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It Snowed in Our Courtyard

In the morning I was woken by the light. The light through the gap of the curtain
was dazzlingly white, different from usual. I got up and rushed to the window, pulled
it open, and could not help crying out — snow. It had snowed the whole night, and the

courtyard had become a clean sheet of white paper.

Our courtyard is not pure white. The roof tiles are blue—gray, and the snow on
them mixes gray and white layer by layer, as if someone had brushed a base coat over
the roof. The jujube tree by the wall has lost all its leaves, and snow rests on its
branches; the thin twigs bend down under the weight, and the tree looks as if it grew
a size fatter overnight. Mom’ s red jacket on the clothesline is the brightest point
in the yard. Flakes land on the red cloth and sit there, one by one, as if afraid to
melt. I stared at the jacket for a long time. The color of red and white, you could

never match them on an ordinary day.
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Snow has sounds. A sheet of tin lies over the shed roof, and snow falling on it
rustles, dense and light, like someone feeding silkworms in the yard. A lump of snow
on the jujube tree can no longer hold, and plops down onto the snow with a dull, soft
sound. Dad went out to sweep, and the bamboo broom scraped the concrete, sha — sha. 1
stepped onto the freshly piled snow and my feet went crunch, crunch. I stood at the
doorway and listened for ages. So snow has so many sounds — how had I never heard

them before.

I reached out to catch snow. The flakes landed on my palm, a tiny point of cold,
and before I could see what they looked like they melted into a drop of water. I held
my hand out beyond the eaves, and after a while a thin layer of snow gathered on my
palm, cold enough to sting, and I quickly shut my fingers and drew my hand back
inside. The cuff of my glove got a ring of wet. Then I packed a snowball; as I
squeezed, the snow creaked between my fingers, and the tighter I squeezed the colder
it got, until my fingertips ached, so I threw it. The snowball landed on the white
paper of the yard and dented a shallow pit. I ran into the kitchen to show Mom my
frozen red nose. She tucked my hands into the pocket of her apron and said, playing
in the snow again. The apron pocket was warm, and the cold slowly drained out of my

fingertips, which then began to tingle — and tingling, too, tasted of snow.

After breakfast Dad had swept a path through the yard, and the snow was piled
along the wall into a low white fence. I did something I had long wanted to do — I
pressed my hand into the smooth snow at the wall and left a handprint. Five fingers,
perfectly clear, the snow cool against my palm. In the afternoon I went to look
again. The edges of the print had been blurred a little by fresh snow, but it was
still there. This snow in our courtyard, I had seen it with my eyes, heard it with my
ears, and touched it with my hand. When I write about the yard in my notebook, I know

which things to write down.

www. vv99. net



