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Of all the calamities that could befall my treehouse, perhaps the only one that could cause it to come crashing to the ground would be a direct hit from a hurricane. This is extremely unlikely, but we have
had close calls in recent years. Big blows out of the southern Atlantic have kept their distance so far this year, but I am always wary. Last fall we nearly had a visit from a lady named Isabel. From my journal:

Sunday, September 14, 2003. Today is overcast and warm and muggy and still. But the stillness may not last. Over the last several days, we have kept one ear cocked toward National Public Radio
for updates on Hurricane Isabel, a category five storm currently churning toward us from the mid-Atlantic. Her winds are blowing at a sustained 155 m.p.h. The experts are being vague and hedging their
bets—they predict landfall anywhere from North Carolina to New England. Their indefinite forecast has put a definite knot in my stomach. I’m worried about my tree blowing over, the power going out, the
basement flooding, and the furnace choking to death. These are not vague worries and not entirely unfounded. Several years ago, the remnant of another big storm drenched our farm for days. Near the end
of the second day of that storm, Amanda called to me from the top of the cellar stairs. “What’s that, Daddy?” she asked, pointing down into an ominous black reflection. An old window sash floated near
the bottom of the stairs. “That’s two feet of Hurricane Floyd, sweetheart.”

Monday, 3:15 p.m. A report from the National Hurricane Center crackles over the radio: “Isabel slowing and weakening slightly. It is currently at 25.2 degrees N, 69.3 degrees W, 780 miles SSE
of Cape Hattaras, moving NNW at 8 m.p.h., and has maximum sustained winds of 140 m.p.h. The barometer stands at 27.91 inches.” As an aside, the forecaster mentions that a reconnaissance plane
flying across Isabel’s waist recorded a wind gust of 236 m.p.h.—“It’s a new record,” he said cheerfully. All these numbers, especially the last, have flustered me and I enter the following odd note to myself in
my treehouse journal: “I’ll continue to keep an eye on things and get back to you.”

Tuesday, 9:00 a.m. Isabel has weakened further (her winds are only 115 m.p.h. now), shows signs of “disorganization,” and looks like she will track to the west of Maine. Again from my journal: “Phew!”
Friday, 1:30 p.m. Isabel has been downgraded to a tropical storm and is swirling through Buffalo, New York. Seven people have died. Our forecast here in Maine is for some rain, maybe heavy at times, but

little wind. I went up into the treehouse this afternoon in strange, orange-shadowed light. I leaned against one of the big window frames and looked out at the world for several minutes. From this height, my view was
unencumbered and I could see a broad expanse of sky; it was gray and pink and purple and roiling. I watched the outer edge of an arm of Isabel spin counterclockwise toward the northwest. The cloud ceiling was
high and nearly flat but odd wrinkles, puckers, striations, lumps, and stringy waves pulsed and tumbled through it—I felt as if I were underneath a sky-wide quilt watching gigantic kittens play on top.
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