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				SUMMER IN AIR

	I considered myself to be like my brother, a man of fog. I grew up in Berkeley, and it was always convenient for me to tell myself that I loved the frequently overcast sky. During the occasional heat wave, I became dehydrated quickly and developed headaches that lingered until next I slept. I did not welcome the sun or its heat. For fourteen years, I thought that rain and fog were ideal and that nothing could suit me better than their everlasting presence.
	In early 2005, the beauty of a TV show that changed the way I look at the world, AIR, laid my mind in shambles. On the surface, AIR is a cheesy romance story filled with whimsicalities, conveniences, and impossibilities. Underneath lurks a setting rich in atmospheric appeal. Set in rural Japan in the middle of a scorching summer, the action takes place amidst the crying of cicadas. The season presents itself through symbols. Watermelon breaking. Nagashi soumen. Coupling droning string instruments with simplistic piano melodies, the soundtrack animates the sunlight, birds, and trees. AIR caused me to set aside my qualms with sun and heat. I found myself contemplating the existence portrayed by AIR. A stroll under a merciless sun through some vibrant field of tall grass suddenly appealed to me. Rather than think on the cold winds and dense fog that I thought I loved, I turned my thoughts to a place where I could soak in the sun's warmth and listen to nearby water.
	The opportunity came later that year in July. My father decided to go to Lake Tahoe for a weekend of relaxation. Although we would stay in a casino in Stateline, the Nevada side of South Lake Tahoe, I anticipated the trip due to the promise of warmth. As we approached the lake, we passed scenic aggregations of Bishop Tuff and forested creeks. I turned to the sky and saw a blue that never hangs over my home. Clouds littered the otherwise pure azure expanse, clouds blindingly white in comparison to those that dot the Bay Area sky. I realized something as our car sped down the road towards Stateline. The summer sky, the main stronghold of AIR's beauty, is not fictional.
I spent the rest of the day on the nearby Nevada Beach, gradually coming to the realization that Lake Tahoe is my heaven on earth. The gentle tunes of AIR in my mind and the soft splash of the lake's waters in my ear, I lay upon the sand, gazing up at the pines and the blue backdrop behind them. I revisited that beach three days in a row. Every day I basked in the sun that had previously meant nothing but headache to me. A beauty I had previously thought only to exist in fiction was real. It was tangible. I was touching it. As I watched the sunlight dance on the surface of Tahoe's deep blue waters, I understood that. On the road home, I bemoaned what seemed a premature end to the highlight of my life. 
	This year, I returned to that same beach. Four more times, I lived long days of sunlight filtering through pine tree, chipmunk running from brush to brush upon hot sand, and soft breeze catching hair and sleeve. Four more times, I watched as boats zipped past on the sparkling waters. Four more times, I collapsed happily onto my bed in the evening, exhausted with joy. This time, I truly immersed myself in the experience. I paid more attention to every detail, every technicolor meadow we drove by, every tiny bird we witnessed darting from one tree to another, every glimmer of sunlight on the water we admired, every smooth white stone we passed, every green-gray bush we stepped over, every trail fork we didn't take, every cloud in the sky we walked beneath. I was in love with the colors. Despite the fact that I dislike casinos, I find them harmless in Stateline, in this place surrounded by things I love. In this place, surrounded by lush greenery, blue waters, bluer sky, and purple meadows, I feel untouchable by any of the woes of the world, save, perhaps, for time.
	One of those whimsicalities of AIR is its interpretation of time. Set in the "1000th Summer" in an ever-repeating cycle, it completely ignores the fact that any other seasons exist. I cannot. The beauty I am in love with is not simply Lake Tahoe. The beauty is Lake Tahoe under summer skies. While AIR's summertime beauty is permanent and always on hand, the white clouds I saw, the shining water I was dazzled by, and the warmth I absorbed were all temporary. In the wintertime, it snows at Lake Tahoe. The beauty of summer is fleeting. It repeats every year, but we can never capture the same moment twice. We can't live in a place of eternal sunshine, wave, and breeze, just as we can't live in eternal daylight.

