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The Rain Sound Sits Down at the 0ld Window

The rain falls again. I set down my pen and listen. The rain sound sits down at

the old window.

That window is still in the old house, its wooden frame aged to gray, a crack in

the glass like a leaf-bud that never opened.

As a child I thought the old window was an ear, pressed all day against the lane,

listening.

In rain it listened hardest. Raindrops tapped the glass, ta, ta—ta, like someone

outside turning a letter, very slowly.

Grandma sat by the window stitching shoe soles; the rain sound was her metronome,

one stitch, then another.

I did not understand then. Rain was water, a window was glass, and days were

endless.

The day I left the lane, the rain was big enough to fill it. I breathed on the
old window, and half the glass fogged.

Grandma wiped it with her sleeve, wiped and wiped, and could not wipe it clean.

She was not wiping fog.

The train went south, and I carried the rain sound with me. In the southern city,
rain fell on arcade awnings, on tin roofs of construction sites; none of it sounded
like that sound.

But at night, eyes closed, the rain sound still tapped the same window. Ta, ta-—

ta, like someone outside turning a letter.

I wrote letters too. Some I posted, some I did not; they gathered in the drawer

like rain gathered in the gutter.

Grandma knew few characters. She asked someone to read to her, then asked them to

write back one line only: I eat well.

The old window grew older each year. The putty at the frame flaked, rain seeped
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in, and she plugged it with a corner of an old shirt.

The year before last I heard the old house was to be demolished. I rushed back on

a rainy day.

On the wall was a white circle, and inside it the character for demolish, washed

pale by rain.

The old window still hung in place, one corner of glass broken, half the frame

rotted, like an ear that had heard enough.

The rain sound came as always, sat down on the frame as always. Ta, ta—ta,

exactly as before.

Standing where I used to sit as a child, I suddenly understood what the old

window had been listening for all these years.

It listened for rain falling back into place; it waited for someone walking home

through the rain.
Grandma is gone. She went to a far place, farther than every south.

The demolition character was never carried out. The old window was repaired,

given new glass and kept its old frame, still holding a mouthful of rain sound.

I returned to the city; the rain did not stop. I pushed open my room’ s window,

and the rain sound jumped in, sat down, and would not leave.

Now I understand: rain sound is the letter, the old window is the mailbox, and

faraway places is the stamp pasted onto the days.

Every raindrop is a character, falling and falling, and the letter is never
finished.

I take up my pen again and write to that farthest place. This time, not into the

drawer.

I read it to the rain sound; the rain sound reads it to the old window: the old

window reads it to her for me.

Outside the window is rain, inside is I, between us the old window, and beyond

the old window, the faraway.

The rain sound sits down at the old window. This time, it does not leave.
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