I Like It When It Rains

I like it when it rains; it hides the tears in my eyes. Drop after drop down my cheeks, staining the skin in its coldness. The wind bites at the hem of my coat, itching to get underneath and scrap at my flesh, I hold onto it tighter, trying to protect myself from its prying claws. I don’t know how I ended here, back at where it all began; stood below the same rain cloud that has followed me around for the past eternity. My eyes weep yet my body doesn’t share it’s pain, just a fickle sign of weakness, an attempt at sympathy, pathetic, get out of it, your stronger then this, you don’t need there sympathy! 

Blackness. That one fraction of clarity, the mind is at peace and the world is locked out, ears shut tight and your touch dulled, bliss. But it cannot last forever; I tried to make it. The rope felt so right in my hands, it hugged at my neck and clung to the banister, it wanted to be there, I wanted it to be there. The jump was swift, the fall glorious, and the blackness came, it washed over me and bathed me as if it was my own mother’s milk nurturing me into a new form, it made me stronger. And then it was gone, ripped away, pulled back from my eyes and replaced with the high sterile gleam of the hospital ward. Demons. But what can the past do now, but haunt me in my dreams and make me move forward.

The rain still streams, not in drops but in sheets, like glass smashing down on my shoulders, splintering at the wool of my coat. Oh how it sooths. The water of life, ‘Jesus gave us the water of life’ the song says, well then in doing so he condemned the poor starved black child in Africa to die. But my business with him is done, I cannot hold that grudge for any longer, it takes to much energy and he was not there to greet me in the blackness, nor his adversary, they both abandoned me.

Ah, the soft thud of the boot against the concrete, it tastes so sweet in the ear with your eyes tight shut. Soft stamp, heel to toe, trying to force the earth from beneath you, you move the earth not the earth moves you, always remember that and you will be able to do anything, a task as big as moving the earth can only be done by one as great as you. The glorious song stops as I came to the door of my parked car.

It’s exhilarating feeling the pedal on the floor, red means stop for everyone but you, the rain runs past, clapping on the screen, spurring you on. Red lights change to blue, they keep up but you know you must escape, down into the back lane, across the field. The car jerks, your still in control until it hits the river and your sent out into the night.

The rain hits my cheeks, scraping inside, diluting the red. I like it when it rains; it hides the pain in my eyes, as the black becomes mine.   

