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It began with the butterflies. Now, Mickey would say it began later that week, began when Steve started making really poor decisions. That’s because Mickey lacked foresight.
The week was warm. Little bodies broke right out of their spun shells, sticky wings dried, and the air became beautiful. Damn birds always wake me up, but that week, in the beginning, it was a hush that woke me. Like when snow first falls and the world takes a deep breath. Birds must have been too full of bugs to sing those mornings ‘cause the air was silent and full of falling, flying colors.
I saw in a movie once that a butterfly flapping wings could cause a whole hurricane on the other side of the world. That is just one butterfly. We had hundreds, maybe thousands.
I watched them from the sun porch as they coated everything in soundless fuzzy brilliance. Maybe it is just fanciful hindsight, but I think now I can recall exactly the one that lifted off, the one who’s fluttering caused it all. That week was magic, full of life and sunlight. Then, maybe cause of that one blue, green, gray dusty shining wing beat, the week ended in a mess. It was perfect, and then Steve stabbed a guy.
* * *
In that week of butterflies, Mickey scored a rock. We were purely recreational maryjane growers, but he'd traded some nasty weak bud we’d let sit too long for real, designer stuff. Like children we gathered around the table, unwrapping a truly unique present. Daddy brought home the bacon. Daddy got a brand new toy for us. But we didn’t really know what to do with it. If you watch TV, you hear the stories about pot being a gateway drug, about all them bad drug users and the chemical death labs and children starving and living in torn clothes while parents neglect for an addiction that spans all manner of abuse.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/20129 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!