F 5 AR KT e B BB R H U

FERI )R, RAMAS . WA KPS IS SE AR |, WIem £, vadmlik b
HEE Sz, SaBER, —J2EE R, CFLREIR T 3RK T NEEK, B
A, WEAA T, BT BICE ARSI R, AR NSRS TR T

R RS — T R 1, AR e ik e st b, A R AR AR OR AR (L R B, BRI T T
WA, WARERK, ER—F, MR, REBTAH . B RR, U rp
BEsE AN IRY ARG SO 1 AR

WA . ST g, AWt WSRITER I, A Rk, SUmtR. T
AN, KA SR AR T, U N BT BRI, AL, B2,
SRR, BRI AN EAR KA o

B 5 B EB S, NERSCR, KRG8 I 2, AR s KA K P
R w7, TR RN TR WK, AR AR, KT
AT, ERICKRBAF S WA, AGERNZERIEN 58, S /M
R EEAKED B, SAES), - IR ULER AT .

MIULERAT 1o =T 4048, KRR Maot, JCMMR It A IS Ao diedsl e 21 % 1
B R BT, BRI LT ERIE, A1, R NIARYE 7. A
et ok 2, BABAEITTHE B, — B 36k, P B 3G 8RR, BOKEE OIS
ER

JERBHEFZABRNTIE, RICSNE XKW, CRFE, BRI, s,
IKVERURHLE B o JsORBEE S OEN, B n K, R ek i — .

That Afternoon Downpour Was Summer Handing Us Coolness

On summer afternoons the sky changes its mind at once. The sun had just been
hanging bright in the sky and the cicadas were calling loudly, yet a black cloud
rolled up over the hills to the west. The cloud grew bigger, layer pushing layer, and
the half of the sky turned the gray of iron. The wind tightened, running along the
lane with bits of leaves and dust, and the clothes hung out in the yard flapped as if

someone behind them were shaking a quilt.

The raindrops fell one by one at first, striking the cement of the yard and
leaving dark round marks the size of copper coins, which dried in a blink. As the
drops thickened and joined into one sheet, the sky tore open with a roar. Curtains of
rain hung down and washed the house opposite and the trees outside the wall into

blurred watercolor paintings.

I could not help running out into the rain. Grandmother called from inside, then

let me be. The drops stung a little on my arms, yet it felt glorious. I lifted my
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face to catch the rain; it ran from my hair into my neck and made me shrink with
cold. I opened my mouth wide and caught a few drops. The rain was cool, with a touch

of sweetness, like popsicles the sky handed out for free.

The puddles in the yard grew and joined, the big ones spilling over toward the
low ground. The largest puddle lay as flat as a mirror, holding the whole rainy sky
inside it. Raindrops fell into it, ring after ring, and though the puddle was busy,
it kept the sky whole and unbroken. When the rain softened, a little light showed
through the clouds in the puddle, and there lay a short piece of rainbow. I squatted
at the edge of the puddle and watched, unwilling to move, afraid that one step would

trample the rainbow to pieces.

The rain stopped as suddenly as it came. The clouds opened a seam, the sun thrust
out a corner of gold, and the soaking world shone. Earthworms crawled onto the path,
the leaves glistened as if varnished, and the air was full of the smell of earth and
grass; one deep breath washed everything inside me. Grandmother brought out mung bean
soup, and I sat on the threshold and finished a bowl to the bottom. Looking up, a

rainbow hung over the western hills, far longer than the piece in the puddle.

Later I recalled many summer afternoons, and what I remembered best was this
downpour. It came fast and left cleanly, chasing off the heat and leaving puddles and
a rainbow behind. Summer turns out to be tender toward people after all; that

afternoon rain was a portion of coolness it handed us.
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