BEETITEAH T

LT PRURBE. LTIGEE AR, FEGER, AU, IRFCZ2U5E T . HIK
T UG BN AR KPR

BENAEE g 7, R EEGE R LT RBUEHET AN A0 T, iRk, EIRE T
MBS TR P Pt i, BB, ST E B BH I TR TR, A BRSO
HE—ADTER, SOBHEBOR, A T, —EERSK, S T B, RN AT R
We FAKT, FE7ER, IR RO B, Sl TIRAEIE R AR EER T —
e, Ui, e, RUSBRIRE )\ GETET .

TAEAMSEE T BT EIE R EOME, AR TP ﬁf%%f AT HANE
. BALETEMIE, ot R, AT BATIOAE— 5 EtdT, i A LR L
EAl, PR EPE A Bk, b EuiE A, mmﬁmmA,* JURRMGHE, 55 ERAAE
W, NIERRBFEZEAZ, EAWRE, BEmTO . TR Rk TERE, TR, &
M, fbAE, Bimdn WL e B EisAT Rl

ERETAR IR B TN, WA E AR D Bl L, TR AR T
o AREF DR RS EIKIE.

BRI, RO T2k —WMEGT AL T, WRMNIASMKT . — A —#i, 2V
MRJE, BORpP ok, Lt s 7 —Kn, mil—H AR, BEEEABRIE . Jim i,
BORE =T SISO WRAERMARKE F, BRI ki, BHEXan.
JsokaR s o A AUE MR, IRTER

JLr W se A \nl g b, AR N . FHOCRER T, 20 e A R ) R . A B BIR
L. WU XA N PRAEAWBT, FHRKABR T, SANEE, LR, wJRu0E, 55
AR, THASKREZE Y, TR —aidiif.

An Afternoon of Snowball Fights with My Child

The snow fell all morning and had not stopped after lunch. My son clung to the
window watching, then turned to look at me without a word — his eyes had already said
everything. I put down my phone and said, let us go. He cheered and went to drag out

his down jacket.

The garden downstairs was white through, the car cover bulging with a layer on
top. My son proposed building a snowman first. We divided the work: he rolled the
head, I rolled the body. His snowball fell apart after two rolls and kept getting
smaller, and he stamped his feet in frustration. I taught him to pack the snow tight
before rolling. He changed from hugging a ball to pushing one, and the head grew
until he could no longer carry it. He carried it all the way over, tumbling, and half

of it smashed onto the body while he smeared the rest on top. The snowman was done:
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crooked neck, one pebble eye and one bottle—cap eye, a dry branch from the flower bed
for a nose. He circled it once and said, it looks like me. I said it looks like you

only if you have had eight lifetimes of bad luck.

The snowball fight started when he threw first. One ball hit me square on the
thigh and left a wet patch on my padded trousers. I pretended to be hurt, and he
laughed until he could not stand straight. I pinched up some snow and threw back,
aiming half a foot off on purpose so it burst at his feet. We fought like this, one
real and one fake, until he noticed I was letting him win and proposed new rules:
when I throw he dodges, when he throws I stand still. He threw with great
seriousness, one eye squinted to aim. The ball struck my chest with no more force
than an itch, and he was still not satisfied, saying he had missed the center. By the
end his gloves were soaked and his fingers bright red. I pulled at him to go
upstairs; he refused, saying one last ball, and after every last ball there was

another one.

Before going up he turned back to find the crooked snowman and said he would give
it his scarf. The scarf was red, and on the snowman it looked like a change of

temper. He promised to come down tomorrow and straighten it.

Inside the door, my mother had already made ginger tea. She had seen the whole
thing through the window and said the two of us had gone mad. One bowl each. The
ginger was cut thick, and the heat rushed up. My son grimaced and gulped a big
mouthful, breathing out a cloud of white vapor, unmelted snow still on his eyebrows.
Holding my bowl, I suddenly remembered my own snowball fights from thirty years ago,
also under somebody else window, and my mother bringing a bowl of ginger soup just
like this, scolding in just this way. It turns out these things roll down from one

generation to the next, like snowballs.

After his tea my son pressed back against the window, looking for his snowman. It
had started snowing again, and the red scarf stood out sharply in all the white. He
said he would go down again tomorrow. I said all right. I did nothing this afternoon.
The phone is nearly out of power, the snowman is crooked, the ginger tea burns the
mouth. But I know that when he grows up, snowball fights will not remember this one,

and this one will remember him.
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