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The Double Rainbow on Our Balcony

July 29th, Wednesday, thunderstorm then clear

It was a little past four in the afternoon when the sky turned the color of an
old iron pot, pressing lower and lower over the tops of the buildings. The wind
arrived first. It blew the leaves of the scholar trees along the roadside inside out,
showing their pale green backs, and it dragged a plastic bag down the street in
jumps. Then the rain came down with a roar, falling sideways, tapping a fast rhythm
on the balcony window glass that sounded like somebody knocking and refusing to wait
for an answer. 1 had been sitting at my desk working through a math problem set. I

put my pen down and went to the window to watch. The tall building across the street
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disappeared in an instant, and only the faint outline of its top two floors stayed
visible inside the rain mist. Water poured out of the downpipe like a waterfall, and
the puddles on the road bloomed with dense little bubbles, like a thousand soap

bubbles appearing and vanishing all at once.

A summer thunderstorm in the city is different from the rain in Grandma’s
village. Out there, people can walk to the edge of the field and stand right in the
middle of it. Here, the whole city can only watch the rain through a single pane of
glass. I thought to myself: this rain is falling for everybody in the city, and yet

almost every window in the city is closed.

Then the rain stopped, the clouds split open in the middle, and light poured down
and washed the whole city bright. Mom called from the living room: come quick, come
quick, look at this! I ran out to the balcony. Over the western sky, above the row of
high-rises, there was a rainbow — and it was not alone. Under the big bright one
there was a second, fainter and thinner, with its colors in the reverse order. A
double rainbow. I fumbled my phone out of my pocket with both hands, my fingers so
clumsy that the screen could not decide what to focus on, and the picture I took
showed nothing but a grayish-white smudge across the sky. I took another one. Still a
smudge. Mom said: put the phone away and look with your own eyes. So I put the phone
into my pocket and really looked. The rainbow was already fading, slowly, the red
part disappearing first and the blue part staying the longest. When it was gone, the

sky was just an ordinary sky again, as if nothing at all had happened.

I looked at the two blurry photos on my phone, and suddenly I understood
something. Some beautiful things are not meant to be taken away. They are meant to be
seen. I have spent the whole summer trying to record things: recording game clips,
recording the funny videos my classmates make, photographing the food on the table
before I take a single bite, and then never opening any of those files again. The
recordings sit in my phone like a pile of receipts for trips I never actually took.
But this rainbow, I watched it with my own two eyes, second by second, from the
moment it appeared to the moment it disappeared, and it is stored somewhere inside my

head, sharper and fresher than any photo could ever keep it.

There is one more thing I want to write down. Mom stood next to me the whole
time. She is busy every single day, and I could not remember the last time she had
stood still long enough to look at the sky. This time it was she who called me over
to look, not the other way around. Maybe grown-ups need somebody to remind them to
look up too; they just never say so out loud. Next time there is something in the

sky, I decide right now, I will be the one who calls.

Tonight I wrote in my diary: the rainbow lived for about seven minutes. I failed

to take it away with me, and I got every second of it.
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