2 JLRF0 EEE—/ AL

BAOUBEARA D7, AT A SRR AT BN B ML, s A B, K
sicke MuFTIbHE T, EWCERBIL, WATLZIN, SEBRNAR R TE T - MR R I

MBS, R #INR T M AT, SEWCE AR A TR, X mImE UR
Mo — ARSI S T, SESIEIKAE I DI RORPH IR, JeRbR Tk, Wi
WLzl T, BIEEHEBG, B, F4n. fLEl, —DMr—»DN, BA NERA N ELE
AN R R .

LOLIBE RN LU, KT R T8, Wik Am T 08, 7, Foe s —
N WHTE B OTOE, Radhkm: 88, BIART L R ame, HFERIIAK
FUZAEAEEIE L, FURS R R G — R

WA R A , BRI R AT AP, DR, 5 I AR
FEEd. 2 BIAE R KA LEATREL, Jo sk, ok Jrih, A2 e/
R E)E LT, RS, AREG SR S, AT AR, RN f a2 b
B WIZLE . Wi 2 DBAFIIE, WAV T A ORI e R

[E B a5 R O TR RS PR LK (AT 2 /P S0 02 195 i 2 v € [ P o P
ERZHT, Ba MR E CIRRILAEAN LR 2, i sk Hise, Bk A

IR FeAE Sl (1) HAC B Al 17— A): I AR LA R I B, G H SRR, 5
SEERACIE T . KARLOA S e 8k, g hBk i, e B .

A Little Rainbow Resting in My Daughter’ s Palm

The evening I picked my daughter up from school, a crowd ringed the bubble-water
stall by the gate. Five cents a little bottle. She looked up at me, and I nodded. She
unscrewed the cap, brought the wand to her lips, and did not blow at once; first she

studied the solution in the bottle the way grown—ups do.

The first attempt failed, producing only a string of foam. Undaunted, she dipped
the wand at the bottle’ s mouth, and this time blew soft and slow. A plump bubble left
the wand and drifted west. The sun was low in the west, its light slanting across,
and the bubble’s belly 1it up at once, turning with color, pink, pale green, peacock
blue, in small patches, as if someone kept changing paints on it with an impossibly

fine brush.

My daughter ran a few steps after it, both hands open. The bubble landed in her
palm and popped, wetting a small patch of skin. She stared at her palm, then looked
up and shouted: Daddy, there is a rainbow on my hand! She shouted it so matter—of-
factly, as if a rainbow were supposed to live inside bubbles and had simply moved out

today for one look at her.
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I stood by the flower bed and suddenly thought of my office window. At that hour
the light slants too, and facing my computer I had never once noticed. Now I really
looked at the bubbles: every one carried a rainbow, without exception. Later I told
her it was light bouncing off the front and back layers of the soap film; the two
bounces meet, some colors stack brighter, some cancel each other, and what is left is
what she saw. How much she understood, I do not know. She said only one line: the

light must be very crowded in there.

On the way home she finished the last bottle. When it was empty she crushed it
flat and placed it solemnly in the trash bin. Before the street lamps came on, the
final bubble floated over our heads carrying its rainbow, and she watched it go with

her face tilted up, like seeing off a friend.

That night I wrote one line in her diary for her: the rainbow inside a bubble is
not painted on; it is light lining itself up on its own. After writing it I read it
again myself. Grown—ups keep believing miracles must be bought. Actually they cost

five cents a bottle, waiting on the way home from school.
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