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Rain Would Come 
 

by T.J. Baer 
 

 

Barbara woke up at dawn, when the world outside the 

window was gray and still. She spent a long moment 

staring up at the ceiling, studying the white plaster with its 

faint cracks like hairline fractures, the blue splotches of 

forgotten sticky tack, the brownish stain in the shape of a 

horse. She’d been waking up to this ceiling for the last ten 

years, but somehow she’d never taken the time to really 

look at it before. And knowing what she knew now, it 

seemed important to look, to remember. She wanted to 

remember everything if she could. 

The bed was warm and soft and comfortable, the sheets 

silken against her bare skin. Rose lay curled up next to her, 

her face smooth and young-looking in sleep.  

But she wasn’t young anymore, was she? Her reddish curls 

were streaked with gray, and feathery lines patterned the 

skin around her eyes and mouth. 

She’s old, Barbara thought with a shocked sort of 

amusement, and so am I. God, when did that happen? 

She remembered long ago days of bright red lipstick and 

cocktail dresses and high heels, dancing until dawn and 

kissing in dark corners. Now there was a comfortable 

house in the country, horses in the paddock out back, 

evenings spent curled up on the couch together reading 

old novels and sipping tea from delicate porcelain cups. 

There was a garden to tend to, zucchinis and tomatoes and 

far too many weeds, and life was boring but boringly 

wonderful. 
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She spent a few more moments enjoying the warmth of 

Rose’s body against her, then slipped carefully out of bed. 

The wooden floor was cold under her bare feet, but even 

that sensation was welcome, precious. It was wonderful to 

feel, wasn’t it? Feeling, breathing, living. How wonderful. 

It had started in her early twenties. She had been young, 

naïve, and mostly happy, and the days had gone by 

without any great upset. But every now and then, she 

would jerk out of sleep in the middle of the night, shaking 

and gasping and so scared that she could hardly breathe.  

Because she was going to die. Someday, absolutely for real, 

she was going to die, and so were her friends, her family, 

her mother, her grandmother, everyone. It didn’t fit into her 

head, it didn’t make any sense—she couldn’t fathom the 

idea of herself disappearing, of no longer being in this 

body and this life.  

The knowledge was a cold clenching sensation in her 

chest, and she would lie there hugging her pillow and 

nearly weeping with terror at the horrible certainty of it all. 

Death was a black, empty chasm, and when she imagined 

herself floating through that emptiness, lost and alone and 

afraid forever, the terror was so great it almost suffocated 

her. 

But then she’d finally manage to calm down and go back 

to sleep, and by the time she woke up, she would have 

forgotten again. Death would be a faraway villain, a 

necessary plot device that happened to minor characters 

but never strayed too near the heroine or her loved ones. 

She would be able to breathe again, live again, and maybe 
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that was how life was meant to be. How could you live 

your life, after all, if you were always thinking about it 

ending? 

The middle-of-the-night panic attacks had come less 

frequently in the next few years, and had finally stopped 

altogether in her early thirties. 

But now, just on the cusp of her sixty-fourth birthday, they 

were back. They’d come once a week at first, then twice a 

week, and now she was having them every night. Every 

single night, she woke up feeling like a scared little girl, 

and she’d finally figured out why. 

Soon, maybe very soon, she was going to die. 

It sounded crazy and maybe it was, but she couldn’t help 

remembering her father—because he’d known, hadn’t he? 

In the weeks before his death, he’d seemed to know what 

was coming. She’d been playing in the garage one day and 

had turned to find him standing there in the doorway, a 

soft, sad look on his face as he watched her. It had seemed 

like he was trying to memorize the moment, to remember 

every detail of her.  

A few days later, she’d pestered him about building the 

tree house he’d promised, and he’d nodded distractedly 

and murmured, almost to himself, “There’s so much I have 

to do before…” And two days later he was dead. 

He’d known. And now so did she. 

She went downstairs to the kitchen, listening to the 
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familiar creak of the stairs beneath her feet, catching the 

faint scents of vanilla and fresh flowers as she passed the 

living room. Then there was cool kitchen tile under her 

toes, pale light seeping in through the curtains, a daffodil 

on the windowsill behind the sink.  

She went through the familiar motions of making 

breakfast—kettle on the stove, tea bag in her favorite mug, 

a bowl filled with cereal and fruit. 

When would it happen? How would it happen? What 

would it feel like? What would happen afterwards? Would 

anything happen? Would she still be herself? 

Heaven, hell, oblivion, reincarnation—what? 

Sweet, hot tea. Cereal crunching between her teeth. The 

cool rush of milk down her throat. She wanted to 

remember it all. Every taste, every sensation, every 

wonderfully mundane detail. 

She ended up wandering outside, onto the porch. The 

cushions on the porch swing were damp, but she sat down 

anyway and gazed out into the yard. Sipping the last of 

her earl grey, she looked at the dewy grass, the old 

wooden fence, the trees that ringed the property. The sky 

was pink in the east, and the air was crisp and cool and 

perfect. 

The sun was just starting to rise over the trees when the 

door creaked open behind her. 

“Here you are,” Rose said. “I thought you’d run off to 
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Guam with the mailman.” 

Barbara grinned. “The mailman is twenty-two and 

married. And so am I.” 

“You’re twenty-two? Don’t take this the wrong way, 

darling, but you really don’t look it.” 

They shared a smile, and for a few moments Barbara felt as 

near to twenty-two as she had in the last thirty-odd years. 

She patted the cushion beside her. “Come sit down.” 

“Isn’t it wet?” 

“Yes. Come sit down.” 

Rose rolled her eyes, but in the end she lowered herself 

gingerly onto the swing. “The things I do for you.” 

They sat in companionable silence for awhile, the swing 

swaying gently beneath them, the world slowly coming 

alight as the sun rose into the sky. After a time, Barbara felt 

warm fingers wrap over her own and give them a gentle 

squeeze. 

“You’re worried about something,” Rose said. “Don’t deny 

it. I know what you’re like when you’re worrying.” 

“Oh, yes? What am I like?” 

“Like this. Waking up at ungodly hours of the morning, 

posing on the swing like some tragic heroine in a Jane 
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Austen novel.” 

Barbara couldn’t help laughing. “I don’t remember any 

Jane Austen character ever posing on a porch swing. And 

anyway, I wasn’t posing. I was sitting.” 

“Tragically sitting. Waiting for someone to come and rescue 

you.” She leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to Barbara’s 

cheek. “Well, here I am, love. Tell me what’s wrong and I’ll 

rescue you from it.” 

Affection swelled in her chest and for a moment she 

thought she might cry. 

“I love you, you know,” she whispered, and the words 

only trembled a little. “You’re the best thing that’s ever 

happened to me, and I don’t regret a moment we’ve spent 

together. Not a single moment.” 

There was a long silence, and she felt Rose’s grip on her 

hand tighten. 

“It’s never a good sign when someone says something like 

that, is it?” Rose said quietly. “I mean, that’s not something 

you just say for no reason. You say it when something’s 

happened, or is going to happen, and you’re afraid you 

won’t—” She looked down at the ground for a few beats, 

then shook her head. “Well, whatever it is, you can tell me. 

Whatever’s happened, we can figure it out together, just 

like we always do. So, go ahead. I’m ready. Tell me what’s 

going on and let’s figure it out.” 

Barbara looked into Rose’s earnest blue eyes and 



RAIN WOULD COME 

7 

wondered what to say. 

She could laugh it off, pretend nothing was wrong, let 

Rose live in blissful ignorance for awhile longer. If Rose 

didn’t know what might be about to happen, the two of 

them could go on as they always had, just enjoying their 

time together in their usual simple, uncomplicated way. 

That would be best, wouldn’t it? To keep the worries 

inside, pretend everything was okay, postpone Rose’s grief 

for a little while longer? 

She was a breath away from doing just that when her 

thoughts turned, suddenly, to her father. He’d known he 

was going to die and hadn’t told anyone—but what if he 

had? What if he’d pulled her aside one day and said, Look, 

Barbie, I’m so sorry but I’m going to die someday soon, and I 

just wanted you to know.  

She would’ve been confused, shocked, heartbroken, but at 

least she could’ve gone into it with her eyes open. She 

could’ve said more, done more, appreciated more, made 

every second they had together count. She could’ve made 

sure he knew how much she loved him, and she would’ve 

been able to say goodbye. It would’ve been worth the grief, 

wouldn’t it, to have been able to say goodbye? After all, 

the grief had happened anyway. The grief was inevitable—

it was just a question of when. 

Barbara let out a long, slow breath and closed her eyes. 

“Rosie, I think I’m going to die.” 

* * * 
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In the end, they packed up the car and drove to the beach. 

The coast was only about ten miles away, but they hadn’t 

been there in ages—it was always too bright or too hot or 

too windy, or they just weren’t in the mood for it. Today, 

though, they packed a picnic lunch, a blanket, and two 

beach chairs and set off down the highway in Rose’s 

nephew’s car.  

 “We look ridiculous,” Barbara said, though she had to 

admit that the wind rushing through her hair felt fantastic. 

“Two old ladies in a bright red convertible.” 

“We look marvelous,” Rose said. “You’re only old when 

you start acting old.” 

“I have arthritis, you have a hearing aid, and we both eat 

our body weight in supplements and medications every 

day. I think we may have to face facts here.” 

“Ah, but see, that’s why it’s good to have a hearing aid. 

When people start telling me I’m getting old, all I have to 

do is turn down the volume and I can’t hear a word they 

say.” 

Barbara grinned and looked out at the passing scenery, 

and with the wind and the sunlight and Rose beside her, 

she felt as contented as she ever had.  

After awhile, Rose cleared her throat. “How sure are you,” 

she said, “that this is really going to happen?” 

“Pretty sure.” 
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“Because you could be wrong, you know.” 

“I know.” 

“But you don’t think you are. You think it’s really going to 

happen.” 

“I do.” 

“And you’re okay with that? You’re okay with—“ She 

stumbled over the word but finally managed to get it out. 

“You’re okay with dying?” 

“There isn’t much choice, is there? Whether I’m okay with 

it or not, it’s going to happen. If not today, then someday.” 

Rose was quiet for a moment. “Are you scared?” 

“Terrified. But I think I’m also kind of relieved.” 

“Relieved?” 

“Well, we all spend our whole lives scared of this moment, 

don’t we? Of facing our own deaths. But I’m here now—

I’m doing it. The worst has come, and I’m dealing with it.  

Maybe I shouldn’t have spent all these years being so 

terrified, is what I’m saying. I mean, really, Rosie, think 

about it. I’m going to die, you’re going to die, everyone 

and everything on this planet is going to die. There’s 

literally no way around it, so why waste time dreading it? 

Time is too precious. So, I’m not going to sit around being 

scared and wondering what’s going to happen to me. I’m 

going to spend the day at the beach with the woman I love. 
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I’m going to drink wine and stuff myself with bread and 

cheese, and I’m going to enjoy every moment as best I can. 

If I really am going to die, I don’t want to waste my last 

days worrying. I want to spend them living.” 

“It’s a shame real life doesn’t have a soundtrack,” Rose 

said. “That would’ve been a really moving speech with the 

right background track. And maybe with you posed in 

front of the American flag or something.” 

“I’ll keep that in mind for my next impassioned 

monologue.” 

Rose looked over at her and grinned, and Barbara finally 

saw that her cheeks were wet and her lips were trembling. 

“I love you so much, you crazy old bat,” Rose whispered. 

“Please don’t die.” 

Their hands met over the gear shift and gripped each other 

tightly, and they rode the rest of the way in silence.  

* * * 

They set up their blanket behind the lifeguard’s chair. It 

was still early, so the beach was fairly empty, just the 

lifeguard, a group of teenaged girls in bikinis, and a few 

people jogging or walking dogs along the water’s edge. 

The sun was nicely hot without being unbearable, and 

with a cool, salty breeze coming off the water, the weather 

was pretty much perfect. 

“Right,” Rose said, starting to unpack the picnic basket, 

“shall we get right down to the wine, or wait until after 
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lunch?” 

“Wine now,” Barbara said, burying her toes in the warm, 

loose sand at the edge of the blanket. “If there’s ever a 

question of wine now or later, always wine now.” 

Rose grinned and pulled out a greenish bottle beaded with 

moisture. “How did I know you’d say that?” 

“I must be getting predictable in my old age.” 

“You’ve always been predictable, darling.” 

Barbara accepted a long-stemmed glass and took a sip of 

red wine, letting the dry, earthy flavor linger in her mouth 

for a moment before she swallowed.  “Mm,” she said. 

“Predictable also means boring, doesn’t it? Do you ever get 

bored of me?” 

Rose settled in next to her on the blanket, her curly red 

hair hanging loose over pale, freckled shoulders. “Not 

bored,” she said. “Comfortable. There’s a difference.” 

“I suppose.” 

Rose nudged her with her elbow. “Stop fishing for 

compliments. You know damned well you’re the love of 

my life and you’re only predictable because I know you so 

well.” 

“I wasn’t fishing.” 
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Rose laughed. “You were.” 

“Do you ever wish you’d married someone else?” 

There was a long silence. 

“I hope you’re joking.” 

“I mean it. Do you think your life would’ve been better if 

you’d married someone else? That guy you were dating 

when we met, maybe. You could’ve had a family, kids, 

maybe even grandkids by now.” 

Rose stared at her. “You’re serious, aren’t you?” 

When Barbara didn’t answer, Rose let out a long breath 

and set the wine glass down on the lid of the basket. Her 

fingers wrapped around Barbara’s hand, warm and 

reassuring. 

“Listen to me,” Rose said softly. “Kids would’ve been 

great. Grandkids would’ve been wonderful. But I didn’t 

love Matthew, or anyone else. I love you. I’d rather have 

you than a whole Brady Bunch house full of kids.” Rose 

looked down at their joined hands for a moment. “How 

about you? Do you ever wish—?” 

“Never,” Barbara said. “Not for a second.” 

“Because you had quite a string of admirers, too, you 

know. Kevin. Mark. That Japanese guy—what was his 

name?” 
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“Hiro.” 

“Hiro. Any one of them would’ve married you.” 

“Yes, well, there was a very good reason I couldn’t marry 

any of them.” 

“Oh, yeah? What was that?” 

Barbara looked at her and smiled. “None of them were 

you.” 

They drank their wine and ate their lunch, talking about 

nothing in particular and watching the waves wash in and 

out. When nothing was left in the basket but crumbs and 

an empty wine bottle, they lay back on the blanket and 

stared up at the sky, watching a cluster of heavy gray 

clouds drifting in from the horizon. 

“Looks like rain’s coming,” Rose said. 

“Mm.” 

“That always seems to happen, doesn’t it? Just when 

you’re having a perfect sunny day, something comes along 

to spoil it.” 

Barbara shrugged. “I guess it depends on how you look at 

it.” 

“Are you going to get philosophical again? Because I don’t 

think I’ve had enough wine yet to appreciate it.” 
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“What I mean is, you could say that something always 

comes along to spoil a nice day. Or, you could say that a 

nice day always comes along to spoil the rain. You see?” 

“Well, in that case it’s not really spoiling the rain, since that 

would mean that we want the rain—“ 

“Hush. You know what I mean.” 

“I know. Glass half-empty, glass half-full. But either way, 

eventually the glass is empty.” 

“Until you fill it up again.” 

“Unless you break the glass.” 

“Then you can buy a new glass.” 

“Until the world ends and there aren’t any more glasses.” 

“If the world ended, we wouldn’t need to drink, so we 

wouldn’t need glasses.” 

“We’ll always need glasses, love, because we’ll always 

need to drink. I refuse to imagine an existence where 

there’s no need for a good stiff drink.” 

“So, what, you think the heavenly choir is up there doing 

Jell-O shots?” 

“Don’t be ridiculous. They’d have something classy, like 

white wine spritzers. But yes, I firmly believe that heaven 
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is full of alcohol. But there are no hangovers, of course.” 

“Of course.” 

“What do you think happens?” 

“Hm?” 

Rose glanced at her, a few tense lines marking her face. 

“When we die.” 

Barbara was quiet for a moment, watching the clouds 

slowly shifting and changing in the breeze. 

“I don’t know,” she said. “I don’t think there’s much point 

in guessing. There’s no way to know for sure until it 

happens.” 

Rose sat up and let out an exasperated breath. “How can 

you be so calm? How can you sit here and drink wine and 

look at the clouds and not be scared out of your mind? I 

mean, God, you really believe you’re going to die, and 

you’re fine with that? Do you want to die? Do you want to 

leave me?” 

The pain in Rose’s voice made her chest clench; she sat up 

and wrapped her arm around Rose’s shoulders, holding 

her close and smoothing her hair. 

“Of course I don’t. Rosie, of course I don’t want to leave 

you. But it’s not up to me. If it happens, it happens, and I 

don’t want to waste the time we have left feeling sad or 

scared or worrying about what’s going to happen. I don’t 
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want to take anything granted. I want to taste this wine 

and feel you sitting here next to me. I want to really be here 

for every moment, whether I have a day left or a year or 

ten.” 

“You’re out of your mind,” Rose said. “Really and truly.” 

She drew a breath, then let it out slowly. “But I guess I 

understand.” 

They sat there for awhile longer, warm and close, the 

sunlight flickering a bit as the clouds moved overhead. 

“What if I go first?” Rose said. “What would you do if I 

died first?” 

She tried to imagine it but couldn’t. A life without Rose 

was unthinkable, impossible. 

“I don’t think I’d believe it,” she said. “I’d keep expecting 

you to jump out at me and say it was all a joke, probably.” 

Rose leaned her head on Barbara’s shoulder. “Maybe we’ll 

both go at the same time.” 

Barbara snorted. “What, like Thelma and Louise? We’ve 

certainly got the right car for it.” 

“Nothing so dramatic, darling. Maybe we’ll both die in our 

sleep.” 

“Maybe the bedroom ceiling will cave in and crush us, you 

mean?” 
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“There’s something very wrong with you, you know.” 

“You knew that when you married me.” 

“Fine,” Rose said, and laughed. “I give up. Maybe you’ll 

die, maybe I’ll die, maybe the world will crash into the sun 

tomorrow. Who cares? Let’s go for a swim.” 

Barbara grinned and got to her feet. “Sounds good to me.” 

“Just watch out for the rip-tide,” Rose said, tugging off her 

sundress to reveal the somewhat daring swimsuit 

underneath. “And jellyfish. And if you see any shark fins—

“ 

“Hush,” Barbara said, and kissed her. 

Several pleasant moments passed without them making 

any progress away from the blanket. Finally, they joined 

hands and set off for the water, the soft, shifting sand 

turning damp and crunchy under their bare feet. 

They laughed and swam and splashed water at each other, 

and the rain clouds blew off in another direction, making 

way for blue sky and a perfect afternoon.  

* * * 

When they lay down in bed that night, Rose wrapped her 

arms around Barbara and clung to her. 

“If I hold onto you tightly enough,” she whispered, “you 
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won’t dare go anywhere without  me.” 

Barbara mouthed a kiss to the top of Rose’s head, 

breathing in the soft vanilla of her shampoo mingled with 

the salty scent of the ocean.  

“Remember the first time we did this?” Rose said after a 

while. 

Barbara smiled. “In your parents’ house. You’d just broken 

up with your boyfriend and I came over to give you moral 

support.” 

“You gave me a lot more than that. I still don’t believe that 

was your first time.” 

“My hands were shaking so much it took me three tries to 

unhook your bra.” 

“I was too nervous to notice. And after that, I had other 

things on my mind.” 

They laughed together, and it felt good. 

Then Rose lifted herself up onto her elbows and gave 

Barbara a long, deep kiss, and that felt good, too. 

“What do you say?” Rose murmured. “Once more, for old 

time’s sake?” 

“Just once?” 
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“We’re old ladies, darling. We need to pace ourselves.” 

“Of course.” 

It was warm and good, comfortable and familiar and 

perfect. When it was over, they did it again, and it was 

even better the second time. 

* * * 

Around three a.m., Barbara snapped awake. She lay there 

and waited for the panic to set in, for the usual terror to 

surge through her—but it didn’t. There was only the 

warmth of Rose’s arms around her and a soft, easy feeling 

of peace. 

In the distance, she could hear the rumble of thunder, but 

it wasn’t a threatening sound. Rain would come, and that 

was all right. She imagined herself standing outside with 

her arms outstretched, face uplifted as the rain poured 

down over her and washed everything away.  

She fell asleep just as the first droplets pattered on the roof, 

and slept deeply until morning. 

* * * 

Days passed, then weeks, and life went on.  

When death came, here is what happened. 

It hurt a little, but it was a distant hurt, like an old ache. 
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Easy to dismiss, easy to push into the background. Dying 

was like drifting away on an ocean current, and as pain 

and sensation faded in the lull of the waves, all she felt 

was relief. 

She floated for a time, not too hot or too cold, not in pain, 

not hungry or thirsty, not anything—but still herself. Still 

there. 

Many things happened, then, or she dreamed of them 

happening. 

She became a ghost, drifting through the halls of her old 

home, invisible fingers passing through beloved books and 

photos and belongings. She seeped through floors and 

walls, watched her things being packed into boxes—

watched Rose clutching one of her sweaters and sobbing. 

She was detached, unattached, an audience member with 

no part to play in the show. 

She vanished into oblivion, then, where there was nothing 

and she was nothing and so there was nothing to worry 

about or be afraid of. Nothing was neither comfortable nor 

uncomfortable, and there was a sort of comfort in that. 

After that, she went to heaven. White light, eternal peace, 

the face of God before her, friends and family and long-

lost loved ones everywhere around her, always.  

All of these things happened or didn’t, and then there was 

a sensation like falling and she sucked in a breath and 

opened her eyes and the world was bright and new, a blur 

of colors so vivid they hurt her eyes. It was too loud, too 
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bright, and there was pain and sensation and confusion 

and it was all more wonderful than anything she could 

have imagined. The cold and pain lingered for awhile, and 

then there was warmth and a comforting scent that meant 

safety. Soft fingers trailed over her prickled skin and there 

were words she didn’t know but still somehow 

understood. 

My baby. My sweet baby. I love you so much. 

A new start, a new life, a new chance to experience fear 

and joy and wonder and love and anger and taste and 

smell and sight and sound and everything. Everything was 

here, ahead of her, and there was nothing to be afraid of 

except the fear she created herself. 

She blinked her eyes, drew a breath, and wept at the 

beauty of it all. 
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