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The Old Rain

The old rain blows down from the trees; frogs gather in 
the culvert at the drain. Mice have made their beds of 
shredded pocket cash. The bird’s nest is part cat hair, the 
feral cat’s lair lined with feathers.

Darkness moves out from between guiding forms and takes 
on a shape of its own— coyote, deer, fox, the begging ghost, 
the hungry not-yet ghost. I look behind me for the hunted. 
I look forward and the predator has vanished. 

There is a pattern, not a story, repetition of shape, change 
of scale and/or direction, a game of perception: find the 
hidden hat in the picture; it may be inverted. Shown 
for only a moment, the tray is taken into another room. 
How many items on it am I able now to name? This is for  
the prize.

useless; Buddy could not tolerate her driving any distance 
all alone. Cassie popped a peanut into her mouth.   

“Come on. It’s getting late.”  
She searched systematically, east to west. The side of 

her face tingled. Staring at me from two feet away, she 
thought, continuing to survey. A few stray silvery hairs 
blew across her gaze. He’s probably counting how many 
days since we had sex. I hope he can count that high. She 
chuckled.

“What?” he said.  
Cassie popped another peanut. Nothing. If they were 

here, they were roosting. 
“A couple more minutes,” she said. “Why don’t you 

wait in the lobby of that old lodge.” Her lovely voice was 
smooth as uncurdled cream, heavy, thick, rich. I really 
could be a voice-over. I should take a class.

Buddy leaned close and wrapped his thick fingers 
around the steel rail, penning her in. Cassie reflexively 
jerked her elbows out. 

“I told you it was too late,” Buddy whispered, his breath 
tickling her ear. 

She shunted her head sideways and raised one shoul-
der. I can come back in the spring.

“Hey, how about we skip Flagstaff, get us a room here?”      
“No,” she said. “Now get. Go on. I’m busy.”  
Buddy snickered, pleased to have elicited a response. 

He dropped his hands, turned, and sauntered up the ce-
ment path. As he pulled open the heavy wood-and-glass 
door, he called, “They’re not here, babe,” and then disap-
peared inside.

The sun was flattening as though it were softening. 
Cassie heard a sighing and she leaned over the rail. Be-
neath her, near the canyon’s rim, a huge black shape 
seemed to hover—big enough to climb on. Cassie’s breath 
caught. She reached out a hand; her eyes blurred. She 
watched herself hoist one leg and then the other over the 
rail, balance on the ledge, and then carefully straddle the 
waiting bird, a bird the size of a biplane. The tag on the 
wing read #243. 

Hello, Number Two-forty-three, she said. Together 
they sailed effortlessly into the great empty space of the 
canyon. There was no wind, no sound at all, just pure sil-
ver silence as they swept into the abyss. They made a lazy 
circle and sailed back out. 

Cassie extended both hands, palms up. All she had 
was Spanish peanuts. The condor coasted past one more 
time, then disappeared with a slow, thick susurrus. Cassio-
peia Rose raised her head. The swollen sun slipped behind 
the far rim. 

Love may travel; it may shift its shape or hide in the 
heart’s dark corners; it may dangle from a distant star while 
it waits. But love will never go extinct.
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