WEATHER
Judy Fink
	Florida equals hurricanes.
	Pennsylvania doesn’t get many hurricanes or tornadoes due to the hills and valleys which make up the landscape of the state.
	Florida, however, is perfect for such weather. Being a peninsula, the weather can come swirling from the Atlantic or come barreling up from the south to head into the Gulf of Mexico. Either way, it’s never a good thing. 
	In 2017 we got a visit from Irma; not a person, a Category Five hurricane. Barricading ourselves in the middle room listening to the local news, she decided to sneak around the Miami coastline and rumble up the Gulf toward central Florida. Finally aiming for the Villages, where we had just moved in 2015.
	“Mom, get in the car and get out of there,” my daughter phoned.
	“It’s too late for that, we saw on the news, the roads are gridlocked with fleeing cars.” I answered. “We are hunkered down in the middle room; we’ll just have to wait it out.”
	Irma came but miraculously the “Eye” went right over the Villages. That certainly didn’t stop the winds and pelting rain from assaulting our home and our senses. We watched the small canal behind our house swell from continuous hard rain. The wind caused white water waves flowing south to north making it look like a wild river ride. 
	By morning, all that remained were hearty gusts of wind and lingering rain. Palm fronds littered the roads and yards. Thankfully our home wasn’t damaged. The canal water was still raging but now reversed: north to south.
	We were relieved to get through unscathed. Others in the state were not so lucky with homes partially or completely destroyed.
	I expect we’ll go through this again in the future, hopefully not like Irma…the bitch.
	
