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The Puddles Are What the Shower Left for Children

The rain fell at three in the afternoon, onto the dirt road behind the village.
The road wore a coat of white dust in ordinary times, and whoever walked it kicked up
a cloud of it. This rain soaked it through; its color deepened, it softened, and it
left a string of puddles stretching from the village entrance all the way to the

threshing ground, like small mirrors someone had scattered on the way.

As soon as the rain stopped, I went out in my sandals. My first step was careful,
landing on the smallest puddle. A splash rose along the shoe, and rings of ripples
pushed outward. I lifted my foot to look: the footprint stood clear in the puddle,
even the pattern of the sole. I stepped again, the splash jumped higher, and I
laughed out loud.

A Gui and Xiao Man came running from the end of the lane, and the three of us at
once began a contest over who could stomp the biggest puddle. The largest lay at the
edge of the threshing ground, half the size of a room, with a board standing beside

it that the grown—ups had set up to keep the dust down. We circled it once, none of
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us daring to step in first. In the end A Gui made up his mind and charged in; the
spray rose half a person high, and his white shorts were instantly dotted with mud.
He shouted, come on in, the water reaches the ankle, it is wonderfully cool. We

followed and each took a corner, making the puddle bloom on all four sides.

The world inside the puddles got overturned by us too. The clouds that had been
stored in the water broke into piece after piece, and the rings of the dragonflies
skimming the surface were covered over by our splashes. Xiao Man suddenly pointed at
a puddle and screamed: inside it was a tiny tadpole, carried there by the rain from
somewhere unknown. We gathered around to look, nobody was allowed to step near it
again, and we moved around it to another direction and went on to stomp other

puddles.

Before going home we lined up and walked from the threshing ground into the
village, stepping deliberately into every puddle, making a long string of slapping
sounds all the way. Our trouser legs were soaked, our shoes squelched, and nobody
cared. Passing the drying yard, a few grown—ups laughed at us, and we laughed too,

louder.

Later I left the village and saw much rain in the city. One day as I got off the
bus, a child on the stop, while his mother looked down at her phone, stomped one foot
into a puddle by the road; the splash flew up and he laughed as he dodged. I stood
under the rain shelter, and my feet suddenly itched too. It turns out the puddles
have always stayed in place, waiting for someone who remembers them to stomp the joy

back into sound.
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