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It rained yesterday, which was the day
before the volcano blew.

I was annoyed at the rain, because it caught
me by surprise. Actually, I was napping at the time, but I was
still surprised when I woke up. Not a fun-surprise sort-of-thing,
either.

The rain, in its untimely arrival, had given
me no time to get my freshly-washed-and-waxed green Rambler Classic
under the shelter of the overhang on the back of my house. I
usually wash my car three times a week, and when I saw, to my
surprise, that it had rained, I figured I was going to have to wash
it again today. In fact, I prepared myself last evening for a
morning of car-washing.

But that was before the volcano blew.

Everything changes when volcanoes blow.

Now, as ash drifts down outside my living
room like a lazy snow, covering everything in a gray blanket,
growing deeper by the hour, I hope for rain.

Rain, I believe, would clean out the air,
turn the ash into mud, and make it safe.

One day I am mad at the rain, the next I
hope for it. I am clearly divided in my rain loyalties.

I am also a divided surprise junkie, it
seems. Yesterday, I was angry at the surprise of the rain, now I
want to be surprised again by it. I have even thought of napping to
see if the rain would come. But after tossing and turning on the
couch for a half hour I came to the conclusion that sleeping just
after a volcano blows is not possible for me. It might be for some
people, but not for me.

So maybe my inability to sleep will hold off
the rain.

I feel powerless without the ability to nap.
I can only now hope for rain, wish for rain, think about rain.

I thought for a short time about praying for
rain, but on that strategy I have a problem. I am not a religious
man. Religion hasn’t come to me in a flash of lightning, or even an
itch like a bad fungus between my toes. I haven’t caught it like a
cold, or ran into it like a car wreck. It just hasn’t happened to
me, so I can’t pray for rain. No god to pray to.

Just hoping and wishing and thinking are my
choices, and I alternate between those choices as the ash builds up
outside.

Looking through my front window feels like
viewing the world through an old black-and-white television. I had
bought an old black-and-white a number of years back from a thrift
shop. It had a big wood cabinet with carved legs and round marks on
the top where people had left glasses and scarred the wood. It only
worked for a day and then smoke came out of the back. I now use it
for a stand to hold up the smaller color television with no circle
stain marks that I bought six months later from the same thrift
shop.

Right now that color television is working
just fine, only there is no picture. Just gray fuzz like the ash
outside.

I walk back and forth in my living room,
first staring out the window, then going back to stare at the empty
television. The gray in the television and the gray in the windows
is turning my entire life gray, sucking the colors from my green
living room carpet, my old maroon reading chair, even the covers of
my books stacked in the corners.

Everything is becoming the color of a road
surface, bland and without contrast. I love contrast in things. A
day without contrast just isn’t a good day for me. Today is not a
good day. It needs to rain to change that. The wet of the rain
needs to contrast with the dry of the ash. That would make it a
good day.

I stare at the television again. The man who
did the nightly news had looked alarmed when he had come on and
said to stay tuned for further emergency messages, but that had
been a half hour ago.

I figure it was lucky, at least so far, that
the power hadn’t gone out. If it does, I am prepared, with candles
and matches and everything, even though it is still sort of light
outside.

Actually, it is just a little after two in
the afternoon, but the cloud of ash falling from the sky has turned
the day into a dusk.

I stop and put my face against the window
like a kid staring into a candy store. Outside the ash is halfway
up the post on my slightly-tipped mail box that sits just off the
edge of my driveway.

I have been meaning to straighten the post
because I hate to leave a message to the world that I thought the
mail was a crooked thing. Actually, I have no opinion of the mail
system in this country. I have just never got around to fixing the
mailbox post.

Getting around to things often is my worst
problem, or at least that was what my mother used to say.

The one girlfriend I had had since I got out
of school had said the same thing. It seemed I didn’t get around to
her often enough either. I would have, if she hadn’t slammed the
door in my face and left.
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