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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.
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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

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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