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The Page Where the Snow Child Became a Cloud

0f the book about the Snow Child, I love the front part most and dread the ending
most. In the front, the Snow Child plays with Little Rabbit: he sweeps a path, dances
around the bonfire, and reading it feels warm. In the ending, the fire rises, the
Snow Child rushes in and carries out Little Rabbit, but shrinks with every step along
the way, and at last lies down and becomes a puddle of water. Mom read those pages

very slowly, and I gripped the edge of the book until my fingers turned white.

The book writes that when the sun came out, the puddle turned into something
very, very light and flew upward, up into the sky, becoming a beautiful white cloud.
Little Rabbit called up at the sky: Snow Child, Snow Child! That cloud drifted close
to Little Rabbit, as if he had come back. The first time I read this I cried; the
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second time I did not cry — instead I just kept staring at that cloud. I think
Little Rabbit stopped crying too, because his friend never disappeared; he only moved

from the ground up into the sky.

It reminded me of my good friend A-Tai. In second grade we fetched water together
and jumped rope together: he always licked his yogurt lid clean before tossing it.
When second grade ended he did not come back; Mom said he moved to another city with
his family. For a week I kept glancing at the water basin where he used to stand, and
saw nothing. Later I stopped looking, but I did not forget him either. Reading the
Snow Child, I suddenly understood a little: A-Tai is like the Snow Child in a new
place. He jumps rope in his city, I jump rope in mine, and we look up at the same

cloud. Thinking of it that way, the empty place in my heart is not so empty anymore.

One thing I kept turning over in my mind: the Snow Child knew perfectly well that
touching fire would destroy him — why did he go in anyway? I thought about it for a
long time and found one word: caring. He cared about the little rabbit in the hole,
cared so much he forgot himself. Mom says that is what bravery is, and also what a
heart for a friend means. I have kept that word. If I ever care about someone, I want
to be like the Snow Child: think of the other person first, then myself.

Last week we had the first snow of winter. By the flower bed in our compound I
built a small snowman, not a big one, afraid it would melt too fast. I pressed two
pebble eyes onto it and talked with it for a while before going home. The next day it
had sunk a bit shorter, and I was not sad at all. The Snow Child taught me: things
made of snow will melt, but the melted part flies up into the sky, becomes a cloud,

and comes back to keep watching you.

Now the copy of this book in our class reading corner has been flipped through by
so many hands that its cover has gone fuzzy. On my reading response card I wrote: 1
have read this book three times. The first time I cried for the Snow Child, the
second time for Little Rabbit, and the third time I did not cry — I looked up at the
sky instead. Outside the window there happened to be a white cloud, moving slowly, as

if someone were out for a walk.
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