
RAIN 
by David Koteen 

Along with Thanksgiving—the annual 
reminder of the abundance in which we live— 
comes rain. From the Cascades to the Coast; from 
radio dj's to bank tellers to the vast spectrum of 
salespersons, the bad word of the day, every day, 
is rain. It's come to stay—through the holiday 
season well into the new year. Perhaps until the 
summer solstice. Rain. Rain. Rain. Periodically 
during this season the sun jolts the stage with an 
histrionic appearance. An annoying taunt. For the 
winter, gray ambience has already leaked through 
one's entire being—down umbrella spokes to 

damp socks. 
But rain is inexorably linked with Oregon; like 

sun to Arizona. If you need something to com- 
plain about, here it is. Constantly present. You 
might as well bewail the parents you were given. 
It's unlikely they'll change. Which leaves it—once 
again—up to you. And change seems to be the 
name of the game. Really, there’s the rub. Rain 
forces us inside: inside raingear; inside houses; in- 
side ourselves. 
The question is not how to change weather pat- 

terns, but how to change our own soggy perspec- 
tive. Is there really nothing good about rain? 
After all, it is a part of our home. A fairly large 
part. 

Last Wednesday an old friend dropped by, wet 
and dripping; the first words out of her mouth, 
"Won't it ever, ever stop?" A bleak outlook, I 

thought, for the beginning of December. As she 
dried off and warmed her insides with a hot cup of 
tea, a thought, which had been steeping a long 
while, emerged. "Mollie," said I (her given name 
is Maureen), "how about us two taking a long wet 
walk?" 

So we started out. No umbrella, no rain hat, no 
rain coat nor boots. We dressed alike in sneakers 
(without socks), sweatshirts—hers was maroon, 
mine blue—and jeans; Mollie also wore a colorful 
Polish scarf around her hair. Admittedly, it was 

only drizzling, though persistently. Everything 
higher than the trees and rooftops was opaque 
gray. At first Molly stooped slightly, huddling her 
frame inward around the thought of how cold and 
miserable she was. Then a graduate shift. 
Look at the gloss on those magnolia leaves! 
You can never see the birdnests when the leaves 

are on the trees. 
I wonder what order the leaves drop off in? 

Smoke puffed from chimneys; faces from cigar- 
ettes. 
The splice of those electric wires looks like a 

seagull. 
Listen! Can you hear the tires turning on the 

wet streets; and the chorus of windshield wipers? 
Raindrops ski down store windows. 
Waiting for a light on the corner a couple was 

embracing. A Volkswagen sent a puddlewave up 
towards them. They simultaneously jumped back 
still locked together. Mollie laughed. 

People's hair and faces are entirely different 
with the rain on them. 
We discovered endless nuances in our environ- 

ment. Naked deciduous trees and swaying coni- 
fers. Poplars still holding on to leaves; maples 
with only brown bunches of samaras. Squished 
black walnut husks. Animal-shaped puddles. 
Rain dripping sounds and people walking and 
running sounds. Mollie's stride took on an ex- 
hilarated bounce. Her face was full of color. 
We ruddered up hill and down alleys and ended 

up at the University cemetery overlooking the 
ivy-walled McArthur Court. The cemetery 
grounds welcome the rain. Rain brings decay; 
decay brings birth. We walked along the edge of 
the pathways as the mud had settled in. Where the 
gravestones lay down water sat in the chiseled let- 
ters : Sachs-Orr-Williams-Donnelly-Arnold-James 
—1853-1897, 1877-1934, 1867-1884. A rust bel- 
lied squirrel sat on a smooth marker, nibbling in- 
cessantly on a mushroom. Fifty-five gallon drums 
full of paper and plastic, filling with water. Green 
moss and grass squared off along the marble and 
concrete. Tall firs and an occasional redberried 
Holly. The squirrel finished the mushroom and 
scurried off. 
We were tranquil as we walked back down the 

hill. The rain quickened its pace. Our sneakers 
gushed and squeaked on the sidewalk. We passed 
a gray-bearded transient, pushing a shopping cart 
of cans and bottles. A piece of cardboard with the 
word perishable on it partially covered the empty 
containers. His jacket had no buttons and the sole 
of his left boot flapped. I asked him where he was 
going. He pointed down-the-road. Mollie slipped 
a couple of dollar bills into the cart basket. As he 
strolled off down-the-road he began humming a 
song to himself. 

It was "White Christmas." 

Holiday Gifts 
with a natural history theme. 

browse the gift shop at the 
Museum of Natural History 
on the U of O campus, Eugene. 

Open noon to 5. cards international crafts books 
T uesday -Saturday. posters calendars jewelry 

The museum is located in the science complex on campus. 

Cat s Meow 
Jazz & BLUEs Corner 

Jazz & Blues, ReqqAE 
& Gospel Records 

9 Books, Tapes & 

• CollecTOR’s 
Accessories 

The Perfect Gift for 
the JAZZ/BLUES lover 

&s GIFT CERTIFICATES^^) 
XMAS HOURS Open 10 am-8 pm M-Sat 12-5 Sun 

In The FifrlpeAzl Buildinc 
Fifrk & PEARL • EuqcNt 686-8742 

Jfoney 
Oieaven 
• Handmade gift packs 
• Honey—35 varieties 
• Large selection of 
quality dried fruit 
and nuts 

• Locally made honey 
pots 

also for the holidays... honey 
cookbooks & beeswax candles 

949Pearl St. 344-5939 

Books 
For Giving 
The Newest Fiction, Books of 
the Pacific Northwest, Won- 
derful Children's Books. We 
have something for everyone. 

• Free Giftwrapping 
• Mailing until Dec. 15 
• Special Orders 
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BOOK and TEA 
1646 East 19th • 344-3422 
Mon-Sat 11-6, Sun 12-5 

Eugtnt‘s Ntigbborbood Boohstort 

Happy Holidays 

Old Oregon Christmas Fair 
$.% Dec. 8-23 
4* * . a s 

at the lane County Fairgrounds 
Entertainment Daily 

Hours—Monday-Saturday 10 am-9 pm 
\'Sunday 1Oam-6 pm 
FREE ADMISSIONS 
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Escape the 
Ordinary... 
Accessories from 
around the world. 

Absolutely no laurel Burch 

Beautiful designer necklaces, 
bracelets, earrings and 

evening bogs. 

shins 845 Uillamette Downtown Moll 343-7155 

It could be the nicest gift you give / 

• HOMEMADE SOUP AND BREAD 

KEYSTONE 
CAFE 

FIVE YEARS OF NOURISHING OUR COMMUNITY 

THIS WEEKEND’S DINNER SPECIAL: 

BEEF STEW 
with salad and bread 

Breakfast and Lunch 7 am-2 pm daily 
Dinner 5:30-9:30 pm Friday, Saturday 6 Sunday 

395 West 5th 342-2075. 

Christmas 
from around 

I / the world 

JFT Unique gifts for 
2..S everyone... sweaters, 
" jewelry, hogs, hats & 
scarves, shirts & blouses, 
wall hangings, toys, oma - 
. ments and more. Visit 

S both stores this 

N Christmas! 

762 E. 13th Ave. 
next to the Excelsior 
343 8667_ 
Sth Street Market 
downstairs one 
683 2204 8 


