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The The Soaked Mitten

On the balcony hangs a single mitten, blue, with a ring of white marks at the
cuff that no washing can remove. Mum scrubbed it three times and gave up, saying the
mitten was finished. I stared at that white ring. I could not smell any snow, yet

everything from that day came back.

That morning had actually started like any other, except I woke up early. The
light leaking through the gap in the curtains was white, unreasonably white, making
the world outside the quilt look like another planet. I pushed the window open. The
cold air stung my lungs, and everywhere was snow: the cars downstairs had all turned
into cream cakes, the edges of the flower beds had vanished, and even the trash bin,

usually the most noticeable thing in the yard, had shrunk by half under a round cap.
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I stood frozen for a few seconds before remembering to shout, It snowed! My shout
made the man walking his dog below turn around, and the dog barked at me twice,

probably annoyed at the noise.

On the way to school the snow was still falling, rustling on the umbrella like
someone flipping through a very thick book overhead. Passing the alley mouth, the
smell of roasted chestnuts with sugar drifted through the cold air. The vendor stood
by his wok in his apron, shoveling chestnuts, the iron spatula scraping the bottom,
clatter, clatter, the syrup on the shells steaming in the snow. I walked on clutching
a hot chestnut. The chestnut burned one hand, the snow chilled the other, so I kept
passing it from left to right. The early sanitation workers had swept a path through
the snow, and the broom marks lay one over another like a musical staff. I hopped

along those marks all the way to the school gate, humming a tuneless song.

The real show began at the break. The playground had become a snowfield, and
nobody could resist. The big boy in our class stood there like a fortress, and we hid
behind him making snowballs, one after another flying toward the next class’ s side.
Halfway through, a snowball hit my mitten and soaked it. Meltwater crept in along my
fingers, so I flung the mitten off and fought bare—handed. My hands were ice, my
heart was boiling. Running made my ears roar; wind-driven snow stung my face like
tiny knives, yet nobody felt any pain. One snowball whizzed past my ear and exploded
into a white flower on the snow pile behind me. My return shot was slapped out of
midair by the class monitor, and the shattered snow sprayed all over his face. He
wiped his face and laughed louder than anyone. Finally the PE teacher blew his
whistle to stop us. We trudged back with sweaty hands, palms steaming white in the
cold air like little trains running on our palms. I kept that soaked mitten clenched
in my hand the whole way, damp and cold against my palm, but I could not bear to

throw it away.

Now the mitten hangs on the balcony, that white ring at its cuff left by melted
snow. The sun beats on it, fading the blue cloth pale. I reach up and take it down.
The fabric is stiff, almost brittle. When I bring it close, there is no smell of
snow, only laundry detergent. But I know the chestnut smell, the dog barking, the
broken snow on the class monitor’ s face, and all the laughter across the playground

are still on this mitten, and no washing can get them out.
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