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Frances
My brother Itsik and his wife arrived from Israel in Fort Lauderdale the day Hurricane Frances was to land. I insisted on putting up the shutters before we hunkered down. The wind outside howled like a wild beast, rattling the windows of our home as Frances, the tempest, unleashed her fury. 
The tension in the air was undeniable as the four of us sat in a small circle, playing cards. The dim light of candles flickered across the walls. My brother’s face was etched with awe and unease. It was his first encounter with a tropical storm.
Itsik, hearing the rain lash against the shutter in relentless sheets, muttered, “At least in Israel, when I’m on the battlefield, I know where the bullets are coming from,” his voice low but clear. He shook his head, trying to process the chaos beyond the walls, and announced, “The hurricane is scarier than the war.”
I glanced at his wife, smiled at his words, and said, “It’s unpredictable, right? No matter how much we prepare, there’s no knowing where or how hard it’ll hit.”
Itsik nodded, still transfixed by the storm. “In a war, you’re constantly alert, but there’s strategy. You can anticipate things, at least somewhat. Here, it’s like nature decides everything. And you… you have to endure it.”
I looked at him with fondness. My brother, who had seen battle and faced dangers I couldn’t imagine, sat here, humbled by the raw power of the storm. The winds outside roared louder, and for a moment, the house creaked under the pressure.
“We’ll be fine,” I reassured him, even though I, too, felt the weight of uncertainty. But we both knew this storm, though fierce, just like all others, would pass. And we would face whatever came next together.


