The weather outside is delightful
San Diego:
Monstrous ice storms are paralyzing Texas, Oklahoma, and Arkansas; more that
half-million people are without power; Buffalo, N.Y., collected 73 inches of snow; it’s 21
below in Kansas City; the Mississippi River is frozen over; and a blizzard is blanketing
the Northeast.
Here, it’s a balmy 72 degrees.
The biggest difficulty I’m having is trying to stay humble. I find myself
struggling to fend off the guilt. When I talked to a cousin in Maine on Friday she
informed me that the forecast is for 2 feet of snow before nightfall today.
I felt I needed to reach out to her, to show her some compassion during these
difficult times.
“You know, Brenda,” I said to her in as sympathetic tones as possible, “the truth
is we’re getting our fair share of winter here too.”
“Yesterday, for example, it got so cold I had to get out of the pool.” I know that
was mean. I hate myself for saying it, but it felt so good.
Last week, it was my friend Frank on the phone. He lives in Pueblo, Colorado.
He informed me the temperature there was 28 below.
“And with the wind chill factor,” he added, “it’s minus 68.” He said they were
stranded in the house all week because the gas in the car was frozen.
“Would you like to know what the temperature is here?” I asked.
“Sure, Cecil,” he said. “Let me have it.”
“It’s 72 degrees,” I answered. “But with the wind chill factor, it’s still 72.” Once
again, terribly mean, I know. I apologized to him and promised I would try to restrain
myself from flaunting our weather.
“Dolores will call you shortly,” I said. “She needs about 10 more minutes on her
back to even out the tan.” Of course they always snap back that the sun and the palms
and the pool are no way to celebrate Christmas. They say they’re happy to be where they
are, especially this time of year because a genuine holiday season needs the trappings of a
real winter. I think they mean things such as shoveling the car out of a snow-bank,
chipping the ice off the windshield, and occasional amputation of frozen extremities.

Just this morning I received a call from an old friend in St. Petersburg, Florida.
I’m gong to be joining him in a few weeks on a “rendezvous” (a Mountain Man campout)
– but that’s another story. He said, “In addition to bringing you long underwear,” he said,
“Be sure to bring a sweatshirt to go under your costume” (another part of that other
story). “But it Florida, Bob!”
“Don’t believe all you hear” he replied. “Out where we will be camping it was 30
degrees last night.”
To be honest, celebrating the holidays without the snow and the cold used to be
somewhat of a concern to me when I first moved here in 1951, but I quickly got over it.
All I had to do was turn on the television to see those cars swerving sideways
along the icy roads and I knew I was exactly where I wanted to be.
And in no way has our holiday spirit ever been dampened by this warm and
wonderful weather.
We simply learned to sing a slightly different tune. It goes something like this:
“You’d better watch out, you’d better not cry, you’d better not pout I’m telling you why,
Santa Ana’s coming to town.”
Happy New Year,
Cec!l

