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The Snow in Grandpa’s Village

During winter vacation Xiaoman went back to the countryside with her parents, and
the night they arrived a heavy snow began to fall. Before she got up the next
morning, Grandpa was already standing in the yard. Wearing his old padded coat, hands
behind his back, he walked slowly around the yard once, looked up at the sky and down

at the ground, and said, good snow, a soaking one.

The snow in the village was not like the snow in the city. In the city snow falls
on asphalt and is pressed into gray-black mud by wheels; here it falls on the wheat
fields, on the roofs, on the river, all of it clean white. The wheat fields lay in
whole blocks of white, flat and smooth, with only the ridges of a few rows of wheat
showing through, pale green streaks under the white. The poplars behind the village
were all white, branches jutting out, as if they had bloomed all night. On the roofs

the white and the white at the wall bases were separated by a dark gutter line,
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colors layer upon layer, drawn by nobody yet neater than a painting. Xiaoman stood at

the doorway and felt the whole village looked freshly washed, freshly laid out.

The sounds were different too. City snow falls silently; here snow patters onto
the haystacks and taps onto the well platform. Grandpa led Xiaoman toward the fields,
the snow at ankle height, each step down a crunch, each step up another. The family s
yellow dog shot out first, all four legs paddling wildly in the snow, rolling twice,
and when it stood up its whiskers were hung with snow, and it wagged its tail at
them. Someone far off was sweeping the yard, the broom scraping the earth, shala,
shala, the sound carrying far. The village was quiet, quiet enough to hear a lump of

snow slide off a tree and plop onto someone’ s head.

Grandpa stepped down at the field’ s edge and crouched, pushing aside a layer of
snow. The soil underneath was damp and moist, the wheat seedlings pressed flat to the
ground, green and sturdy. He grabbed a handful of snow and squeezed it in his hand,
the snow oozing out between his fingers, cold rising up his fingers. He brushed the
snow off his hand and said, snow is a quilt; the wheat sleeps warm, and next year
will surely be a good harvest. Xiaoman grabbed a handful too, and her palm went cold

through at once; she shook her hands fast, and Grandpa laughed at her.

On the way back the sun came out, and the snow began to drip, drop by drop from
the eaves, pitting the snow below with little holes. Chunks of snow fell from the
eaves and burst into white mist. Xiaoman s hands were still cold, her fingertips red,
but her heart was warm. That evening she phoned her classmate and said the village
snow lies on top of the wheat, and described the way Grandpa had squeezed the snow.
She said a great deal, and at the end said only one line: next year s wheat will

surely be good.
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