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BY MARCIA BYALICK

For most of my life on Long
Island, I’ve been neither
impressed nor depressed

by the local weather. Once a sea-
son kicks in, if the temperature
stays within 15 degrees of aver-
age, I tend not to pay too much
attention. But lately I feel like
I’m in the minority.

I’m not talking about the frig-
id February that was, or the
frightening specter of that
polar bear stranded on a block
of ice; they certainly deserve
our concern. But given that
spring is here, weather is still a
day-to-day obsession that I
don’t quite understand.

Among fans of the 24-hour
Weather Channel is my hus-
band, who sits mesmerized lis-
tening to atmospheric tumult.
He’s enthralled by the sci-

ence, the power and the mys-
tery behind everything from
beach erosion to forensic me-
teorology. He watches footage
of those who survived the lat-
est deadly storm, eyes peeled
on the radar map, calculating
how far the chaos is from our
block in Searingtown.

I get that high school girls
need to know the temperature
cause whole outfits depend on
it. So do the farmers on the East
End, women who love shoes,
people running a marathon and
brides getting married outdoors.
But for the rest of us, what’s the
fascination with the endless
combination and repetition of a
relatively few weather patterns?
Unless the Long Island Express-
way is flooded or the schools
are closed, who cares?

It appears, lots of us care.
Someone once said nine-tenths

of the people couldn’t start a
conversation if the weather
didn’t change once in awhile.
Nothing unites an elevator
quicker than a hot spell — or
breaks the ice faster than an up-
coming storm. Try talking to
someone in Florida between
October and April without
mentioning the weather on
Long Island. It can’t be done.

I watch each night, but hon-
estly don’t listen as the meteo-
rologist on the 11 o’clock news
points to the weather map and
explains where the fronts that
will affect the air temperature
at 8 a.m. are coming from.

I don’t pay much attention
unless the forecasters roll up
their sleeves to show how the
dire weather pattern approach-
ing the Nassau border is stress-
ing them out.

I’m amazed at how often,

after all those facts are pro-
cessed and interpreted, after
all the statistics and charts
about recordkeeping for this
date in history, after the com-
puterized maps showing the
moment the first snow flake
will hit Hicksville, their predic-
tions are still wrong.

To me, how I feel about the
weather has more to do with
my mood than anything else. If
I’m happy, I’m hyper-aware
and appreciative of a beautiful
day. If I’m down, it passes un-
noticed. On a stressful Monday
morning, it’s hard to see the
snow as an exhilarating blanket
of white, or the rain as restor-
ative and smelling of life.

It takes the songwriters and
poets to get beyond the Long Is-
land Rail Road morning com-
mute and see the fog resting on
the hill, the sunshine on your

shoulder, the wonderland that
is winter.

Under Mother Nature’s lead-
ership, pesky, uncertain weath-
er will triumph, no matter how
carefully the facts are re-
searched.

As we head toward the best
six weather months of the year,
the one prediction I’ll rely on is
George Carlin’s: “Tonight’s
forecast — dark.”
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There’s no place like home,
right?

With Dorothy as a mid-
dle name after the grandma I
never met, it’s hard to resist a
“Wizard of Oz” reference.

Home for me is Massapequa,
but I’ve left Long Island twice
— the first time for college in
the Bronx and then to move to
Manhattan. Many in my genera-
tion are leaving our home-
towns to live in the boroughs
our families fled. Then there
are others trying out new
states entirely and some never
leaving their parents’ homes.

What does this say about us?
About Long Island?

I’m part of a generation that
Long Island’s economists and
developers are trying to figure
out. Good luck. Pinning defini-
tive demographic trends on mil-
lennials is no easy task.

I was trying to escape Long
Island before it was even my
home. When I was 2, I woke up
screaming in the middle of the

night at my aunt and uncle’s
Massapequa house and forced
my uncle to drive me to
Howard Beach, where my par-
ents and I lived.

We moved to Massapequa a
few years after, and I experi-
enced that there really is no
childhood like one on Long Is-
land — sandy summer days at
Tobay Beach, sticky ice cream
nights at Krisch’s in Massape-
qua, fall apple picking at Lewin
Farms in Wading River, holi-
day trips to the Milleridge Inn
Village, spring bike rides up to
Bethpage State Park, hours
cheering, “Red, white, fight!”
on football and soccer fields.

But there’s also no place like
Long Island in a far less flatter-
ing sense. A few months ago, I
hit a quarter-life crisis. An
Upper West Side apartment
and a Long Island job offer,
and with it the question:
Should I come back?

A few concerns crossed my
mind:

The myopic mentality. Long
Island is riddled with potholes,
an annoying accent and mind-
boggling nepotism. It’s where
my ignorant guidance counselor

said the good college I chose
might as well have a drug dealer
as a mascot. It’s a place of con-
stant sameness, where I lived
years before college without a
single encounter with a black
person, where everyone I grew
up with had the same skin
color, religion and tax bracket.

The struggling economy. It’s
where I saw it take months and
even years for qualified new
journalists, teachers, nurses
and engineers to find jobs here

— some never doing so. It’s a
place that has hurt workers of
all ages and where business in-
novation is limited (Seamless?
Uber? Missing!).

The scarce housing. It’s a
place that severely lacks hous-
ing options for my age group
that don’t involve living with
our parents or paying more
than we can realistically afford.
It’s where many homeowners
illegally rent basements to
make ends meet, while simulta-

neously opposing rental com-
plexes in many neighborhoods.

The missing pieces. It’s a
place that’s missing so much
that I love about living in New
York City — the vibrant millen-
nial culture of running clubs,
young-adult church groups and
intramural sports for 20-some-
things that we don’t have on
Long Island.

Is this a place I wanted to
come back to? . . . It is.

Because before that scream-
ing episode when I was 2, it
was the place where I first felt
total awe as my family and I
drove around the dollhouse cot-
tages at LIU Post.

It’s the place where Insta-
gram can’t capture the full beau-
ty of its beach sunsets. It’s
where I watched my parish’s
outreach volunteers help our
neediest put their lives back to-
gether. It’s where I get to remi-
nisce with my lifelong friends
while watching favorite bands
at Jones Beach. And it’s the
place where my family is every
Sunday for lovingly loud Ital-
ian dinners, the family I never
wanted to be away from even
when I left.

Long Island is home, and
being Dorothy’s namesake, I
should’ve known she was al-
ways right — there’s really no
place like it.

Long Island offers so much, but makes
it so hard for millennials not to leave

Cold, dry, warm, rainy . . . I don’t care

Back to put down roots — yet again
Amanda Fiscina is a Web producer for Newsday Opinion,
and today she makes her debut as a columnist offering
a millennial voice on the realities of living on Long Island.
She will contrast real-life experiences with public policy
issues she learns about working with the editorial board.
Follow her on Twitter at @adfiscina.

A place of beauty: Riding on Ocean Parkway to Tobay Beach.
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