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The White Pear Orchard in the Light Rain

April sixth, Saturday, light rain then cloudy.

When I got up in the morning, rain was still tapping the window, and my heart
sank, thinking the flower outing was canceled. But Father took three raincoats out of
the closet and said a rainy day has its own beauty. Mother poured ginger tea into the
thermos and stuffed two sets of dry clothes into the backpack. We drove to a pear
orchard outside the county. There were few cars on the road, the wipers swept back

and forth, and water beads on the glass ran away in lines.

When we got out of the car, the pear orchard was white as if it had snowed. The
pear blossoms in the rain looked even whiter, with water beads hanging on the petals,
rolling without falling. Pear blossoms are small, crowded in clusters on the branch
tips, with purple-red stamens in the middle. The ground was wet, and fallen flowers
floated in little puddles like small white boats. I took a deep breath: the air was
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cool, carrying the smell of flowers washed by rain.

An old man in the orchard handed us a few umbrellas and said these pear trees
were more than thirty years old, and at this season the whole orchard turned white. I
looked up: raindrops fell from the petal tips one by one into the hood of my

raincoat, making a tiny ping.

There was almost nobody else in the orchard, and it was very quiet. We could hear
raindrops tapping the leaves, a soft rustling. Father stood under one tree for a long
time without moving. I asked him what he was doing, and he said listening. [ stood
the same way for a while, and I really heard many sounds: rain, wind, and bees flying

between the flowers through the rain.

Sister squatted down to catch a water bead from a petal and slid down into the
mud. We all ran over. Her knees were covered with mud, but she did not cry. Instead
she said the soft mud was fun. Mother changed her pants in the car, and we each drank
a cup of ginger tea. It was very spicy. Sister stuck out her tongue and blew on it,

and we all laughed.

In the afternoon the rain stopped, and a little setting sun came through a gap in
the clouds. White mist rose from the pear orchard, and the white flowers on the
ground looked even whiter. The car home was quiet. Father drove slowly, and Mother
and sister leaned against the window watching the orchard grow smaller, until it

became one white cloud at the edge of the fields. I suddenly did not want to go home.

When I got home I washed the mud off my shoes and opened my diary. This was the

quietest and best day I have had in a long time.
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