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The Rain Sound Is a Letter from Afar

It is eleven at night, and the rain sound stops the pen in my hand.
I think of that umbrella first — no, reverse it, think from the beginning.

From the beginning: the autumn of eighth grade, when my best friend A-Zhou moved

far north with his parents.

The day before he left was clear. We sat all afternoon under the old window of

his family s old house, neither of us saying we would miss each other.

That old window was ancient, its loose frame wobbly, the glass bending the trees

outside just slightly.

A-Zhou said his favorite thing was sitting under the old window on rainy days,

the rain sound like someone walking across the roof, from this end to that end.

He said once he reached the north, hearing rain, he would remember this window,

and me under it.
I did not believe him. The faraway is so far — how could rain remember a person?

The day he left was clear again, scrubbed clean as if refusing to give us a

reason to cry.

The train went north, pushing the faraway farther, so far that a letter took half

a month.

In it he said the northern rain fell on radi pipes, on awnings, on snow —

anything but the sound of the old house’s old window.

He sent a sliver of wood from that old window, left over when the house was torn

down, saying the window remembered me for him, and he remembered the window for me.

I pressed the wood shaving in my dictionary, on the page of the character for

rain.

The year the old house was renovated, the old window was replaced, nailed by the

yard wall to keep chickens, they say, and then it was gone.

With the window gone, I gave myself an excuse: see, even the window forgot you —

how much more the faraway.

But now, at eleven at night, this rain falls on my dormitory window. Ta, ta-ta.
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Suddenly I hear it — walking from this end to that end, the rain walking on the

roof, exactly as A-Zhou described.

So the rain always remembered. It passes through south and north, through old

windows and new, forgetting no one.

The old window is gone, but every rain it ever heard is still alive, landing

anywhere, knocking anywhere.

I open the dictionary; on the page of rain, the wood shaving is still there, fine

as a pinch of old times.

I write A-Zhou a letter, about this rain, about how it walks from this end to
that end.

Only after finishing do I realize the words I never said back then have been

living in the rain all along, each rain saying them for me.
What is the faraway? It is the place rain must walk a whole night to reach.

And what is an old window? It is the faraway that cannot leave, keeping the rain

for us.

The rain had not stopped at lights—out. I lie listening; the walker on the roof
is still walking, from this end toward that end.

That end is where A-Zhou is. I tuck the blanket around him with a sentence only

the rain knows.
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