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Doesn’t look like Phoenix with all the cloud cover. It looks more like Atlanta this time of year. Must be climate change. 

The weather in Phoenix was not what he expected on a spring day. The overcast was a blanket of gloom, obscuring the blue skies and sunshine above the cloud layer. And sure, it was early morning, but it was also uncharacteristically cool in the valley. The permanent residents felt teased by the brief respite from the burning heat in their throats and lungs, and by the melanoma attacks on their skin that were to come. They welcomed the relief of the cool weather. The late-arriving snowbirds had a different take on the weather in Phoenix. They longed to bask in the heat so they could thaw after the winter weather at home. They were disappointed. The temperature was cold enough to prevent them from belly-flopping into the hotel pools. The forecast said the overcast would roll out of the valley by late afternoon, and by the next day the thermometer would see a slight rise in the mercury. 

He took the first flight out of Atlanta at 6:00 a.m. He thought being so early would make the plane quiet, and he could catch a badly needed power nap during the four-hour flight, but he was wrong. He hated to be wrong about anything. It was a family trait. He guessed the other passengers had stopped at Starbucks to get jacked on caffeine. And it seemed to him that every rambunctious child on the plane, having had a pound of sugar for breakfast, found a seat around him on the full plane. The parents of the unleashed, ill-behaved cherubs wanted to get to Grandma’s house early for Mother’s Day. Upon their arrival, the grandparents would hover over the kids while mom and dad tried to find a place to decompress.

Why did God have to put children on the earth? Couldn’t he, or she, or whatever have found a better way–like instant twenty-one? It’s too early for the little demons to be awake. There should be a law against kids being on airplanes, punishing me so early in the morning. I wouldn’t think of dragging Kyle along this early. Breathe in, hold, and breathe out. Only three and a half hours to go.

He made every effort to close his eyes and rest his head against the seat back, hoping one of the parents of the wildlings would take pity on him and show mercy. They didn’t, believing everyone loved children, theirs above all. He finally reached into his carry-on, jammed under the seat in front of him, a gymnastic feat for sure, to retrieve his iPhone and earbuds to drown out the head-splitting sounds around him.

Only three hours and fifteen minutes to go. 

The music playing through the headphones worked well for noise cancellation, but the kicking of the back of his seat was out of sync with the music. Finally, after three more hours on the plane, relief came when the captain made a public address announcement that they would be descending, landing, and at the gate in twenty minutes. 

As the Boeing 737-700 came to a stop at the gate, the door opened, and he made every attempt to get past, around, or over the rest of the primates to make a break for it. He didn’t make any friends doing so. If one needed an example of what Cro-Magnon man was like, it only took watching him deplane. While other passengers were fumbling with their carry-on bags in the overhead storage, he grabbed his and managed to get the best of several of them until he burst through the door and into the Jetway Bridge. He got angry glares from moms trying to open their Winnebago strollers in front of the plane’s exit door.

Finally, in the terminal, he only had to move into the passing lane around slow walkers. He hastened his pace as if he were late for an impatient judge’s courtroom. He walked down the escalator, turned left, and walked out through the doors of Terminal Four at Sky Harbor Airport to where cars waited for arriving passengers. He stopped to breathe in the fresh morning air, but got exhaust and jet fuel instead. He reached the curb and scanned left and right.

A black, late-model Mercedes pulled up to him, standing on the curb after a quick beep of the horn. The driver parked and exited the car. She walked back toward the raised trunk. She met him there and watched as he tossed his carry-on into the trunk. He was taller than she was and handsome. She was a beautiful woman. He closed the trunk, then opened his arms to embrace her. She gave him a kiss on the cheek.

He gave his sister a long hug. He knew she needed one. It had been a year since their last embrace. It was Mother’s Day, and they were at Mom’s funeral. Both had tears in their eyes then, the kind that once started wouldn’t stop for days.

FaceTime was the best way to stay in touch with one another because airfares weren’t as discounted as advertised. He didn’t want to leave home, the place where he grew up, but the paycheck decided for him. His Ivy League law degree was worth more in Atlanta than in Phoenix. And Peter was there. 

She couldn’t bring herself to pull up stakes and resettle in an unfamiliar place with her husband and two kids. Arizona had every conceivable scenery–mountains, deserts, rain, and petrified forests, Kartchner Caverns, meth-colored lakes, and cliff dwellings long vacated by the Native Americans, now casinos on the reservations. To find all those climates and breathtaking views would require traveling around the Earth. No, Phoenix would always be her home. She had deep roots there, an extended family, and mom and dad. She decided to live in their house after both parents had passed. Unlike her brother, she hated change. They hurried into the warmth of the car. Both car doors slammed shut simultaneously.

“I thought Peter and Kyle would come with you,” she said. 

“They were, then a capital murder case popped up late last night. You know how Peter gets when an inmate on Death Row stares at the clock as it ticks down to zero hour and the ‘three-drug cocktail’ is about to be delivered. Ten years of appeals from the man’s court-appointed attorneys failed to produce a retrial or leniency. The guy’s guilty. Peter was called in because of his expertise and reputation for turning death penalty cases into life imprisonments. He sends his love, by the way.”

“How’s Kyle? I was sure he’d come to see his aunt,” she said. 

“Kyle is in constant motion from the time his eyes open in the morning until he crashes at bedtime. He’s so intuitive. He asks questions way beyond his age. He’s curious and analyzes everything in detail. He hates any change to his environment, just like you. We adopted him and love him so much, but I swear he’s your kid. He’s doing great in kindergarten.”

We had an interesting thing pop up a few days ago. After school, he asked me what ‘gay’ was. Some father, picking up his kid, said to him, ‘There’s the little homo
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