Rainy Daze
Norma Beasley

I have lived in four different areas of the eastern United States, but none manifested the smorgasbord of rain like that of Central Florida. From mist, sprinkles, and drizzles, to cloudbursts, hammering lashing winds, tornadoes, and the ‘canes.
When I moved from New York to Orlando, my publishing company, Harcourt Inc, told its invitees, there were three or four things we would enjoy about Central Florida. Disney. Universal. Sea World. And the weather. What we didn't know was that Central Florida is the lightning capital of the world.
Upon my arrival, I was greeted by warm sunny weather. Gorgeous bright white fluffy puffs floating in the sky that I immediately wanted to immerse myself in and sail along for the ride. It didn't take long for me to witness rain on one side of the street and sun on the other. From my office window I was mesmerized by torrents of pouring rain and swaying pines. I had never seen anything like it before. Then one day I got caught in a hailstorm on Orange Blossom Trail. The neophyte that I was didn't realize that the ice pellets could create dents in my car. Watching my neighbor's house disappear one day in battering intense rain was another phenomenon I had never seen. I have had to pull to the side of the road due to pelting rains until Mother Nature completed her run.
On the other hand, a soft soaking rainfall calms my emotions, puts me to sleep and comforts my soul.
