+=H+/\H, E¥N, F

+=H+H)\H, 2N, &,

AR R -RIFEAR R, T TR A, AR RN, R WE
B, BRI IRE T, WL 5, SRS A

Ml S, BAEIF T 250 Be A SE 28 M, fadc, —MER N R MEEME . JRiE T
Ko MTEECT, % ADELRMANTER, TR EIT R, DIERR, K )R
T, Wl AR, RPURBIERS AR, AT T . BB SLHERIIR ), TARA
KE, TEMEIE T, FRRSGERNAR. S8R EU, ok, R )l. SEEHHE,
TR, WA A KR E . S8 i, BT, XES 7. IDGRT —Mh—x
sk, EENTO0, UEIRAE Bk, NS RAERh R4 5.

ks T 7. WM, ST e R, ks BAE IR N, WAL, Bk
AR ol 7ok, JHBIDETE, Wl EET AR iR 12 PRKT, HTARET
gl gm, BEL A, BEIEAERR. BICHE MRS 8L XAERZ T, X PR
MRS A2 R A 1, WEEBM-BR VM P HE T I, Hie A TE, EAEK.

EEMH T, ERIET NG, AR T AT, R H. S8 ok, W,
TN BRI, FNL R, SEACKER T, KT BT RRKE TR,
EPNIIVIE T U 4w

Py TN T IR B IS, e S Fid, —HTel, —HTFEN, BAaEsET. o+
FREGEH T ARHE T, ZEATI AR .

Wi ERESEHT, FRMPIEILCE T IR HAuER 7, bR EE LR IRE, b
st R . e T AR, A BRI .

December 18, Thursday, Snow

December 18, Thursday, snow.

This morning I pulled open the curtain and cried out. Snow! The yard was dazzling
white, so white that even the sky was bright. I ran to wake Dad. He came out rubbing

his eyes, took one look, and said, good, today we build a snowman.

After breakfast we pushed the door open. The snow in the yard was new and soft,
and my feet sank to the ankle with each step. I squatted down, scooped up a handful
of snow, packed it into a fist—sized ball, set it on the ground, and began to push.
One round of rolling, one new layer of snow; another round, another layer. Soon it
was basketball-sized and heavy to push. I rolled it from one end of the yard to the
other, my hands stinging with cold, my gloves soaked through, my fingers numb as if

they belonged to someone else. Dad took over: my turn now, you rest. He pushed bent
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at the waist, and the ball grew until it was the size of a washbasin. That’ s enough,
he said, this is the body. We rolled a smaller one for the head, and Dad lifted it on

both hands and pressed it on top, then patted snow along the seam to make it firm.

Time to find a nose. I ran inside and pulled open the fridge drawer. A carrot lay
in the vegetable bin, orange-red, quite long. I rinsed it under the tap, dried it
with a towel, ran out, and stuck it in the middle of the snowman’ s face. The carrot
was too long: the nose poked out far, and tilting my head to look, it seemed to be
sniffing the sky. I broke off the tip, pushed it in deeper, and now it was just
right. The eyes were two black pebbles; for the mouth I lined up seven small seeds in

a curved line, and when I finished I looked at it — it was smiling.

Dad took out his phone and had me stand beside the snowman. I raised a V with my
fingers and stood ramrod straight. Dad crouched down and said, shout snowman. I
shouted, Snowman! Click. Dad looked down at the photo and laughed. In the photo my

nose was frozen red, redder than the snowman’ s carrot nose.

I also found two branches for arms and stuck them into the sides, one hand up,
one hand down, as if waving. At noon I wrapped an old scarf around it, my gray one I

no longer wear.

Before bed I ran to the window for one more look. The snowman stood in the middle
of the yard, 1lit by the light from our house, its carrot nose glowing a touch of

orange. I said good night to it, then went to brush my teeth.
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