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One Night of Snow

Our science teacher asked us to observe a natural phenomenon and keep a
continuous observation diary. I had planned to observe bean sprouts, but this weekend

the snow chose the topic for me.

Just before bed, the first flakes began. I was brushing my teeth at the
windowsill when I saw a few white specks drifting in the light of the building
opposite. At first there were only two or three, slanting over, sticking to the
window glass, melting into little water marks. I counted: eleven flakes fell in one

minute. I told Mom, it’s going to snow. Mom said, just those few, it won’t make it. I
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said nothing and kept brushing. Whether it makes it, I thought, we 11 have to wait

and see.

A little after two in the morning I suddenly woke up. Not from sound — from
light. The curtain was not pulled tight, and the light through the gap was brighter
than usual, a white brightness lying on the quilt. I got out of bed barefoot and
opened a crack in the curtain. Outside, the snow was falling thick, lit gold by the
street lamp, flake after flake coming down slowly and steadily, not one of them
flying sideways. The ground was already white, white and smooth, as if someone while
I slept had relaid the whole street. The lower half of the window glass had grown ice
flowers, frond like ferns, branching like antlers. I breathed on them, and a round
little window melted in the ice; through it the snow was still falling, without a
sound. I watched so long my feet went cold, then I went back to bed. Before lying
down I noted in my mind: two a.m., snow falling thick, silent, about an inch

accumulated.

In the morning birds woke me. I pulled the curtain — the snow had stopped. The
sky was a clean pale blue, the clouds retreated very, very far away. The snow below
was dazzling white, smooth, whole, without a single footprint, without a single tire
track. The roof of the building opposite lay under a thick quilt, its hem neat. The
bicycle by the building entrance had a basket brimful of snow, mounded slightly above
the rim. I lay on the window and counted the steps of the opposite stairway: white,

every one, until the seventh where I finally saw the iron’ s color.

After eight, at last the first person came downstairs. It was an auntie in a red
padded coat. She walked to the edge of the snow, paused, reluctant to step, it
seemed. Then she lifted her foot and pressed down — crunch. I heard it on the fifth
floor. Behind her came a little boy stepping exactly into her fresh footprints, one
by one, very earnest. After that electric bikes, cars, the milk truck laid their

tracks one by one. By noon that smooth white could no longer be found.

In my diary I wrote: the first snow came before bed, falling tentatively; at
midnight it fell thick and silent; it stopped in the morning, leaving one whole night
intact, which the human world then trod away bit by bit. The snow fell one night, and
I was awake in three time slots and saw it all. Our teacher says observation must be
continuous. My entry, from two o clock before bed to eight in the morning, did not

miss a minute.
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