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Percival Everett teaches at the University of Kentucky and
lives with his wife, Shere, who is an artist, in Lexington. He is
the author of three novels, Suder, Walk Me to the Distance
and Cutting Lisa.
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A ranch hand inadvertently steps into the no-man’s-land
between an estranged father and son. A painter stakes his
work and heart against the chic world of art speculation. A
U.S. border patrolman hunts a desperate Mexican boy. A
retired dentist turns his hands to the creation of miniature
towns and landscapes and finds his fate entangled in theirs.
These are some of the characters and situations you'll
meet in The Weather and Women Treat Me Fair, the first
shortstory collection by novelist Percival Everett. Despite the
wide-ranging action, these stories are unified by spare dia-
logue, tight plot development and a deadpan irony which is
in evidence throughout. They are told in a casual, almost flat,
tone—but don't be caught unawares: the understatement
belies a vivid symbolic landscape that will suddenly appear
before your eyes, like a mesa cropping up on the edge of the
desert where Everett seems so at home. In all fifteen stories,
heroes who tend to be loners grapple with alienation and
falsity. Yet despite a surface pessimism, certain values
emerge. Again and again, kinship, community and dignity
prove resistant to the eroding and degrading forces of our
times.
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A Real Hard Rain

The rain could have fallen harder, in larger drops, been
more persistent, or insistent, but that would have made it
something else, not rain at all; as it was, it was balancing on
the far edge of its definition. When the storm was but five
minutes old it promised flooding. The black sky suggested
no relief; there was no crack to be found in the swollen mass,
not a boundary to be seen. Ten minutes passed and the
gutters were useless, the drains couldn't suck down the flow
and the water stood or rushed over curbs toward homes. I
was there, I was watching, such a storm the likes of which I
hadneverseen. Carsstalled and why shouldn'tthey have, the
water by now waist-high in spots. Our house was atop a high
hill. People had laughed at me for years when the coming of
snow forced me to abandon my car at the base of the steep
slope. But now they were not laughing. They were swim-
ming, wading, bailing, paddling, assessing, and regrouping.
And the rain did not slacken. When I purchased this house,
my wife complained about the hill, the rather severe decline
of the back yard—several times our children had lost footing
and rolled down into the briars—but this day she was silent.
No, she did not complain; she was dry. Besides, the children
always healed. In fact, we'd raised veritable mountain goats.
On many occasions I would insist to visitors observing our
youngsters at play that examinations beyond their shoes



would reveal hooves. My wife would glare at me and offer to
show offthe kids' scars. “Disgusting,’ ITwould say,and once as
she walked away, I uttered, “There will come a flood”

The water was something; it rose and rose and covered
many houses. Many people floated away, I assumed, to other
towns. This was what I told my children. We waved to their
friends and their friends waved back. My daughter asked me
why their waves seemed so different from ours. Itold herthat
if situations were reversed our waves would appear just as
theirs—or more so. We learned that squirrels could swim, at
least many could—now, at least in our part of the world, all
could. The storm was extensive, covering at least the state,
probably much more. All radio and television reception
failed.

Then the rain stopped and everything was more still than
when nothing moves. The clouds broke up and a bright sky
shone. There were many birds on our roof and in our trees.
We were an island in a vast lake or perhaps a minor ocean. At
any rate, we were alone in this malignant, newborn body of
water. The houses and trees of the town were lost to view.
There were no people. Thad not known before, but our house
was set on the highest point for many miles in any direction.
We were by ourselves and I felt bad for having bought up the
adjacent lots. Peering at the sky through the windows, my
children wanted to run out to play. I told them it was too deep
out, that a slip and roll into the briars would mean a great
deal more. My wife did not speak. I had become something
of a deity in her eyes, temporary as the office was.

“So, what are we going to do?” she asked finally.

Igazed out the window and observed the sea. “First of all,
let us be thankful that we are alive” I let this soak in for the
prescribed time, then turned to their blank faces. “We can't
just sit here”

“Well starve if we do;” said my daughter.

I smiled and passed over her remark. “We have to see
what's left of the world.” Something higher, more noble.

ForyearsI hadbeen justthe father, he whostared atclean
paper in the typewriter and somehow managed food to the
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table, he who mumbled and forgot things and where he was
going, once washed the same car twice in a day. But now, I
was he who had insisted on buying the house on the hill, the
home with the deadly backyard, the inaccessible winter
retreat, the last dry spot.

“Dad, are we going to die?” my son asked.

I smiled at him, then turned my eyes to his mother. I
studied her for a long second, watching the anxiety swell
within her. “No; I said. I thought she might fly around the
room like a released balloon, such was her sigh of relief. I
loved it, the power, and I knew I'd best love it good and fast
and remember it, for soon reason would return. Reason, the
spoiler, the party pooper. Ha! I laughed at reason. It was
reason which nearly had us in a split-level down there. I
would remind my wife of this when she believed her think-
ing to be clear.

“Surely welll starve,” said my daughter. Food on the brain,
thatchild. An eater from day one, a nipple hog—two at once if
she could have managed. And a plump little thing she was.
This flood would do her well.

By looking at my son I knew he believed, though I had
told him contrary, that we were as good as dead. The little
coward, him with his Donald Duck nite-lite and foul-
smellingblankey. He was a penny-pincher, too. Forsomeone
so sure of the end, he had certainly planned for the future.

Somehow we would set adrift, probably in the raft in the
garage if it was still good. My family looked more interesting
to me. To my thinking, there is nothing which makes people
fascinating like their being about to be drowned. They
followed me outside toward the garage, but stopped at the
sightofthe eternal pool surrounding us. I, too, was taken with
it. Through the windows, it had seemed less real, as if just a
show, but here it went on forever, forever wet, forever deep.
We could see nothing but light playing off the surface.

I pulled the raft down from the high shelf above the tools
and work counter. Clouds of dust were kicked up and, for the
first time ever, the dry, floating particles did not bother me. I
didn't even fan them from my face. None of us did.
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My wife went and stood at the open garage door; a child
on either side, all facing and staring at how the driveway fell
so steeply into the water. I inflated the raft with the bicycle

ump.
. “What do you think?" I asked, pumping steadily.
“Think? Who can think?” She did not look back.

“Well need provisions,’ I said. “Even if we don't venture
far away, we'll need food sooner orlater” I paused to catch my
breath, observed the now larger plane of rubber. “Well have
to rely on our memory of the layout of the town.”

They were not listening. The disaster was creating some
distance between us. The situation had moved me, lifted my
spirits by charging my curiosity and sense of adventure. For
my family, it was another story. I wanted to express to them
that since we were doomed, wed best enjoy it. But the right
words would not avail themselves. I finished the raft and
stood away, slapping the luscious dust from my hands. My
family turned to view me. Their eyes said, “Welll wait here” I
tried to appear disappointed, dipping my head and stepping
into the house, but I was not. I looked forward to drifting
peaceably, alone. Better that I checked the worthiness of the
boat alone anyway.

First things first, a nap was in order. Actually, I just lay on
the sofa and imagined the grid of our town. The market was
straight down three blocks, at the bottom of the hill. The
water there had to be many tens of feet deep. What I needed
was an aqualung, but I had none. For additional food, we
would have to try fishing. Worms would be plentiful in the
back yard. I'sat up and studied the faces which studied mine.

“Pack up food and dry clothing;’ I said. “We can't stay
here. We've got to see what's out there”

“Water is out there,” said my daughter.

“Beyond that," I said. “Start packing”” I watched as they
slowly wandered away to collect items.

“You're not taking that,’ I said.
“Mom! ”
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“What is it, honey?”

“Daddy won't let me take Cubby

“Tell him there's no room for non-essential items,” I said.

“There’'s no room for non-essential items,” she said and
turned back toward the kitchen.

“Cubby’s not a non-sential item,” my son said to her back
and my front, “he’s a bear”

“No Cubby”’

He stormed away, passing in the hall his sister carryinga
collapsing dollhouse.

“No!

This went on.

“No”

“Non-essential”

All this while my wife was gathering food together. Si-
lence is a clue that either too little or too much is being done.
Shed packed two baskets and a chest, all waiting for me to
carry them to the raft. I lifted a basket, groaned, and felt the
muscles of my face tighten.

“What do you have in here?”

“Food

“Are they all so heavy?”

“Probably”

“Do we really need so much?”

“You tell me. You're the flood authority”

The magic was wearing thin. Well, I understood the
station to lack permanence. Soon I would again be reduced
to husband-father status.

“I'm not sure the raft can hold all of this”

She hurled a can of tomato soup into the sink, then
braced herself against the counter. “Then youdoit. Youdoit”

“I'm not being critical”

She began to sob. I went to her, turned her around and
embraced her. The children appeared and observed from
the doorway. The gravity of it all was settling in.

Still, it seemed clear that we must set out. I looked at the
packed baskets. We would need all of this food. A fact
occurred to me which I would not mention to my family.
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Almost certainly, we would be unable to find our way home
once sight of it was lost.

Our house looked so welcoming there on its little island.
We waved to it like morons as we floated farther away. A
silence came overus, the silence Iusually associated with my
being the focus of anger. Somehow I had become the respon-
sible party. The flood was my fault. I seemed unafraid, so it
must have been my doing. I said—

“You know;, all of this is beyond my control”

No reply.

“I'm as scared as any of you.”

Nothing.

I paddled us onward. Looking down, we could see our
town through scattered debris. There was Turk’s Garage,
Marietta Karper's house, the 7-11. I think we were all expect-
ing at any moment to come upon a floating cadaver, but we
did not. We did find a good-sized rowboat manned by a large,
mongrel dog. The animal seemed happy to see us, anyone.
The children were delighted to see him. I, however, saw him
readily as just another mouth to feed and a fairly unreliable
witness to the things he had seen. Finally, the trade seemed
fair, food for the sharing of his larger, more sturdy craft.

The presence of the dog did lift my family’s spirits. Being
licked inthe face doesthis. Of course, one thing was certain; if
there were any fleas anywhere, they were here.

Now, instead of paddling, I rowed. My family and the dog
basked in the warm sun.

I stopped rowing and studied the sleeping faces. When
the kids awakened they would name this dog Noah. I'd no
doubt of this. My wife would make pimento cheese sand-
wiches for us and we would eat them and wash them down
with Cola from a two-liter bottle. We had no cups. The speck
on the horizon that was our house was now gone. I was not
even sure in which direction I had last seen it. I took the oars
again. I would row until they were awake and the sand-
wiches were made. After the meal, I would row some more.
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The flood had made everything quite simple. I would row
until Twas too weak to continue. We would eatuntil there was
no more food. We would find land and perhaps people or we
would die.

My wife's eyes opened and she looked at me calmly.
“How could such a thing happen?” she asked.

“T don't know;" I said.

“What has happened?” She satup and gazed at the water.

“It rained real hard.”
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