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January 25, Tuesday, Heavy Snow

January 25, Tuesday, heavy snow.

At dismissal the snow was falling hard, and the school gate was a white blur. I
thought, it’s over — so much homework tonight, and Dad has to work overtime, so the
snowman is definitely off. I walked home through the snow, rehearsing how to talk Dad

into working a little less.

But when we got home and Dad saw the snow outside the window, his eyes 1lit up
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brighter than mine. He set his laptop on the desk and said, change clothes, let’s go
down. I froze for two seconds before it registered, then nearly jumped for joy. We
geared up completely: hats, gloves, scarves. Dad even dug out the snow boots from his
school days; they crunch—crunch on the snow, and he said the boots are forty years

old and had been waiting just for a heavy snow day.

We split the work: I roll the head, he rolls the body. I packed a ball and pushed
it until it was basketball-sized and I could push no more. I looked back — Dad’ s ball
was already half his height, and he was bent at the waist, pushing with both hands,
inching forward, the snow crying crunch-crunch under his feet. I said, Dad, make it
smaller. He said, too late, it grows the more I roll, look, I can’t stop it. In the
end his ball was too big for both of us to hug, so he used a shovel to pile snow onto
it block by block, building a body taller than me. My little snowball head on top
looked like a tubby kid with a tiny head. Dad thought a moment, added a ring of snow

around the body and slimmed the waist a bit — much better.

The nose was a problem. We ran out of carrots yesterday. Dad threw on his coat
and went downstairs, and ten minutes later came back holding up a carrot like a flag.
He said it was the last one at the supermarket, an old gentleman raced him for it,
and Dad was faster. He stuck it in, stepped back to study it, pulled it out and re-
stuck it at a new angle, and kept going until he was satisfied. For eyes he broke off
two bits of a coal briquette and pressed them on; the mouth was an arc pressed in

with a twig.

Photo time. Dad crouched in the snow and directed me: stand here, hand on its
arm, don’t look at the camera, look at it. I did as told, my hand on the snowman’ s
twig arm. Dad called out again, smile, you re posing with it. Click. Then he took one
of himself next to the snowman giving a thumbs—up, saying this one must be sent to my

grandparents back in his hometown.

Going upstairs, Dad’ s shoes were soaked through, and he stamped at the doorway,
snow grit flying. I asked him, Dad, how are you so good at building snowmen? He wiped
his shoe and thought a moment: I built one every year as a kid — in the courtyard at
your grandpa’ s house, I once built a whole row. He said it in a different tone from

usual, as if talking about someone else, or about something very very long ago.

Now I am writing this diary at the windowsill. Downstairs that snowman stands
under the street lamp, head small, nose long. I suddenly understood one thing: Dad
was not building a snowman to keep me company — he had wanted to build one for ages.
He keeps a child hidden inside himself, tucked away during workdays; when a heavy

snow falls, out it comes.
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