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The Storm

 


I was expecting the call. Any minute now the
phone would ring, I’d answer, and she’d be there. We’d talk about
the weather, how hard the wind was blowing and how we hadn’t seen
it rain like this since way back when.

And then she’d say that she had a pot of soup
on and I was welcome to come over if I happened to be out and about
in this crazy weather. Holding the phone up to her ear with her
shoulder, she’d pour herself another cup of coffee and tell me
she’d put on a fresh pot if I wanted to come over and play
cards.

Back then we always played cards. That was
the thing with our family. We never had any money and not much
food, but we always had several decks of cards.

You think you can beat a twelve year old at
solitaire, someone who has been playing since they were three?
You’re gonna get your butt kicked. Don’t put any money on your
winning.


And then I’d tell her that the Italian Pine
had grown the fullest, a beautiful tree that caused me a lot of
work, having to climb through the branches once a year to thin it
out.

“Can’t do that with the Stone Pine,” I’d say.
“It’s too tall. Don’t know if it has enough roots to stay put on
the side of the hill. I hope it doesn’t fall on the house, the way
this wind’s blowing.”

“You ought to see the wind over here,
coming up the canyon. It’s just crazy. I was out checking on the
shed, just to make sure the doors and windows were closed. I saw
some homeless people running for cover under the bridge. Sure wish
they wouldn’t hang out down there. It makes me nervous.”

“You’ve got the dogs. That’ll keep them
away.”

“The dogs don’t like lightning. They were
scratching at the back door and whining. I let them in and built a
fire in the fireplace. You ought to see them, sprawled out all over
the floor. The cats are sleeping right there with them.”

“How many cats do you have now?”

“I was down to three but then Mikki started
hanging around. Now she thinks she’s part of the family. She’s even
sleeping in between the dogs, keeping her distance from the fire,
though.”

“You spoil them. But then, you’ve always been
like that.”

“You
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