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It was rainy on that day, so she couldn’t go play in the 

garden. 

So she sat, on a chair that was normally too tall for her, 

but it was perfect that she could rest her arms on the 

window sill, and her chin on her little knuckles. 

The little girl counted the number of rain drops. Not all of 

them – she was five years old so she knew better (and 

because she had tried once a year before, and it was way 

many more drops than the number twenty she could 

count). Now she could count to fifty, but she had made up 

her mind to only count the drops that managed to reach 

the window frame.  

Thirty, thirty one, thirty two...  

She was a little bored – she had scheduled to look for a 

mole hill that day, and she had to obviously postpone it, 

which she did not like – but she was not at all sad. She 

knew the rain was good for the little wild flowers she ever 

loved so much in the far end of the garden. She found 

those flowers one day when her dad threw the ball a little 

too high and the ball bounced away a little too far. It only 

stopped at that far end of the garden, a hidden corner that 

the gardener, for some reason, didn’t pay enough 

attention to. 

Ah that was the last day her dad played ball catching with 

her. 
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But anyway, she found the wild flowers amidst an 

unnecessarily well-grown thicket, and she immediately 

took liking to them. She used to like the roses in the small 

greenhouse on the other end of the garden which can be 

seen very easily from the house, and which the gardener 

often proudly marched to everyday while waving at the 

house even though no one was waving back. 

The little girl loved the small wild flowers, and once in a 

while if she was allowed to she would go that far with her 

little jug to water them. But when she could not, she 

would wish for the rain. 

And it rained that day, though she hadn’t wished for. So 

she was happy for the flowers, even though she was still a 

little bored.  

And so she counted thirty… Where was she? She had lost 

it. So she pouted, and dropped a sharp remark 

“I hate rain” 

The thirty-fifth rain drop felt oh so sad about this remark. 

But the little girl couldn’t see its tear. So she went inside. 

She didn’t think it was wrong of her to say such a thing to 

the rain (and many people would agree with her, if they 

were there). She would have loved the rain so much if it 

were able to mask the voices of her parents. 
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What were they talking about again? The girl knows the 

word. Agreement, ha. So they were talking about 

agreement, but they were not agreeing with each other, 

because her mom had pointed out that the car wasn’t in 

her share (the little girl disagreed with this, because she 

didn’t like the smell of that car). But anyway, it was an 

agreement that made her parents disagree with each 

other, and so they described each other with words that 

the little girl didn’t understand and shouldn’t understand 

anyway. 

And the rain didn’t help, so the little girl went upstairs, 

heading straight for the bathroom that had a shower 

cubicle that she was never allowed to use without the 

maid. At times like this, she used it. At least it was quieter. 

Too bad the little girl didn’t go outside to look at her 

beloved flowers (again, no one can blame her because the 

butler was at the door when she tried to sneak out). 

If she had gone there, it would have been far enough for 

her not to hear her parents’ voice – the maids would argue 

that it wouldn’t be far enough, since they betted even in 

Scotland people could hear them. 

If she had gone there, she would have seen how happy her 

flowers were. They were dancing in the rain like any young 

ladies… like any people full of life would in the shower 
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(since grandmas do dance in the shower, they just don’t 

admit it). 

If she had gone there, the little girl might have seen the 

young boy. 

Or she may not. 

It depends whether or not he would allow her. Probably 

he would. Because he loved children. No, he loves 

children. He has always, for all the years since he saw the 

very first human child, the day when they were not that 

far from baby chimps. There’s nothing strange about that; 

most spirits love children, and so does the rain spirit. 

Anyway, the rain spirit quite liked that garden, and that far 

corner in particular, probably for the same reason as the 

little girl (I’ll bet an ice lolly on this; just go and ask him). 

The rain is letting up, so Rain (let’s call him that, we all 

know we prefer it to “the rain spirit”) decided to leave. He 

was happy that the flowers were happy after all. 


