watched television until 1 a.m.

It was 5 a.m. on Sunday when
she heard a pounding on her
front door. Her heart raced as
she went to see who it was.
When the lights came on and
the door opened, she saw Mont-

omery County Sheriff John

ale. His face'was solemn. He
had done this too many times.

It was Mother’s Day.




Il was ioLners pay.

‘How lucky | am’

Ten days after the storm,
Hoskins told the story of a card
her daughter sent not long ago.
There had been no special occa-
sion. Kelp just sent the card to
her mother because it said what
she felt.

Hoskins read the writin

he front of the card, which fea-
tured pastel-colored aprmg
flowers in a water can. “I'm
lucky to have a mother like
you,” it said.

But that's all Hoskins could
read — out loud. The rest was
too hard.

Inside, the card said: “So
many times [ stop and think
how lucky I am having you for a
mother. [ remember the won-
derful things you do for me, the
advice you've given me, the
support you've always shown. I
remember how you've always
listened to me, worried about
me, rejoiced with me,

“But mostly, I think about
how much you love me and how
much I love you. And today, I
thought I'd tell you 80.”

It was signed “Love Linda.”




