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April Showers

“Like April showers, on the slick cement, and the roads once straight have now become so bent, weaving through the trees of vain security, rounding round the hardest rocks of hard morality…Rain, rain don't go away, we need you this dry and dusty day, rain, rain don't go away, though some may say please go away…”


You know how Ally McBeal has a “theme song” that plays in her head whenever she feels down? I don’t know why, but this is the song that comes into my mind every time I’m feeling overwhelmed.  I guess this is my “theme song” - it comes to me like a reflex, an involuntary reaction against the harshness of life.  Just like how our eyes blink and tear when a grain of sand irritates them, this song gives me relief from the stresses of everyday life – and washes everything away.
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Adam left today.  He didn’t even stay to eat the breakfast I had prepared for Dad, Jeremy and him.  Adam’s plate was already set and the pancakes were just about done when he stormed through the kitchen with a suitcase and his jacket.  He looked at us, mumbled a “good-bye” and went out the back door.  The three of us just watched him go.  After scooping the pancakes onto Dad and Jeremy’s plates, I dumped the pan in the sink and ran out after Adam.  


He was already pulling out the driveway in his old, beat-up’89 Honda Accord.  I had waved for him to stop but he shook his head and continued to back out into the street.  I ran after him onto the street and as he was shifting into drive, I opened the passenger door and hopped into the car.

“You should learn to lock your doors, Adam.”


“I don’t want to hear it, Joanna, I told you guys last night that I would be leaving today. Don’t even try to persuade me into staying.” Adam said, impatiently.


“I know, I know – but you can’t just leave like that – without saying anything!”


“I said ‘good-bye’, didn’t I? C’mon Jo, I really need to go.”


“Do you really? Why, Adam? What are you so afraid of?”


He gave me a look, so full of hurt and shame – he sighed loudly and smacked his hand on the steering wheel.  


“Why do you have to care so much, huh? You know that Karen and I broke up – I just need to get away from her for a while! So get out of the car and let me go on my merry way!”


“Just because you can’t be with Karen anymore, doesn’t mean you can’t be with your family! Why are you being so childish? And what makes you think you can’t ever mend things with Karen?” I had tried desperately to stall him.


Adam laughed out loud and took his head into his hands – “Ha! Mend things? Are you kidding me? Do you really want to know why I want to leave town? Do you?”


I sat there and shook my head not wanting to know what was really hurting my brother.


“She cheated on me, that’s why! She’s with another guy - the guy I go to lunch with everyday at work!” 


I was afraid to say anything, but I knew that my mouth was hanging open.


“Yes, Chuck – that, that…forget it, he’s not worth getting angry over. So now you know, Joanna. That’s why I have to go – so if you please, just let me be.”


I gave him a long look, and reluctantly, opened the car door.  I leaned over and gave him a tight hug.


“Please take care of yourself, Adam - you better call to let us know where you are. We love you.” 


“Yeah, yeah, I’ll call.”


So he left, just like that. Even though he said he wasn’t angry, I know he is – I’m angry for him! Why did all of this have to happen to him of all people - my sweet, caring, kind-spirited big brother?  

Adam had felt alone and abandoned before Karen came along last year.  Mom had just passed away that April peacefully and painlessly in her sleep, after her 14-month battle with cervical cancer.  Adam had a hard time accepting Mom’s death. Somehow, Dad, Jeremy and I had a peace that Adam did not. He was angry – angry with Mom for leaving and angry with God for taking her away. Adam didn’t believe that she was in a better place; he felt betrayed and began distancing himself from the family.  He put in more hours at work, spending the majority of his time with his coworkers – Karen and Chuck.  He didn’t return any of my calls when I was in school.  Only when he and Karen began dating, did I start getting phone calls from him.


Adam and Karen seemed perfect for each other.  She was quite a bit more talkative than Adam, always finishing his sentences. As sickening as it was seeing them together at times, I have to admit they were cute. Karen, an independent person - lives in an apartment by herself, and always had a hard time appreciating the things Adam did for her.  She liked taking care of Adam – always making sure he had enough to eat, cooking him his favorite – fried chicken and Spanish rice. Adam, on the other hand, was very much the “momma’s boy”, living at home even after he found a good job.  He was one of those typical guys that couldn’t do anything for himself – not even his laundry! So I guess you can say that Karen and Adam complemented each other well – talk about opposites attract! So, because of Karen, Adam became a part of the family again – he drove Jeremy to his football practices and went to all of his games – Adam even chaperoned one of Jeremy’s high school dances! I couldn’t believe it, my older brother, mature enough to chaperone! He also helped Dad with his work – installing new computers for the real estate company, and playing golf with Dad and “the guys”.  I was glad to have a big brother again; having him taking care of Dad and Jeremy allowed me to go through my senior year in college with no worries at home.
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Five o’clock and there's still no word from Adam.  I’m beginning to wonder if he will even call.  I’m worried that because he was so angry that he’ll drive like a madman and crash into a telephone pole or something awful like that. So this is what happens when you watch too many soap operas. I can’t help but worry though - I see big, ominous clouds hovering overhead and since no one else is home - I have to worry. Times like these I wish my mom was here – she would have known what to do.  She was always so good at handling our “big” crises. There was a time in 6th grade when I was going through that “I’m-not-a-baby-anymore-so-I-don’t-have-to-listen-to-you” stage.  I threatened to run away and even packed a bag, thinking that she would never let me leave the house – but the exact opposite happened.  She just walked calmly to the front door, opened it and gestured for me to leave.  All the while not cracking a smile!  So every time one of us wanted to “run away”, Mom would do just that – having confidence that we would not step out the door. 

The rain’s coming down hard now.  I pull myself out of my dad’s brown, comfy recliner and run to close the windows.  The low rumbles of thunder and the flashes of lightning make me scurry around the house a bit quicker.  Luckily, I got to all the windows before the rain could get in – Oh no, the front porch windows! I rush over to the front porch but collide with a tall figure standing in the doorway.

“Oh my gosh! Adam! Geez! Do you want to give me a heart attack? Why are you soaking wet?” I look at my brother and he is drenched, head to toe – his clothes dripping water on our “Welcome” mat.

“I went to see Mom.  I was driving and driving – the next thing I knew, I was at her grave site.” Adam takes off his sopping wet jacket and leaves it on the porch.

 “You drove all the way to Monticello? What happened?” 

“ I believe it now, Jo. I believe that Mom’s in heaven.  It didn’t hit me until I stood at her grave and read the epitaph on the tombstone. Do you remember what it says, Jo?”

“ ‘In loving memory of Julia Lee, devoted Daughter, Sister, Wife and Mother – our angel’.”     

“Yeah, our angel – she truly is, you know? I sat there, feeling so sorry for myself, bawling away about Karen and how I couldn’t show my face ever again at work, or in town – and it started to rain. Slowly, at first – but I could feel the droplets hitting my head one by one – “ 

“So why didn’t you run to the car? Or did something happen to your car?” I’m picturing his little red car in pieces.

“No, no – let me finish, ok?  For some reason, I didn’t have the urge to move – it was like someone was telling me to stay and just cry my eyes out.  And you know what? I pictured Mom in heaven, trying to comfort me and she was crying too because she wanted to help me. That’s when I realized that she is in heaven, that she is in a better place and that I should be happy- that the only thing she wants for me is to be happy.” Adam looked at me and gave me his biggest smile, “And you know what else, Jo?”

“What?” 

“I’m so happy right now that I feel like running around outside in the rain!”

“Let’s go! You’re wet already!” We both laugh and I push him out the door, into the rain.

“Rain, rain don't go away, we need you this dry and dusty day. Rain, rain don't

go away, though some may say please go away…”  -  Caedmon’s Call

