
Rain Dreams

––––––––

Gary Marks

© 2012 by Gary Marks / Marksland Entertainment LLC

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced

without written permission from the author.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Unseen Window

Important Grilled Cheese

Water

Quiet Bells

Father Tales

Rainy’s Dad, or 34,000 Years of Clothes

More

Almost Nothing in Common

A Moving Story

I Don’t Care

The Beginning of Our Adventure

The Way I See It

Martian Landing

Foreshadow

A Disturbing Comma

Arrogance

Motel 6 Redux

And It Was All Chrome Yellow

Guns and Beethoven

The Crumpled Brown Paper Bag of Gold

In Them Thar Hills

Not Ireland

The Photograph

“z”

The Gift

Sleeping Together

Golden

White

Orange

Why

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Unseen Window


[image: ]


The first time I saw Rainy she was writing in a ratty brown notebook, sitting on a park bench in the middle of town in front of the mayor’s office. The notebook seemed like protection. She hid behind it, assuming no one would notice. 

It’s the same flawed logic an ostrich uses, except Rainy had a lot more on her mind than an ostrich. Maybe. Ostriches might have a lot more on their minds than we think. Maybe they’re grappling with the meaning of life on levels human brains will never even begin to understand.  

I tried not to stare. Ostriches respect that. But she was wearing tight-fitted jeans and a light gray T-shirt tied just above her waist. I loved her face from the very first time I saw it. It reminded me of the Little Prince’s face— petite features, well-placed, soft cheeks. She stood up. She had good posture, kind of like an ostrich when it’s courageous enough to observe the world. Her eyes blazed when she glanced at me. They were wild glisteny gray. Actually, more like an  arctic icy gray. Some weird combination of shy and intense. 

Even though there was no wind, I felt compelled by some invisible force to move a little closer. Her auburn hair was scraggly, unbrushed, thin wrists, nervous hands. She held a short yellow pencil with the eraser almost gone. She’d obviously been writing a lot and changing her mind. 

I hoped to be discrete, I wanted my approach to be casual. But it didn’t work out that way. I tripped over an exposed tree root and ended up splattered about a foot away from her. She turned to me, startled, and said, “Are you okay?”

I got up quickly, brushed off the dirt, and peeled away a pink sticky note that somehow had attached to me—apparently someone’s shopping list: eggs and fish. 

“Ah, sorry,” I said a little too loudly.  My words crashed headlong into her, like a bird into an unseen window. 

She turned and walked away. 
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Important Grilled Cheese
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I was working as a waiter at a café on the outskirts of town. My father would eventually work there as well. As it turns out, he ended up working there far longer than me. 

Like so many towns across the nation, our town sucked. The café was in a building that looked like a giant white shoebox. The roof was caving in, as if someone had stepped on top of the shoebox while running out of town as fast as possible.

Inside the café were fifteen tables, sixty chairs, and five awful paintings of birds and fruit. Actually, two of the paintings were birds, two of them were fruit, and one was a bird sitting on a piece of fruit. Your eyes always had a choice between repetitive and derivative. The only good thing in the whole place was the boxed orange juice. It was served in a fancy glass with ice. It tasted more like lemonade, truth be told. Everyone seemed to like it. We ran out a lot. 

I didn’t mind serving. I liked noticing the different ways people ordered their food. Sometimes they’d bark out: “Eggs and toast and a side of jelly” and slap their menu down on the table. It was military-like. Then there was the matronly type: “Oh my, sweetie, there are just so many things. Would you mind bringing me some coffee while I look a bit longer? I’m in no rush.” Then she would pick up the menu to read it again, even though she should have memorized it by now. You get those two on a date and it could be really awful. 

I chose this job for a specific reason. After I turned eighteen and graduated high school I needed a summer job. I wanted something easygoing. Something low-tech, something part-time, something hyphenated, because I didn’t want it to fully define me. I was also hoping it would be a footnote in my life. I wanted to make enough money to travel before heading off to some mediocre junior college on my way to a mediocre job to help financially support my mediocre family to be. That’s all this job was to me. 

It’s not like I had a particular career path I wanted to pursue in my hypothetical mediocre college. I also had no place in particular I wanted to travel to. I had no life plans, other than wanting to have kids someday. That was one odd thing. I really liked kids and being around kids. They didn’t think normally and they were honest. So I figured if I traveled for a year, I’d get my fill of nuances and subtle surprises and exotic cultures. I’d take photos before stepping back into reality which, like mediocrity, isn’t always terrible. After witnessing how bad life can get, I was hoping to be satisfied with not terrible. Eventually.  

The first time Rainy came into the café during my shift, she was sweaty and winded from a jog. She wiped her face with her arm before sitting down at the table furthest away from the window. When I came over, she smiled at me quickly then looked down at the menu. She either didn’t remember me or didn’t want to remember me. I wasn’t sure which one was true, but both possibilities were somewhere around ninety percent. 

“I guess I’ll have some of that orange juice thing that tastes like lemonade,” she said. “And a grilled cheese sandwich.” She didn’t look up. She just stared at the menu waiting for me to walk away with her order.

It was up to me to break the bad news, “Ahh, we’re out of the orange juice-lemonade. Too many people order it. The owner thinks it’s good to run out of something people like because then they’ll come back another day just to order it again. It’s how this place gets repeat business. But you’re in luck with the grilled cheese. We have cheese. And we have bread.”

“Listen, I’m super thirsty,” she said, pushing an auburn streak of hair away from her eyes. “Could you just bring me, like, a gallon of ice water?”

“Sure.” I began to walk away. But then I added, “Or, how about iced tea?” My boss always made me say this to people ordering ice  water. 

She looked up innocently and I became magnetically transfixed on her neck. It seemed to invite me to move closer. But there are times when a neck and the rest of the person the neck belongs to don’t agree, so I whispered, “Actually, the iced tea really sucks. They’re like ten-year old Lipton teabags. Plus, you don’t want to know where the ice comes from.”

“Thanks for the inside scoop, but I’ve only been here like a thousand times. I’ve had everything, including the ice, and I lived.”

A thousand times? I had only been working at the café for a few weeks. But I would have remembered her if she’d come in during my shift. Maybe she’d been on vacation with her family and just got back. Maybe they were in Tahiti. Maybe they were rich and she grew up not caring about money. But then why the hell would she eat here? Or live here?  

“Hello,” she whispered. “Ice water please? My tongue feels like a piece of moon rock.”

Trying to ingratiate myself, I brought her an entire pitcher. This was special service, usually reserved for firemen and people who worked in the mayor’s office. 

I went over to Hal the Cook, gave him the order, and said, “Hal, can you make sure the grilled cheese actually gets melted on the bread for this one?” 

He looked out his little serving hole, dripping with sweat from the fake-tropical combination of  a sizzling grill and no ventilation. He twisted his neck in both directions until he saw her. “Table 12, eh?” 

“Yeah. Just make sure the cheese is melted, okay?”
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