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CHAPTER - 9 

"WAITING FOR RAIN" BY ANITA NAIR 

• The author travels from Bangalore to her village, Mundakkottukurissi, in Kerala. On 

her flight, she is the only passenger happy to experience turbulence, as she believes it 

signals the wind currents of the approaching monsoon. (ബ ാംഗ്ലൂരിൽ നിന്നാം കേരളത്തിലെ 

മനണ്ടകക ട്േനറിശ്ശി എന് തന്ലറ ഗ്ര മത്തികെക് എഴനത്തനേ രി യ ഗ്ത തിരികനന്ന. 

വിമ നയ ഗ്തയ്ക്കിടയിലെ േനെനകാം മഴയനലട വരവറിയികനന് േ റ്റിന്ലറ സൂചനയ ലെന്് 

േരനതി അവൾ സകത ഷികനന്ന.)  

• The author mentions that Kerala has "myriad hues of green," but ironically, it lacks a 

sufficient labor force and rain. The lush landscape creates an expectation of water that 

the dry season contradicts. (കേരളത്തിൽ എണ്ണമറ്റ പച്ചപ്പ് നിറങ്ങൾ ഉലണ്ടങ്കിെനാം, അവിലട 

ലത ഴിെ ളിേളുലടയനാം മഴയനലടയനാം േനറവനലണ്ടന്് എഴനത്തനേ രി ഓർമ്മിപ്പികനന്ന. 

സമൃദ്ധമ യ ഈ പച്ചപ്പ് മഴയനണ്ട േനലമന് ഗ്പതീക്ഷ നൽേനലമങ്കിെനാം വരൾച്ച അതിന് 

വിപരീതമ ണ്.) 

• The flight was filled with young men from northern India (guest workers). The author 

wonders what they think of the turbulent weather, especially considering the haunting 

memories of the 2018 floods. (വിമ നത്തിൽ ഉത്തകരതയയിൽ നിന്നള്ള ധ ര ളാം അതിഥി 

ലത ഴിെ ളിേൾ ഉണ്ട യിരനന്ന. 2018-ലെ ഭയ നേമ യ ഗ്പളയത്തിന്ലറ ഓർമ്മേൾ നിെനിൽലക, 

വിമ നത്തിലെ ഈ ഗ്പക്ഷനബ്ധമ യ േ െ വസ്ഥലയകനറിച്ച് അവർ എത് 

ചിതികനന്നണ്ട േനലമന്് എഴനത്തനേ രി ആകെ ചികനന്ന.) 

• Although the month of Karkitakam (July) has begun—a time typically known for 

heavy, non-stop rain—the monsoon is unusually delayed. Her mother describes the rain 

as "reluctant," appearing briefly before the sun shines again. (േർകടേ മ സാം 

തനടങ്ങിയിട്ുാം മഴ എത്തനന്ിെല. സ ധ രെ കത ര ലത ലപകേണ്ട മഴ ഇത്തവെ മടിച്ചു 

നിൽകനേയ ലെന്് അമ്മ പറയനന്ന. അല്പകനരാം ലപയ്ക്തതിന് കേഷാം ലവയിൽ ലതളിയനന്ന.)  

• The village is suffering from a severe summer drought. The author reflects on how 

human activities, such as cutting down trees and building concrete structures, are 

destroying water resources, warning that the village may soon have to pay for water 

just like in big cities. (ഗ്ര മത്തിൽ േടനത്ത വരൾച്ച അനനഭവലപ്പടനന്ന. മരങ്ങൾ 

ലവട്ിമ റ്റുന്തനാം കേ ൺഗ്േീറ്റ് ലേട്ിടങ്ങൾ പെിയനന്തനാം ജെകഗ്സ തസ്സുേലള 
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നേിപ്പികനന്നലവന്നാം, വവേ ലത നരരങ്ങളികെതനകപ ലെ ലവള്ളത്തിന് പൊം നൽകേണ്ടി 

വരനലമന്നാം എഴനത്തനേ രി മനന്റിയിപ്പ് നൽേനന്ന.)  

• The author observes "monstrous concrete structures" replacing old houses. This 

urbanization is a primary reason for the depletion of the water table and the changing 

climate of the village. (പഴയ വീടനേൾക് പേരാം വെിയ കേ ൺഗ്േീറ്റ് ലേട്ിടങ്ങൾ വരനന്ത് 

എഴനത്തനേ രി ഗ്േദ്ധികനന്ന. ഈ നരരവൽകരെമ ണ് ഭൂരർഭ ജെനിരപ്പ് ത ഴനന്തിനനാം 

ഗ്ര മത്തിലെ േ െ വസ്ഥ  വയതിയ നത്തിനനാം ഗ്പധ ന േ രൊം.) 

• The author’s 85-year-old uncle compares the missing monsoon to a rich relative whose 

long-awaited visit ends in a "joyless anti-climax". He accuses the monsoon of merely 

"kaati-kooti poova" (making a show of grey skies and thunder without actually 

raining). (എഴനത്തനേ രിയനലട 85 വയസ്സുള്ള അമ്മ വൻ മഴലയ വര ലമന്ന പറഞ്ഞ് വര ത്ത 

ഒരന പെക രന യ ബന്ധനവികന ട് ഉപമികനന്ന. ആേ ോം േറനത്തിരനണ്ടനാം 

ഇടിമിന്െനണ്ട കിയനാം മഴ ലവറനലത 'േ ട്ികൂട്ി കപ വനേയ ലെന്്' അകേഹാം 

പര തിലപ്പടനന്ന.)  

• The wait for the monsoon is compared to a ritual. Everyone—from the author's mother 

to the village elders—is constantly looking at the sky, interpreting the clouds and the 

wind. (മഴയ്ക്ക യനള്ള േ ത്തിരിപ്പിലന ഒരന ആച രകത്ത ട ണ് ഉപമികനന്ത്. അമ്മ മനതൽ 

ഗ്ര മത്തിലെ മനതിർന്വർ വലര എകപ്പ ഴനാം ആേ േകത്തക് കന കി േ റ്റിലനയനാം 

കമഘങ്ങലളയനാം നിരീക്ഷിച്ചുലേ ണ്ടിരികനന്ന.) 

• Finally, at 2 a.m., the author is awakened by the sound of rain drumming on her tiled 

roof. She describes it as the "prodigal son" finding his way home and listens to its 

rhythmic patterns, which remind her of various tempos in classical music (vilamba 

kaalam, madhyama kaalam, and dhrutha kaalam). (ഒടനവിൽ ഒരന ര ഗ്തി പനെർലച്ച രണ്ട് 

മെിക് ഓടിട് കമൽകൂരയിൽ മഴ തനള്ളിേൾ വീഴനന് േബ്ദാം കേട്് എഴനത്തനേ രി ഉെരനന്ന. 

മഴയനലട ത ളലത്ത സാംരീതത്തിലെ വിവിധ േ െങ്ങകള ട ണ് അവൾ ഉപമികനന്ത്.)  

• When the rain finally arrives, the author doesn't just see it; she hears it as a musical 

performance. She uses the terms Vilamba kaalam (slow tempo), Madhyama kaalam 

(medium tempo), and Dhrutha kaalam (fast tempo) to describe the increasing intensity 

of the downpour. (മഴ എത്തനകപ ൾ എഴനത്തനേ രി അതിലന ഒരന സാംരീതമ യിട് ണ് 

േ െനന്ത്. മഴയനലട േക്തി േൂടനന്തിലന സാംരീതത്തിലെ വിളാംബേ ൊം, മധയേ ൊം, ഗ്രനതേ ൊം 

എന്ിവകയ ട് അവർ ഉപമികനന്ന.) 
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• As she sits on her veranda with a cup of tea, she watches the rain with a sense of wonder 

and peace. The arrival of the monsoon restores her sense of well-being, making the 

world seem beautiful again. (ഒരന േപ്പ് ച യയനമ യി വര തയിെിരനന്് അവൾ ലപേുന് 

മഴലയ വിസ്മയകത്ത ലട കന കിനിൽകനന്ന. മഴ ലപേുന്കത ലട അവൾക് വെിയ ആേവ സാം 

കത ന്നന്ന, കെ ോം വീണ്ടനാം സനന്ദരമ യി അവൾക് അനനഭവലപ്പടനന്ന.)  

• The chapter ends with a feeling of "well-being." The rain isn't just water; it is a force 

that brings mental peace and restores the natural balance of the author's world. 

(സമ ധ നത്തിന്ലറ തിരിച്ചുവരവ്: മനസ്സിന് െഭികനന് വെിലയ രന ആേവ സകത്ത ലടയ ണ് 

അധയ യാം അവസ നികനന്ത്. മഴ ലവറനാം ലവള്ളമെല, മറിച്ച് അത് എഴനത്തനേ രിയനലട 

കെ േത്തിന് സമ ധ നവനാം ഗ്പേൃതിയനലട സതനെിത വസ്ഥയനാം തിരിലേ നൽേനന് ഒന് ണ്.) 

 

Turbulence - വ യനകക്ഷ ഭാം (വിമ നയ ഗ്തയിലെ േനെനകാം) 

Peculiar - വിചിഗ്തമ യ / ഗ്പകതയേതയനള്ള 

Crept - ഇഴഞ്ഞനവന്ന / പതനലക പടർന്ന 

Abundance - സമൃദ്ധി / ധ ര ളിത്താം 

Reluctant - മടിച്ചുനിൽകനന് 

Shed - ലപ ഴികനേ / ഉകപക്ഷികനേ 

Anti-climax - ഗ്പതീക്ഷിച്ചതനകപ ലെ സാംഭവിക ത്ത അവസ്ഥ 

Portentous - വര നിരികനന് ഒന്ിന്ലറ സൂചന നൽേനന് 

Wafting - േ റ്റിെൂലട ഒഴനേിവരനന് 

Vantage point - വയക്തമ യ േ ഴ്ച െഭികനന് സ്ഥൊം 

Glowering - േടനപ്പത്തിൽ കന കനന് (ഇവിലട േ ർകമഘങ്ങലള 

സൂചിപ്പികനന്ന) 

Prodigal - രൂർത്തന യ (തിരിലച്ചത്തിയ മേൻ എന് 

അർത്ഥത്തിൽ) 

Stifling - േവ സാംമനട്ികനന് ചൂട് 

Ascending - മനേളികെക് കപ േനന് 

Well-being - സനഖ വസ്ഥ / കക്ഷമാം 

Drumming - ലപരനപറ ലേ ട്ുന്തനകപ ലെയനള്ള േബ്ദാം 

Monstrous - ഭീേരമ യ / ഭീമ േ രമ യ 

Prosperity - ഐേവരയാം / അഭിവൃദ്ധി 

 

 

Penury - േടനത്ത ര രിഗ്രയാം 

Ritual - ആച രാം 

Hues - നിറകഭരങ്ങൾ 

Drought - വരൾച്ച 

Lush - തഴച്ചു വളരനന് 

Depletion - കേ ഷൊം / േനറയനന്ത് 

Exasperated - അതയതാം 

ഗ്പകേ പിതന യ 

Rhythm - ത ളാം 

Savoring - ആസവരികനേ 

Slaked - ര ഹാം തീർത്തന 

Arid - വരണ്ട 

Tapping - മനട്ുന് േബ്ദാം 

Serene – േ തമ യ 

Wailed – നിെവിളിച്ചു 

Intermittent – ഇടവിട്ുള്ള 

Horrific – ഭയ നേമ യ 

Myriad - അസാംഖയാം / എണ്ണമറ്റ 

Incessantly – ഇടതടവിെല ലത 

Parching - ഉെങ്ങിവരളുന് 
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1. Anita Nair is worried about the changing landscape of her village and the destruction of 

water resources. Prepare a letter to the Editor of a leading newspaper expressing concern 

over the conversion of paddy fields into concrete buildings and the resulting water scarcity. 

 

From 

Anita Nair 

Mundakkottukurissi 

Palakkad 

 

2O May 2026 

 

To 

The Editor 

The Hindu 

Kochi 

Sir, Sub: Growing concern over urbanization and water scarcity in villages. 

I am writing this to bring to your attention the alarming rate at which our villages are being 

transformed into concrete jungles. During my recent visit to my village, Mundakkottukurissi, I 

was shocked to see the "monstrous concrete structures" that have replaced our traditional homes 

and paddy fields. 

This unplanned urbanization has led to a severe depletion of the water table. If this continues, the 

day is not far when villagers will have to pay for water just like in big cities. We must take 

immediate action to preserve our ponds and greenery before the monsoon completely abandons 

us. 

I hope the authorities and the public will take this matter seriously. 

Yours faithfully, 

(Sd/-) 

Anita Nair 

2. The author finally hears the sound of rain at 2:00 a.m. after a long, anxious wait. She is filled 

with a sense of peace. Imagine you are Anita Nair and prepare the diary entry for that night. 

15th July 2026 

Wednesday 

Finally, he has arrived! At 2 a.m., I was woken up by that rhythmic drumming on the roof. It felt 

like the "prodigal son" had finally found his way back home. The long, stifling wait is over. 

Sitting on the veranda with a cup of tea, watching the rain in the dim light was so serene. My 

uncle was right; the monsoon was acting like a reluctant relative, but now it’s here in all its 
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glory. I could hear the Vilamba kaalam slowly turning into Dhrutha kaalam. A sense of well-

being has washed over me. My village looks beautiful again. I feel so much at peace now. 

3. In the chapter, Anita Nair mentions that "everything was in abundance but a labour force and 

rain." On the occasion of World Environment Day, prepare a speech to be delivered in your 

school assembly about the importance of conserving nature and welcoming the monsoon. 

Respected Principal, teachers, and my dear friends, 

A very Good Morning to all. Today, I stand before you to talk about a guest we all eagerly wait 

for—the Monsoon. 

In Anita Nair’s "Waiting for Rain," we see how the delay of rain affects the mental peace of a 

whole village. We often forget that the rain is not just a weather event; it is the lifeblood of our 

culture. Unfortunately, we are destroying our environment by cutting down trees and building 

concrete structures. As the author warns, we might soon have to pay for every drop of water. 

It is our duty to protect our nature. Let us plant more trees and preserve our water bodies so that 

the monsoon never has to be "reluctant" to visit us. Let’s welcome the rain with green earth and 

open hearts. 

Thank you. 

4. Prepare a character sketch of the Author’s Uncle based on the chapter. 

character sketch of the Author’s Uncle 

The author’s uncle is an interesting character who represents the traditional wisdom and the deep 

connection villagers have with nature. He is 85 years old but very observant. He has a unique 

way of looking at the monsoon, comparing it to a wealthy relative who makes a lot of promises 

but fails to show up. 

He uses the phrase "kaati-kooti poova" to describe how the clouds show off without actually 

raining. His frustration with the delayed rain shows how much the village life depends on the 

rhythm of the seasons. He provides a touch of humor and local flavor to the narrative while 

highlighting the gravity of the drought. 

5. Imagine you get a chance to interview Anita Nair about her travel writing and her concerns 

for Kerala. Prepare 6 interview questions. 

1. What inspired you to write "Waiting for Rain"? 

2. Why do you describe the monsoon as a "reluctant" guest? 

3. You mentioned the 2018 floods in the chapter. How has that event changed the way 

Malayalis look at the rain? 
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4. What is your opinion on the rapid urbanization happening in Kerala’s villages? 

5. You compared the rain to classical music. Do you often find art in nature? 

6. What message do you have for the younger generation regarding environmental 

conservation? 

1. Prepare a write-up / Review on the chapter "Waiting for Rain" by Anita Nair, highlighting 

the author's observations on the changing landscape of her village and the significance of the 

monsoon. 

Write-up: Waiting for Rain 

"Waiting for Rain" is a beautiful travel story by Anita Nair about her journey to her village, 

Mundakkottukurissi, in Kerala. She travels from Bangalore during the month of Karkitakam. 

Usually, this is a time of heavy, non-stop rain, but this year the monsoon is very late. The author 

is the only passenger on her flight who enjoys the turbulence, as she hopes it is a sign of the 

approaching rain. She feels sad to see her green village suffering from a dry summer and a severe 

water shortage. 

During her visit, the author notices how the village is changing. She sees that many trees and old 

houses are being replaced by big concrete buildings. She warns that this urbanization is 

destroying nature and causing the water levels to go down. Her 85-year-old uncle adds a bit of 

humor by comparing the missing rain to a rich relative who promises to visit but never shows up. 

He says the clouds are just "making a show" without actually raining. 

The story ends with a feeling of joy when the rain finally arrives at 2:00 a.m. The author is 

woken up by the rhythmic sound of rain on her tiled roof. She compares the speed of the falling 

rain to the rhythms of classical music, starting slowly and then becoming fast. To her, the rain is 

like a "prodigal son" who has finally returned home. The arrival of the monsoon brings a sense 

of peace and well-being to the author, making the village beautiful once again. 

2. Imagine you are Anita Nair. After a long and anxious wait in your village, the monsoon 

finally arrives at 2:00 a.m. You sit on the veranda watching the rain and reflecting on your 

journey and your uncle’s words. Prepare a Narrative based on your experience. 

The Return of the Rain 

The clock struck two. I was suddenly pulled out of my sleep by a rhythmic drumming on the 

tiled roof. For a moment, I lay still in the dark, listening. Could it be? Yes! It was the sound I had 

been longing to hear since I boarded the flight from Bangalore. The reluctant monsoon had 

finally decided to come home. 
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I walked out to the veranda. The air, which had been stifling and dry for days, was now cool and 

filled with the scent of wet earth. I sat there in the dim light, watching the silver streaks of rain. It 

reminded me of my flight, where I was the only one smiling during the turbulence, hoping it was 

the wind of the monsoon. My 85-year-old uncle had teased that the rain was like a rich, lying 

relative, but now, the "prodigal son" had returned in all his glory. 

As I watched the water drenching the parched land, I felt a deep sense of peace. The rhythm of 

the rain changed—from the slow Vilamba kaalam to the fast Dhrutha kaalam. I realized that this 

rain was more than just weather; it was the soul of my village. The anxiety of the drought 

vanished, and a sense of well-being washed over me. My village was beautiful once again. 

 


