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Praise for Rain Date



“Rain Date is a true American success story and a great example of saying ‘the cream always rises to the top.’ Nick was able to overcome huge adversities in life but instead of playing the victim card, used them to his advantage to become successful. Highly recommend reading for kids and adults of all ages.”


—Jim Eberwine, retired NWS Meteorologist


“Nick Pittman has always been more than a meteorologist—he’s a storyteller with heart, hustle, and a true love for the communities he serves. Rain Date pulls back the curtain on the grind, the grit, and the grace it takes to build trust in an era of fragmented attention and viral misinformation. It’s funny, raw, inspiring—and most of all, it’s real. This book belongs on the shelf of anyone who cares about local media, personal authenticity, or the human side of the weather business.”


—Bill Murray, Chief Operating Officer, Alabama Weather Network


“Nick’s story will be an inspiration for many readers. A living example of energy follows intention. What you think, you create. And if you love weather, it’s a great peek behind the curtain on how weather forecasts are made and delivered. I highly recommend it!”


—Tony Pann, WBAL-TV Meteorologist


“In this deeply moving and inspiring memoir, Nor’Easter Nick Pittman takes readers on a journey through the storms of his youth—both literal and emotional. From a young student struggling to find his voice to a celebrated meteorologist captivating audiences with his passion and purpose. His story is a testament to resilience, hope, and the transformative power of educators. As a former TV/media student, Nor’Easter Nick offers a unique perspective on how mentorship, encouragement, and belief from just a few key teachers can forever change the trajectory of a young life. This book is not just a celebration of overcoming adversity; it’s a heartfelt reminder that sometimes the biggest breaks in life come from being pushed to take a chance without seeing the opportunity for yourself. A must-read for teachers, students, and anyone who believes in the power of potential.”


—Dr. Damiso A. Josey, CEO, The Empowerment Perspective Group


“A Horatio Alger tale for the digital age, Rain Date: Unpredictable Lessons from My Life Forecasting the Weather traces Nor’Easter Nick Pittman’s remarkable rise from abandonment on the Jersey Shore to regional acclaim as a self-made meteorologist and media entrepreneur. Enduring childhood trauma and facing corporate giants along the way, Pittman’s journey is powered by grit, determination, and relentless hope. This is a great American success story; proof that with perseverance and authenticity, anyone can build a life and legacy from humble beginnings. Rain Date is an inspiring tale of resilience, reinvention, and pursuing your dreams no matter the odds.”


—Peter Galeta, Author, The CDX Method


“Reading Rain Date feels like sitting down with Nick himself. He turns life’s toughest moments into stories full of grit, humor, and heart. From chasing storms in Brigantine to rebuilding after setbacks, his journey is honest, hopeful, and unforgettable—with his grandmother Bebe at the center of it all.”


—Frank Chesky, General Counsel and VP, Hardrock International


“Rain Date is truly as unpredictable as the weather, but the outlook is bright and sunny for this read, even though Nick’s pursuit of his professional life goal hits major turbulence. Yet, the uncertainty is matched with pure grit and serves as life lessons for all those, young and old, starting out with a dream and desire. You never get a sense that this guy is down and out in a time where being different from the norm can dampen one’s outlook. It is those differences that resonate with the reader and allow for reflection as to the reader’s own choices, and are relatable to each walk in life from each and every background. Filled with lessons and advice, this book should not be set aside or postponed for all those looking to start or reinvent their life or career path.”


—Jeffrey S. Downs, Esquire, President and Owner, J. Downs Law


“Rain Date places you directly in Nick’s shoes as he charts his course toward success. Like a storm system moving across varied terrain, his journey is at times bright with joy and at other moments shadowed by heartbreak. The story offers an insightful portrait of one of the finest men I’ve ever had the pleasure of knowing. Much like weathering the fiercest of tempests, Nick’s perseverance shows us that success, in life and in business, can be achieved through hard work, steadfast dedication, and the will to rise above obstacles. Rain Date is both inspiring and uplifting, a testimony that clear skies often follow the storms we endure.”


—Ben Luna, Meteorologist and Owner, Tennessee Valley Weather
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Rain Date is dedicated to my late grandmother Charlotte Pittman. She took me in as a toddler, taught me everything I needed to know as a child, and prepared me for what life had in store for me. She instilled grit and determination. Our time together was cut short due to dementia but her lessons will always stick with me. I thank her for the person I am today.










Preface



Writing this book is something I’ve wanted to do for many years now, but finding the time to actually sit down, collect my thoughts, and put pen to paper has been a real struggle. I’m all over the place. My life is a never-ending saga of covering severe weather, attending events, making in-person appearances, and trying to maintain personal relationships on top of everything else. I’m not going to lie—it can be very exhausting, but I know in the end it will all be worth it.


My story isn’t very typical. There have been twists and turns from the start, and I’ve had to learn how to hurdle over mountains to deal with some massive obstacles along my journey. Honestly, though? I wouldn’t trade anything I went through, because those experiences shaped me into the man I am today.


My name is Nick Pittman, I go by Nor’Easter Nick, and I’ve been broadcasting weather since 2010 to a niche market located east of Philadelphia and south of New York City. I have successfully transitioned from traditional television into the digital world using name recognition built on countless hours of hard work and devotion to become the absolute best I can be at my craft.


I’ve always been one to take the road less traveled; it’s who I am and how I was brought up. In this book you will learn how I managed to start with nothing and end up being my own boss with a lucrative business and a fan base larger than I ever dreamed of. Most important to me? I get to practice what I love, where I love.


If you want to build your own empire down the road but either don’t know where to start or are nervous to take the steps because of family issues or maybe a lack of support from your peers, trust me, no matter what your situation, you can do this. I know it may sound cliché, but you’ve got the tools to make any of your dreams possible. There was a time in my life when I thought it impossible to get to my goal, but through determination I was able to beat the system and stack the cards in my favor. The lessons in this book will teach you how to do the same.










Chapter One



STORM WARNING


Good morning, New Jersey: Nor’Easter Nick here with today’s forecast. We’re looking at a hot day with mostly cloudy skies and strong winds . . .


—Nick Pittman, SNJ Today


It’s impossible to live in New Jersey and not think about the weather. A lot. In the summer, we bask in saltwater breezes, and in the winter we muddle through snowstorms and floods. Weather affects our life, from little daily decisions to seasonal big ones. The dramatic weather terrified me as a child, then fascinated me, then became my lifeline.


I’ve been forecasting the local weather for over fifteen years now, and the challenge never gets dull. Even with the billions of dollars in technology meteorologists have at our disposal, there are wild swings that we don’t see coming. Or, sometimes we do, but we’re helpless to get our viewers and audience out of harm’s way because it’s impossible to connect with every single person that could be impacted. In that way, weather forecasting is a lot like life. Especially life as I’ve known it.


But when I was in my mid-twenties, during the summer of 2016, I thought I finally had everything figured out. I was engaged to a wonderful man, I lived in my favorite place, and I had my dream career as the chief meteorologist at a small Southern New Jersey news station. I was part of the founding team at SNJ Today, and four years in we still had a start-up mentality. We fought hard for our slice of the news market, and the challenges and successes had bonded us like a little family.


“Good morning, Megan,” I said to our news director. Megan was a true newswoman who never let her own opinions or bias slip into her reporting. She’d been a producer at my first news station job, WMGM-TV 40, and was one of the first people I suggested for our team when we launched SNJ Today. “I got your email and, yes, count us in for drinks tomorrow night.”


“Excellent,” she said with a smile. “Hey, how was your commute? Any debris in the roads?”


“Not too much,” I said.


She frowned.


We’d all driven home the night before in a thunderous downpour. My commute took an hour longer than usual, but I found dramatic storms thrilling. I hadn’t always felt that way. In fact, just the opposite: One of my earliest childhood memories is the terror I felt when a storm rolled in.


I was living with my grandmother in her big house on the water in Brigantine on the Jersey Shore. My parents had abandoned me as a toddler, and my grandmother’s home had been my own ever since.


My bedroom on the second floor had six windows facing the bay. It was my favorite spot in the house. I would look out at the water, watching the sailboats as they passed by the sign on the dock across the way reading “No wake” in big painted letters. I imagined being on one of those boats, feeling as free as the seagulls that circled overhead. With the windows open, I could hear them squawking, and to me that was the ultimate sound, not just of summer but of home. One day when I was looking out across the bay, my boyhood imagination running wild, the sky changed in an instant. Dark clouds rolled in, and it got deathly silent. The winds picked up, and the more forceful gusts made the house shake.


My grandmother came running in. “Nick, close those windows,” she said. I’d never seen her move so fast. By that time, the silence was replaced by the roll of thunder in the distance. In retrospect, I should have helped her secure the windows. Instead, I sat there feeling confused and scared as she lowered all the shades. Even though moments ago I had been completely lost in thought gazing at the sun-dappled water, the room was now dark as night.


More thunder rumbled and a crack of nearby lightning lit up the room. And then, complete darkness. The house lost electricity. To my young mind, with such limited experience, it felt like the world was ending. It probably would have been terrifying to any little kid, but it also triggered a memory that came back to me whenever I felt unsafe. I didn’t remember much about the time before living with my grandmother, the years when I lived with my mother. But in moments of stress, I had flashbacks to being held underwater in a bathtub by a person I couldn’t name or place. But the terror I felt left a lasting imprint.


When I was little, every rumble of thunder sent me scrambling under the bed, where I’d stay until the skies fell silent again. That became my go-to hiding place during every storm that followed. One day, my grandmother gave me a book about weather. I can’t recall the title, but I devoured every page—and then asked for more. Through reading, I slowly began to understand the storms that once terrified me.


I learned that lightning wasn’t a cosmic punishment, just a natural reaction to the forces inside a thundercloud. Here’s how it works: Strong winds within a storm cloud push water droplets upward, where temperatures are much colder. Some of these droplets freeze into ice. As the ice particles collide with water droplets and other bits of ice, electrons are knocked loose, creating an imbalance of electrical charge within the cloud. The top becomes positively charged, the bottom negatively charged. When the difference in charge becomes too great, the cloud discharges that energy as lightning.


Thunder, the sound that used to shake me to my core, isn’t an angry roar from the heavens. It’s the result of air superheating along the lightning’s path—hotter than the surface of the sun in an instant—causing that air to expand rapidly and create a shock wave: the boom we hear as thunder.


Understanding the science didn’t just ease my fear. It gave me direction. What once sent me hiding under the bed became the thing that pulled me out from under it. I knew then what I wanted to be: a meteorologist.
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I started every day at the SNJ Today station by logging into my broadcast equipment.


To put together the temperature forecast, I pulled up real-time temperatures and checked them against the map to see where we were versus where we were supposed to be (based on forecast models from the day before). From that, I could extrapolate to where we’d be in the future. If it was warmer by a couple degrees, that would usually apply to the upcoming few days because the model overestimated or underestimated how things would play out. It was the same process with evaluating cloud cover: I looked at different layers of the atmosphere, read the temperature and humidity, and assessed how that would impact the near future. I would look at models going out a few days, see where storm systems were, and what the air mass was looking like.


One morning my phone pinged with a text from our CEO, Frank DiMauro. “Can you take a break and meet me out back in the parking lot?”


I thought that was an odd request, but I texted back that I would be there in ten minutes. I had the utmost respect for Frank. The station wouldn’t exist without him. He was a highly experienced, brilliant executive who’d taken a significant pay cut from his previous position to lead the team at SNJ Today. He had a passion for news—especially news that was produced to serve the local community. Frank was such an interesting person with all sorts of talents, an intellectual who also worked on cars. A true jack-of-all-trades! No day was complete unless I stopped by his office to ponder the mysteries of the world before heading down to the studio to do the news. Frank handpicked each of us to be on the team, and he was the glue that held us all together.


Outside, I spotted Frank waiting in one of his many Mercedes collectibles. He waved and leaned over, opening the passenger door for me. I climbed in.


“What’s going on?” I said. “Is everything OK?”


Frank shook his head, and my stomach sank. The station had been having money issues for a while now. From day one, the giant cable conglomerate Comcast gave us a hard time, blocking our use of a primary channel and forcing us into a tenuous financial situation buying airtime from a third party.


“Nick, I wanted to let you know we’re closing down the station. I’m sorry.”


“I don’t know what to say.” I responded in a way that sounded like I had just been punched in the gut.


Maybe I should have known. After all, I’d been through this before. The last station I’d worked at—the one that gave me my start in broadcasting at age seventeen—had shuttered after Comcast bought it. And now it looked like history was repeating itself.


“What is there to say?” Frank shook his head. “We tried everything to make this company successful. I know I made some mistakes but—”


“We’ve been lucky to have you,” I said, and I meant it. No one could blame Frank. I felt that way about our entire team. We’d all worked hard, and we’d succeeded in becoming a beloved local resource with a loyal audience. But after eight years as a meteorologist, I was starting to realize being good at what I did might not be enough. It was all about competing for airtime and advertising dollars. And we had no shot in the age of corporate monoliths like Comcast.
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When I got home that night, Brandon knew something was bothering me before I even sat down for dinner. But he also knew me well enough not to push, knowing that I’d tell him what was going on when I was ready. We’d been together for almost five years—since our very first date. I proposed a few months prior, and we were in the thick of wedding planning.


“Frank told me the station is shutting down. No one else knows yet.”


Brandon’s brown eyes widened, and he filled my glass with sparkling water. I don’t drink, but in that moment I wished I had an easy way to take my mind off the bad news. Instead, my thoughts were racing. It was my personality to tackle a problem head-on, to take charge and fix it. But this situation was out of my hands. And I wished I didn’t know about it so far in advance since I couldn’t change it, and I also couldn’t tell anyone about it. It was like seeing a massive storm on the radar and wondering how rough it would be to ride it out. Wondering what the aftermath would look like. But with weather, I had a lot of science and technology to help me make good estimates. To plan ahead. Here, I was flying blind.


“He doesn’t want me to tell anyone else at the station.”


Brandon nodded. “This is rough. I’m sorry. I know how much you’ve invested in the station.”


Joining SNJ Today meant giving up my financial safety net. For the decade before joining the station, ever since I was a freshman in high school, I’d been working at the local ShopRite. I started as a cart pusher and worked my way up to manager. Even after I got my first break in television weather, I kept my ShopRite job. But when SNJ Today offered me the chief meteorology position, I could no longer do both. Quitting ShopRite had been a huge leap of faith.


Brandon’s phone chimed with a text. It was hard not to say something about it. We had mutually agreed to a no-phones-at-dinner policy. But I’d broken the rule a few times myself lately.


“It’s the woman from the wedding venue,” he said. “We have to make a decision on that tent.”


Not this again. We were having an outdoor wedding, and the optional tent cost $500. I felt it was something we could ask for at the last minute if needed, but Brandon wanted it locked in. I felt his fear of rain on our wedding day was irrational. He was marrying a weather forecaster! I would know if we needed to make arrangements the day before. But he didn’t want to have to scramble for a plan B.


“It’s our wedding day we’re talking about here,” Brandon said. “There’s no rain date. So I want them prepared to set up for any conditions. Just look at it as rain insurance.”


I didn’t mind spending money when we needed to, but if there was one thing I didn’t need insurance for, it was the weather. There were very few weather-related surprises for me.


It was the one area of life where I was always prepared. And I worked hard to make it that way.




High temperature: 81ºFLow temperature: 66ºF


Conditions: Breezy with building clouds


Today, low pressure offshore created a sharp pressure gradient, leading to strong gusts from the southeast. It reminded me that not every storm announces itself with thunder and lightning—sometimes it’s a slow build. A shift in wind. A gut feeling. Just like in life, storms don’t always arrive when expected, but you still have to be ready.


—Nick’s weather journal













Chapter Two



BLIZZARD DREAMS


This one will go down in the record books. More than a foot of snow is already on the ground in some areas with 22 inches reported in others. And the snow is expected to continue for hours. Buckle in for a nor’easter, folks! Heavy snow and strong winds are creating whiteout conditions with snow accumulations of 18–30 inches expected by evening. Please, stay off the roads.


—Jim Cantore, The Weather Channel, January 1996


I lived with my grandmother growing up, just the two of us, on a small island over the bridge from Atlantic City in a town called Brigantine. I loved the smell of salt water and the calming breeze off the ocean. I found the climate soothing and uplifting and inspiring. Brigantine is a special place, a town that is still the home of my heart.


My grandmother’s three-story home on the back bay was a front-row seat to a lot of dramatic weather. One day in January 1996, I wandered down into the kitchen early in the morning and saw nothing but white outside the windows. Snow! A lot of it. I couldn’t see the sky or the water, just a whirl of flakes. At five years old, I’d never seen anything like it.


“Bebe,” I said, running up the stairs to my grandmother’s third-floor bedroom. “It’s snowing.”


Clearly, this was not news to her. It was early, but she was already dressed to the nines. She always cared about her appearance. Not a single strand of her curly blond hair was ever out of place, her big eyes always perfectly lined and shadowed. She didn’t like her eye color so she wore hazel contacts—something I didn’t learn until much later. It only added to my sense that Bebe had everything under control at all times. Don’t like your eye color? Just change it. In the winter, she never left the house without one of her oversized fur coats. The daughter of an Italian South Philly bookie and a Russian Jewish immigrant, she was as old-school as they came.


“It certainly is,” she said, ushering me down to the living room. “Let’s watch the news and see what’s what.”


I knew it had to be serious if Bebe was willing to sit around watching TV first thing in the morning. She had a very get-up-and-go approach to life. But that day we sat side by side on her pink, floral, 1960s-era wraparound sofa. The living room had half a dozen huge windows, and the snow was so high it covered the bottom halves of the panes.


I settled next to my grandmother while she flipped through the channels. I’d never seen the news on in the morning before—it was something we watched together after dinner.


“They’ve preempted all the morning shows,” she told me, explaining this was when the news broke to replace the game shows that normally aired at that time. I had no idea a news broadcast could do that, and it seemed all powerful to me.


“We’re going to cut to Jim Cantore over at The Weather Channel,” the news anchor said, going to a live shot of a weatherman broadcasting in the extreme conditions somewhere just north of New York City. He was dressed in a blue coat and wore a Weather Channel knit cap. He had prominent dark eyebrows and didn’t seem to mind the wind and snow whipping all around him. In fact, he was smiling and spoke excitedly.


“In a blizzard, you have to have wind,” he was saying. “You don’t necessarily have to have snow falling at a crazy pace, or falling at that time at all. But the wind has to pick up previously fallen snow on the ground and blow it around so you don’t have visibility. What we have today is big winds and the falling snow at the same time, so we have whiteout conditions. This is pretty extraordinary stuff.” A gust blew off his hat and carried it away. “I would chase that down except, as you can see, I wouldn’t get very far.” The camera operator panned down to show the snow drifts as high as his thighs. “So you folks at home can imagine how it feels to be outside in these conditions. What we have here isn’t just any storm: It’s a nor’easter and blizzard wrapped up in one.”


I was in awe of every word he said. Things like “arctic high-pressure system” and “precipitation.” I memorized them, building a script I could replay in my mind alone in my room at night if the storm continued.


Cantore didn’t just seem to know a lot about weather; he seemed to be enjoying it. I’d never seen a grown man having so much fun.


“Let’s go outside!” I said.


“What a good idea!” Bebe was always up for an adventure. But as soon as I made the suggestion, I wanted to take it back. The air felt charged, and while it wasn’t as scary as a thunder and lightning storm, I felt the same sense of not being in control. I didn’t like that feeling. At my young age, I’d already experienced it far too often.


But I bundled up in my puffy winter coat, Bebe helped me into my snow boots, and we ventured out into the backyard. The snow was so high I could barely walk, and some of the drifts were double my height.


I was enamored.


“Beautiful, right?” Bebe asked, her fur dragging in the snow.


Absolutely—it was stunning. Honestly, it left me in a trance. What struck me most was how huge and powerful the snow looked blanketing everything, yet when I scooped some up, the delicate crystals melted away in seconds if I held them too long.


With the landscape buried, it was disorienting to look around and not see any of the familiar shrubs or footpaths. It seemed very possible, if not likely, that they were gone forever.


“What’s going to happen with all this snow?” I asked.


“Well, we can shovel it. But also, if we’re patient, the snow will melt, and before you know it, the lawn will be green again.”


I was unconvinced, and the winds started whipping the snow around to the point where I couldn’t see anything. We rushed back inside, where I shed my soaked outerwear and reclaimed my spot on the couch while Bebe made hot chocolate.


Bebe put on the local news. We learned that Newark airport was shut down. There was no train service running in or out of New York City. In Elizabeth, New Jersey, the state unemployment office collapsed under the weight of the snow. Entire neighborhoods were losing power, and to prepare for that possibility in ours, my grandmother went around the house setting out candles to use later if we fell victim to the same fate.


I switched back to The Weather Channel, wanting to see what Jim Cantore was doing. He stood in lashing winds on a deserted street punctuated with blinking traffic lights. The snow was blowing so hard the broadcast appeared as if it had been shot on grainy film.


“Look at the drifts we have here!” he said, putting a yardstick in a mountain of snow. “Just incredible!” The wind whipped around and his voice rose with excitement. Having just experienced a fraction of what he was dealing with, I could imagine how he felt. It must have been thrilling to be out there in front of the camera telling everyone what was happening. “Look at how the visibility drops when the winds start gusting at thirty to forty miles an hour. Oh!”


The camera suddenly panned away from him, then back. “The winds just knocked one of my cameramen down,” he said. But the winds didn’t seem to make him lose a step. Watching him, I got the sense that he not only understood the weather—and could predict it—he’d also found a way to be undaunted by it. At the time, I couldn’t explain the feeling of hope that watching Jim Cantore gave me. But it was the sense that he could weather any storm.


My grandmother always encouraged me and seemed to have a can-do attitude, and Cantore seemed to embody her approach to life standing tall in the middle of a blizzard.


I was hooked. From that day on, The Weather Channel was my TV viewing of choice, and Jim Cantore was my superhero. Watching him day after day, a road map for my life took shape.


“I want to be a weatherman,” I told my grandmother. I don’t think she was surprised at all. She just nodded, as if it made perfect sense to her that her five-year-old grandson had already set his sights on a career.


“Then that’s what you’ll do,” she said.


Was it that simple? I was only five. If my grandmother said I could make it happen, then I believed her.


“How?” I asked—the first of so many questions. But she had endless patience.


“You learn as much as you can. You try as hard as you can. And you keep trying.”


“But what if I can’t do it?” I said, unwilling to accept that something could actually work out. Even though I was safe with my grandmother, the earliest years of my life had taught me that the world was a chaotic place. Things could turn dangerous at a moment’s notice. I had learned to hope for the best but prepare for the worst.


“Nick,” she said. “Just never give up. If you keep trying, you always have a chance to succeed.”


I hoped she was right. The idea of being a weatherman seemed too good to be true. But as long as I was under her roof, I’d have the courage to try.




High temperature: 31ºFLow temperature: 19ºF


Conditions: Heavy snow with strong winds


Blizzard conditions today created whiteout conditions and deep snow drifts. Watching the snow swirl felt overwhelming but also oddly beautiful. In meteorology, blizzards aren’t just defined by snowfall—they require sustained winds and reduced visibility. It’s not about how much you can measure—it’s about what you can’t see ahead. Just like in life, it’s not always the storm itself that’s hardest . . . it’s the feeling of being lost in it. But with the right guidance, you learn how to stand tall in the wind.


—Nick’s weather journal













Chapter Three



RUNAWAY RIDE


Tons of sunshine with highs topping out in the upper 70s, abnormally warm for this time of year. Great start to the day, looks like things could turn a little stormy later on as pressure drops.


While my hometown of Brigantine was an amazing little place with tons of beautiful views of beaches and the high-rises of Atlantic City, it wasn’t exactly the shopping mecca of South Jersey. We had to travel off the island for pretty much everything we needed.


Whether it was for food shopping or some retail therapy, we took a twenty-minute drive onto the mainland. This was a trip Bebe and I would make once a week, and I really looked forward to it. I swear I was born as a sixty-year-old man—yes, I actually really enjoyed going grocery shopping.


Every now and then, we would go with my grandmother’s best friend, Julie. We had the best times together. She was someone I would spend hours on the phone with, talking about politics and world affairs. Yes. I know. I was only a kid, but at that time those were the things that interested me most. We always had the most interesting conversations, and to this day, I miss her a lot.


Bebe enjoyed Julie coming along so she didn’t have to drive—I swear that woman always had a reason for everything.


One day, Bebe came down the steps, visibly disappointed, and told me: “Julie can’t make it today. She has to take Wolfie to the vet. I guess it’s just us today, Nicky.”


I was disappointed, too, but I was still happy to get out of the house and go on our mini adventure together.


We hopped in her 1998 Celica. She would go back and forth from large Cadillacs to small sports cars. It never made a lick of sense to me, but she liked the car, and that’s all that mattered.


I remember that week she had some issues with it, but nothing bad enough to prevent her from driving it. A mechanic friend suggested she not take it out until the issues were taken care of, but she was a very stubborn woman who rarely took anyone’s advice but her own—so off we went.
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