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Days of rain
on chestnuts

By Th_omcjs M. Ciesla
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~ The rains of my

For a brief moment the light-
scattering orbs allowed me to
appreciate their translucent
perfection. Then, as the storm
rumbled into the distance, I was

spent and hurried inside. I had
~ seen too much of rain’s power

and beauty fo bear any more.
Viewing the world through a
father’s eyes over the years, I've

~ come fo pay more attention to

the gentle, slow, soaking rains
of Southeast Texas. They were

always there. I simply hadn’t
been ready to appreciate them.
. They are like the rains of my

boyhood, forgoing the theatncs

'-ofhghtnmgand

squinting through the rain-
drops, I heave the rock upward
as hard as I can fo knock down
a fat cluster of chestnut pods
from my neighbor’s tree. As the
swollen, prickly pods fall to the
ground, they burst open, releas-
ing maroon chestnuts that
stand out vividly against the wet

grass. With the rain soak-
mg the back of my neck, I gather
up about 30 chestnuts and run
back home before mean o' Mr.
Miller comes out to chase me
away. How could I resist? Every

- boy knows that rainy days are
f‘.he best tlme to go chestnut

_ hunting. Butit’s
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 chestnuts that I

past are now Vnewmg ’rhe WOFld want, it’s their
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lingering as a

companmn_-.
while I read on

~ the back pereh or sit qmeﬂy to
- watch the local menagerie of

animals root around, eblivious
to the weather surrounding
them. Pulling on a jacket, I step

into the drizzle. The neighbor-

hood is oddly still, and the sound

: and smell of the rain take me
- back to nvchﬂdhood I remem-
ber the pure joy of playing in the

ram,andlﬁndmyse!fasalt}

~_year-old boy again. I hear my
- mother shout, “You’ll catch your
~ death in that cold rain.” I stretch
-:outmyarms. IIcveﬂusram 1

loved that rain. .

_In my mind, I smell the aroma

of homemade peanut butter
cookies coming from Mrs. Berg-
er’s kitchen window next door.
Pm sure I can talk her out of a
i(';!w of them. Somehow I always
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But first 1 have something
else to do. Spetting the perfect

" rock, Irun across the street and,

_ chestnuts were

my face as I feel a tug on my
jacket. I's my 10-year-old son,

‘Hesbored.ltellhxmtogeta-

jacket. We're going to the park.
1 want him fo see the world

through the rain’s eyes and ap-

_preciate it as I have over the
years. I want the rain to be his

friend, too. Besides, there’s a

corner store on the way, and I

have a sudden craving for pea-

nut butter cookies, and the pe-

can tree in front of oI’ man Wen-
dler’s house shotuld be ripe for

-~ harvesting. We just need the -

perfect rock.
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years; that’s how much time has
passed since the days of rain on -
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