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Three Snow Days: the 11th, 12th, 13th

The 11th, Thursday, first snow turning heavy.

Before bed I was reciting English words at the window, and halfway through I saw
snow drifting outside. At first only scattered flakes, spinning in the light
downstairs; [ stared for five minutes and counted nineteen. A few landed on the

windowsill without melting, and I leaned close: tiny six—cornered things, thin as
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paper. I rushed to call Dad, who came with his mug and said, stop shouting, the whole

family heard — yet he still pressed his face to the glass and stared for ages.

At half past eleven at night I got up for the bathroom, glanced out the living
room window on my way past, and with that one glance I was stuck standing at the
window. The snow had grown heavy. The lamp’s cone of light was full of snow, so thick
I could not see what was behind the lamp. The whole compound was utterly quiet; snow
settled on the air-conditioner units, on the car roofs, on the exercise equipment
downstairs, covering layer after layer without a sound. I stood in the living room
until twelve twenty, and Mom came to drag me away: don’ t you have school tomorrow?
Getting into bed I thought, tomorrow morning I must be the first to look out the

window.

At six thirty in the morning I woke before the alarm. The snow had stopped.
Outside was so white I could not look straight; I squinted: the open ground of the
compound had become one whole white cake, smooth with not a wrinkle. The lamp post
stood stiff in the white, with a darker ring at its base thrown by its own shadow in
the snow. The sky was faintly light, the distant buildings blurred soft by the snow—
haze. I lay on the window counting the cars downstairs; the snow on their roofs had

padded every car an inch thicker.
The 12th, Friday, clearing after snow.

It is not falling today, but the snow is still moving. When the sun came out the
eaves began to drip, tap, tap, tap, and a row of icicles hung along the eaves edge,
uneven in length, the thickest one as big as Dad’ s flashlight. Drops gathered into a
bulging bead at the icicle’s tip, fell, and plopped into the snow pit below. The row
of cars downstairs had their roof snow sag to half its depth under the sun. Along the
flower bed the snow began to give back what was under it: first the black of the iron
railing, then the yellow of dead leaves. The world was handing back, one by one,

everything it had hidden for a night.
The 13th, Saturday, snow all melted.

In the evening I went downstairs to dump the trash and deliberately avoided the
concrete path, taking the strip by the flower bed where snow still remained. My shoes
went crunch, the same sound as yesterday, but the snow was loose and dirty now, mixed
with fine black grit. At the building entrance the last patch of snow lay in the
shady corner, palm—sized. I squatted to look at it; it was melting too, a ring of
clear water at its edge. I dumped the trash, walked back around, and the patch was

still there, a ring smaller than before.

Three days: from the first flake on the windowsill that did not melt, to the last

palm of water in the corner. In my observation notebook I drew a chart — the 11th,
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12th, 13th, three boxes, with a snowflake, an icicle, and a puddle drawn in them. Our
science teacher says the next observation assignment is the first flower of spring. 1

tucked the chart into my notebook. Snow or flowers, I thought, I will keep recording

them all.
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