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They say it has been a once in a century event, but it feels as if we’re walking through a war zone in downtown Limestone, California. There’s so much damage to the properties up and down the street that I wonder whether it will all ever be the same once again. The air reeks of mold and mildew, the effects of the torrent of water that gushed from the mountains into the small creeks and rivers nearby, overflowing them to the point of putting Limestone under three feet of water for more than a day. It’s not a great thing to see and experience, but this is all a part of life if you live where we do. There are always weather extremes that might bring a change in life in this part of the Bear State.

“Damn, this is bad,” Romy says as she gets out of the car. I step out as well and walk up behind her as she stands and looks at the three-story apartment complex where we live. “The ground floor units at the very least are gone.”

“Those people are going to have to start over,” I agree. Looking up at one of the windows to our apartment, I add, “I’m glad we took a third floor unit when we moved in. Otherwise we might have been in serious trouble.”

My wife turns and looks up at me, her soft brown eyes almost in tears. “We don’t know what we’ll find up there yet, Aiden. If the moisture wicked up the walls, we could be screwed.”

“The walls are concrete, baby. We should be fine.”

“But the fire department officials said...”

“We’ll be fine,” I reiterate as I put a hand on her soft cheek. 

Romy and I have been married eight years and I couldn’t have found any other woman nearly as complementary to me as her. We are both just over thirty years old and have degrees in business marketing. This has allowed us to move from Los Angeles to Limestone so that we can enjoy the fresh mountain air while working online for a large marketing firm. It took time for us to become accustomed to small town life, but we’ve come to love it more than being in Los Angeles. If we were forced to leave the area and move back to the city, I don’t know what it would do to our sanity.

She turns and nods toward two people standing nearby. “That’s Kyle and Serena.”

“Yeah, that’s them,” I agree as we begin to walk toward them. I’m thankful that my wife and I invested in rubber boots last winter when the heavy snows came in. They have turned out to be more helpful now as we trudge through the thick silt left behind by the flood waters than anything else could have been. 

“Hey, guys,” Serena says with tears in her eyes. She walks over to Romy and hugs her tightly. “It’s a shit show here.”

“I’m sorry,” I say as I take Kyle’s hand and shake it. “Have you seen inside your unit?”

He grimly nods his head. “It’s a total loss, just as we expected it would be.” The older man, in his early forties, looks back at the building and frowns deeply. “We’ve lost it all.”

“Damn it,” I mutter while shaking my head. “I’m so very sorry for you both.”

Kyle sighs. “Thankfully, we have insurance and a decent savings in the bank. We’ll recover, but there are a few things of personal value that probably haven’t survived.”

“Old pictures,” Serena tells us before wiping the tears in her eyes with a Kleenex. “My grandparents’ wedding photos are in there.”

“We scanned them a couple of years ago, though,” he reminds his wife. “We can get them printed again.”

She shakes her head. “It’s just not the same. Yes, we have the images of them, but the originals will be ruined.” 

“What can we do to help?” Romy asks. “Aiden and I are on the third floor, so you can stay with us for the time being.”

“We have a lot to think about,” Kyle answers. “Maybe we’ll stay with you, at least that would help us be able to get to our apartment to get the things out we want to try to save.”

A man, from the local fire department and wearing his fire gear and mask, steps out from the bottom floor unit where Kyle and Selena live. He walks over to us and takes off his mask and hat. 

“It’s bad,” he tells them. “Mold has already set in, and it’s not the safe sort of mold. If you want anything from inside there, it’s going to be dicey as to whether it will make you sick.”

“Can we go inside, though?” Selena asks.

“Not without respirators. If you go to the hardware store, they should have some appropriate respirators that will block the mold spores inside there. Also, you should take off and wash your clothes as soon as possible after you’ve been in there.”

“Right. We’ll be careful,” Kyle promises.

“Twenty four hours and then the units have to be gutted,” the firefighter says. “That’s all you have from now to get your things. After that we have to condemn the bottom floor.”

“What about the units above the ground floor?” I ask.

He turns to look at me and says, “Most of the second floor units are sound at this time. The third floor is unaffected in any way.”

I breathe a sigh of relief as Romy asks, “Do we have water and power on the third floor?”

“You do,” he replies. “For now, it seems things are safe up there.”

“Thank you,” I tell him before the firefighter puts his helmet and mask back on to return to the units.

“There it is, then,” Kyle says to his wife. “We need respirators.”

“And a place to stay,” Romy adds. “Please stay with us. We have the extra bedroom with a queen bed in it. You’re welcome to stay as long as you like while things are getting fixed up downstairs.”

Serena looks at her husband before turning to look back at my wife. “Sure. We would really appreciate that.” 

“Great. We’ll have it ready for you.” Romy then goes up to the two of them and hugs them again before asking, “Is there anything we can do for you right now?”

Kyle shakes his head. “Not at the moment. Serena and I will go get respirators and then go inside to find the things we really need to salvage. Everything else will need to go, including most of our clothes. The pictures are most important.”

“Yes. The pictures.” Serena squeezes his hand. “Let’s go get the respirators so we can get started, baby.”

They both say goodbye and head to their car parked along the street. Romy and I stand quietly in front of the apartment complex before I feel her take my hand.

“We should go look at it.” 

“Yeah, we should,” I agree. My wife pulls gently on me and we begin to make our way to the unit up a flight of steps. Once we arrive, I pull out a key and unlock the door and we walk inside.”

Romy sniffs the air. “It doesn’t smell moldy, does it?”

“No, it doesn’t,” I concur. “It seems we haven’t gotten any of the water up here.”

“It’s a miracle,” she observes. “If the flood water had stuck around much longer, all of this would have probably been ruined.”

I walk over to the environmental controls on the wall and turn on the air conditioner. “It’s cool in here, but I want to make sure that we can dry things out so that we don’t have any moisture that would allow mold to grow.” 

“That’s a good idea,” she tells me. “We can just huddle up and keep each other warm.” Turning, Romy frowns and says, “We’re tracking mud.” 

“The fucking boots,” I chuckle as I reach down and begin to take mine off. “We should have left them at the door.”

Romy and I remove our boots and walk across the living room in our socks. After sitting down on the sofa, I reach for the television remote control and turn it on. It takes seconds for the television to come to life and I can see that we still have a satellite television connection.

“Small miracles,” I say with a laugh.

“They all add up,” my wife says with a nod. “And now we have to help our neighbors, Aiden. As many of them as we can.”

“We can’t have them all move in for the next few weeks,” I reply
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