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THE WIND MAKES
EVERYONE A LITTLE CRAZY. You can feel it in the air. Men who, every
day of their lives, trudge to work like condemned men going to the
electric chair suddenly develop a spring in their step, bouncing
along, full of exuberance and boyish excitement. Previously sullen
women giggle and laugh like schoolgirls, trying to hold down their
skirts.

The wind gets
into your head. It echoes and howls in there, putting you on edge
and driving you a little crazy. You stand, face into the wind, your
head back and mouth open, the wind roaring around you, whipping
your clothes back from your body. Now you know why dogs stick their
head out the window of the car. It blows away all the gunk, leaving
you feeling clean and pure again.

Wind is the
great cleanser. Not rain. Not fire.

Wind.

 


The wind was a
phenomenon. It had been roaring across the face of the planet for
ten days with no sign of stopping. Meteorologists around the world
were at wit's end trying to explain it. Trying to explain how the
wind could be blowing across the entire planet at the same
time.

Alamo sat in
her office and looked absently out the window at the streets below.
From up here there was no sign of the roaring dervish outside. All
the litter in the street had been blown clear eight days ago and
she couldn't see any trees from up here. No, scratch that, there
had been a tree, a pathetic little sapling, maybe three metres high
and really a little weedy looking but Alamo had claimed it as her
own. It had stood apart, aloof, unaffected by the silly comings and
goings of people. Until the day before yesterday.

Alamo had been
on her way up to work, shoving her way through the wind like a
particularly convincing mime, when she'd seen it and come to a
sudden halt. Her tree, the poor little sapling, had been blown over
by the constant wind, it's branches bent down to touch the ground
as if it were bowing to her. It's poor little trunk splintered and
burst.

Alamo's
shoulders had slumped and she’d shuffled on up to work, all the
colour gone out of her day.

That afternoon
Alamo had glanced briefly out the window and seen the sapling
snapped off at its base and laying on the ground. The wind tugged
and pushed at it like a cat playing with a dead bird and Alamo had
felt a sudden useless, burning rage at the wind. That damned
ceaseless, hideous wind.

"Can't it just
stop?" she muttered under her breath. "For God's sake can't the
wind just stop for five minutes?"

The wind,
unmoved by her pleas, kept blowing.

 


Across Martin
Place was the ANZ Bank's building, a huge sign mounted on the side
of the building proclaimed it to be so. Now Alamo watched in
amazement as the sign - wobbling precariously all week - suddenly
came loose from its moorings and flung itself out from the building
as if taken by the sudden belief it was, in fact, a bird. Carried
by the wind for a moment it swept halfway across Martin Place and
smashed into the fountain in the middle.

"Oh my God,"
Alamo murmured. Luckily it hadn't hurt anyone.

The wind,
always that damn wind. She watched as firemen and police arrived,
police left, firemen cleaned up. She wondered what they thought of
the wind, wondered if it got into their heads and seemed to howl
there the way it did her. Wondered if sometimes they woke up in the
middle of the night and heard the wind in their heads, making
sounds that were trying to be words. Could be words if they
concentrated and listened hard enough.

Where did all
this wind come from, she thought, what strange, foreign places had
it swept through? What diseases and mad thoughts might it carry on
its wings? What words, spoken by someone and plucked from their
mouths and whipped away by the wind. Might they echo there
still?

"Alamo?" The
voice distracted her from thoughts of the wind, how strong it was,
wondering if maybe it could lift a human being.

"Alamo?"

"Hm?" she
looked up to see her supervisor standing in the door. He was
looking at her in concern.

"Are you okay?"
he asked, his large dark eyes worried.

"Yeah, John,
I'm fine," she smiled. "Just off with the fairies a bit today. It's
all this damn wind, it's making me blow."

He looked at
her, politely confused. "Sorry?"

"I said the
wind, it's making me crazy."

"Oh, okay,"
said John. "Well, you take care now. Don't let it get to you, the
weathermen reckon it'll blow itself out in a few more days."

Alamo snorted.
"The weathermen! They can't even explain why it's still
blowing."

"I guess not,"
said John. "But cheer up. It can't blow forever."

"No," said
Alamo. "I guess not."

 

She felt a
trifle saddened at that for some reason and didn't know why. It was
good that the wind would stop. The damn wind, she didn't want it
blowing constantly, messing her hair, whipping her clothes around
and just plain annoying her.

She wondered
where the wind went when it wasn't blowing.

 


When Alamo left
that afternoon the wind had built to a screaming crescendo so loud
that it blocked out all rational thought. No longer something of
nature but a chorus of a thousand thousand shrieking madmen. She
wouldn't even have been able to hear herself shout. Or blow.

The wind tore
at her, almost pushing her along. Almost lifting her off her feet.
She wondered if it might simply blow so hard it would simply carry
her away. It seemed ludicrous that
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