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Weathermaker

7 am the Weathermaker.

This  isn’t quaint
nickname, though. I really do make
the weather.

I just don’t understand how I do
it. Nobody does.

I have never let any of the
Companions call me this before, and
they never tried. They were all
professionals, and they understood
that I was unique, that [ was special,
that I needed to be handled very
carefully.

I knew right away, though, that
this new one—Elena—was different.
When she first strode into my room
two months ago, she flung the
curtains open, took a look outside at
the steely pillows of clouds that were

some
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Z5® Clouds and Shadows

just starting to spit rain, and said
“Come on Weathermaker, get up.
We’ve got work to do.”

Still groggy, I rolled out bed
and groped for my robe. The first
feature I noticed about her was her
wrists. They were slender and
beautiful, threaded with tight
tendons that implied strength. Of
course I found them attractive—she
was chosen specifically for me. I
stood there, staring at her, taking in
the rest of her features: the coarse,
black hair that curled up into masses
of frantic ringlets, the thin lips that
smiled easily, the expressive eyes
the colour of polished walnut. She
was perfect, at least superficially.
But of course, they knew this.

For her part, she seemed to
understand her role very well. She
looked at me, up and down. I
suddenly remembered I was naked
and quickly covered myself with the
robe. “Don’t worry about that,” she
said, “I’'ll be seeing much more of
that later. For now, though, we have
work to do.” As she walked out of
the room, she turned and smiled,
adding “and make sure you have a

good breakfast. You’ll need all the
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energy you can get today.”

I couldn’t help but grin. The
speckles of rain stopped and a rent in
the grey curtain of clouds appeared,
pierced by a hazy shaft of buttery
light that reached toward the canopy
of the damp cedars that surround the
villa. T was already beginning to feel
good about this one.

But that was two months ago.
Now she is more worried. Now she
is more serious. She thinks I am
losing control. I wonder what else
she thinks.

o4 3k ok 3k

I was six years old when I first
became aware of what I could do.
Mom, Dad, my sister Beth and I were
at the summer fair. It was the usual
road show of stomach hurling rides,
glutinous, greasy food, slimy,
serpentine  hucksters and  other
sparkling entertainments. It was
magical; it dazzled with intense
colour, sound, stimulation. It was also
hot. The prairie summer sky glowed
like a blue popsicle, the sun tingled
and burned our skin, made black
spots appear in front of my eyes as
my sister dared me to stare at it.

i £

Weathermaker 7l #&

RAREMT —K. WA
BT IR KK zhHi
TIKERTAR, Be—EAR
3 B Wk € SRR,
T R S AE ) B A R A0
MR . 3 E ST i
PR

EHRCLZMAHZ 8
MY . BE wEOHE
IEERE. RAFEMIES
2 AR .

e ok ok ok

NGE, RERERR
HomeMita. an, @
. 8. N LK IE
E—PEFENE, L

NATE % & B 0 B R
b g A T R 7 A A £ o

WiZE s TSP B A
A 4 78 A LA\ 1] (1
e, EMETYELL: F
Hiv@®. REMSEE., &
ZIRI R B BB, KRR
#o EFHREMNRZREC
Mok —FE NN ARG KB
¥4 T RATR B Rk S A
BERITHEKMEN, KR
3



Z=5% Clouds and Shadows

Dad had been very tolerant as
he took me on ride after ride—
bumper cars, the Ferris wheel, the
small rollercoaster—but 1 wanted
more. I pointed, pulled on his sleeve.
“That one! That one!”

“No, you can’t go on that one
yet. You're still too small. Maybe
next year.”

His reasoned tone didn’t satisfy
me. I had heard the screams, the
laughs from the people riding the
Zipper. I didn’t care about the rules.
I stomped my foot, clenched my
fists. “I want to go!”

Dad’s tone was more insistent.
“No. See the sign there? You’re too
small.”

I was breathing harder, and I
could feel the mucous thickening in
my throat. I was going to cry. I
didn’t want to be a baby, but that
lump in my throat was like a hot
stone, and I wanted to expel it,
scream my anger at the world. Then,
I felt something change, like the
sudden dimming of a room when a
curtain is drawn. My skin felt like it
was detaching from my bones,

floating away from me, autumn
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leaves caught in an updraft, as if my
body were being separated from
something deeper inside. My anger
turned to fear, and I did start to cry.
Dad had that look I had seen
before. He wanted to comfort me,
but he knew he couldn’t give in to
my tantrum. Mom stayed back,
understanding the dynamic. Then,
something changed in Dad’s face.
His eyes, which had been tightly
focused on me, suddenly glanced up
at the sky, his mouth opening
slightly. His face looked as if he
were seeing something that had no
right to exist. His expression scared
me, but still I followed his eyes. The
brilliant blue sky had been replaced
by a roiling, angry, dark cloud—
purple and green and black—Ilike
scummy pond water boiling on a
campfire. It quickly expanded across
most of the sky, blocking the sun,
chilling the air. Then,
warning, a brilliant flash burned my

without

eyes and a thunderous crack split the
air, shaking the ground, vibrating my
bones. I opened my eyes just in time
to see the Zipper tipping over on its
fulcrum, its two sides folding up like
a pair of scissors.
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= 5% Clouds and Shadows

The remainder of my memory
of this moment is not like a slow-
motion video, but rather, a series of
still images; a photo album where
the pictures are distorted by the
filmy, protective cover. There is one
image of the Zipper halfway to the
ground, its structure bent at an
impossible  angle, one end
blackened, the individual cars full of
faces, bare-toothed screams and
widened eyes. There is another
image of the structure as it first
impacts the oily tarmac, the internal
supports bending, the metal of the
cars deforming. Then the image of
one of the cars bouncing off the
ground, its sides crushed by the
impact, an arm protruding from the
wire cage, bent backwards at the
elbow. Then the image of the same
car as it rolls over my mother. Both
her hands are up, pure instinct and
reaction. Her eyes are closed, her
mouth turned down in a grimace of
brief but instantaneous awareness of
what was about to happen. There are
no images after this one; I flip
through all the pages of my album,
trying to find something, but there is
nothing left, until the last page.
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There I find one more picture.

My father’s face.

He is standing high above me.
The venomous cloud frames him.
His face is twisted, trying to cope
with too many emotions at once. I
can barely recognize him, and I am
scared of him. The other pictures are
silent, but this last image speaks. My
father’s eyes burn through me, and
as they drill into my core, his voice
repeats, over and over:

You.

ok ok

A large, grey gull cruises in a
lazy circle over the water. Elena
strokes my hair, smoothing the
wind-tangle. “Your stats have been
good,” she says. The gull suddenly
drops, then in a flutter, lands on the
small, foamy curls. “But there’ve
been some problems.”

“Problems?”

We are walking on the beach.
Our feet sink, sand collapses inward
on our steps. Green, silty water tries
to erase our progress, dirty foam
snakes across the smooth sand. The
sky is grey but the clouds are

D
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= 5% Clouds and Shadows

starting to break up, jagged azure
scars begin to appear. The air is
sweet with cedar and damp moss;
Elena holds my hand.

“Yes. That gentle rain in
northern Vietnam turned into a
hailstorm. The snow in southern
Chile was too wet. The sun
afterward came too quick and caused
an avalanche.”

The ocean starts swelling a
little stronger; the gull bobs and
sways on the surface. “Was anyone
hurt?”

“No, it was just a small slide in
a remote area. No serious issue
really, but I’'m just a little concerned
about you. Are you feeling okay?”

It always comes to this.
Everyone depends on my happiness.
Or sadness. These give sun and rain.
Nobody ever wants my anger or
result in
thunderstorms, hurricanes, tornados.
The companion’s job is to keep my
balanced, focused. Elena has been
the best so far. But I still make
mistakes. “I feel fine,” I lie.

We’ve finished our morning

despair; these can
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session. I try to get much of the
day’s work out of the way early.
Most places the northern
hemisphere not

in
wanted  sun,
surprising really as this is the prime
time to ripen summer crops. Sun is
usually pretty easy; I just need to be
happy. Elena takes care of this as
best she The American
Midwest, Ukraine and some parts of

northern Africa were looking for

can.

rain, to alleviate recent dry spells.
This is trickier; the smaller pockets
always are. We will have to work on
this after lunch.

The day always starts in the
Globe Room—a converted barn in
the trees on the back of the property.
Elena is a technical wizard; she pulls
up the holographic globe that
displays  real-time  atmospheric
conditions, summarizes the previous
night’s  weather, reviews my
performance compared to expectations,
and then provides the standing
orders for the day. I don’t know
where these orders come from. None
of the companions will tell me. They
are well trained.

Elena releases my hand and

puts her arm around my waist, her

|
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=5 Clouds and Shadows

head on my shoulder. The breeze
coming off the ocean stirs the waves
of her ebony hair. I pull her closer. I
know her job is to build me up,
make me feel good, but I can feel
tension in her body. She knows she
has to be careful how she presents
any criticism, knows that the correct
equilibrium must be maintained. I
learned from previous companions
not to push them, not to interfere
with their plans. She pulls me closer,
hugs me, strokes my back. My
fingers move in her hair as I watch
the gull take off from the choppy
water and fly into the emerging sun.
I wonder how much she really
understands about the mistakes,
about me.

Hkkk

Elena has dimmed the lights.
We are in the Focus Room of the
barn. On the wall, a series of images
are projected. Most of the images
show rural areas, fields of golden,
whiskered wheat silhouetted against
an impossible, blue sky, oceans of
emerald sugar beet leaves, neatly
order rows of gnarled, tied grape

vines, sunflowers blocking the sun,
10
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their petals like translucent flames.
On the bottom of the screen, names
scroll with the images: Zhytomir,
Kharkiv, Poltava, Sumy, Mykolayiv.
This step is important: Elena needs
to make sure I know where to focus
my attention. I relax as she flips
through these bucolic
reciting a list of statistical and
geographic about
Ukrainian agricultural production.

images,
information

Her research, as always, is thorough.
She
consciousness completely
essence of the place.

As the last of the rural images
settle into- my mind, she begins
describing
conditions. The images change to
sky shots: white, cumulus cotton
balls that slowly flatten and morph
into a greyer nimbostratus layer. The
region, Elena explains, has had a
good growing season, but recent
dryness has started to wilt the crops.
A day or two of sustained, light rain
would be ideal. The image of the
developing loops
repeatedly, a computer-generated
distortion of the heavens. My limbs
relax and I start to wonder what

wants to immerse my

in the

recent meteorological

rain  cloud
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=5 Clouds and Shadows

trigger she is going to use today.

Then, slowly, the music begins
to fade in from the surrounding
speakers. | instantly recognize the
sparse piano chords. I draw in a deep
breath. It’s been several years since
a companion used this. Part of the
companion’s job is to keep me
surprised. I can’t become numb to
the triggers. :

This one should work.

I close my eyes and let the
familiar story of the song—the hired
assassin as a sympathetic character—
infiltrate me. Does a bad action
taken make a person bad? I have
thought about this often.

I can feel my breathing increase
as the pulse of the music picks up.
The assassin is beginning his
preparations for his target. My palms
are damp.

The assassin holds his breath,
readies, then fires.

Then the tempo slows. This is
where it should start happening—the
assassin’s flashback to his childhood
after he Kkills his target. This part of
the song, the haunting lyrics of
childhood abandonment and

loneliness, always used to make
12
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salty streams of tears run down my
cheeks.

I swallow, put my hand to the
dry, papery skin on my face.

Elena is looking down at a
4computer monitor. She is not
frowning, but her face is creased
with tension. The last chord fades,
its echo burrowing into the corners,
and Elena turns up the lights. She
has cut the projection of the images.
She doesn’t say anything.

“It didn’t work, did it?”

She tries to hide her
disappointment. She knows she has
to be careful here. The goal was to
make me feel sad, but not like a
failure. I never used to fail. I touch
my face again. There is no burning
behind the eyes, no thickening of
mucous. I haven’t responded to the
song at all.

Elena sits on the arm of the
chair, puts her hand on my shoulder.
“I don’t understand. That song
always used to work. I just don’t feel
anything.” My words are flat, like a
grey cloud smothering the sky.

She strokes my neck. “It’s
okay. Maybe you’re trying too
hard.”
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