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And the Rain Patters On

And the Rain Patters On

The rain begins to pitter-patter down. People waiting for a bus
scurry under the eaves of a building. A stylishly dressed girl does
not move however but draws a collapsible umbrella from her little
handbag. A pattern of peacock feathers on the umbrella can be
made out under the street lamp. Beneath it the girl looks like a
peacock with tail fanned out. Wenwen does not move either. She
simply wraps a long white scarf around her head. She looks a
rustic figure. Fashionable Shanghai girls have already begun to
top their curls with berets set at an angle. But Wenwen doesn’t
care. She quietly stands next to the peacock-girl, seemingly
oblivious to the sharp contrast. All of Wenwen’s old classmates
who have returned to Shanghai from the countryside with her
have been quick to perm their hair and step into high heels.
Whenever they see her they say, “You simply don’t care enough
about your appearance.” “Who says?” Wenwen retorts and
leaves it at that.

In the distance two yellow headlights emerge from the dark-
ness. The bus comes into sight. The people move from under the
eaves toward the curb. The peacock-girl folds away her fantail.
Wenwen however steps back. She seems to be hesitating. Does
she want to get on the bus?

As the vehicle nears, the sleepy voice of a female conductor
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And the Rain Patters On

sounds loudly over the bus’' public address system announcing the
name of the stop. The waiting people surge forward expectantly
to meet its arrival and then step back again as it slows to a halt.
The bus is quite empty so everyone will be able to get on. But
late at night the desire to return home becomes urgent; only after
actually getting on the bus is the trip home assured. Wenwen in-
stinctively runs toward the bus. A drop of cold rain splashes
against her forehead and she comes to a sudden halt.

“Well, are you getting on or not?” The shout is obviously di-
rected at Wenwen since she is the only person left at the stop.
She seems to come to some realization and moves forward a step.
But just as she is about to step into the bus another large raindrop
splashes against her forehead. It runs down the bridge of her
nose. It is raining, just as it had been that evening.

Wenwen checks herself and backs away from the bus. She
hears the sound of the door closing, “chrr. .. bang,” and the bus
starts off. “Lunatic!” the conductor mutters. This exclamation
sounding through the sensitive microphone seems to rip the still-
ness of the night and echo on to the ends of the world. “Lunatic!
Am [ a lunatic?” Wenwen asks herself. Now she is a solitary fig-
ure standing on a suddenly silent street pondering over the neces-
sity of walking home the distance of seven long bus stops. Wen-
wen can’t help shuddering as the night grows deeper and the rain
falls harder.

She does not feel any real regrets however. A thought, for-
merly hazy, now becomes clear. Perhaps he will appear now,
wearing his raincoat, riding his bicycle.... Hadn’t he said,

4
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And the Rain Patters On

“Any time you are in trouble, for instance, when it’s raining and
there are no more buses, someone will be sure to appear and come
to your aid.” Having said that, he had gotten on his bicycle and
flown off into the night. The speeding bicycle spokes had left a
reflection of shining whirling circles on the rain-washed road.
Who will come to help this time. His is the only image that
comes to mind.

A dense misting rain is falling and making a soft swishing
sound. Wenwen pulls her scarf tighter about her head. Both
hands push deep into her overcoat pockets as she follows the bus
down the road. Two bicycles come up from behind and fly by.
They quickly disappear in the misty sheets of rain. Because of the
rain everyone is rushing home, but she. ...

How was it that she had been “late for the bus” that time? She
remembers. Old Ai had been chatting with her till quite late.
Old Ai was Wenwen’s workshop supervisor, also a kindly old la-
dy, like a favorite aunt. She liked Wenwen, and Wenwen’s
mother had great faith in Old Ai. People said Old Ai and Wen-
wen had been brought together by fate. Old Ai had introduced a
“boy-friend” to Wenwen. His name was Yan and he was a uni-
versity student who had entered school through the exam system
that had been instituted with educational reform.

“You two can get to know each other,” mother had said to
Wenwen. “Why do we have to get to know each other?” Wen-
wen had asked quietly. After some hesitation her mother had
replied, “For love.” In an even quieter voice Wenwen had said,
“Love is not like that.” How can this kind of “introduction” lead
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And the Rain Patters On

to love? What a farce, Wenwen thought to herself bitterly. An
“introduction” was something contrived, arranged beforehand,
like a race. Both parties come up to the starting line and at the
sound of a starting gun they are off and running: meet-get-to-
know-each-other-marriage. In the past Wenwen had believed
love must be something very beautiful. Her brother had mocked
her, “A white cloud floating on the horizon, a red sail gliding on
the sea, a mystical prince holding out his hand to you, that’s
your idea, right?!”

Wenwen had neither acknowledged nor refuted her brother’s
sarcasm. She didn’t know if love really was a white cloud or a red
sail. But she did know that love was more beautiful, better than
those things, whether from out at sea or on the horizon. She had
believed that such true feelings really did exist, and were waiting
for her. In her heart love was like an unpainted canvas, a sound-
less song. This was the purest of beauty, a boundless beauty, a
beauty she could not be without. If she ever lost this feeling, life
would be incomplete. Of course, this was how she had felt in the
past. Under incessant winds and scorching sun the beauty had
faded. Yet, no matter what, the crack of a starting gun could
never takes its place. “No, never!” Wenwen shook her head res-
olutely.

Again her brother had mocked, “A white cloud floating on the
horizon, a red sail gliding on the sea. . ..” He had gone on, “But
don’t you see, as soon as the boat comes into port it will be in-
spected at Wusongkou, and if its origin is not clear it won’t be al-

lowed to dock in Shanghai. If the prince has no residency card
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