The New Indian Summer

Oftenwhenitis beginning to turn into fall, it is summery, hot and crisP and green. The Sun shines with all its
might so that fall can barclg manage to exhale a breath of wind. Whg? Have you noticed how evergthing
becomes beautiful and it seems like Fall and Summer are doing their best to make things merge? How the leaves
cvcntua”9 cl’uangc colors, but are still clinging on to the trees? T his is because of the quarreling seasons, Fau

and Summcr, and the giri who changcc’ them.

Once upon a time, before angone knew Indian Summer with its peaceful seasons, there were two
conflicting seasons, Summer and [Fall. Summer had been bright and had brought many successful harvests and
haPPincss to the humans. [ e was Fccling happy and Proud since everyone crjogcd his presence. “Sureig, | am
better than Fall,” he boasted. ( Inderneath him, Fall stirred and 3awncd from his |cmg slumber. 5ummcrgrcw
frightened. | cannot let him take away my glory,” he said, and began to make the Sun shine even harder and
played up his role of summer. Gardens kept on growing, people loved the swimming and picnicking, and stil Fal
came. Summer Pushcd him away and kc!::’c shining, afraid of fosing his current glorg. Orne dag,-w}wn he drew out
the Sun, he gaspcd. Fcoplc began to put out the Pumpkins, fake fall leaves, and aPP]c cidcrjugs; folding away
the summer clothes and shoes. [Fall had been 5nca!<ing up on them. «[Fall is coming and ’c!-ucg’re cclebra’cing it!”
Summer fumed. [ e was tingcc{ green with cnvg,_just like his leaves. Still, Fall came, awakcning more and more.
| eaves flew and breezes blew. “[all is coming,” a man said. [is partner nodded. “ltis colder,” she noted.

Summer grcwjea]ous.

“T!—:ey’re ’caﬂcing about Fa”’?” he thought. “Theg should be tandng about mel” ]"[c Pushcd himself into every
corner, every gap that [7all forget to fill up. One day, [all stalked up to him, his mantle of colored leaves, woven
twigs, fall bird plumage, acoms, apples, and small pumpkins askew. [Je clutched the folds of his brown robes,
which sometimes shimmered into orange or red. [His face was twisted in fury and his brown eyes glowed with
anger. e had come to argue with Summer as usual. Theg often forget this after hibernation and repeat their

bickering over and over again.

“You! You fool” he said angriiy, \qaiiing his arms. “Jt's my turn for making a season! W!’IH do you Push me away?
Evcry time | make the weather cool, you shine the Sun! When the leaves fall, thcg’ra green! Fcopic like fall too,

you know!” Summer folded his arms across his 5cﬁow robe-clad chest, glaring with his brig!ﬂt blue cyes.

“People like me too! | bring warm weather and good crops!” he said, tilting up his chin. Fall flew into a passion,
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riPPing an aPPlc off from his mantle and !‘xurling it at Summer.

“As do |* Fall cried. Summer usua”g would be surPrised at this outburst. [Fall was s!':g and soft, like 5Pring.

Win’ccr bites more and Summcr bcgan to think Faﬂ was a little like Wintcr.



“It’s not fairl? Summcr retorted haughtiig. “/’m not rcadg to let g0 yet. Looic, l have the Sun! And don’t you see

how that 509 is Pointing at it?” Hejabbed his Finger ata Eoy holcling his dog. Fall snorted.

“TI"ICH have ]ong since gotten over the summer. See that lad3 Putﬁng on ajackct? | bet she wor’t do that in

summert?

“Fine!” Summer shouted.

“Fine! [Mall screeched. They stomped away. [ ach day, Summer made the sky sharper and bluer, made the
Sun glow like a pale yellow flower, and made the light barks and brown barks contrast with the beautiful pastel
green light leaves. ["all added as much chill he could against the Sun and pushed puffy clouds into the stark sky.
He shook bare the weak trees and breathed a slight, nippy breeze. [e made the animals drowsy with
hibernation and made the birds migrate away silently. T hey fought against each other until [7all was too strong

and 5ummcr was too sIecpg.

Then suddenly, Summer grew tired of this and wanted to pester [Fall more one year. They didn’t know that this
would make everything change. After one of their silent standoffs in Nature, Summer met with [Fall. “Now, you
see, | have done morelt” Summer boasted. Jealousy tinged his voice and his eyes were troubled. e couldmt
make the chill go away. He knew he had to give up-it was the cycle-but he would stick around as long as he

could, just like he would always do. [7all stepped back. [Me laughed sourly.

“You are selfish and stupid! | pity you! You think you're always the best. [sn’t that right?”
Summer clenched his fists.

“Well, you aren’e?

| know | am!”” Summer shrieked. 5quca£y squaw/g squca,@ scrub. A girl on a bike, dressed in a bright Pin‘c
!’IOO(‘JB with dark b]ucjcans glancccl around, beaming, ]ooking at all of the sigl-l’r:s and wonders of nature. [{e bike

bumped on one flat tire. Summer and [Tall watched.
«This is it! She wi"judgc which one of us is better?” whispcrcd FFall. Summer drew himself up-

“You poor, siﬁg Pcrsonl” he laugf'lcd. “Chi]drcn love summer more! Theg aiwags like the summer,” e
5traightcncc} his tilted crown. lt was decorated with green [cavcs, ﬁowcrs, bcrrics, summer crops, and twistcd,
green, whippy branches. T he Erig}xt summer feathers of birds Pcrc.}-xec})'auntilg out of it, bent crool(ec”g. Fall
waggcci a Fingcr at him.



“You...you fool?” he sputtered. “You're justa jcalous fooll You have an ego bigger than the Sunt” Summer
shoved him and at the same time, he made the wind blow gently. [all tried to put Summer in a headlock. T he girl
stopped to feel the breeze rushing through her hair and touching her face with refreshing coolness. She stared
at the bright blue sky and its puffy white clouds. She looked up at the glorious sun, all nice and yellow, like the
dandelion she had just biked by.

«“This is the weather l’vc alwags dreamed omc,” she said 5 smi]ing to herself. “[t’s not too hot, not too colc], and
Pcrfcd: and bcau’cifui,” The quarrc"ing seasons stoppcc] and abruptig broke apart from their wrcstiing, stoPPing
to listen. She looked at them and faughcd soﬁ:fg.

“You two should work together, not fight. T his is beautifult | ook at what you have created?” She sprcad her
arms wide, gesturing to everything. “|_ook at how the Sun filters through the beautiful green leaves and feel the
good wind, which is refreshing to me after biking. And see how the stark sky and bare trees reflect on the clean
pond. |t's like a mirror! [¢'s peaceful, quiet, and the chill is nippy and makes me feel plagfull [From now on, work
together and please everyone with this! [t doesn’t have to be just one season being better than the other?”

Summer, who was half-doubtful, s’comPcc} his foot at the gir]. '
“Byut what if [Fall doesn’t want to?1” he asked. “What if he doesn't ke my ideas?”

“You have to believe, Summer,” she rePli'ecI‘. “Believe that you know what’s best for us and believe you and [all
are meant to share equal parts in the seasonal cgde. T rust in him and believe that he knows how to incorporate
the rig}'lt parts of fall into summer, and have faith that you can doit togcthcr,” She stared at them with her dark
eyes, making Summer and [ all feel somehow ashamed and immature. Hcrgazc shifted between them, as if she

was waiting for more qucstions. f:an hesitated.

“What if we overcome one another or we don’t know how to combine our seasons? How will we know what our
combinations will look like?” T he girf thougi’zt for a moment, paticntlg accepting thcirqucstions. Her long, dark

has’r was swept oﬁc to t?‘nc sidc as a short brcczc rcachc& hcr.

“[nspirc each other,” she answered. “\)ust take the best Parts of fall that everyone likes and Put that in with the
best parts of summer. T rust me; it will look good no matter what. Magbc using that can insPirc you guys to make
anew t%ing. [e's like Paint, when someone mixes them to make a new color. |_ook for inspiration in gyour seasons.
And when you insPirc each other, you won’t overcome one or another,” [Fall and Summer Jooked at the gir] in

i - .
admiration.

“But what should we do when our combinations turn out bad and nobody likes itz What if there are no gooc'l

parts in it?” Summer asked, wringing his hands.



“Thcn you have to c}‘xange it to the humans’ liking. Your goai togcthcr should be to make dreams come true. you
said gourscw that you make weather for Pcopie to etfjog. ]:u|7ci]1 the wishes omc the Peoplc because thcg Iooic
upon nature for insPiratiorz for bcau’cg. Bcautg is their dream, so give it to them. You have Pfcntg ofitin your

hands and if you combine it, it will look so beautifuli” the girl said, smilfng.

“'Who knew we created so much bcautg out of our quarrel‘ing?” Fa” asl(ccl, ]aughing. “Witl'xou’c the l‘lClP of our

little Friencl, we would have gone on, not knowing angt]ning!”

“Yes. And now we can he]P Pcop|e believe, dream, and insPircjust like you did,” Summer said, bcaming. The giri
grinnecl and nodded. Shc settled into her bike.

“From now on, when gou are just about to wake up and bring fall, we will merge together. We will cooperate until
| am too tired to continue and you are fully awake and powerful,” Summer declared. T hey shook their hands,
agreeing, and struck a pledge to be peaceful and that they would never forget to be peaceful. When they
looked up, the girt was gone. All they could see was her head a tiny dot against the falling gold leaves, nodding
at the scenery and peddling on her one-flat-tire bike as if nothing had happened.

Anc:] that was how the Peacemcul ]ndian Summcrs started.



