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Watching the Father and Son from the Kitchen Window

I was simmering bones in the kitchen, my son was scrolling on his phone in the
living room, and my grandson shouted at the window: it is snowing. No sooner had he
shouted than he was dragging out his father’ s down jacket. I scolded through the
window, what is the fun of being wild in the snow. Nobody listened. Who in this

family ever listens to me, I have known that for years.

I wiped my hands and stood at the window too. The garden downstairs was dazzling
white. The two of them built a snowman. The little one rolled a snowball and it fell
apart three times, and he stamped on the spot in frustration, exactly like his father
thirty years ago. Back then his father was the same in the snow, unable to pack a
snowball, howling with impatience while our old neighbor Mr. Zhang laughed at him

from the stairway entrance. Later Mr. Zhang' s own grandson howled on snowy days too,
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and I saw it from the stairway, and told no one.

The snowball fight began when the grandson threw first. Through the glass I could
not hear the sound, I only saw my father of the two lean back and clutch his leg, and
then both of them laughing. The father threw back, letting the ball land by the
child’s feet on purpose. I saw through this at a glance. When my son lost fights as a
boy, he came home saying the other boy had let him win. Children will not accept
being given a win for free, and sure enough the two crouched down and talked it over
and rearranged the rules, one dodging, one standing still. The grandson threw with
one eye squinted, so serious that I wanted to wipe the fog off the glass to see
better.

By the end the gloves were wet and the fingers bright red, and the little one
refused to leave, one ball after another. The father half dragged him upstairs. 1
stood at the window, the glass fogged white with my breath.

The ginger tea had been put on early. I cut the ginger thick; it should be
strong, for people who have been out in the cold. The door banged and two figures
came in trailing cold air, snow in their hair. I scolded them both for being mad, and
the bowls were already filled. The grandson gulped a big mouthful and grimaced at the
heat, breathing out a cloud of white vapor. Watching that face, something suddenly
lined up - thirty years ago, my son gulping the ginger soup I made wore exactly that
face, brows screwed up the same way, feet just as restless. So the heat is the same
heat, the bowl is the same bowl. One bowl of ginger soup, and I have been passing it

down for thirty years.

The bones are still simmering; the father and son are drinking tea and hunting
for towels. I went back to the window. Downstairs the crooked snowman wore a red
scarf, standing out against all the white. It had started snowing again. Tomorrow, I
thought, they will go back down. This pot of bones can simmer a little longer — they

will come in thirsty.
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