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一扇旧窗的自述

我是一扇旧窗，立在老屋的东墙，站了很多年。

我的木框灰了，漆一层层剥落，像树一年一年脱皮。

我的玻璃上有一道裂纹，从那年雹子来过的下午起，一直没长合。

人们说窗是眼睛。其实窗是耳朵，我听见的一切，都比看见的多。

落雨的时候，是我一年里最忙的时候。

雨点排着队敲我的额头，嗒，嗒嗒，像谁在门外数日子。

我替屋里的人记着：这一场是春分后的第一场，那一场连着三天，把檐沟灌满。

有个孩子常搬凳坐在我跟前，下巴搁在窗台上，看雨。

他看雨，我听他。他的呼吸很轻，像怕惊动什么。

他奶奶在身后纳鞋底，针脚和雨声一个节拍。

孩子长大些，开始在我面前背课文，声音盖过雨。再后来，声音里有了心事。

他离家的清晨下大雨，他在我的玻璃上哈了口气，用手指画了一个箭头，指着南方。

我记住了那个方向。从那天起，每一场雨我都往南方听。

他走后，屋里安静。老太太有时擦我，擦得很慢，像擦一件要紧的东西。

她请人念信，念到一半停了，屋里只剩雨声。我知道她没在听信，在听雨。

信回得短：我吃饭很好。老太太让我记住这句，像让我记住一场雨。

我在等那个孩子回来。雨声一响，我就把耳朵竖起来——虽然我没有耳朵。

有一年秋天，墙上画了个白圈，圈里一个拆字。雨浇了半个月，字淡了，没淡透。

拆字没有落成。听说因为那孩子寄回的钱，也听说因为钉子户三个字，我不懂人话，我只懂

雨。

修窗那天他回来了，站在梯子上，摸我朽了的框，说：框留着，换玻璃。

我旧了一半，新了一半。旧的那一半替我记着从前，新的那一半替我看着将来。

他在新玻璃上又哈了口气，画了个箭头，这回指着北，指着老屋。

我知道他还会走，也知道他还会回。箭头在我这儿，两头都算数。

老太太没等到新玻璃。她走的那天没下雨，我憋了一整天的雨，傍晚才落下来。
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那一场雨我敲得格外重，像替谁捶门。

如今夜里他伏案写字，雨声进来，他停下笔听。

他不知道，他听的每一场雨，我都替他存着，从童年存到现在，一场没少。

远方是什么？远方是雨落出去、很久才回声的地方。

我是旧窗，我站在老屋东墙，我替所有离开的人，听雨，等雨，存雨。

雨又落了。嗒，嗒嗒。听，那是远方在敲门。

Confession of an Old Window

I am an old window, standing on the east wall of the old house, standing for many

years.

My wooden frame has gone gray, its lacquer flaking off layer by layer, like a

tree shedding bark year after year.

There is a crack in my glass, open ever since the afternoon the hail came, never

healed.

People say a window is an eye. In truth a window is an ear; I hear far more than

I see.

Rainy days are the busiest days of my year.

Raindrops queue up and tap my forehead, ta, ta-ta, like someone outside counting

the days.

I keep records for the people inside: this one was the first rain after spring

equinox, that one lasted three days and filled the gutter.

A boy often dragged a stool to sit before me, chin on the sill, watching the

rain.

He watched the rain; I listened to him. His breathing was light, as if afraid of

disturbing something.

His grandmother stitched shoe soles behind him, her stitches keeping time with

the rain.

As he grew he recited lessons in front of me, his voice over the rain. Later, his

voice carried worries.

On the rainy morning he left home, he breathed on my glass and drew an arrow with

his finger, pointing south.
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I memorized that direction. From that day, I listened south in every rain.

After he left, the house grew quiet. The old woman sometimes wiped me, very

slowly, like wiping something precious.

She had someone read his letters aloud, and stopped halfway; only the rain sound

remained in the room. I knew she was not listening to the letter. She was listening

to the rain.

The reply was short: I eat well. She made me remember that line, the way one

remembers a rain.

I waited for the boy to return. Whenever the rain sounded, I pricked up my ears

— though I have no ears.

One autumn, a white circle appeared on the wall with the character for demolish

inside. Rain soaked it half a month; the character faded, but not through.

The demolition never happened. I heard it was because of the money he sent back,

and I heard it was because of some words about stubborn holdouts. I do not understand

human talk; I only understand rain.

The day the window was repaired he came back, stood on a ladder, felt my rotted

frame, and said: keep the frame, replace the glass.

I am half old, half new. The old half keeps my past for me; the new half watches

my future.

On the new glass he breathed again and drew another arrow, this time pointing

north, pointing at the old house.

I know he will leave again, and I know he will return. The arrows live with me;

both directions count.

The old woman did not live to see the new glass. The day she died there was no

rain; I held my rain all day and let it fall only at dusk.

That rain I drummed especially hard, like knocking for someone.

Now at night he writes at his desk, the rain sound enters, and he stops his pen

to listen.

He does not know that every rain he listens to, I have kept for him, from

childhood until now, not one missing.

What is a faraway place? It is where rain falls outward and its echo takes a long

time to return.
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I am the old window on the old house's east wall. For everyone who left, I listen

to rain, wait for rain, store rain.

The rain falls again. Ta, ta-ta. Listen — that is the faraway knocking at the

door.


