Fluff

by Joye Keele


Moving away from the mountains to the vast desert had been hard for me.  Now, after four years, I had come to love the desert.  The great and varied cactus were my favorite.


One day as I walked by the school, I noticed something that took me back home.  I saw a small white piece of fluff falling from the sky.  Even though it was November, I knew that it couldn't be snow with the temperature at 80 degrees.  No, what I saw drifting lazily to earth was something more simple.


There aren't many of them here, but a few cottonwood trees exist in the desert.  Some of these gentle giants just happen to be thriving near the school.  I was seeing the seedling fluff falling from the cottonwoods.


Suddenly I was back at my grandma's.  Her house was down a lane lined with cottonwood trees.  The trees reached over, their limbs mingling at the top, creating a tunnel over the lane.  


In the fall there were seedlings everywhere.  The breeze would hold the seeds in the air and make them float and fly in an airy dance of fluff.  They would finally fall to the ground piling up in great white drifts at the bottom of the trees.   It was magical, snow before the snow.


I loved to run kicking and spinning through the lane, stirring up the air to create great whirlwinds of fluff.


As I pondered on these magical memories, I realized how grateful I was for simple things:  grandmas, cactus, cottonwood trees, and........fluff.

