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“Grandfather” said, Ravi, “whab is the wind, like iy India?” “What is the rairy like'?” asked, Rami, as they sheltered under the
trees.

Like o wild horse, she stamps and, snorts.  She snatiches “The monsoorv rair is like a curtainy silaer like bangles o your

childrerv's kites and storms away with, them, beyond the hills wrish It cascades like o waterfalls fromy the sky, making many,

“Sometimes the wind is @ gentle one.  Ther she pibs pats all

surv and rairy meel; they make o rainbow, stretching oaer the







