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The Snow Falls Without Sound

When the evening study bell rang, the classroom emptied little by little. 1
closed my mistake notebook and only then noticed it was snowing outside. The corridor
light bleached the doorway, and the flakes drifted out at a slant, turned around
halfway, as if hesitating about landing. I stood a while at the stairwell entrance,
then still pulled the umbrella from my bag’ s side pocket, opened it, and walked out

into the snow.

I had walked this road most of a school year and never found it long in daylight.
Tonight was different. The street lamps stood on in ones and twos, their orange cones

of light planted in the snow. Every flake entering a cone was lit through; you could
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see it spin and fall, and once it reached the cone’s edge it dimmed back into an
ordinary flake. I paused under one lamp and looked up. The snow came down from very,
very high, flashing once as it passed through the light, like walking along while
blinking. The whole street was quiet. The daytime traffic and the shop music had
withdrawn, leaving only the sound of snow on the umbrella canopy, extremely soft,

like someone turning pages far away.

I walked on. The snow underfoot had not been trodden, soft and loose; each step
made a crunch, and the next step another. I tried to set a rhythm, one step one
sound, keeping time for this night road. Then I deliberately left the footprints and
stepped into untouched snow, which swallowed my shoes, cold seeping through my socks.
I looked back. A trail of footprints ran from the building entrance all the way to
the lamp, and ahead, fresh snow was already falling into them, smoothing their edges
bit by bit. The frustration over my failed test, which had sat heavy on my chest,
suddenly did not feel so heavy as I watched the snow cover the prints inch by inch.
So this is what snow does: it covers things for people, footprints, and the events of

the day.

At the middle of the street, apartment buildings glowed in the distance. The
whole block lay dark in the night, its windows 1it square by square, some yellow,
some white, some with curtains drawn, light leaking through the gap into a thin line.
I knew one of those squares was my home, the lamp Mum left on. Thinking of that
square, my steps quickened. The snow kept falling on my shoulders, on the rim of the
umbrella, without a sound. But my shoes crunching through the snow did have a sound.
The snow falls silent, footsteps speak, and walking a night road alone suddenly did

not feel lonely anymore.

The lobby downstairs was lit. I folded the umbrella, stamped the snow off my
shoes, and stepped into the elevator leaving white prints one by one. The figure in
the elevator mirror had unmelted snow grains on its eyebrows. I smiled at myself.
Outside the elevator, light showed through the crack of my door, and Mum' s voice came
from the kitchen asking if I was cold, telling me dinner was warming on the stove.
While changing my shoes I glanced back at the window. The snow was still falling,
quiet and steady. This night’s road, I had walked it alone, and I had walked it well.
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The Snowy Night I Took the Long Way Home

That night I left without an umbrella and in a bad mood. At the dinner table we
had quarreled over my phone, and I threw out a line about going for a walk and
slammed into the stairwell. Halfway down in the elevator I came back up to grab the
umbrella — no matter whose temper I was throwing, [ could not pick a fight with the

weather. The door closed again, much more softly this time.

It was the kind of heavy snow that starts late at night, and few people were out
yet, so the snow lay unspoiled. I deliberately took the long way, walking toward the
river embankment, twenty minutes extra. The first stretch had nothing to see, street
lamps sparse, snow—-shadows patchy black and white on the ground. At the second
crossing the snow suddenly thickened, and the lamps lit it gold, each flake falling
slowly, slowly enough to watch it spin downward. I stopped under a lamp and watched
for a while. In daytime there is never time to look at snow like this. So this is

what snow actually looks like: not white dots, but thin flakes with edges and
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corners, flashing when they enter the light, hiding when they fall into shadow.

Walking on, my shoes began to speak. Crunch, crunch. This road had been packed
flat by the sanitation truck in daytime and freshly blanketed at night, so the sound
underfoot was crisp and firm. Walk fast and the crunching hurried; slow down and it
slowed with me. For a stretch I took big strides, two dips per step, and the sound
turned into thud, thud, like drumming on a cloth—-covered drum. No people, no cars,
only that sound following me, front and back. I suddenly realized the anger had
drained away somewhere along the way. Anger, stuffed full at the dinner table, gets

trampled to pieces by a roadful of crunching snow.

The wind was strong on the embankment, so I pulled my hood on. Across the river
lay the city, its lights joined into one field, tall and low, dense and sparse, red
shop signs, white windows, yellow street lamps, all fringed with haze through the
snow curtain. [ counted them one by one until I reached a block of old six—story
buildings: the seventh from the east, the second window from the west on the third
floor, 1lit with the yellow glow of an ordinary household bulb. I stared at that
window for a long time. At this hour, under that lamp either Mum was sitting, or she
kept checking the pots again and again. She had not come after me, had not called.
She had only left the light on. Snow gathered on my shoulders and eyebrows, and I
stood on the embankment, separated by a frozen river from that single square of

yellow light across the way, my throat tightening.

The way home needed no detour now. I turned around and walked back, steps faster
than on the way out. The snow still crunched underfoot, but the sound pleased my ears
now. Downstairs the building door stood ajar, its lobby light left on for me.
Upstairs, the key was under the doormat — Mother never let anyone ring our doorbell.
I opened the door. The yellow light in the living room was still on; the dishes in
the pot were covered with plates, the soup on the stove still warm. Mother came out
of her room, glanced at me, and said only: the melted snow on your shoes will make a
mess, wipe them quickly. I squatted down to wipe my shoes, and as I wiped, I laughed.
Outside the window the snow kept falling onto the sill, without a single sound.

SRR R e

SHAE B O b5 R AT N, SRS B2 T TPk, B ESRE R, A B
H—BF R Ty, TE N EAAEWINEL . BIELAAE, WRETTH— HHERe A, JIEDL
B, OB S 2T i E B ARG AL DU, ARSI A b

X A B RE IR ORI 2E — o SRR, [RIE BN, MK B 1. 725Uk

www. vv99. net



3y, AP IR IR AR BEE P 5K XA, ARREANEE AR EEE — IR BRI A >
Ko BHBWRE, AOHETTRIRR T — f——FEUE P A T, e AGER N R,
WA 2 BB R A

FomBI AR k. MUEBDCHERL, REBRR/ESE: A f, ITERE FE, W%
IR SE, BITOUME AN T o M ke, WAL T8, WIS NS
A—FE, e, BREXIXREAR, BRI R AR Nl T LR, RRTERDE.

BN T, R &, AN AOE, BRE BB . AR ORI
M SR E L, g Udih, RIS RO MR, EaE, Mk —RUAREL A D ATIX
FERgm P, —o U, — L. Abf4E, At s, BAEE Pk, BRESL NP
AR, — A NERBRIX RS, AR an i, BT A HRE

B MABIA o AL IRAENIIT Ko, 1%, BINE, ARE AL . ik
HZ MR, Sk, U=, s B e WU B (R0 ORI AT I XA el BT I3l
WA WHRAK SRR, &N FE. AET RS —UOE SR A, BN T,
AT AL EARCAE T BRI =R, HRAENRE, RizE LK T .

DUAEA ol A B 1T, A B AMIS R IED — mUS e T . IR, BRSO, fhisfiek b
%, MEIOEIOE i . ABIEHUG RO L m, RS R, XA, i E UL AR T .

The Trail of Footprints in the Snowy Night

When he stood at his bedroom window, the snow outside had been falling for two
hours. The glass was fogged with his breath. He wiped a clear patch with his sleeve
and looked down at the road he had just walked. The footprints were still there,
running from the building entrance all the way to the far street corner, and fresh
snow was already filling their edges. He remembered that half an hour earlier he had

still found this road strange.

It was his first week after transferring to this city. The school was new, the
classmates were new, even the road home was new. In the old city he could walk home
with half-closed eyes; on this new road he had to read the signs at every crossing
That evening, leaving the school gate after evening study and seeing the snow, he
actually felt a little relieved. With snow falling, every road looked new, and

everyone walked carefully, so nobody would notice that he was new.

The first street lamp rose ahead. He walked into its cone of light, and the
falling snow became visible: flake by flake, turning as they came down, their edges
bright inside the light, vanishing once they left it. He had moved twice and seen
snowy nights in two cities, yet the snow under this lamp felt different. It fell

slowly, as if it too were unfamiliar with this street and was taking its time finding
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its way. He stood under the lamp a few seconds, then walked on.

The snow underfoot was new, and every step made a crunch. He walked alone, and
the crunching went with him all the way. In the old city he used to walk home with a
classmate, talking as they went, and the sound underfoot was drowned out. Walking
alone, he noticed for the first time that his own steps had this sound, now light,
now heavy. When he stopped, the sound stopped, and the whole street went quiet, as if
the snow were waiting for his next step. Being alone on a night road, he thought, is

not so frightening after all — at least this sound keeps him company.

At the street corner he raised his head. In the distance the lights of apartment
buildings were on, square after square, yellow and white, some with a moving shadow
inside. He picked out his building, the ninth one, fifth floor, the window lit by the
light his mother left on. The old city had had such a window, and the new city had
one too. The window light was the same; the road under the window was different. He
had crossed this new road for the first time on a snowy night. The footprints would
be filled in by snow, but he had memorized the lamps: three to the crossing, two more

to the pharmacy, and then home in sight.

Now he stands at the window, watching the footprints outside smooth away under
the snow. Tomorrow, stepping out, the road will be new again, and he will walk it
again, crunch by crunch. He pressed his forehead to the glass. It was cold, and

comfortable. This road, he told himself, he can walk now.
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