Kiss the Rain / Counselor Delenn


Susan glanced at the clock for the tenth time for the past 10 minutes.  He promised he’d call.  Ivanova knew her beloved Marcus didn’t want to go to Earth on this mission, now that the two of them were together, it made it even harder for them to be apart...  And yet he went.  He had very little choice of course.  It was some secret mission Sheridan threw on him out of nowhere, something to do with the telepaths’ rebellion on Earth...  Ivanova remembered Sheridan telling what it was all about, and her not listening to a word.  How could he?  How could he just take away her beloved, and send him on a mission, he might never return from?  Ever since Ivanova let Marcus into her life, she had this fear she might lose him, the same way she lost everyone else she loved... and now... she didn’t know anymore.  


And the comm was still silent.  He was supposed to call ten minutes ago!  Perhaps something happened...  She shook the thought off.  No way!


And at last, the comm came to life, letting her know there was an incoming message.  Marcus! Thank God!

“Susan?” the scrambled signal was weak and visual was even worse.


“Marcus?” she asked.  “Hello?  Can you hear me?” 


“I do.  Hardly though,” he said.  Ivanova listened hard.  She could have sworn she heard voices laughing.  Someone was with him?  At this time of the night?


“Is someone there?” she asked.


“No,” Marcus answered, and Susan’s insides turned over.


“What’s new?” she asked casually.


“I can’t say.  This isn’t a secured channel... And I couldn’t find a better one...” he said.  “With all the atmospheric interference...”


“What interference?” Ivanova asked. 


“It’s stormy here... it’s raining.  I got soaked through on my way here...” he seemed to be smiling.


“Don’t forget to change,” Ivanova said in a motherly voice.  There were so many things she wanted to say, but she knew their time on the comm was limited.  And she couldn’t lose the feeling of concern, as though something was wrong, her beloved just didn’t sound the same.


“The night’s so empty here without you,” he said suddenly.  “I’m missing you...”


“I miss you too,” Susan whispered, feeling a lump in her throat.  If you only knew how much...


“The rain,” he said suddenly, “hides the tears you know.”  Susan didn’t answer.  “And being here without you, worrying about how things are with you... I can’t help it.” 


“Kiss the rain then,” Susan whispered the words of a song she once heard.  “Kiss the rain, if you miss me.  Kiss the rain.”  She smiled.  “You’ll be on your way here tomorrow morning, so just kiss the rain, and wait for the dawn.”


“I will,” Marcus answered.  “I did.  Why do you think I got so soaked outside?  I miss you so much...” his voice was a whisper, and suddenly Susan knew what was wrong.  On the screen of the comm, she could make out the shape of her beloved’s face, and she pressed her lips against the cold glass for a moment, wishing he would be there with her as soon as Humanly possible.


“Think of me,” was all she could say at last.  Tears were flowing down her face, choking her.


“Susan?” Marcus’s face totally vanished from the screen, and there was too much static over the comm.  “The connection is...”


“Marcus?  Hello?  Can you hear me?” Susan whispered, knowing he didn’t.  All she had to do was wait...

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Kiss The Rain / Billie Myers

Hello,

Can you hear me?

Am I getting through to you?

Hello,

Is it late there?

There’s a laugher on the line,

Are you sure you’re there alone?

Cause I’m trying to explain,

Something’s wrong,

You just don’t sound the same,

Why don’t you go outside Kiss the Rain,

Whenever you need me,

Whenever I’m gone too long,

If your lips feel lonely and thirsty,

Kiss the Rain,

And wait for the dawn.

Keep in mind, we’re under the same sky,

And the night’s, as empty for me as for you.

If you feel you can’t wait till morning,

Kiss the Rain,

Kiss the Rain...

Hello.

Do you miss me?

I hear you say you do, but not the way I’m missing you,

What’s new?

How’s the weather?

Is it stormy where you are?

You sound do close but it feels like you’re so far.

Oh would it mean anything,

If you knew what I’m left imagining,

In my mind... Would you go: Kiss the Rain...

Think of me, think of me, only me...

Hello?

Can you hear me?

Can you hear me?
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