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The small Cessna airplane shook in the turbulence.  Frankie closed her eyes,  gripping the arm rest tightly. Tony looked at her smiling, “just turbulence.” Frankie tried to smile as she stared out the front window. She had flown many times, but not on a smaller plane. She looked out the side window seeing the landscape passing quickly under her. She thought about how it looked like a monopoly board. She breathed in deep, gaining control of her emotions. Thinking to herself everything was going to be okay, Tony after all was an engineer, as well as an astronaut. He worked for NASA, and had been to the International Space Station. She smiled as she looked at Tony in the pilot's seat. She saw him looking at the control panel then glanced at her. 

“We will be landing in about ten minutes.” 

She smiled thinking how nice he looked, and he seemed at ease at the controls of the small four seat plane. Speaking through the microphone of his headset. She was also wearing a headset so they could speak. 

“Now you will like my family, and they will love you.” He hesitated. “They're pretty ordinary, but my Mother is, well she is unconventional.”

Frankie smiled knowing Tony was attempting to prepare her for meeting his family. She thought of him meeting her family. She almost laughed thinking about unconventional, her family defined the word unconventional.

Tony spoke to the airport in Salem Oregon preparing to land. The Cessna began its descent. With the runway in sight Tony brought the plane down softly as the wheels touchdown. He slowed the plane then headed off the main runway towards the hangers. When he stopped Frankie removed her headset stepping out of the plane. She saw a tall man walking towards them. 

Tony reached in the back taking out two suitcases along with a smaller bag. Walking around the plane He saw his Dad walking towards them. The man smiled as he looked at the tall beautiful woman in front of him. 

“You must be Frankie?”

Yes, I am.”

“John Pierce,” He said hugging her tightly. His strong arms embracing her. He stepped back looking at Tony. “That was a nice landing son.”

“Thanks Dad,” Tony said shaking his hand. “Mom didn’t come with you?”

John reached over taking a suitcase. “No, you know your Mother she would have a panic attack seeing you land that plane.” He continued to smile as he looked at Frankie “April has a few issues, and one of them is flying. 

Frankie smiled as she looked at the big man who was over six feet tall. He was not what she expected. He was tall, with broad shoulders, long powerful arms, with dark hair, and a moustache. Tony was not as tall, being five nine, with a small build. She was the same size as Tony. She was five nine with an athletic build. Dark brown hair down to her shoulders, and brown eyes.

They walked into the airport building where a man taller than Tony grinning came out of an office. “Welcome home space cadet!”

Tony laughed taking his hand, “good to see you Joey.”

They talked for a while, Tony introduced Frankie to Joey who he had gone to school with. 

They walked out of the airport to a Ford F one fifty. Tony placed the suitcase in the back, then walked to the passenger side. He stopped seeing Frankie step into the front seat. He opened the door to the back seat stepping in. John looked at Frankie then to Tony in the back seat. He smiled as he started the pickup backing up.

John maneuvered the pickup through traffic which was light. Frankie looked out the window “Salem is nice.”

John nodded as he stopped at a traffic light. “It’s growing.”

“How’s work going,” Tony asked from the backseat as he stared out the window seeing the town which had not changed.”

“Good, Mental Health is adding on so we’re stringing wire today.”

“Maybe Bevis, and Butthead can get some counseling while they’re working.”

John turned to look at Tony then looked back. 

“You're Mother is irritated with you since you missed her birthday.” 

“I sent her an email.”
John looking straight ahead said “that doesn't count, A card written on with a pen, envelope, with a stamp.” he looked at Frankie. “April is old fashioned.”
Feeling the tension, Frankie smiled “I told Tony he should get his Mother a card.”

“She’s making that up.”

John laughed as he drove.

Leaving the city, they turned on a two lane road then after two miles turned on a gravel road. When John turned into a driveway with a large mailbox she saw the house. It was a large two story log cabin with a porch. She saw a woman in a rocking chair stand up. 

John followed the circle drive stopping in front of the log cabin. Frankie, and Tony stepped out of the pickup. Frankie watched as the woman holding onto the rail made her way down the steps. She was a smaller woman Five four, with a small build. Her long, light blond hair with streaks of grey in a ponytail tied back which came to her waist. She was wearing a white blouse with short sleeves, a long skirt which was floral print, with sandals.  She had on a pair of large round glasses. She walked up to Frankie hugging her neck. She stepped back holding both Frankies hands, “I’m April, so you will call me that. It is so good to meet you Frankie.” She looked at Frankie intently then dropping her hands walked to Tony hugging him. “I’m so glad you came home honey.” 

Tony hugged her “Glad to be here Mom.” 

He took the suitcase from the back of the pickup. Frankie picking up the smaller bag. Holding Frankies hand they walked to the cabin; April dropped her hand grasping the rail. “You need to hold the rail honey.”

Frankie moved the small bag to her right hand lightly touched to rail as she walked up the five wooden steps, followed by Tony, and John. 

April opened the door as they walked inside. John sat the suitcase down. 

“I need to get back to work. I’ll see you tonight.” He turned walking outside, shutting the door behind him.

Frankie looked at the large open room which was filled with a couch, and chairs. She could see a long table with chairs in the back. A nice fireplace of stone. 

“This is really nice. Tony said you lived in a log cabin, I didn’t imagine it was so big.”
April glanced over her shoulder at Tony. She took Frankies hand walking toward the staircase leading to the second level. 
“Oh I’m sure Tony led you to believe it was a one room cabin with a big pot hanging in the fireplace.” She looked back at Tony as she started up the steps. “Use the handrail honey.” 

Frankie tried not to laugh as she touched the sturdy wooden rail.

“Now the bedrooms are up here.” She pointed to a door as they walked. “You can put your suitcase in your room Tony.” She continued to walk as Tony sat the two suitcases down opening the door. They moved to another door which she opened. 

“This is Sissy’s old room. I hope you will be comfortable.”

Frankie looked at the daybed with a yellow print quilt. “This is nice,” she said, sitting the small case on a dresser drawer.

“April took her hand, speaking softly  “I think it would be appropriate for you to sleep in here. I, well I,” she hesitated as she looked away. “I don’t know how close you, and Tony.” She stopped as she looked anxiously up at Frankie.

“We’re not sleeping together.” 

April smiled shyly.”I wasn’t implying, I mean, well we are Methodist, and, and.” She stopped talking as she sat on the daybed. 

Frankie sat next to her. “I understand, and appreciate you not assuming we are intimate.”

April was nervous, “Oh my, I would never, I mean, I know you are a woman, and, and you are very beautiful, and Tony is well I believe he is handsome.’

Frankie tried not to laugh knowing April was nervous. 

“Actually I was raised in Church.”

“I’m so happy to hear that. What Church do you attend?”

“Penacostal.”

“Penacostal! Oh, well they are quite enthusiastic. Well I hear anyway.

“They can get enthusiastic, at times.”

April looked intently at Frankie, “do you speak in tongues?” She spoke just above a whisper. 

“No, I do not have that gift. My Mother does at times speak in the Angels language.”

April stared at Franke, she stood up slowly “OK then, well I suppose the Holy Ghost does bestow gifts.”

Tony walked in carrying a suitcase sitting it next to  the dresser. April walked to him hugging his neck. 

“It’s been too long since you came home Tony.”

“I know, and I am sorry Mom.”

“You forgot my birthday.”
“I sent you an email.”
She looked at him shaking her head. “Yes I did get it, It was cute, but it's not a card.”
“I’m sorry, I’ll send a card next year.”

“Well I have to get back to the shop, Sissy will need help. I will see you tonight, Your Father will be grilling.” She smiled looking at Tony, and Frankie. “Your brother's with their families will be here, as will Sissy, and Dean with the twins.”
She walked out with Tony, and Frankie following her. 
Tony showed her the other bedrooms as well as the rest of the house. They walked out the back two double French doors to a large patio which was wood. They walked down the steps. 

“Mom has an issue with heights, It's not a phobia, she just wants people to be safe.”

“So we should use the handrail.” Frankie said giggling.

“Got itl”

In the large backyard were two huge green houses. Tony opened the gate leading out of the large yard. He stopped as a large Rottweiler came running towards them. Tony held out his hand as the large dog stopped. He sniffed Tony's hand as he growled low. The dog looked up at Tony as he patted him under his chin. He stepped back, taking Frankie’s hand holding it in front of the Rottweiler. As he sniffed her hand Tony speaking quietly said  “Rufus guards the greenhouses.” 

Frankie gently stroked the large dog’s back.

She followed Tony to a greenhouse with Rufus close beside her. 

Inside the greenhouse Frankie was amazed at the number of plants. Tony explained his Mother raised herbal plants. She had raised plants before it was popular. “She was ahead of her time. Now everybody uses essential oils.”

Frankie thought of her Mother who believed in essential oils. They were of course natural oils extracted from plants. 

“Everything is organic, all natural. No pesticides, or chemicals allowed. The fertilizer is all natural, chicken poop from a local farmer.” 

Walking through the greenhouse which was filled with plants Frankie was in awe. She jumped when water began to spray on her;

Tony laughed, taking her hand. “Automatic sprinklers, they’re set on a timer.”
Frankie giggled as they walked out of the greenhouse to the other greenhouse.
Frankie was surprised as she looked at the plants in the greenhouse. It was filled with marijuana. Holding her hand Tony walked down the narrow aisle of the tall marijuana plants. 

“Mom is a licensed grower here in Oregon. The state passed medical, and recreational marijuana. Mom has always believed marijuana has medicinal value. More so than what drugs pharmaceutical companies make. She extracts the oil, and sells it to other dealers. She does sell to distributors who sell it for recreational purposes, she doesn't approve, but she does make good money.”

The smell was overwhelming as Frankie looked at the marijuana. 

“So that is why Rufus is on duty, to guard the marijuana.” 

“Yes, no one wants to steal aloe vera, or honeysuckle plants.”
They walked into the house where Tony poured them a glass of tea. He explained how his mother was now legal with raising marijuana. 
“There was a time she grew it as medicine. She did not sell it to heads who wanted to get high.”
“Heads” Frankie asked, confused.
“Pot heads.”

Frankie sipped her tea smiling. “And the tea is organic.”

“Of course.”
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