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College Park, MD – I did not know Michelle Humanick.  She lived here in Maryland, and by all accounts, was a superb individual.  She worked for the University of Maryland, and was an active member of the College Park Recreation Board and the board of her children’s pre-school.  She had two adopted daughters, both aged 4, and a loving husband.  She was also a very proficient athlete, who once swam across the Chesapeake Bay.  
My knowledge of Michelle Humanick comes entirely from a recent article in The Washington Post, “Storm Victim was happily committed to family, community.”  The storm which was responsible for her death was a severe summer thunderstorm which passed through the Washington, DC area recently.  I happened to follow its path on the Accuweather app on my iPhone which allows me to receive a real-time radar image of the mid-Atlantic from Pittsburgh to Philadelphia and south to Norfolk.  On this particular day, I watched the red splotches of a dangerous storm on my screen pass to our north through the Maryland suburbs north of Washington.  Apparently one of the cities in its path was College Park.
Ms. Humanick was driving on the Washington Beltway at the time while doing errands with her mother-in-law.  When the storm intensified, she decided to leave the traffic on the Beltway for the safety of a side road where the high winds and torrential downpour would be less of a threat.  Shortly after leaving the Beltway, as she drove along Rhode Island Avenue, the high winds felled a huge tree which crushed the driver’s side of her vehicle as she was still moving.  She was killed instantly.

Obviously, this tragedy is full of “What if’s?” and ‘Why’s?”  What if she had stayed on the Beltway?  What if she had driven just a touch slower or faster?  What if the storm had veered off that given path?  What if…..?    And why this lovely person?  Why does anyone have to die in such a sudden and apparently random manner?
Unfortunately, these scenarios seem to take place on an almost daily basis.  Life is indeed the ultimate crap shoot.  We can be extremely careful and diligent in everything that we do, and still, there is the possibility of the proverbial “bolt out of the blue.”   In fact, during this same storm, another local man was struck by lightning and died instantly.

Just two years ago, the uncle of my dentist, was killed near here while riding as a passenger in a car.  He was visiting from his homeland in Vietnam, and, again during a thunderstorm, a tree crashed into the vehicle while it was moving.  What if he had stayed home in Vietnam?  Why him?
About a month ago, two young women visiting Philadelphia in a tour group of teenagers from Hungary drowned when a tourist amphibious boat (called a “Duck”) they were in was run over by a tug boat in the Delaware River near Philadelphia.  Why them?  Everyone else aboard survived.  What if….?
Shortly after I first moved to this part of northern Virginia nearly 30 years ago, a woman about one mile from where I lived was going about her normal afternoon routine when a small plane crashed into her townhouse killing her instantly.  Since that terrible incident, that accident has been my own personal gold standard of the random nature of our human existence.  Our lives are but one terrible flash away from death.  There is absolutely nothing we can do about this condition of life.  It is always there, always lurking, always possible.

So rather than dwell on the why’s and what if’s, I choose to savor each moment that is not taken from me.  When I receive the usual “How’s it going?” inquiry, I always respond, “I woke up this morning.”   And that, I contend, is a most glorious gift.

I thought you might like to know.
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