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Birdseed and Garlic

Albert McDougal stood and stretched, popping and cracking joints grown weary from weeding his precious garden. It had rained late yesterday, so this morning was the perfect time to get the intruders, roots and all. The muggy heat made it a chore, though.


Maybe he wouldn’t plant so much next year; he should at least cut back on the tomatoes. The little he ate anymore, it was easier to use canned sauce and salsa. Store-bought wasn’t as good, but his sense of taste wasn’t all it used to be, anyway. 

What would he do with all of these tomatoes? Every plant was loaded.


Albert walked stiffly to the corner of the house where the cultivator leaned, waiting for him. The garden wasn’t big enough for a rototiller anymore. It hadn’t been for years, since the last of the kids moved away. He carried the tool back to the tomatoes. A hoe might do for chopping weeds, but the cultivator combed the dirt with metal fingers, left it soft and ready to soak in more rain.


It would storm again today. The clouds were already piling up. That rumble might have been thunder, or it could have been a truck down on the main road. One advantage to age was that he couldn’t really hear the traffic sounds that had gotten louder every year. The noise had begun to bother Ellie, but she put out more bird feeders and focused on their racket instead. Which reminded him, he needed to get more birdseed.


As he finished combing the last bit of earth, a brilliant flash followed by a crack of thunder released the first raindrops. Albert returned the cultivator to its spot and climbed the steps to his covered porch. He sat in the chair he’d put beside the door and removed his muddy shoes. He had no problem hearing the rain pummeling the roof. It was coming straight down, so he could leave his shoes on the porch without them getting soaked. Ellie would be happy that he was trying to keep the house clean.


Albert put the teakettle on to boil some water. He’d never liked the microwave; he threw it out when it broke. He fried up some onion, garlic, and pepper, then threw in an egg and scrambled the mess together. He could stink up the house every morning now. 


Ellie would never let him cook garlic before noon.


They met in a church basement. Albert had been driving west, bound for the coast, when a twister came straight for him and he had the presence of mind to get out and hide in a culvert under the road. His car was gone, but the police gave him a lift to the church where they’d set up an emergency shelter. Ellie’s parents had disappeared with most of their home, but she met Albert and he was with her through the searching and the mourning. She always called him her silver lining. 

She’d be glad he found pleasure in cooking his garlic in the morning. 


He carried his food and coffee to the little table on the porch. The rain was cooling it down nicely. Once the storm passed, it would be a pleasant day. Good thing he took care of the garden first, though. It would be a muddy mess now. 


He’d go get that birdseed when he finished eating.

