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Summer

By Zhu Ziqing

The summer breeze is like a mischievous child, charging
headlong through the streets and alleyways. One moment it slips
beneath a girl’ s skirt hem, rousing a tinkling of silvery laughter:
later it flutters towards an old man’ s beard, setting the grizzled
whiskers quivering in amusement. The breeze carries a gush of warmth,
as though it just escaped from a steamer basket, its treacly breath
clings on the skin, yet suffusing the body with a vague awareness of

its vitality.

We find a refreshing retreat from the summer heat at the lotus
pond in the park. The lotus leaves crowd together, like vast emerald
discs, or a troupe of green—robed fairies dancing lightly in the
water. The heads of the flowers rise from between the green discs,
some only unfurling two or three petals, like a meek damsel shadowing
half her face; some blossoming fully, their pale gold seedpods
protruding like dainty wine cups filled with the ambrosia of summer;
still others are tight buds, swollen almost to breaking point, like a
circle of rockets ready to launch. Dragonflies flit across the pond
like miniature airplanes, swooping and circling and occasionally
skimming the surface of the water, sending out delicate rings of

ripples that add a lively touch to the pond’ s tranquility.

The swimming centre, by contrast, is boisterous with people
frolicking in the water like dumplings in a boiling pot. Children

swim to and fro in the pool like a shoal of fish, splashing up sprays



of white foam. One moment they float on their backs, then quickly
switch into breaststroke and freestyle, wholly absorbed in their
delight. Adult swimmers are no less spirited, some stretch and warm
up by the edge of the pool before plunging in with a loud splash,
reveling in the water’ s cool embrace; others glide unhurriedly
through the shallows, as if strolling underwater, their faces relaxed
and serene. Clear water shimmers under the sun, the ripples dancing
in light like flecks of silver scales, or like a vast mirror that

reflects the radiant faces of the people within.

As the night approaches, the fair is a dazzling sight to see.
The streets are lined with various food stalls, the scent of lamb
skewers, grilled chicken wings and squid drift through the air,
teasing the taste buds of passersby. Vendors flip their skewers with
practiced ease, while calling out with ringing voices: “Fresh off
the grill! Fragrant and juicy, miss them and you’ 11 regret
it!” Their cries reverberate through the bustling fair, sending in
wave after wave of customers. Beyond the food stalls are booths
selling trinkets and curios: multicolored balloons sway in the night
breeze like a rush of glimmering spirits, while glittering ornaments
toss light between their surfaces, flashing streaks of shimmers into
the customers’ eyes. People wander leisurely through the market place,
hands laden with treats, faces alight with contentment, savoring a

summer night alive with the heat, noise, and pulse of everyday life.



