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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
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,
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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withdrawn, leaving only the sound of snow on the umbrella canopy, extremely soft,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. [ 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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