GROWING UP ON BOTFIELD AVENUE


The Wind

Along the clothesline trouser legs danced a jig around Mrs. McGarvey’s arms reaching up to pin the white bed sheets swelling in pregnant sky around her face draping her body in a shroud of peeling laughter, molding her breasts and hips with their whiteness. She smiled. A faint image of the moon was imprinted like a watermark against the blue sky. Small clouds tumbled over each other like kittens.  

Robins swung like red breasted Tarzans on invisible vines from yard to tree to wire. Trees chattered like ventriloquists with squirrels in their laps. Crows screamed like petulant rock stars in the high branches of Dutch Elms that had survived the pillage of the great caterpillar tractors. Wren’s churped and bounced quietly from branch to branch like schoolgirls. Screen doors slammed one two three down the block in Krupa rhythm. A lawnmower choked on grasshoppers spitting them out into the Tuesday afternoon.

Bed sheets snapped like firecrackers in rowdy delight. Mrs. McGarvey hummed a tune from her childhood as she reached down to pick up her empty laundry basket. The wind tussled her hair and peeked under her dress. Nearby tulips swayed like a church choir. Little Pat McGarvey made a dash out the back door, his diaper hanging half way off his bum. The wind, curious, went to investigate. Little Pat chased a butterfly that the wind played like a puppet, keeping it just out of the reach of the toddler. Little Pat squatted down in the long grass and whaled with tears. Mrs. McGarvey picked him up, placed him in the hamper, and carried him back into the house. Pleased with itself, the wind rushed into the trees and howled with laughter.
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