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Confessions of a Snowman

I was born this morning during the first break after first period, at the
southeast corner of the playground. You may not believe it, but my birth was not a
single moment — it was rolled out bit by bit. Two children in blue uniforms packed a
handful of snow into a ball, and the ball grew bigger as they rolled it, until at
last four of them had to push it along. They stacked me up, three layers, and the top
layer went crooked, so a girl reached out and straightened me. That is how I came

into this world.

My look was decided by negotiation. My eyes are two carrots borrowed from the
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duty student’ s vegetable basket; my nose was later changed to a pebble; my hat is an
old red tin bucket, banged onto my head, its rim pressing my forehead. One boy
unwound his own scarf and wound it around my neck — gray—blue, still holding the
warmth of his body. They named me Big White. I stand at the edge of the playground
and see a whole white world: the flagpole is white, the tops of the basketball rims
are white, the windowsills of the teaching building carry a row of white trim, and
only the children’ s coats on the playground are red and yellow and blue, moving in

blobs through the white. These are all the colors I have ever seen.

My ears are good too. I heard the break bell explode, and then the whole
playground roared to life. I heard snow crunching under shoe soles, heard snowballs
thumping into padded coats, heard someone shout, aim left of Big White, don’t hit the
head. One child packed his snowball too tight and it banged into my shoulder,
knocking a piece off my left side, and they scrambled to patch me with fresh snow.
The new snow is a different white from the old, a rawer white. I heard a girl laugh
and say, Big White is wearing a patch today. I stood there unable to move, but inside

I was proud.

I also know what cold tastes like — because I myself am cold. But warm things
come near me. When the children built me, the heat of their palms came through the
snow in small clouds; the boy who gave me the scarf patted my body as he left, his
palm flat on my chest, and that spot melted first. And at noon, when the sun came
out, water began running down my body, drop by drop back to the ground. I knew I was
shrinking. I am not afraid. The spot on my chest that he patted melts fastest, and 1

think that is because warm spots melt first, fear or no fear.

In the afternoon school let out and the playground emptied. The setting sun
stretched the shadows long; my shadow was long too, lying slantwise across the snow,
and the snow under the shadow melts slowly and can stand a while longer. The last
batch of children ran past and shouted at me from far off, Big White, see you
tomorrow. I know there is no tomorrow for me. When the sun rises I will collapse, and
tomorrow s me on the playground will probably be just a small heap of unrecognizable
snow. But I am not sad at all. I lived one day: I saw a playground full of red and
yvellow and blue, heard a whole break—-time of noise, wore a scarf that held warmth,
took one solid snowball hit. My life is short, but everything inside one snowfall, 1
remember it all. Tomorrow they will roll out a new snowman, and that new fellow has

never been hit, never worn a scarf, remembers nothing. I will remember for him.
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