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She asis me what tene £ 15, my waltch says
i's eight oclock, u litle afer e, Odd, she
rephes, while survesng the honeon from the top of her
hill She thought the sun had just ret  But ['m quite
auze it's Bee past eght, and the sun 12 m the east,
certamly not in the west and | can feel g2 warmth
She says | must be nght (1 amn the one with the
waich), but #t really does feel Bke nunset, doesn't 27
And thdn'f the ron already nee? [ can’t disagree

She asks me why | don't have an umbrells
Dvan't 1 ke that of sheays rams ance the sun sets? [
reply that & 1en't ramng 30 [ don't think 1 need one
Cih bt 1t 15 remeng harder than ever before and 12°s
pushing down on everything  Everything s wet, the
grass is wet, the trees are wel, you are wet, even your
waich 12 wet | ask her whether there 12 0 ranhow
Yes! Yes there ic 2 beaunfid ranbow. Even though
the sun has set (T menton that but she says her
urnbrells iz open) there 5 5 besubfl renbow 1 can’t
gee the rambow. Of course you can't, you should
have brought an unbrella She’s nght, o does feel bloe
"y raseng, but it doesn't feel bke 'm wet Sull |
should have brought an umbrells

—he azks me what my avounts colours
Bhe Ch, ke orange, orange ke the colour of the
sky after sunset, lce 15 now [ look up at the sky,
it's orange from the nimg sun, and ' s & mce colour
| look up af the sky, itz orange from the nzng sun,
and it's a mce colour
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It feels kke a mce colovs. But #'s not her colour
of the seting sun. Snoll, f'T dedn't bice blue, I'd
lice orange. Yes, she savs, you would, but you
doni't, 40 it doemn’ t matter

She asks me what 15 at her feer Weeds,
I say. Mo, they are beachful Sowers.

She agks me what | thnk of thes sprng
Thas 1z fall though, puat look st the colowrs  She
§0 Wihes & were fprmg. the colowrs are $0 much
more aive. But m the fall the colours are old and
fimshed and done, the pantmg 13 complet= She
says I'm gettmg ahead of myzelf that | slopped
aver the bruzh strokes, and the knes, and the
crestion, and that nght now, nght now i 15 speing

She askes me 1f | beheve mber 1 say
that yes, of course 1 do. You're lying, she says
You didn’t even zee the sunset, or feel the ram,
or see my Dowers How can you bebeve m me if
you are bind to thas world? [ tell her | sawa
surmze and [ looked for her rambow and | felt
the warmth of the sun.  That was the wrong sun,
she says as she rntches her umbrella to the
hand far from me, and my musconcephons, and
my les, anvd my watch

The day begms to end 115 five past
eight now. And after the blue of the day we are
bathed m her crange, from the settng sun. And
it feels ke it 15 rammse harder

She aslamef [ love her Yes, 1 do
Oh. And she pushes me off her hll, and 1 roll
down through the weeds  She screams at her
wrecked flowers | scream at my wrecked
watch She tums away, urnbrella protecting her
And | ¢an do nothmg but wat, wat ;i moments

It's dark now. Goodmght love, | yell, and
I tell ber that the Howers are growmng
Coodmght? She tums to me with a smale: but ot's
miormehg and the gy 15 my blue and [ can s2¢ her
flowers. And she runs down her hill to me, takes
my hand, and it begns 1o ran

But the ran doesn’t touch us, under the
orange unbrela




