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Ignacio got home from work the same as every day, seven o’clock sharp. Dead tired, dying for a couple of mates and to switch the world off for a while. He leaned the bicycle against the front wall; he’d bring it in later. His boys, ten and twelve, greeted him the usual way: each blaming the other for stolen toys, missing stuff, the usual domestic chaos. Right in the middle of the three of them, Colita the dog jumped like crazy, begging for a scrap of attention.

When the show was over, he went inside. His wife said hello while filling the thermos with hot water.

“You see the storm that’s coming?” she asked as he washed his hands in the bathroom.

“Yeah,” he shouted back. “In a bit we’ll have to close all the windows. Those are wind clouds.”

They sat at the kitchen table to share some mates while she brought him up to speed on the day’s news. Through the little transom window you could see the clouds turning blacker and closer by the minute. At least this time the storm had waited for him to get home. For years he’d had to pedal through downpours, summer and winter alike. More than once the rain had followed him the whole way, the last drops falling exactly when he walked through the door. Crazy stuff. But this storm had the decency to give him a little time.

Outside, the kids were still playing with the dog; their shouts carried through the whole neighbourhood. Ignacio listened to his wife’s predictable gossip about the neighbours, the soap opera, the usual. He never took his eyes off the window, calculating the exact second to call the boys in and batten down the house.
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