The New Indian Summer

Oftenwhen itis bcginning to turn into fall, it is summery, hot and crisp and green. The Sun shines with all its
might so that fall can bar‘cig manage to exhale a breath of wind. Wkg? Havc you noticed how everything
becomes beautiful and it seems like Faﬂ and Summer are doing their best to make things merge? How the leaves
cvcntua”9 cl’lange colors, but are still clinging on to the trees? This is because of the quarreiing $easons, Fa”

and Summer, and the gir’ who changed them.

Once upon a time, before anyone knew Indian Summer with its peaceful seasons, there were two
congictfng seasons, Summer and [~all. Summer had been brfght and had brought many successful harvests and
haPPincss to the humans. e was gccling haPPH and Prouci since everyone c"fjofﬂCd his presence. “Sureig, | am
better than [Fall,” he boasted. (Inderneath him, [7all stirred and yawned from his long slumber. Summer grew
frightened. | cannot let him take away my glory,” he said, and began to make the Sun shine even harder and
olaged up his role of summer. Gardens kept on growing, people loved the swimming and picnicking, and still Fal
came. Summer Pushcd him away and ch’c shining, afraid of losing his current glory. One day, when he drew out
the Sun, he gaspcd. Fcopfc bcgan to put out the Pumpkins, fake fall leaves, and aPP]c cidcrjugs; Folding away
the summer clothes and shoes. [7all had been sneaking up on them. “FFallis coming and they're celebrating it?”
Summer fumed. [ e was tingcd green with cnvy,just like his leaves. Still, Fall came, awakcning more and more.
| eaves flew and breezes blew. “]:a” is coming,” a man said. His partner nodded. “|tis colder,” she noted.

Summer grcw_jealous.

“T hey're talking about [Tall?” he thought. “T hey should be talking about mel” [He 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, acorns, apples, and small pumpkins askew. e 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. | Je had come to argue with Summer as usual. Thcg often forget this after hibernation and repeat their

bickering over and over again.

“You! You fool” he said angrilg, ﬂaiiing his arms. “|t's my turn for making a season! W!-xg do you Push me away?
Evcrg time | make the weather coo], you shine the Sun! When the leaves Fa”, thcg’rc green! Fcoplc like fall too,

you know!” Summer folded his arms across his 56“0»\: robe-clad chest, g]aring with his brigh’c blue eyes.

“Fcop|e like me too! | bring warm weather and good croPs!” he said, tilting up his chin. Fall flew into a passion,

riPPing an aPPIc off from his mantle and :Lxurling it at Summer.

“As do |1 Fall cried. Summer usua”g would be surPrisec] at this outburst. Fa” was s.Lsg and sof‘b, like Spring.

Winter bites more and Summcr bcgan to think Fa” was a little like Win’ccr.



“lt's not fairt” Summer retorted haughtilg. “I'm not rcadg to let go yet. | ook, | have the Sun! And don’t you see

how that bog is Pointing at it?” Hejabbcd his Fingcr ata IDOH holding his dog. Fall snorted.

“Thcg have ]ong since gotten over the summer. See that ladg Puti:ing on a_jacicct? | bet she wort do that in

summert”
“Finel” Summer shouted.

“Finel” [Fall screeched. Thcy stompcd away. [ ach c{ag, Summcr made the s|<3 sharpcr and E]ucr, made the
Sun glow like a pale yellow Hower, and made the light barks and brown barks contrast with the beautiful pastel
greenlight leaves. Fall 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, niPPQ b{ceze. e made the animals drowsg with
hibernation and made the birds migrate away silently. T hey fought against each other until [Fall was too strong

and 5ummer was too slccpg.

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, gyou
see, | have done more!!” Summer boasted. Jealousy tinged his voice and his eyes were troubled. [e couldst
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. [Fall stepped back. He laughed sourly.

“You are selfish and stupid! | pity you! You think you're always the best. |snt that right?”
Summer clenched his fists.

“Well, you aren’e?

“| know | am!?” Summer shrieked. 5quca/<y squawk, 5guca,@ scrub. A gir[ on a bike, dressed in a bright Pink
!'vooclg with dark b]ucjcans glanccd around, beaming, ]ooking at all of the sig}ﬂ:s and wonders of nature. [ e bike

bumpcd on one flat tire. Summcr and l:aﬂ watched.
“This is it! She wi"judgc which one of us is better!” whisperecl FFall. Summer drew himself up-

“You poor, sing Pcrson!” he laughcd. “("hildren love summer more! Theg a]ways like the summer,” [He
s’craigl-xtcnc& his tilted crown. |t was decorated with green leaves, lowers, berries, summer crops, and twisted,
green, w[ﬁfPPH branches. Thc Bn’g!’xt summer feathers of birds Pcrc}xedjauntilg out of it, bent crookcdig. f:a”
wa%ccl a Fingcr at him.



“You..you fooltt” he sputtered. “Youre justa jeaious foolt You have an ego bigger than the Sun?” 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 ['ve alwags dreamed mc,” she said s smiling to herself. “]t’s not too ]101:, not too co|c(, and
Pchcct and beauﬁ{:u!,” The c]uarrc”ing seasons stoPPcd and abruptly broke aPart from their wrcstiing, stoPPing
to listen. She looked at them and laughed softly.

“You two should work together, not fight. T his is beautifull | ook at what you have created!?” She spread 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 ha!ﬁdou'btf:u], 5tomPcc} his f:oot at the gir]. ’
“Byut what if [Tall doesn’t want to?7” he asked. “\What if he doesn’t fike my ideas?”

“You have to believe, Summer,” she reP]icc!. “Be]icve that you know what’s best for us and believe you and [all
are meant to share equa| parts in the seasonal cgcic. T rust in him and believe that he knows how to incorporatc
the right parts of fall into summer, and have faith that you can do it togct!ncr,” She stared at them with her dark
eyes, making Summer and [7all feel somehow ashamed and immature. Hcrgazc shifted between them, as if she

was waiting for more qucstions. Fa” 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 gir] t}wougbt for a moment, pa{:icntly accepting thcir’questions. Her long, dark

hair was swept off to the side as a short breeze reached her.

“Inspirc cach oti')cr,” she answered. « Just 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 inspire you guys to make
anew thing. Jt's like Pafnt, when someone mixes them to make a new color. |_ook for insPiration in gour seasons.
And when you inspirc each other, you wor’t overcome one or another,” [Tall and Summer Jooked at the gir] in

admiration.

“But what should we do when our combinations turn out bad and nobody likes it? What if there are no gooc}

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



“Then you have to c[’mangc it to the humans’ liking. Your goal togcthcr should be to make dreams come true. you
said 9ourseH: that you make weather for Pcop‘c to crjog. Fu]?in the wishes of the Pcoplc because thcg look
upon nature for inspiration for bcautg. Bcautg is their dream, so give it to them. You have Plcntg ofitin your

hands and if:gou combine it, it will look so beautiful®” the gir‘ said, smiiing.

“Who knew we created so much beautg out of our quarrc”ing’?” Fa” askccl, iaughing. “Without the helP of our

little friend, we would have gone on, not knowing angtlning!”

“Yes. And now we can hclp People believe, dream, and insPircjust like you did,” Summer said, :‘)caming. The giri
grinnec] and nodded. She settled into her bike.

“From now on, when you 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. They 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 girl was gone. All thcg 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.

And that was how the Peaccgul Indian Summcrs started.
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