It was a dark and stormy evening and Mr. Coulter was driving home, late from work. It was snowing heavily and the road was black and icy. The wind was blowing fiercely and the trees along the side of the road were bending in the wind. Mr. Coulter looked at his watch. It was 6:45 and he was late. His wife Emily was waiting for him at home. He decided to stop the car and call her. As he was dialing her number, he heard a terrible noise. One of the tallest trees was crashing onto the road in front of him. It missed his car by only 20 feet. What a lucky escape!
Era uma noite escura e tempestuosa, e o senhor Coulter estava dirigindo para casa, atrasado após o trabalho. Nevava intensamente e a estrada estava escura e coberta de gelo. O vento soprava com força, e as árvores ao longo da estrada se curvavam sob sua fúria. O senhor Coulter olhou para o relógio. Eram 6h45, e ele já estava atrasado. Sua esposa, Emily, o esperava em casa. Ele decidiu parar o carro e ligar para ela. Enquanto discava o número, ouviu um barulho terrível: uma das árvores mais altas desabava sobre a estrada, bem à sua frente. Ela caiu a apenas seis metros do carro. Que sorte escapar assim!

