Howey-in-the Hills
Norma Beasley

My best friend Pearl and I were checking out Toyota dealerships in the late 90s and decided to visit the Leesburg area about 45 miles north of Orlando via US Hwy. 441. We enjoyed the natural beauty on the way and were even more pleased when she decided to buy a ‘97 Gray 4-door Camry sedan. While chatting with one of the salesmen, we asked about the Cedar River Seafood restaurant close by. “They serve good food,” he said. “Why don't you try it? I think you will like it.” So, we decided to try it out and enjoyed the meal tremendously with a little Chardonnay on the side. 
On the return to Orlando, we decided to take another way home via State Road 19 South to enjoy the picturesque and welcoming Lake County. Even though it was spicy hot, the rolling hills, citrus groves, and great swaths of oleander lining the highway complemented quiet vistas of earthy green. Then a loud deafening Bang! Followed by a shuddering vibration and motor shutdown. We had just passed Howey-in-the Hills. In the blink of an eye, I never clearly saw what hit us nor did I have time to warn Pearl to brace for impact. The collision on the driver’s side spun our car around facing north. Flying glass everywhere but no airbag deploys. I managed to exit the car with a bloodied face and noticed blown tires. “Pearl, are you OK I asked?” No response. I circled around the car to her side and opened the door. She was in shock. By now all traffic had stopped. 
“Call the police,” I yelled, spotting an official looking car. It was a first responder. I was led back to my car and made to sit down. Cops converged on the scene like scurrying ants from an ant hill. Helicopters circled overhead. A DUI driver not only hit us, but he also hit the car behind us. A helicopter landed to take that driver to the hospital. We were given care on the scene. I requested that we be taken to the Orlando Health South Central Hospital in Clermont to be examined. I was concerned about Pearl’s knee. I had glass in my left ear, otherwise OK. Pearl then told me her knee was hurting a little bit. Further exams proved negative.
My car was totaled. I called Pearl’s daughter, Jeanette, to come and get us. We were exhausted. 

