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LA WEATHER FORECASTING 
 
It was at a solidarity group for Native Americans, where my employer Marlon was 
holding forth about land rights, that I met my lover Jonathon Hawkeye.  Hawk-nosed 
would be a more exact surname.  A son of the Mohawk tribe, famous as builders and 
weather forecasters, he’d migrated to LA to become a construction worker.   
 
Jonathon owned a house on the side of one of the LA canyons with a long sloping 
garden that ended in a ravine.  The ravine housed a number of tepees in which his 
relations from New York would holiday.  Trouble arose on one such vacation when 
his elderly mother was taken ill.  Jonathon was on set at the time so I was left to cope.  
I called the ambulance. 
 
The old lady as usual, was in her tepee and the slope down to it was steep.  As the 
ambulance crew arrived to rush her off to hospital, rain started to descend in monsoon 
sheets, bouncing off the turf and rolling directly to the bottom of the hill. Within 
minutes the ravine started flooding.  “Hurry,” I shouted to the crew, with visions of 
Mother being swept away.  
 
The rain continued to stream down.  The river in the ravine streamed down.  The 
health workers also streamed down.  And were incapable of stopping.  From the 
summit I could just see the startled expression on their faces as they overshot the 
tepees ,landing in the now surging floodwaters, a quick sighting of open mouths and 
horrified looks as they disappeared.  I spotted a further glimpse of Mother, holding 
her own, by virtue of lashing herself to a small bush just above the surge.  She was 
looking up at me with outrage etched across her craggy face. 
 
“It’s hardly my fault it started to rain,” I thought resentfully as I, very carefully 
descended the lethal slope.  I hadn’t reached the bottom before she began to berate 
me.  Any sign of incipient illness had vanished.  I’m glad I cannot understand 
Mohawk.  She was undoubtedly abusing me in the most ancient and primitive 
vocabulary. 
 
“There, there,” I said, as we waited for the rain to abate.  “There, there”, I said, as 
eventually I unwound her from the small bush and attempted to heave her up the 
garden.  She was having none of it.  She vigorously shook herself free and hit me.  I 
staggered backwards then forwards with a now bleeding nose while an expression of 
satisfaction crossed her visage. 
 
“There, there,” she was saying in unpleasant parody, as at that exact moment I lost my 
balance on the slippery grass and still clutching my nose, fell heavily against her.  I 
was in such pain I’m not quite sure I noticed when Mother was no longer with us.  
The water in the ravine continued surging down to the Pacific Ocean but of the merry 
Mohawk there was absolutely no sign. 
 
Marlon wasn’t happy when Jonathon accused me of murder.  Neither was I come to 
that.  But the ambulance workers did turn up alive while Mother was never seen 
again.  I think Marlon believed me but nevertheless he couldn’t afford the bad 
publicity and I found myself packed off back to England.  Six months later I received 
a letter from him, which told me that Jonathan had collected on his mother’s 
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insurance, which had proved to be an unexpectedly massive sum.  He was investing it 
in a casino. 
 
It wasn’t easy re-establishing myself as a publicity agent in London, but my new start 
was given a fillip by a mysterious amount of money appearing in my bank account.  It 
was a dollar transaction but the donor has always remained anonymous. I shall 
probably never know who he or she was.  Every so often though I see Mother’s face 
in my imagination  – I can never quite make out whether she’s laughing or crying. 
 


