
A Real Hard Rain by Percival Everett 

The rain could have fallen harder, in larger drops, been more persistent, or 

insistent, but that would have made it something else, not rain at all; as it was, 

it was balancing on the far edge of its definition. When the storm was but five 

minutes old it promised flooding. The black sky suggested no relief; there was 

no crack to be found in the swollen mass, not a boundary to be seen. Ten 

minutes passed and the gutters were useless, the drains couldn’t suck down the 

flow and the water stood or rushed over curbs toward homes. I was there, I 

was watching, such a storm the likes of which I had never seen. Cars stalled 

and why shouldn’t they have, the water by now waist-high in spots. Our house 

was atop a high hill. People had laughed at me for years when the coming of 

snow forced me to abandon my car at the base of the steep slope. But now they 

were not laughing. They were swimming, wading, bailing, paddling, assessing, 

and regrouping. And the rain did not slacken. When I purchased this house, 

my wife complained about the hill, the rather severe decline of the back yard 

— several times our children had lost footing and rolled down into the briars 

— but this day she was silent. No, she did not complain; she was dry. Besides, 

the children always healed. In fact, we’d raised veritable mountain goats. On 

many occasions I would insist to visitors observing our youngsters at play that 

examinations beyond their shoes would reveal hooves. My wife would glare 

at me and offer to show off the kids’ scars. “Disgusting,” I would say, and once 

as she walked away, I uttered, “There will come a flood.” 

The water was something; it rose and rose and covered many houses. Many 

people floated away, I assumed, to other towns. This was what I told my 

children. We waved to their friends and their friends waved back. My daughter 

asked me why their waves seemed so different from ours. I told her that if 

situations were reversed our waves would appear just as theirs — or more so. 

We learned that squirrels could swim, at least many could — now, at least in 



our part of the world, all could. The storm was extensive, covering at least the 

state, probably much more. All radio and television reception failed. 

Then the rain stopped and everything was more still than when nothing moves. 

The clouds broke up and a bright sky shone. There were many birds on our 

roof and in our trees. We were an island in a vast lake or perhaps a minor 

ocean. At any rate, we were alone in this malignant, newborn body of water. 

The houses and trees of the town were lost to view. There were no people. I 

had not known before, but our house was set on the highest point for many 

miles in any direction. We were by ourselves and I felt bad for having bought 

up the adjacent lots. Peering at the sky through the windows, my children 

wanted to run out to play. I told them it was too deep out, that a slip and roll 

into the briars would mean a great deal more. My wife did not speak. I had 

become something of a deity in her eyes, temporary as the office was. 

“So, what are we going to do?” she asked finally. 

I gazed out the window and observed the sea. “First of all, let us be thankful 

that we are alive.” I let this soak in for the prescribed time, then turned to their 

blank faces. “We can’t just sit here.” 

“We’ll starve if we do,” said my daughter. 

I smiled and passed over her remark. “We have to see what’s left of the world.” 

Something higher, more noble. 

For years I had been just the father, he who stared at clean paper in the typewriter 

and somehow managed food to the table, he who mumbled and forgot things and 

where he was going, once washed the same car twice in a day. But now, I was he 

who had insisted on buying the house on the hill, the home with the deadly backyard, 

the inaccessible winter retreat, the last dry spot. 

“Dad, are we going to die?” my son asked. 



I smiled at him, then turned my eyes to his mother. I studied her for a long 

second, watching the anxiety swell within her. “No,” I said. I thought she might 

fly around the room like a released balloon, such was her sigh of relief. I loved 

it, the power, and I knew I’d best love it good and fast and remember it, for 

soon reason would return. Reason, the spoiler, the party pooper. Ha! I laughed 

at reason. It was reason which nearly had us in a split-level down there. I would 

remind my wife of this when she believed her thinking to be clear. 

“Surely we’ll starve,” said my daughter. Food on the brain, that child. An eater 

from day one, a nipple hog — two at once if she could have managed. And a 

plump little thing she was. This flood would do her well. 

By looking at my son I knew he believed, though I had told him contrary, that 

we were as good as dead. The little coward, him with his Donald Duck nite-

lite and foul-smelling blankey. He was a penny-pincher, too. For someone so 

sure of the end, he had certainly planned for the future. 

Somehow we would set adrift, probably in the raft in the garage if it was still 

good. My family looked more interesting to me. To my thinking, there is 

nothing which makes people fascinating like their being about to be drowned. 

They followed me outside toward the garage, but stopped at the sight of the 

eternal pool surrounding us. I, too, was taken with it Through the windows, it 

had seemed less real, as if just a show, but here it went on forever, forever wet, 

forever deep. We could see nothing but light playing off the surface. 

I pulled the raft down from the high shelf above the tools and work counter. 

Clouds of dust were kicked up and, for the first time ever, the dry, floating 

particles did not bother me. I didn’t even fan them from my face. None of us 

did. 

 


