Episode 269: Tara hoped the roof wouldn’t blow off

| live in the Tampa Bay area of Florida, and | like it here. | never have to shovel snow, | don’t have to
drive on ice, and earthquakes are pretty rare. | can ride my bike almost year-round.

But - one of the worst things about living in Florida is going through hurricane season. I'm in the
Tampa Bay area, which is on the Gulf of Mexico side, so we're a little more sheltered. But even here,
we sometimes have hurricanes that come up into the gulf and cause some damage when they decide
to finally come on land. My son David was actually born during a hurricane.

Tara knows about hurricanes because she’s been through a terrifying one. A few years ago she came
on the podcast and talked about her experience with Hurricane Dorian.

She and her family were at home, in the direct path of this category 5 hurricane. The flood waters
were rising, the high winds were threatening to tear their roof off, and all they could do was sit in the
dark attic and watch the water keep rising.

Scott
You were born and raised in the Bahamas. Have you had experience with hurricanes before? |
assume you must have.

Tara

I've had experience with hurricanes my entire life. My parents have had experience with hurricanes
their entire lives. Grandparents. It's just the thing when you live in the Bahamas - you deal with
hurricanes.

Scott
It's part of life.

Tara
Yeah. It's part of life.

Scott
But this time you kind of topped your previous experience.

Tara
Tenfold.

Scott



Can you describe your family at the time when this happened? Who was in your family?

Tara
It was myself, my wife, Catherine, and our 6-year-old daughter, Hazel, and we had 5 dogs.

Scott
Five dogs. | know my listeners’ ears perk up just thinking, “Oh, hey, five dogs!” What kind of dogs were
they?

Tara
We had four dachshunds - sausage dogs. Then, we had one medium-sized dog. In the Bahamas, we
refer to mutts as potcakes. So we had a husky-potcake mix kind of dog.

Scott
All right. How was your house constructed at the time?

Tara

We had a concrete block home in the Bahamas. That's generally the way to go if you can afford to do
s0. You build a concrete block home with a wooden roof, metal shingle construction, elevated -
because we were near the water - nice, solid hurricane-proof windows - the best ones on the market
that are supposed to stand up to 150 miles an hour of wind. All built for hurricanes.

Scott

Really, you had everything in place. You did everything you could in advance preparation. Before this
happened, were you ever nervous or apprehensive about hurricanes or it's just something that
happens?

Tara

No, you're always nervous and apprehensive about hurricanes because you know that they can cause
severe damage. It's always nervous. Whenever there's one coming, you prepare, you get ready, you
do everything you can, you're guaranteed something's going to get wrecked and you're prepared to
deal with the aftermath.

Scott
Well, | know hurricane season for the Atlantic starts June 1. What are your standard practices at that
time to prepare specifically for the upcoming months?

Tara
June 1 is a normal summer in the Bahamas. We rarely see severe storms in June and July. We'll get a
tropical storm. It blows through in a day. The kids are out of school. You clean up your yard and that's



it. It's a non-event. It's not till August, September, and October that you really start to pay attention and
start to worry about it.

Scott
When you know one is coming, do you go to the store and find that the shelves are empty from the
water and stuff like that? | mean, that's what happens here in Florida.

Tara

Yes. If you wait until the last minute, if you try to go to a grocery store or hardware store 24 hours
before we're expected to start having wind, you're out of everything and you're out of luck. So we
always would prepare three days ahead at the very least so that we weren't stuck in lines or didn't
have the things that we wanted to have.

Scott
How far in advance did you know that Hurricane Dorian was going to be a really big one?

Tara

I'd say about five or six days out. At that point, it was, “Oh, wow. This is strong. This is, like, a category
4 now.” Then, their forecast is saying it's going to be a 5. That's pretty bad. 5 is as high as it goes. At
that point, it's still way out there. Like, 5 days out, those spaghetti models that you see all over the TV,
they're all over the place. So you're just kind of watching and hoping that it's going to turn or move, or
that spaghetti model that says it's going to stay out to sea, that's the right one.

Scott
Yeah, everyone hopes, right?

Tara
Everyone hopes.

Scott
Do some people actually evacuate the islands when they see something like that coming?

Tara
Yes. Alot of expats, foreigners, second homeowners, a lot of those folks will leave in the three days
ahead. They'll get on a flight and get out.

Scott
You got word that Dorian was bound for your location and was still really big. What was your plan in,
like, the few days in advance of that?



Tara

A few days in advance of that, we started with, “Okay, groceries. Let's stock up on the things that we
need to have. Let's make sure we've got the water we need. Let's get the car filled up with gas. Let's
get the jugs for the generator filled up with gas for after the storm. Let’s start thinking about where
we're going to put our patio furniture and move our potted plants.”

Scott
As Dorian approached, were you more concerned about the wind or the possibility of water rising?

Tara

We were worried about the wind. The wind was always the fear. With hurricanes, in general, the wind
is always the fear, unless you live on the beach. If you live on the beach, that's an entirely different
experience. Most Bahamians do not build their houses on the beach because of that reason.

Scott
Tell us about what happened when it started. You pretty much saw that your preparations were all just
pointless, right?

Tara

Before it hit Grand Bahama Island and Freeport where we were, it hit the island of Abaco, which is
about a hundred miles away. The storm was moving exceptionally slowly. It's barely moving forward at
2-3 miles per hour - max 4 miles per hour, which is a very bad thing. The longer it takes to go through,
the more damage there is. So it kind of went through Abaco. There were Facebook videos and images
and stories, and they didn't lose cellular signal, which has never happened before in a storm. When
you have a storm, you lose cell signal and no one knows what's going on until after. This time, there
were videos of people as the roof was pulled off the house in Abaco, there was a lot of water, the
whole town was flooded, and people and cars floating by. So the images were terrifying at that point,
but we were already at a point of, “Okay, we're hunkered down. We're ready for it. Can we make a big
change now? Is that what are we going to do? We've got five dogs. Where are we going to go?”

Scott
So it hit Abaco first. And did you know, based on its speed, how much time did you have before it
would get to you?

Tara

We knew we had a good 12 hours before it got bad - like, the wind would start before that. We had
already started to have tropical storm force winds when it was over Abaco, but it was at the speed that
was moving for us to have really bad wind. When | say really bad, | mean, like, 100 miles per hour. It
was going to be a few hours before we got there. We're already hunkered down. It's late in the
afternoon. There are no shelters on the island that would take us with 5 dogs. It would mean leaving
our five dogs behind - not an option. Never was going to be an option. We were just kind of focused on



the positive. We're okay. We're safe. We've had hurricanes in this house before. We had Hurricane
Matthew 3 years before. We were fine. Okay. We're going to be fine. We're going to stay here.

Scott
Looking back on it now, can you evaluate how much of that was realistic thinking versus how much
was optimistic thinking?

Tara

It was probably 50-50. 50 percent of it was, I'm just going to talk myself into the fact that we're going to
be okay while I'm actually terrified. Then, 50 percent of it was actually logical. The logistics of Abaco,
how high the Island is, the way that the island's positioned along the edge of the Atlantic Ocean versus
the way that Grand Bahama sits on a bank, all of those things come into play with the way a hurricane
would interact with the land and what we could expect as far as weather.

Scott
Take us from the time the storm surge came into your home. When did you first see that?

Tara

We started having hurricane-force winds at 10.30, August 31st, 2019. We went to bed listening to the
storm. We got up a few times as the night wore on and checked that every three-hour update. What's
it doing? Where's it going? Is it slowing down? Is it going to make that turn that we're desperately
wanting so that we don't get the worst of it? We got up around 4 o'clock and looked outside and our
entire backyard, our entire street was underwater. We had been up 3 hours before and everything was
fine. At four o'clock in the morning, we were already surrounded by water.

Scott
That also means you're kind of cut off from any help too.

Tara
Yeah. At that point, we're already past help. There's no one that can help with that kind of wind and
that kind of water without endangering themselves.

Scott
At that point, were there any agencies or people offering or being able to rescue anyone anyway?

Tara

No, there's nothing. You were stuck. You were on your own. Whatever decision you have made about
where you're going to be at that point, that's it till it's done. When it first started to come into the house,
for me, it was sort of, “Okay, we're going to have water in the house. We're going to have ankle-deep
water. That's really annoying. We're going to have house repairs. Okay. Let's see what we can save.
Let's get these photo albums up onto the highest shelf we can in the house and make sure they're



safe. Let's try using some sandbags to kind of slow some of the water coming into the house.” At that
point, we're not in peril danger yet. It's more, like, things are going to get broken. We're going to have
to make repairs.

Scott
At what point did it cross over to the feeling that you were in danger?

Tara

Within an hour. Within an hour of the water first coming into the house, it had risen another three or
four inches. It was rising really fast and then the whole house had water in it. Then, the sewage
system started backing up. Then, the house was not pleasant to be in for smell or anything else. Then,
it was, “Oh shit, we're in a lot of trouble now. What's going to happen if the water doesn't stop?”

Scott
You had mentioned - what you sent me - that fear of drowning outweighed logical thought. Can you
elaborate on that?

Tara

At the time, | thought everything that | was thinking was logical. The ability to look back on it now, in
hindsight, and realize that it was not logical has come from years of talk therapy. At the time, | thought
every decision we were making was absolutely thought out clearly - the pros and cons, the
consequences of our decision. We were pushing through and we were going to be okay, even though
we were terrified. At the time, | thought it was completely logical - all the decisions that we were
making.

Scott
And then, you made a decision that was not logical, looking back on it.

Tara

Looking back on it, it's not logical now. The water kept rising. We got to a point where we were sitting
on top of our kitchen countertops, trying to stay dry. We had our 6-year-old and three of the dogs
bundled in wet blankets on our kitchen island. Once the water reached the top of the countertops, it
started to be, “Are we going to drown inside of our house? The water's not stopping. We're going to
run out of breathing room. We have to get out of this house. We're going to drown.” And then it was, “If
the water reaches a certain height so that all of our windows and doors are underwater, there's going
to be a pressure difference between the inside and the outside. What if we can't get the windows
open? What if we can't get the door open?” That's when the tunnel vision and the fear, fight or flight,
not logical thought kicked in, “We have to get out of the house right now.”

Scott



So you're in your cement block house and you made the decision to leave the house. As | think about
this, my dogs won't go out to pee when it's raining. Can you describe the process of how you get five
dogs to leave the relative safety of the house when there's a hurricane outside?

Tara

The blessing was that four of them were really little, so all four of our dachshunds were 10-11 pounds,
s0 you can manhandle that. Our mutt-potcake mix is 50 pounds and is not nearly as easy to
manhandle.

Scott
So how did you do that?

Tara

We all went out through a bedroom window that we were able to open. We shoved floating things and
everything we thought that we needed to be okay outside, including some things to stay together. We
used extension cords to tie ourselves together so that we couldn't float away from each other. We had
a floating mattress that we kind of pushed out of a window. Then, we kind of just - one-by-one
procession - get one dog out, get the next dog out, and throw them on top of the mattress, which
basically was a raft, not a very good raft because it was sitting two or three inches below the water, but
it was floating. Getting our larger dog out was not easy.

| mean, | was on the outside. My wife, Catherine was on the inside. She's pushing, I'm pulling. The
dog was fighting because the dog had a better idea of how stupid the idea was than we did. Finally,
we were able to get her out of the window.

Scott
Did you all have life jackets?

Tara

No life jackets. We didn't own a boat. We didn't need life jackets. We were four feet elevated from
ground level. The water was never going to get that high. The water has never gotten that high
before.

Scott
So did you all fit on the floating things or were you in the water?

Tara

We were in the water. We had our daughter with a pool float around her waist as her life jacket and the
five dogs were on the mattress. Catherine and | were treading water, floating, and holding onto patio
furniture that was really not floating, but it was not sinking.



Scott
And how were the dogs handling this? Obviously, they must have been stressed out, but what were
they doing?

Tara

Very stressed out. They were not holding still, obviously, crawling back and forth across the mattress,
falling off, having to be retrieved, falling off again, and swimming in the wrong direction, and having to
be retrieved. It was a constant battle of keeping everyone's head above water.

Scott
How long were you outside?

Tara

It felt like hours. It felt like hours of fighting the waves and the wind, keeping together, not losing the
dogs, and our daughter screaming at the top of her lungs. We were outside for 30 minutes - the
longest 30 minutes of my life.

Scott
Did Hazel, your daughter, object to going outside at all? Or she's just, “Hey, the grownups know what
they're doing.”?

Tara
“The grownups know what they're doing” until we got outside.

Scott
Yeah, kids have to trust their parents, obviously. Did you see any other people while you were
outside?

Tara

No. Our closest neighbor was 600 feet away. They had a second story to their house. We did not. We
had a ranch single story. At one point, we considered swimming or trying to swim to the neighbor's
house with their second story. We decided really quickly that either we would get separated or we
would all drown if we tried to swim it. Even, | mean, our daughter was a really good swimmer at six
years old. She could dive in a scuba diving pool down 12 feet at six years old. She was a really good
swimmer. There was no way we were going to fight the wind and the waves to get to that house
without drowning.

Scott
What made you decide to finally say, “Okay, we've got to go back in the house?”

Tara



| went under more than once. | couldn't keep my head up. | couldn't keep checking on the dogs. |
couldn't make sure that Hazel was stable. | couldn't make sure that my wife was okay. | went under
and inhaled salt water more than once. The second time that | came up, | just looked at Catherine and
said, “We have to go back in.” When we went back in, we had about 3-4 feet still of breathing space.
The ceiling was 9 feet high. So water height would have been about 5-6 feet. You couldn't stand in
there. You were still swimming inside the house. We had to dive back in. The window was underwater
when we went back in. The window that we had decided to go out of was our master bedroom window
and our master bed was floating. The bed was floating. The mattress and box springs were floating in
the middle of the room. So when we got back in, it was, “Okay. That's where our daughter and the five
dogs are going to go. That's their mattress. They're safer there for now until we figure it out.”

Catherine and | had to wait around inside the bedroom while we started to figure it out. The only option
was the attic. If we stayed inside the house, we were fearful that - it was still the same fear - we're
going to run out of breathing room, the water's going to get higher than the ceiling, and then we're
going to drown. So the attic was the only option.

Scott
You guys must be exhausted at this point.

Tara

Yeah, completely exhausted going on full-out adrenaline for six hours at that point with no break, just
adrenaline-fueled. | had, like, three bites of a dry piece of bread that | managed to not really swallow at
one point that morning while the water was rising. No food, no water.

Scott
What's the access to the attic? How do you get there?

Tara

We had an attic ladder built into our master bedroom closet as part of the construction for if we're
going to use that area as extra storage or if someone needs to fix something, they can get up there
easily.

Scott
So this is just one of those things that's in the ceiling. You pull on a chain and a ladder comes down.

Tara

Yes. And we had that open actually. Whether it's an old wife's tail or an actual thing, we always grew
up with, “If you have an attic, you need to open the attic so that the air can pass through and not
create pressure in the attic and blow your roof off.” | have absolutely no idea if that's a reasonable
engineering thing or a Bahamas thing, but we always open our attic when there's a storm. So the
ladder was open, the ladder was down, ready for us. It would have been impossible if we hadn't
opened that ahead of time to get in there.



Scott
What would have made it impossible? | mean, | know you'd be opening it down into the water.

Tara

Yeah. We would have had to wait until the water was high enough so that we were much closer to the
ceiling to be able to reach to get it pulled down. Then, we would have had to fight with it without the
ability to have our feet on solid ground to get it down and open for all of us to get in. We had packed
what they call a bug-out bag with some food, clothes, and important documents in case you have to
be evacuated, except there's no evacuation coming at this point. The bag with the clothes was
completely saturated and the documents inside the bag were completely saturated. It wasn't a
waterproof bag. The food bag and cooler bags are waterproof - that had food in them - but all of those
things were packed as the water was coming into the house. We never packed a bug-out bag ahead
of time. We'd never needed one before. We'd never contemplated the idea of having to be evacuated.

Scott
Do you recall, as you were floating in your bedroom and thinking about what to do, what was the
smell?

Tara

It was raw sewage - the smell in the house. Once the septic system had backed up from the flood, the
inside of the house was pure sulfur. It was horrendous. It cuts your breath. If you took a deep breath,
you'd cough because it was so strong.

Scott
And can you describe the noise level? | know the wind makes a lot of noise when there are such high
winds just outside the window. Was it noisy inside the house?

Tara

The contrast between the outside and inside was a big difference. Outside it was really loud. We had
to shout to each other to hear each other over the wind and the waves. When we came back in,
suddenly it was quiet. | mean, yeah, you could still hear the wind and you could still hear the roof
creaking and the waves knocking into the house, but we weren't shouting at each other to speak to
each other inside of the house. Once we got the dogs and Hazel situated on the bed and we felt
reasonably stable, we decided that Catherine was going to go retrieve these bags because we were
going to have to go to the attic. That was our food. We wanted to make sure we had our important
stuff. So she swam back to the kitchen to get those and bring them back to the master.

Scott
| know at some point during this, you asked Hazel how she was doing. What was her state of mind?



Tara

She was still crying, very upset, very distraught about having been outside. And now we're back inside
and what are we going to do? It's dangerous. She's terrified and she asked me for her glasses, and |
hadn't even realized she'd lost them.

Scott
Does she always wear glasses?

Tara

They were reasonably new. She had just gotten them that summer before and she was very proud of
these glasses. She loved her glasses and they weren't on her face. We had to assume that she had
lost them at some point either while we were outside or when we were trying to dive back into the
house. They weren't floating, as far as | could tell in the debris in the bedroom. The lost glasses were
just her 6-year-old way of expressing terror. She lost her mind because we couldn't find her glasses.

The dining room chairs made their way from our dining room on one side of the house to our master
bedroom on the other side of the house with the water. So we were able to grab a couple of those and
push them low enough in the water to stand on and our weight, if evenly distributed, kept the legs of
the chair on the ground. So we were able to stop treading water and stand for a few minutes. It was
that tiny bit that made my heart rate go down just a little so that | could try to start thinking clearly.

There's so much mixed in the water. Everything that had been on shelves had all floated off. Anything
that had been inside of a drawer was floating because a piece of furniture had been upended because
of the water. Once we got those chairs underneath us, | looked down and there was a red can of Coke
floating next to me. | grabbed it and it was intact. | thought about it for half a second, “Well, should |
drink this? It's been floating in sewage. Yeah. | don't think it matters at this point.” It's hot. It didn't
come out of the refrigerator. It came out of a cupboard somewhere. | don't think I've ever tasted
anything that good in my life. We all shared it around. Everybody had some of it. Hazel had more of it
than Catherine and | did. It was the first sugar our body had seen in 4 hours at that point, or food of
any kind.

Scott
So at this point, it looks like the attic was going to be the only option, but you were particularly terrified
of that. What was your thinking?

Tara

| was still on the, “We're going to drown inside the house without any air. We're going to get our heads
against the ceiling and we're going to run out of air.” For me, we can't get out of the attic. There's no
door or windows. There's no exterior access. There's no tool to cut a hole in the metal sheet covered
roof. If we go up there and the water keeps rising because it is still rising very quickly, we can't get out,
but we didn't have any other option at that point. That was the last option to keep our heads above
water, even if it was only buying us hours.



Scott

Now, | found it interesting that, at this point, you're considering that's your only option, but you also
remember when you went outside that you thought that was a logical option and you proceeded, but it
turned out to be a bad decision. You made a phone call.

Tara

Yeah. Like | said, we maintained cellular signal through the middle of a category 5 hurricane - never
happened before. We had been keeping the cell phones inside plastic bags instead of Ziploc bags, so
they were dry and they were working. So we took it out, turned it on, pressed the button, and
FaceTime worked like normal. We phoned Catherine's sister, Charlotte, and her wife, who were our
closest relatives. They were living in Connecticut. So we connected FaceTime from the Bahamas in
our flooded house a thousand miles away to Connecticut.

Scott
| mean, they're sitting in their dry house. | mean, they knew about the hurricane. They probably were
wondering how you guys were doing, right?

Tara
We had been in contact with them off and on as the water was rising, so they did know that we were in
a bad situation.

Pattie
We had been FaceTiming with Catherine, Tara, and Hazel prior to the hurricane about preparations
that were being done.

Scott
Catherine's sister-in-law, Pattie.

Patty

But then we got a call from Catherine saying that water was coming in through Hazel's bedroom walls.
Yes, we were all alarmed and concerned. Then, next, we got another phone call that the water had
reached their car and Hazel was sitting on the kitchen island with the dogs floating around on
cushions.

Scott

They still must have been surprised to get that phone call, especially, not just a phone call, but a
FaceTime call where they could see that you guys are floating in your bedroom with the water being
that high already.

Tara



They told us after the fact that they'll never forget the look of terror on our faces.

Pattie

In the next phone call we got from them, Charlotte told them that they needed to go into their attic.
Tara, who is usually calm and collected, was just beyond fear. The look in her eyes is something that
I'll never forget. The fear of death was right there. She was realizing how dangerous things were at
this point. They said they were going to shut off their phones and would call when they could.

Scott
The reason you were calling them was to just get other adult opinions. Like, is this really the best thing
we should do?

Tara

Yeah, that's exactly what it was. We had been talking to them about what we were going to do, what
was the plan, what should we do, and how are we going to be okay. After having made the decision to
go outside and realize that it was such a bad decision, we needed someone else to tell us what to do,
and they were in agreement. We were out of options. No one was going to be able to come for us. We
didn't know how long it was going to be before it got better. If it got better, were we still going to
drown? Was this the last time we were ever going to speak to them?

So with the decision made, we were going to go to the attic. We had to get to the attic. Now we have
to get the three of us, five dogs, and the two bags into the attic with water too high to stand in and
rising fast. Catherine went into the attic first, taking one bag. | followed her and took the other. We left
Hazel and the five dogs on the bed, got everything up there and sort of figured out where we were. It's
very dark. What are we going to sit on? There's cross bracing every two or three feet. It's not like an
attic in New England where it's wide open in the middle and you just store stuff in it. It's an attic
because it's the roof. The structure of the roof is holding it up. There's no floor. It's just beams of wood
and then insulation and sheetrock holding it. So if you step between the two beams, you're going to go
through.

Scott
And what was the height? | mean, you couldn't stand up obviously fully, right?

Tara

We could. Our roof and our attic were very tall, very big. It was a design feature that the architects that
built the house decided was necessary for making sure that it was hurricane-proof and the design that
we wanted it to look like from the outside and all those things. So it was very tall in the middle, but
then it tapered off to all four sides. So if you were a few feet from the outside of the house, you would
hit your head but, if you were standing in the middle, you had a lot of space. Catherine went up, | went
up, and we got the bags up. | went back down and got two of the little dogs, and left Hazel with the
other three.



And we're calling back and forth to each other as we're doing this, and she can see us. We're in the
master closet, she's in the master bedroom. The only time she loses sight of us is when | go in the
attic and we're calling down to her. “It's okay. We're coming.” This is what we're doing. Like word by
word, minute by minute, helping her see us, even though we weren't there. | went up the ladder with a
dog under each arm wiggling - not easy - gave them to Catherine, and went back down.

Scott
After going outside, your dogs may have some trust issues here, right?

Tara

They may have a little bit of trust issues. We wouldn't have managed any of it if we had five large
dogs. It was having the smaller dogs that made it manageable. Once | got three of the little dogs
upstairs, | got Hazel. | got Hazel off the bed, got her up the ladder, up to Catherine. We had two dogs
left in the bedroom whining for us because there was no person there with them now. | couldn't get
him the last little dog. | didn't know if he was asleep or he just was being stubborn or he was
frightened, and | couldn't see him because the bed's floating above my head. So | was calling the
dogs, not responding. | called the large dog. She comes to me. Great. So we swam to the ladder. Now
| had to get the 50-pound dog to climb a ladder because | can't carry her up there. So a lot of pushing
and Catherine pulling from the top. “Climb the ladder! Learn to climb the ladder right now!” And she
did.

At that point, we had 24 inches, two feet of breathing space. The doorway between the master
bedroom and master closet was rapidly disappearing, and | made the last trip to get the last dog. | had
to go under the doorway, like hold my breath and go under the water to get back into the other room.
Finally, | got him off the bed. He had to dive with me to go under the doorway and we all made it into
the attic. It was really loud in the attic. Like, it was outside loud with every tree branch that hit the roof,
every drop of rain that hit the roof, the wind pushing, and all of the wood creaking as it pushed.

Scott

It feels like at this time you may have gotten to a place where you're safe for the moment. You can
relax a little bit. You have to stay on these cross beams. You can't just relax. How did you manage not
going through the ceiling?

Tara

We had a couple of Rubbermaid containers. They were empty. They were just stored up there
because we didn't have anywhere else to put them. We turned one of those upside down and kind of
braced one side of each end on one of these beams to create a kind of like a bench. We had a
cardboard box that used to have an oscillating fan and we spread that out between the two beams.
Once the cardboard's wet, it's not nearly stable anymore and we're soaking wet. We mashed down the
air conditioner ducting. It's a big, square, silver ducting that you see in your attic from an air
conditioner. We kind of sat on that and flattened that out.



Scott
There's probably less worry of Hazel stepping in between the beams and going through than the two
of you as adults, right?

Tara

We were worried about the dogs, especially the big one. We can understand that we have to only walk
on wood and we can explain that to our 6-year-old, but we're not going to explain it to the large dog
who is not holding still and she's running back and forth exploring because, now, she feels safe.
Thankfully, her weight wasn't enough to go through.

Packing the food bag was my job. Packing the clothes and the documents was Catherine's job. We did
not consult each other on this process because we were running around in knee-deep water when we
were doing it. When | opened our pantry to pack that bag, | was packing believing | was going
somewhere that was safe and | was going to need food for the next couple of days. | wasn't packing
for the situation. My brain wasn't functioning the way it should. When we opened the bag, we found we
had uncooked rice. We had cans of food, but no can opener. We had a granola bar, a container of
peanut butter, and a package of Ritz crackers.

Scott
Did Catherine have anything to say about your packing decisions?

Tara
It was a very brief “What are we going to do with this? | don't know. | wasn't thinking.”

Scott
So you had a little bit to eat, anyway.

Tara
We had a little bit to eat, so we shared one of the granola bars. We had some peanut butter and
crackers, but we knew that food had to last. We didn't know how long that food had to last.

Scott
| think that would be part of the stress - not knowing when this is going to end or how it's going to end.
It seems like that would always be on your mind, like, “When is this going to be over?”

Tara

Yeah. There's no timeframe to it. When we went into the attic, we lost all cellular signals. We had no
access to information and couldn't talk to anybody. We were cut off. The last update we had about
what the storm was doing said that it was crawling at barely a 1 mile per hour along the island, and it
was possible that it might stop moving altogether. It was possible that it was going to make a sharp
turn and head out to sea.



Scott
But at this point, you completely have no idea what it's doing because you have no idea, no
information.

Tara

No, we had what it might do at 11.30 AM that morning, and that was it. Once we settled and started to
have something to eat, we realized that we had no drinking water. Of course, the water in our house is
saltwater mixed with sewage that's not drinkable. We realized that, in the rush to move things from the
kitchen to the attic, the bags, we didn't bring water. | remembered where | put the water. | had put the
water in a high cabinet in the kitchen because the water was at countertop height and it was going to
float away. | put it in a cabinet in the kitchen. | thought briefly about going back for it - go back down
the attic ladder and swim across the living room. 12 inches of breathing space gives me heart
palpitations as | think about it.

Scott
| have no doubt that people are listening to this and getting those same feelings of stress, like, “No,
don't do that.”

Tara

More decisions. Should | make this decision? No, this seems like a bad decision. | somehow
concocted this idea that if | walked across the attic to the other side of the house where | knew the
kitchen was, | could figure out where the cabinet was and then | could punch a hole in that sheetrock.
You just punch a hole in it. If | stand on it, it's going to fall through. If | punch a hole, | can reach in and
| can grab the water. That's what I'm going to do.

It didn't go as planned. Two of the dogs insisted on coming with me. | had Catherine and Hazel stay
where they were because | felt that moving Hazel at that point wasn't the best decision and | wasn't
convinced that one of us wasn't going to get knocked unconscious walking through the attic, hitting our
head on a piece of wood somewhere. So | went to do this errand myself and two of the dogs decided
they were going to join me. | misjudged where | needed to punch the hole. | misjudged how much
force | needed to punch the hole with. | fell in. | fell through the ceiling. | was in the kitchen. | had the
kitchen location and | had the location of where the cupboard that had the water was, but | misjudged
how much force | needed to accomplish all of this. When | reached, | overreached and | fell head first.
So, then, | found myself in the exact position | had been trying to avoid all along with water at the
ceiling and 12 inches of breathing space.

| didn't stop. Okay, | got to get out of here. Let's get the water, put the water in the attic. Let's get this
thing that's floating here. Yep. | need that. Let me throw that. Oh, look, there's a dog bowl to put water
in for the dogs. | want that too. | threw that back through the hole. Then, | tried to pull myself back up
into the attic and | couldn't. | didn't have the upper body strength to pull my weight and I fell and | got
hurt again. | tried a few more times. | tried standing on the kitchen countertops and using the extra



height to hoist myself. | tried pushing a piece of floating furniture, a chair onto the countertop, but that
wouldn't go deep enough.

When the adrenaline and the fight-or-flight hit me, after how many hours still, my body was still
producing adrenaline, | forced my arms up into the attic at a different angle, bruised my ribs, scraped
my back, did whatever | had to do to get out of the kitchen and | was able to get back in the attic.

Scott
And the two dogs that were with you?

Tara

One had fallen in with me. Thankfully, it was the small one. | was able to push her back into the attic.
The larger dog slipped, but didn't fall in. So everybody was back in the attic and we had the water that
we needed.

Scott
Are all of you just soaking wet still at this point?

Tara

Yep. Everyone's still wet and shivering now because suddenly it's cold. The inside of the attic was so
cold. We were, again, lucky. Lots of miracles in this story. We were lucky enough that there was a
Rubbermaid container floating in our closet, full of winter clothes. Now, yes, we live in the Bahamas
and we have actual winter clothes because we take vacation to go to the snow. When you live on the
beach, you go to the snow for vacation.

Scott
It's like people that live in the snow go to the beach, right?

Tara
Exactly. It works both ways. We had a bin of dry winter clothes. When | was in the kitchen, | found a
dry Ziploc bag that had one of Hazel's school uniforms in it. We all got dry clothes.

Scott
That's got to be an emotional lift just to be dry.

Tara
Yeah. Once we're dry and the shivering stopped - because of shock, not just temperature - once our
bodies kind of came down from that really long adrenaline high, we were more comfortable.

Scott



Does your attic have any light coming into it or were you just in the dark up there?

Tara

The only light we had would have been every so many feet along the eaves which would have been
like a vent for airflow. The water hadn't covered that over yet, so we had a little bit of light coming in
there. It's still really dark, even in the middle of the day. Hurricanes got terrible cloud cover. Most of our
windows are underwater below, so the amount of light coming from the attic ladder area is limited.
We're just going to sit here and wait because there's nothing we can do.

Checking in on Hazel. She's got her little stuffed animal that she's been hanging onto for the entire
time, saturated. She's sitting and she's rubbing the dogs, and the dogs are comforting everyone. We
kind of shuffled around a couple of times because the sitting and sleeping arrangements weren't
comfortable. They weren't very stable. Eventually, we managed to figure out how we were going to go
about maybe getting some sleep.

We started to think about having our dinner which is, again, a couple of Ritz crackers and some
peanut butter all before what would have been normally sunset. Because once the sun went, the tiny
bit of light we had was gone. We couldn't move around. You couldn't see your hand an inch from your
face.

Scott
Did you have a flashlight?

Tara

Thankfully we did. One of the things that were floating around in the bedroom that we happened to
grab was a flashlight. But we were really concerned about the fact that it had been floating in
saltwater. Saltwater corrodes instantly. So the fact that it was turning on was miraculous. We didn't
expect it to last very long. So we would turn it on, have a quick look at whatever we need to see,
“Where do | need to put my feet?”, and turn it off again trying to conserve the battery. The Rubbermaid
bin that we had turned upside down to sit on, we turned right side up and Hazel crawled inside of it
with a wet pillow. That's where she stayed for 12 hours.

| laid sort of haphazardly on the flattened ducting, which basically felt like if | moved too quickly, | was
going to fall off it. Catherine was able to sit and kind of lay on the exterior concrete block wall of the
house, which was visible in the attic. Concrete blocks, 8 inches - that was stable. That wasn't going
anywhere. It's cement. So she sat on that with a couple of pillows, a kind of narrow space to sit. That's
where we stayed. She was on that half of the house and | was quite a few feet away and then Hazel
was perched another few feet away just because of the way the bracing was and where we could set
up that was reasonably stable.

Scott
The other issue is bathroom use. Can you talk about how you figured that out?



Tara

We didn't have a random bucket. Would have been a lot easier if we had, for some reason, a bucket in
our attic. Two of the dogs were moving around. They weren't holding still. They weren't settling. We
were concerned that if we just picked a corner to use as a bathroom, the dogs were going to go over
there and do what dogs do. Then, they were going to come back and want to crawl into our lap. We
were reasonably clean and dry at that point. We were basically just hanging over the access to the
attic that was full of water, our closet, and using that as a bathroom.

Scott
You never expect yourself to be in that position.

Tara
No, you really don't plan for that one.

Scott
And how high was the water at that point?

Tara

The water... we watched it inch up the ladder after we got into the attic. We'd check it every now and
again and that was kind of what we were marking - the height of the attic ladder. “Okay, we lost
another step. Okay, we lost another step. It stopped six inches from the attic access. The house was
full of water. It was really dark and really loud. All you kept hearing was the roof creaking and you were
waiting any second for the roof to pull off. | was waiting for a tornado or water spout to come through
the middle of the hurricane and pull the entire roof off and take us with it. | just sat in the darkness, not
able to reach out to Catherine because of the stability of where we were sitting. We'd talk to each
other every now and again but it was, “Are you okay? |s Hazel okay? Is the dog okay?” We were still
in survival. There's no conversation about, “Oh, | wonder what it looks like down there,” or “| wonder
what we're going to do after.” It was just, “Please don't let the roof fall off.”

Scott
And that was kind of your mantra throughout the night, right? How did you use that mentally?

Tara

Mentally, it was the only thing | could focus on. There wasn't anything else. It was the blackness and
“Please let the roof hold. Hold my breath. Listen to the wind. Please let the roof hold. Feel the wood
that I'm leaning against cracking and moving with the wind. Please let the roof hold.” for the entire
night.

Scott
Would you call that a prayer of sorts?



Tara

It wasn't spoken to anyone. It wasn't spoken to a Christian God or anyone else's preferred religious
deity. It was just the same words over and over again. It wasn't praying to anyone specific. That was
what my brain was focusing on - that hope.

Scott
So did you sleep at all?

Tara

| closed my eyes for 30 seconds at a time. As soon as my body would decide it was going to shut
down, “I can't do it anymore. You have to sleep”, then something would hit the roof or the wind would
pick up and it would howl, and the wooden bracing would creak and | could feel it moving against my
back, and then I'd be awake again. Hazel slept for eight hours. She woke up at one point in the middle
of the night, kind of screamed and called out, dreaming of what was actually happening, I'm sure. She
settled pretty quickly. Catherine was able to reach out to her and kind of stroke her leg and, “It's okay,
you can go back to sleep.” Catherine didn't sleep.

Scott

I'm thinking of being in your position. It almost seems like you could be a little bit envious of Hazel with
her mindset. Hey, my moms are in charge. I'm not going to worry about anything. | can go to sleep.
But you didn't have that option.

Tara
No, I didn't have that option. | need to be awake in case the roof comes off. | don't know what I'm
going to do if that happens, but | need to be awake for that.

Scott
Yeah. Cause if the roof goes, what do you even do then?

Tara

My mind never solved that problem. | never came up with a plan for what | was going to do if that
happened. There wasn't one. Just before the sun came up, Hazel woke up. She's rested and she's
ready to go. The rest of us, not so much. We were able to shine the flashlight again at this point. You
kind of had to smack it a couple of times when you're trying to make the batteries work to get it to turn
on. We were able to shine the light and we looked down into the water below and realized that it had
gone down a couple of inches. So that's the aha moment. That means it's going to be over. That
means the hurricane is leaving. We made it through the night. It's almost sunrise. The hurricane is
leaving. We're alive. We're going to be okay. Then, the sun came up and we got some more light. We
didn't need the flashlight anymore. We were able to just sit and stare at the attic hole and watch the
water very slowly go down. It was an inch and then it was two inches and, look, we can see the ladder



that we haven't been able to see before. Okay, there are two steps. Okay, now there's three. Hours of
just sitting and watching the water move very slowly down.

By noon on September 3rd, it was the day after almost a full 24 hours in the attic, the water receded
enough that we could get down into the house. We still had about ankle-high water when we came out
of the attic. We set the dogs and Hazel up on the same bed that was no longer floating. Because there
were broken glasses everywhere, we were terrified someone was going to get cut or slip and break a
leg. We kind of stepped out into our living room and it looked like a washing machine had gone on in
the house for 24 hours because that's exactly what had happened. Everything was broken. Everything
was smashed. Everything was covered in seaweed and ocean, mud, and sewage. Nothing looked
salvageable.

Scott
We'll have pictures of these in the— who took those pictures anyway? | mean, you guys are thinking
about taking pictures during this?

Tara

Catherine took pictures the entire time from the beginning. We have the entire process documented.
Catherine's an artist. She sees the world visually and the photographs started with, “Oh, we're going to
document this for insurance purposes. Look, there's water in the house. There's a picture of that.” It
helps when you file insurance claims. Then, it turned into, “We're going to take pictures so that we can
show everyone what happened to us after.” Then, it became, “This might be the only thing someone
finds of us.”

Scott
How did anyone know to come and rescue you?

Tara

We had been making phone calls to friends and family. We had told Charlotte and Pattie back in
Connecticut that we obviously needed help, but there wasn't anybody who could come. So we were
on that “these people need help” list, which had been forming throughout the storm. We had posted a
Facebook post with SOS help the day before. When we had been out of the attic for only about 20
minutes, we turned and heard a noise and there was somebody in full wetsuit gear, fins, and mask on
our back porch magically appeared out of nowhere. “How did you swim here?” It turns out that it was a
friend of ours who was part of the volunteer folks on the island, the actual staged sort of governmental
rescues hadn't begun.

It was still blowing 90 miles an hour. These guys were risking their lives to be out in the storm. We
were the first ones they came to because of knowing that we were stranded with a young child and no
one had heard from us for 24 hours. He showed up in a boat. He had two guys in the boat. He swam
from the canal area. Our house was actually on a saltwater canal. The island of Grand Bahamas is full



of saltwater canals. Of course, the water was surrounding the entire neighborhood. Like, you couldn't
see where there was a canal. It was all ocean. You could just see the houses and tiptops of trees.

This friend of ours had been to our property before, and he knew where there were obstructions and
where there was a wall. And no, the boat can't come past this point because it will get wrecked. So
that was helpful. He said, “Do you guys want to go?”

“Well, what about the dogs? Can the dogs come? We're not leaving the dogs. We're not leaving if we
can't carry the dogs.”

“Of course, the dogs can come.”

“Okay, great. Let's go.”

Scott
And the boat was big enough for all of you and the dogs?

Tara

It was big enough for all of us. It was still a small boat that shouldn't have been out in that kind of
weather - a 23-foot open center console kind of boat with outboard engines. So he swam a couple of
the dogs out from the house to the boat and came back for us. There were issues with the boat. The
boat's bilge pump that's supposed to pump the water out of the boat was failing in 90-mile-an-hour
winds while they were trying to rescue us. So it was very touch and go. We were taken a few miles
away to the Grand Bahamas Sailing Club, which is exactly what it sounds like. It's a sailing school, but
it was in a part of the island that did not have the flooding that our part had, and was still safe and
intact. It wasn't a shelter, but it was their staging area. We were indoors. The club manager fed us,
gave us dry clothes, and made sure we were okay. “Here's my cell phone. It is working. Call whoever
you need to call.” The service was terrible. You would call someone and get every fifth word. We call
Charlotte and Patty first. We're okay. We've been rescued. We're safe. We're alive. No one's hurt.
Somehow we managed to do all of that and come away with bruises and a skin rash.

Scott
Any infections from floating in sewage water?

Tara

After we were evacuated, we saw a doctor who checked all of us out. We had bruises and a skin rash.
That was it. We were at the sailing club for a couple of hours. From there, we piled into the front cab of
a truck. That was another experience. How do you put 4 adults, a child, and 5 dogs in a single cab
truck? They gave us a lift to an acquaintance's house who was house-sitting for an expat - a really big
house. It was empty, except for him and his wife, their kids - another family. “You guys can come here.
Bring the dogs. It's fine.” So that's where we went.



Scott
That sounds like the perfect destination at that point.

Tara

It was the best possible scenario. As I've said, shelters on the island wouldn't have allowed dogs. We
couldn't go to a shelter. Some of the shelters were underwater. At that point, driving around was still
dangerous. There was still lots of water standing. So yeah, it was the best possible place we could be.
We were at the house with those acquaintances for two days.

Scott
And I'm sure, sometime during that two-day period, you're thinking, “Okay, what are we going to do?
Where are we going to live?”

Tara

Yeah, all of that. We managed to go back to the house the day after our rescue. The storm was gone.
Winds were done. Most of the water had actually disappeared and gone back to the ocean. So we
were able to go back to the house and try to salvage something.

Scott
When you first got to your house, just before you went in, did it look like it was destroyed? What did it
look like from the outside?

Tara

The exterior of the house looked like the exterior of the house. There was a seaweed line where the
water had stopped up near the roof. All of the windows were intact. The roof was intact. The walls
were intact. If you looked at the house, all you saw was some organic debris and a whole lot of mud. It
looked fine from the outside. The inside, not so much. Everything was covered in mud. After 24 hours
of tropical post-hurricane air mixed with wet, everything was growing mold already. The inside
sheetrock walls were torn apart. You could see through this to the studs. We can see from one room to
another where there should have been a wall. Furniture was moved from one side of the house to the
other. Everything's piled on top of each other. Things were broken. It just looks like a bomb went off on
the inside. Structurally, we had a feeling that it wasn't fixable. The reason is that, during the storm, we
actually saw bubbles bubbling up through our foundation, which means the foundation's cracked. In
the end, weeks, months later, structural engineers inspected the house and said it was not
salvageable and couldn't be lived in ever again.

Scott
| assume you had home insurance to cover this.

Tara



We had full hurricane insurance on our home. We were some of the lucky ones. A lot of people lost
everything and had no insurance.

Scott
So what's your long-term plan at that point?

Tara

At that point, we evacuated to Florida two days after the storm and thought that we would settle there
for 6 months, which was how long tourists were allowed to stay in the United States. We're Bahamian.
We have to travel on a visa. We're not allowed to live in the United States, but we're allowed to visit for
6 months of vacation.

Scott
And your passports and visa were dry enough that they could recognize it?

Tara
We laid all of it out underneath a ceiling fan the next day. All of it dried out. All of our birth certificates,
marriage certificates, passports, all of it.

Scott
So you were in Florida for six months and then what?

Tara

We weren't in Florida for six months. A few days after Dorian, there was a little blip in the news media
of the United States that there was fear that all Bahamians affected by Hurricane Dorian were now
going to immigrate to the United States illegally. Suddenly, the United States didn't want to let us in.
Some not-nice stuff was said by people high up in the government of the United States about
Bahamians as a stereotype. We were told, “Okay, you guys have two months. You need to be out of
this country in two months. Don't care where you go, but you need to be out in two months.” Okay,
now what? We didn't have a house to live in. Grand Bahamas is a disaster zone. There's no electricity.
Fresh water is an issue. It's horribly traumatic to think about going back there and looking at all of that
every day after having lived it. We can't stay in the United States for more than two months. What are
we going to do? Okay, let's move to another country because that's the best thing to do when you're
suffering from PTSD after trauma.

Scott
And that's where you are now, right?

Tara
That's where we are now. We live in New Brunswick, Canada. We left Florida six weeks after
Hurricane Dorian and drove to Canada. That was almost four years ago now.



Scott
How do you like Canada? I'm just thinking of one extreme to the other - the tropical Bahamas to the
snowy cold North.

Tara

It's a very different life. We've traded hurricanes for snow storms, which really is the motivating factor.
We're not doing hurricanes ever again. I'm never going to be in the path of a hurricane again, if | can
help it. Snow storms blow through and you hunker down for six hours and then you go outside and
you shovel snow and it's good and it's over.

Scott
And you're really there. It's almost easier to prepare for a snowstorm because what's going to happen
even if it's a big one?

Tara
It's much, much more predictable than hurricanes.

Scott
But where you are, you're still close to the ocean, right? What was your logic behind that?

Tara

So we all threw a dart at a map. We said Canada because it's an open-minded place that's welcoming
to LGBTQ families and people. There's an immigration pathway for us. We can immigrate here legally.
We needed to be near the ocean, even though the ocean tried to kill us. We needed to be near the
ocean. It's a part of our souls, a part of who we are. We couldn't live in Toronto or Alberta, so we said
East coast. We wanted to be near our family in Connecticut. We wanted to be within driving distance -
eight hours drive from our door to theirs. So we just said, “Okay, that's where we're going to go. That's
what we'll try and see if it works.”

Scott
Fortunately, you were in a position where you had the money from the insurance that you could get
into another house and not have to worry about putting food on the table immediately.

Tara
Yep. Yeah. We were very blessed that we had the ability to restart. A lot of people might have chosen
to leave but didn't have the ability to restart.

Scott
How has Hazel adapted to this new environment?



Tara
We joked all the time that she's now Canadian.

Scott
She was born in the US, right?

Tara

She was born in the US, grew up in the Bahamas, and she's now Canadian because she's adapted so
well to all of it. We've all had therapy. Hazel had play therapy and kids therapy where you use games
and drawings to help them sort out their feelings surrounding trauma that could scar her for the rest of
her life. She has lots of friends. She loves to play in the snow and we're good here.

Scott

Obviously, this was very clearly a near-death experience because, if you'd stayed in the bedroom, you
wouldn't have survived. Can you talk about your mental health following this ordeal? How have you
handled that?

Tara

The three of us have all had mental health issues. Hazel has rebounded fastest. We do talk a lot about
the storm. We talk about the Bahamas. We still call the Bahamas home. So that's been really good for
her. It's been really good for us because it's forcing us to address it. I've done more therapy and more
therapy options than | can count at this point over the last four years. PTSD has been an issue.
Depression has been an issue. Some people with PTSD have ADD symptoms. That's been an issue.

Scott
You're four years past now. Do you feel like you've overcome it or you're still in the process?

Tara

| feel like I've overcome it. | feel like there are scars. I've gotten over the worst of it. I've processed it. |
used writing therapy to process it. My therapist said, “Oh, you write poetry. Okay. | want you to write
about what happened to you, and we'll use that for therapy.” So what started out as “I'm going to write
down and tell the therapist what happened in words” turned into chapters. Those chapters turned into
an entire book. That was what | used to process the trauma.

Scott
And you didn't even know that would be the end result when you started writing it.

Tara

No, that wasn't the intention. It's one of those dreams in the back of your mind that you never actually
get around to doing, “Oh, I'm going to write a book one day. I'm going to be published one day”, but
then you never do it because you don't believe that you can do it well enough or something else



comes up. You have a kid. You don't have the time. So it started, like | said, as pages that turned into
chapters that turned into an entire book with two and a half years of writing.

Scott
And part of that— what you've written is about how climate change has had a direct effect on you,
right? Is that the majority of what that is?

Tara

But most of the book is the story. Most of the book is about who we are, why we were living, where we
were living, what happened to us, all of the details of the story I've just given you, but in more detail,
but also how we came about to have to make this decision to leave the place of our ancestors and
about how, for us, it's not livable anymore because of climate change. I've lived 40 years and I've been
through how many hurricanes and my parents only went through this many and their parents only
went through one in their entire lifetime. So the Bahamas is going to continue to get less livable as
climate change gets worse.

Scott
When we last spoke previously about this, you were shopping your book among publishers. Any news
on that?

Tara

No, nothing yet. The process of getting a book published, if you want to have it published in one of the
big publishing houses - let's say | want to have it sitting on a shelf in Barnes and Noble - it's a very
specific process. Some of that has to do with being lucky enough to find a literary agent who's
interested in the story, who feels like they're connected to the story, and who wants to represent you to
shop it around to big publishers. I'm aiming big, it's a big dream, but I'm confident that I'll get there. It
just takes time.

Scott

| think it has the potential for that. You sent me one chapter and, just by reading that, it makes me
want to read the whole book because it's very well written. | mean, you've mentioned that luck is part
of this. Hopefully, you haven't used up all your luck during that time in the attic.

Tara
Let's hope | have 9 lives.

Scott
Well, once it does get published, obviously we will know about that. We'll put that on the website. We'll
add that to the episode notes for this podcast. How can people find out more about you?

Tara



| am on Instagram and LinkedIn, Tara Pyfrom - very easy to find. My website is tarapyfrom.com.

Scott
And we'll have those links. Tara, I'm glad you survived. Thanks for sharing your story.

Tara
Thank you for having me.

Scott
Here we are, three years later.

Tara
Here we are.

Scott
You've had some stuff going on.

Tara
It's certainly not been quiet for three years.

Scott
Well, that's good. Well, | would imagine, after the story we just heard, you might appreciate a little bit
of quiet.

Tara
To be fair, you're right. Quiet is not necessarily a bad thing.

Scott
Okay. So your book, The Ocean in Our Blood, is now complete. That was last year, right?

Tara
Yes. It launched on Amazon last year in July, on July 10th, which happens to be the Bahamas
Independence Day, which was totally unplanned and kind of a bit of fate there, | think.

Scott
And how's it doing? | mean, are you happy with how the sales are going and everything?

Tara



Yeah. | think it's going really well. | think that everyone that has read the book so far has kind of given
me the same sort of response of, “I picked it up and | just couldn't put it down,” which is like the best
response you can get.

Scott
That's the best compliment an author can get, yes. And | understand you're working on another book.

Tara

I am. I'm kind of shifting genres, but somehow staying along the same theme. I'm writing a new book.
At the moment, it's kind of seem like it might be a young adult fiction, which would be a complete
departure from memoir, but | also stay in the Bahamas, also very much surrounded by the ocean and
how the ocean impacts identity of island people and how climate change is having an impact on the
people that are living there. Fictional in that it is set in the future and set in a world where everything
that climatologists are saying about the weather has happened, but it happens much faster than
predicted and how that's impacting the people that are living there, specifically a young teenage girl.

Scott
It sounds kind of like horror, but with some truth involved.

Tara
Yes, | would go so far as to say that it's definitely some horrific situations that this girl finds herself in.

Scott
And when do you expect that to be available?

Tara

| haven't finished writing it. I'm about halfway through. It's definitely a completely different process than
writing the memoir. The memoir was obviously very emotional to write. It was part of my therapy at the
time. This is fictional, so it's putting together a story that's going to strike the hearts of people in a
different way.

Scott
| can see the contrast there. When you're writing your first book, you're using your memory. Now, with
the second book, you're using more of your imagination.

Tara
Exactly.

Scott
Okay. And you are in New Brunswick now.



Tara
Yes.

Scott
Have you gotten completely accustomed to the completely different climate there compared to the
Bahamas?

Tara
Yes. | would say that we're now as accustomed to it as we can get. One of the standard hallmarks of
being a New Brunswicker is complaining about the weather. So we're really good at that.

Scott
Okay. What you mentioned to me earlier is that you are still staying very connected to the Bahamas.
How are you doing that?

Tara

We do travel back and forth to the Bahamas at least once or twice a year. It's not an easy process. We
live in quite a rural part of New Brunswick and the Bahamas in itself is rural, so it's a full day of travel
to get there and travel is multiple stops and travel, as we all know, is not getting any cheaper. So we
still travel back quite frequently. We do make it a point when we go back to specifically spend time not
just seeing family and relatives and friends, but we spend time connecting specifically to the islands
and the ocean and getting into nature. So it's really important to kind of maintain that connection and
identity.

Scott
Have you gone back to the spot where this all happened?

Tara
I've been back to the spot twice.

Scott
What do you see there now?

Tara

The first time we went back, nothing. It was just as what was left of the building — demolished —
because it was not structurally sound anymore, wasn't something that could be fixed. So, we had to
have it demolished. When we went back the first time, it's just basically a flattened foundation and a
hole where the pool was with frogs living in it. Very, very emotional. Very much like visiting a grave, a
grave of a loved one.

Scott



Yes. That place is full of memories for you.

Tara
It's full of memories, full of trauma, full of healing, lots of emotions going on.

Scott
And what about the second time you visited?

Tara

The second time we visited, we did end up selling the property. We had no intention of ever living
there again. We had no intention of building on it again. If we had decided at any point that we wanted
to, it's now a flood zone, so we cannot get insurance on it again whereas, before, we were fortunate
enough to have had hurricane insurance and had been able to move our life to Canada because of
that. We couldn't ever insure it again, so we decided that we would go ahead and sell it. A couple
purchased the property. They built a little cottage on it and they have since started to build their main
house which, as it happens, is now on stilts.

Scott
Do they know the history?

Tara

They very much know the history, hence the stilts. In their mind, building the home-— the stilts are more
than a full story but, even at the height that they have chosen, if Dorian happened today, they would
still have water inside their house.

Scott
But they might not have to go to the attic.

Tara
They might not have to go to the attic, yes.

Scott

That's interesting. | mean, if | heard your story and— | can't imagine saying, “Okay, I'm going to go to
that spot and I'm going to build a house and I'm going to live there myself especially with no
insurance.” You can't get insurance now.

Tara

Yeah. It's actually been quite, believe it or not, a common occurrence in that area in Grand Bahama.
Obviously, the history and the things that have happened have decreased property value, but people
forget relatively quickly, strangely enough, that these things have happened. Even though they
remember, they conveniently forget, if you understand what I'm trying to say. People with expendable



income, let's put it that way, second homeowners, folks that want a vacation place, a lot of that has
filled up the area now.

Scott
And you just don't vacation during hurricane season.

Tara
And you just don't vacation in hurricane season. And you are in a position of wealth that if it blows
away, that's okay.

Scott
Okay. Well, hey, to each his own. | hope they're happy there.

Tara
| hope they're happy there too. That second trip is probably the last one. It's not in an area that | need
to pass or need to visit when | go to the island. | don't know if I'll go again.

Scott

Yeah. That is really interesting. Tara, | appreciate the update. We'll have links to your book in the
episode notes for this episode, of course. And let me know when your next one's out. We'll mention
that as well.

Tara
| absolutely will reach out.

Scott

Just hearing Tara tell that story reminds me of the few times I've had a hurricane threaten where | live.
Only had to evacuate a couple of times, fortunately. And it's been really amazing — these past couple
of years, 2025 and 2026, we’ve had NO hurricane activity. So we’re enjoying that good fortune.

Here’s a question to think about — what habit or addiction are you trying to quit? Maybe some group
encouragement will help! That's the question for this week in the Facebook group. We’d love to have
you come over and join us in the discussion — and we do this every week. It’s free to join at
WhatWasThatLike.com/facebook

Graphics for this episode were created by Bob Bretz. Full episode transcription was created by James
Lai.

I'll bet you know what time it is. It's Listener Story time! You’re about to hear a story that was sent in by
a listener. And right after you hear it, you know what you should do? You should send me YOUR



listener story. Just something interesting that happened to you, that you can tell in about 5-10 minutes.
Record it on your phone, and email it to me — scott@whatwasthatlike.com.

This listener went on a run that turned out to be much longer than planned.

Stay safe, and we’ll see you next time.

(Listener story)

This happened in 2006, more than 20 years ago. Looking back, | still can't believe | did this. At the
time, | was photographing weddings on the side and | was hired to shoot a destination wedding at the
Grand Palladium Beach Resort in Punta Cana, Dominican Republic. My friend Sean came along for
the trip. Before we left, we'd agreed that just because we were on vacation didn't mean we were going
to skip our workouts. We both packed our running shoes and decided we'd get our runs done before
breakfast before it got too hot. Now, Sean was one of those people who actually enjoyed running — I'm
talking marathons, triathlons, the hundred mile diet — just ridiculously fit. I, on the other hand, was
training for my first half marathon. | was probably running about 10 kilometers or 6 miles twice a week,
and then a longer run on Sunday of around 12 to 15 kilometers or 8 to 9 miles.

The first morning, we went out together and ran about 10 kilometers. | managed to keep up, but | got
the distinct impression Sean was slowing down for me a couple of times and, if I'm being honest, my
ego didn't love that. So, the next morning, | decided I'd just do an easy run on my own —5to 10 K, 3 to
6 miles, nice and relaxed. That's why | brought neither water nor ID. Remember, this was 2006. No
smartphone, no GPS, no Google Maps in your pocket. | thought | was going out for 30 or maybe 40
minutes before sunrise.

Here's the ironic part. At the time, | worked as an accident benefits injury adjuster. My job was literally
assessing injuries, physical and mental limitations and risk. | also lived alone in downtown Toronto.
Whenever I'd head out on a long training run, I'd leave a written note on my front hall table with the
route I'd planned to run not because | expected something bad to happen but, if something ever did
happen, someone would at least know where to start looking. Then, | went on vacation. Apparently, |
packed 3 bikinis, 2 Canon camera bodies, four lenses, and forgot my common sense at home.

To leave the resort, you had to run down a long entrance road for probably more than a mile before
you reached the security gate. With my blessing that morning, Sean took off ahead of me. | watched
him run all the way straight down that road. He got to the gate and he turned left, as expected, and
disappeared. That's when | made the decision that caused every other bad decision that followed. |
remember thinking, “Well, if | turn left, eventually, Sean's going to double back and see | only ran 10
kilometers today. Well, we couldn't have that.” So, | turned right. | honestly believed there would be



another entrance back into the resort. Spoiler alert, there wasn't. So | kept running. Every few minutes,
| think the next entrance must be just around the corner. Yeah, it wasn't.

Eventually, the sun came up. The town started waking up. Roosters crowed. Shops opened. People
were heading to work. Then, pickup trucks started driving past with groups of men seated in the back.
They started catcalling me. Now, every woman listening probably knows exactly what happened in my
head next. It occurred to me that the iPod clipped to my Lululemon leggings was collectively probably
worth more money than some of these guys made in a week. I'm not judging anyone by saying that.
I'm saying that's when | realized | wasn't just lost anymore. | was a very obvious tourist alone carrying
things somebody else might want and, if one of those trucks stopped, | didn't actually have a plan. So,
| kept running. | was actually afraid if | stopped running, my legs would cramp up and | wouldn't be
able to start again.

Eventually, | heard the ocean. | couldn't see it yet, but | could hear the waves, so | cut through a bunch
of trees. When | came out onto the beach, | wasn't lost anymore. Back then, there was a shipwreck
called the Astron sitting offshore. The second | saw it, | knew exactly where my hotel was. The
problem wasn't finding it. The problem was that my body had absolutely nothing left to give. | had
probably run somewhere between 25 and 30 kilometers, roughly 16 to 19 miles, which at the time was
about as much running as | normally did in an entire week in one morning, without water, while afraid. |
could literally see where | needed to go. | just couldn't get there.

| stumbled out onto the beach, delirious and barely able to speak. For some reason, the only thing |
kept saying was “Ocho” because there was an eight somewhere in my room number, and apparently
my brain decided that was the most useful information | had. The first people | found didn't speak
English, neither did the next group, but clearly they knew something was wrong. A resort employee
appeared like an angel. He looked at my wristband, figured out where | belonged, got me onto a golf
cart, gave me copious amounts of water, and drove me back where | belonged. Even that golf cart ride
took a surprisingly long time.

When [ finally got back to my room, | had a long shower, covered myself in aloe because | was
completely sunburned, and collapsed on the bed thinking, “Well, that was spectacularly stupid.”
Minutes later, the door flew open, and Sean came storming into the room, absolutely furious. He
thought I'd gone for breakfast, then gone on an excursion and just deserted him for the day while he
was out running. | looked at him and said, “Actually, I've been busy trying not to die.” His anger
disappeared pretty quickly. For the rest of the trip, | wasn't allowed to leave the resort by myself. Not
that | wanted to.

I've thought about that morning periodically over the years. None of the decisions felt reckless, while |
was making them. Each one seemed perfectly reasonable because it was based on the decision
before it. | wasn't trying to run farther. | wasn't trying to break a record. | wasn't trying to set a PB. |
simply didn't want one guy to think | couldn't keep up. One tiny decision, one wrong turn, and
somehow an easy five-kilometer recovery run turned into somewhere between 25 and 30K through



Punta Cana. If one woman listening to this decides to send a text before heading out for a run on
vacation or throws a bottle of water in her hand instead of assuming she'll be fine, then maybe
something good can come out of one very, very bad decision.



