Rain Will Fall

Joel Stokdyk

Exploratory Statement: This story is an attempt to discuss a metaphysical perspective through short fiction by embedding conceptual ideas within it, using temporal changes, reoccurring images, and the story’s events as both substance and illustration.

The rain fell hard.  Each cold drop formed a perfect impurity, a pulsating arrangement of simultaneously growing and dying concentric circles staining the surface of the small creek which, though disturbed by this effluence of heaven—inevitable product of evaporation condensation precipitation and a multitude of other processes unknown and unnamed by man—moved forward, flowed, its fate dictated by the irrevocable and irreversible effects of gravity on the properties of its own nature: those constraints common to all matter in this universe, subject to the laws of the Cosmos, as well as those qualities specific to itself.  For two weeks it fell.  Not the cathartic purging characteristic of a short-lived deluge in which the clouds impulsively cleanse themselves of the imprisoned drops with grand flashes and sonorous bellows that soon exhausts itself, but that patient and persistent continuous release that seems it could last forever: the new permanent condition.

The shallow skin of water on the road peeled apart violently, suddenly, rhythmically as the worn front tire cut through it, as through flesh, showering spray upward and backward and arching down to its place.  Bright red drops fell, flowing from the nub of the little finger, unhurried, yet quickly, steadily to the saturated pavement, instantly diluted, joining their transparent cloud-born cousins in the methodical flow downhill as the young boy soaked from rain and blood and tears pedaled furiously up.  Behind him lay the spotted surface of the small familiar creek—issuing from its distant source and flowing to its predetermined destination, stretched thin through miles of winding bends inevitably reaching its termination while remaining still at its origin and so existing at both simultaneously: the end drawing the beginning towards itself and the beginning pushing towards, producing, the end, each the cause and effect of its counterpart—a quarter mile from his home.  He had left it immediately upon reopening a still-fresh wound, and as he pedaled through the rain, Father’s still-stained blue-embroidered handkerchief hung from his pocket.

The boy burst through the door, and, though his tears would have been dry if not replaced by rain, his mother knew—not from the blood or the shaking or the panicked face, but from that maternal intuition that captures everything and nothing at once, knowing, not discovering, by instinct the condition of that which is still (and always will be) a part of her, as if those nine months of physical unity formed a connection metaphysical, so that witnessing the condition of her flesh and blood is not evidence or proof but a manifestation of truth she already knows—what had happened.  “Oh honey, what’s the matter?” she asked, more to calm him than for reply.
	“Dead. Dead.  Why Dead?” a repressed and far-off voice.
“Why is what dead, honey?”
	“Dead.  Why dead?”  
His father rose from the table where he was awaiting supper.  “Let’s take a look at that, Jackie boy.”  To this the boy obediently lifted his blood-smeared still-wet hand, missing half a little finger that issued red.  “We’ll fix that up in no time.”
	“And get you some supper,” his mother said, “after we get you out of those wet clothes.  John,” to her husband, musing, not angry, “how could you send him out there in that storm?”

It had been almost two months with no rain.  The ground was hard, calloused against the deprivation of moisture, and local farmers feared losing crops.  The small familiar creek was low, but the inconveniences of weather had no effect on the impervious playfulness of young boys, who seek adventure or creative undertaking or destructive task to satiate their unquenchable need to do, to live.  Spending nearly every summer day outside exploring woods or meadow or creek, Jack’s hands found trees to climb or rocks to throw or boughs with which to build.  He pedaled his one speed bike to the place where the narrow creek passed under the road and walked down stream around a slow bend.  Here he began building a dam, carefully placing large rocks on either side of a fallen maple trunk and intertwining successively smaller branches on one side, then reinforcing it on the opposite with precisely placed overlapping mounds of smooth, discolored rock.
  
The sixth day he finished, and on the seventh he returned.  That afternoon, the first truly overcast in two months, promised abundant rain: the clouds gathering and growing dark rather than floating weightlessly, cheerfully; gathering in not only volume but mass too, collecting particle upon particle of two-month-old moisture to suddenly and without admonition birth a storm that, although only two hours in visible formation, had been conceived and developed and matured the whole of two dry months.  As he returned home, pedaling vigorously to avoid the impending rain (more as a challenge, a game, than for fear of dampness), he crossed a section of road littered with splintered and frayed willow and ash branches.  They were scattered beneath a dusty and dull-colored snapping turtle, whose dry wrinkled skin gave the impression of age and whose unhurried yet focused laborious waltz, burdened by blank cumbersome armor, gave the impression of dull wit and a lazy, if not amiable, disposition.  He quickly set his bike down, wheels spinning freely from resumed inertia, and slowly, curiously gently slowly, approached the archaic creature.  ‘im your friend.  dont worry.  no stick, see?  im your friend.  we can be friends, right?  thats right.  dont worry.  im your—’ then blood.  Sudden decisive reflex of animal instinct descending from the fall of man and flowing through the blood of all beasts birds and reptiles—fear and reflex, through generations of birth life procreation, unmeasured uncalculated unrealized, save by that ancient inborn heredity common to all creatures and manifested only through its effect, the ability to prolong the life of its vessel until offspring ensures the continuation of its place on earth.  Blood. 

Blood and tears and screaming and shocked disbelief (ignorance, not disbelief, for the mind cannot quickly comprehend such drastic alterations to its shell, so rather than disbelief it simply does not know, cannot know: ignorance resides and slowly gives way to disbelief (and denial with it) until it can no longer rectify the incongruities it is faced with and is therefore forced to accept the altered state rather than remain incredulous and risk insanity).  Blood and tears and screaming and reflex, a force driving from behind, from within, immediate thoughtless instinctive, pedaling frantically: adrenaline pumping limbs pumping pedals.  Now home.  Blood and tears and screaming and turmoil cooled with calm and fear with assurance.  Father’s blue-embroidered handkerchief pressed firmly on what remained of the little finger, white gathering red, soaking and stopping as Mother fetched bandage and gauze and tape.  Blood.  Red warm and seeping through the white and Father’s handkerchief clamped tightly around it and Father’s hand firm and strong and sure.  And still blood.  Pumping flowing seeping and the rain began, cold and clear, flowing seeping soaking over and into the dry callous ground: the cathartic purging that would last only hours and then settle into that unyielding outflow of heaven that would last for the next two weeks.  And Father saying nothing but a firm grip and then, when the tears stopped but hadn’t yet dried, “It’ll be fine, Jackie boy.  It’ll be fine.”

Them neighbor kids were teasing that snapper again, Jackie boy.  Shredded sticks all over the road there by the crick.  One of em’s gonna get it good if they keep it up.  (But I s’pose there’s bigger problems than them kids and that snapper.  Bruggink said if it don’t rain soon he could lose his whole crop.  Hasn’t rained in almost two months now.  Ground’s dryer than a desert.  Dirt blowin’.  All topsoil too.  Can’t hardly get a tractor out there without kicking up a dust storm anymore.)  You’re not teasing that snapper there are you, Jackie boy?—‘uh-uh’—Good.  Good.  

And Father saying, “You’re gonna hafta knock down that dam of yours, Jackie boy.  Been raining almost two weeks now.  That finger’s healed up good enough, don’t you think?” he said, turning to his wife.
	“Oh, but it’s pouring out there,” she said.
	“All the more reason.  That crick’s gettin’ high enough as it is.”  So he pedaled through the rain, Father’s blood-stained blue-embroidered handkerchief inherited two weeks earlier waving from his pocket, and walked downstream around the slow bend.  Water rushed relentlessly into the dam and gathered around it, current and countercurrent colliding and swirling up the dwarfed bank.  He waded in, water at mid-thigh, cold, fast, surging in a hundred directions at once, and stopped to catch his balance.  Then, leaning over, he reached through the spotted surface into the murky water and groped for a rock.  Pulling the first up he tossed it aside, the dull crack of its landing barely audible above the rushing water.  Turning to watch the rock tumble and roll and finally rest at the water’s edge, a distinct form caught his eye: bright speckles of yellow and red imbedded in smooth, glistening black; innocent eyes alert but too lazy to seem curious.  He froze.  The small round shell glistened, its shape cold, and, though different in magnitude and color, familiar: the shape of fear.  He grew hot despite the cold rain and cold thigh-deep water.  His heart pounded.  He could not explain it, did not know an explanation was possible.  He was moving forward without effort or awareness—drawn, pushed rather, by some invisible force beyond his comprehension that flowed through generations of men and hovered above them, existing simultaneously at beginning and end, witnessing both birth and death and the eternity surrounding them.  Hand extended, his nub touched the shell.  Minute pain shot through arm shoulder neck and by the time it reached his head he had grabbed it, ripping it from its rock and bashing bashing bashing and blood tears screaming and still bashing and shell cracking flesh tearing and blood tears screaming and shattered shell now jagged and razor-sharp puncturing the nub of his little finger and blood tears screaming flinging the lifeless bloodied no-longer-turtle at the bank and stumbling back and crashing splashing into the dam obliterating it and now furious currents unleashed rushing through in torrents and blood of man and reptile swirling together and lost together in the current and the pedaling furiously uphill.
