
The Monsoon.

The onslaught was unleashed during the night.

The clouds had been gathering unseen for days,

Planning their strategy, peeking over the horizon,

Biding their time, waiting for just the right moment 

To invade the coastal Japanese harbor.

The attack had been going on for hours by the time I awoke.

The streets had become a swift moving river,

Like savage barbarians terrorizing a village.

It was shallow, not yet cresting the curb,

But still menacing in its way.

A text message told me not to bother coming into work.

Save myself. Stay home, stay dry.

Those noble bastards. I hope they make it.

My only comrade is the cat who hangs out on the patio.

He has found his way inside. He looks pissed.

His yellow eyes are squinted in disapproval.

His ears are laid back and his fur is

Matted down around his chest like a smelly breast plate.

Outside the invasion goes on.

The great cloud armada has descended

And the rain is everywhere at once.

Coming down like a soggy arrow volley.

And what about the wind, where is it?

Will it be as merciless as the rain?

Will it come streaking down from the mountain

Like some fierce, invisible cavalry,

Overturning cars and ripping away awnings?

A knock at the door puts me and the cat on our guard.

I expect to find war torn refugees.

Saturated remnants of a far off region

Where this godless weather has ransacked their homes,

Destroyed their farms, and has marched on.

Instead, I find my friends from down the street.

They are splashing through my garage and laughing.

They’ve braved the storm in rolled up jeans

And newspaper pirate hats.

They’ve brought sake and Tupperware containers 

Filled with those fried egg things

I like so much. The disaster hasn’t touched them.

Hell, they’ve been shopping!

“What are you doing??” I ask dumbfounded.

“The rain…the-the- the clouds…!

Aren’t you terrified of the storm for chrissakes?”

“No, man.” Keiko says. “Is jes’ monsoon.”


