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The Snow Pile Remembers Everyone from Today

December 10th, Saturday. At dismissal I was the last one to leave the playground.
I looked back: the row of snow piles along the flower bed glowed pale blue in the
setting sun, every broom had been returned to the equipment room, and the slope was
spotlessly clean. As this week’s duty monitor, I need to write today’ s snow-clearing

into the class log, and into my diary.

It all starts with that morning whistle. When we got to the equipment room and
the brooms and shovels were laid out on the floor, everyone swarmed in to grab the
new brooms. I called a stop and handed the three old brooms to the tall kids first,
saving the new ones for the smaller ones — a rule I thought up myself: old brooms
are heavy, they handle deep snow better, and they build character. Someone grumbled.

Zhao Lei, who got an old broom, muttered about bad luck, then swept more cheerfully
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than anyone.

When we divided the sections, I kept the worst one for myself: the passage from
the bike shed to the restrooms, where the snow hid fragments of ice from two days
ago. Nobody wanted it. Truth is, I did not want it either, but if the monitor avoids
the hard spot, nobody else will go. Sun Xiang and I shoveled that passage for over
forty minutes. The shovel blade rolled and dulled, and my palm rubbed into a red
stripe. Sun Xiang pulled half an adhesive bandage from his pocket and broke it to
share with me; the back of his own hand had a mark too. Neither of us asked about the

other’ s.

There was one mishap along the way. A dustpan carrying snow passed the first-—
graders’ area and spilled snow across the path. A small first—grader slipped and
plopped down into the snow, did not cry, got up, patted himself off, and kept
walking. Our group apologized one after another, and the little kid waved his hand,
saying the snow is soft and it did not hurt. After that we deliberately rerouted our

carts to the outer loop; a longer way is fine.

When it was time to pile the snow, the whole class gathered at the edge of the
playground. Someone suggested linking the six sections’ snow piles into one long snow
wall. Our homeroom teacher hesitated a moment, then nodded. Shovelful by shovelful we
patted it firm. The wall stood over a meter high, its surface smooth enough to hold a
reflection. Someone pressed a row of handprints into it, from shortest to tallest,

like a line of signatures.

I wrote in the class log: snow—clearing today, whole class present, nobody left
early. The longest worker was Zhao Lei, who finished his patch then helped two more;
the quietest was Sun Xiang, who shoveled until the blade dulled without a sound. The
snow pile remembers all these names; it just cannot speak, so I have to write them

down.

After writing, I closed the class log. Outside the window, that snow wall stands
along the teaching building’ s shadow. Tomorrow s sun will shrink it, but for the way

it stood today, every one of us in Class Six contributed a shovelful.
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