Petrichor
“Why don’t you go outside and get some fresh air?” Mom asks. “It’s really nice out there, and I
don’t want you sitting at your computer all day.”
“All right, I can run up to the library and go check out some books - I’m running out of them
anyway,” I respond. I know what’s coming next, though.
“You know I meant riding your bike and stuff like that, not just walking two blocks and going
inside another building.”
“Fine…”
I grab my sketchbook, some drawing materials, and my jacket and head out the door. I figure that
I can just sit in the forest in our backyard and work on my drawings. If I have to go outside, I might as
well do something productive.

It’s surprisingly peaceful inside the forest. The birds chirp as I sit down on a log and start
drawing.
I don’t know how much time has passed since I went outside when I feel a drop of wetness on
the back of my hand. I look up from my sketchbook and see that the sky is now a grayish color. Another
drop of water lands on my forehead, and I realize it’s beginning to rain.
My first instinct is to get back inside before the downpour starts, but for some unknown reason,
I don’t move from the log. Instead, I zip my sketchbook inside my jacket to protect it from the rain and
lean my head back against a neighboring tree.

The forest has gone silent except for the steady drizzling of rain. A light breeze rustles the leaves
of the maple trees around me.
Then the volume of rain increases. The tree provides me a reasonable amount of shelter from
getting soaked, but a few raindrops land on me anyway. A chipmunk runs across the ground into a bush,
also for rain protection.
Then, as suddenly as it started, the rain abruptly comes to a stop. The sun peeks out through the
clouds, and beams of light filter through the canopy of leaves. The birds resume their cheerful chirping,
and everything seems almost greener and more vibrant.
I sit there for a while, taking it all in. This, I guess, is what people mean when they mention the
“beauty of nature.”
The sun is beginning to sink closer to the horizon — it’s getting late. I walk over the still-moist
ground towards my house.
Mom greets me at the door. “How was it?” she asks.
“It was okay, I guess,” I mumble, trying to hide the small smile that forms on my face.
I walk up the stairs into my room and push open the window. The rich smell of petrichor fills the
air.

