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陪孩子打雪仗的下午

雪下了一上午，午饭后没停。儿子扒着窗户看，回头看我，不说话，眼睛已经说完了。我放

下手机，说，走吧。他欢呼一声去拽羽绒服。

楼下的花园白透了，车罩上鼓着一层。儿子提议先堆雪人。我们分工，他滚头，我滚身子。

他那个雪球滚两下就散，越滚越小，急得直跺脚。我教他把雪攥实了再滚，他从抱一个雪球改成

推一个雪球，头越推越大，最后抱不动了，一路抱着摔过来，摔在身子上一半，剩下的他往顶上

糊。雪人成了，脖子歪的，眼睛一颗石子一颗瓶盖，鼻子插了根从花坛捡的枯枝。他围着看了一

圈，说，它像我。我说它像你倒八辈子霉了。

雪仗是他先动的手。一颗雪球正中我大腿，砸得棉裤洇了一块。我假装吃痛，他笑得直不起

腰。我捏起雪还回去，故意偏半尺，落在脚边炸开。我们就这样一真一假地打，他渐渐发现我让

着他，提出重新定规矩：我扔他躲，他扔我站着不动。他扔得极认真，眯一只眼瞄准，雪球砸在

我胸口，力道跟挠痒差不多，他还不满意，说没砸中心口。打到后来他手套湿透，手指通红，我

拽他，他不肯，说最后一颗，最后一颗之后还有一颗。

上楼前他回头找那个歪脖子雪人，说给它围上他的围巾。围巾是红的，雪人戴上像换了个脾

气。他答应明天下来给它扶正。

进家门，母亲已经烧好了姜茶——她隔着窗全看见了，说你们爷俩疯了。一人一碗，姜切得

很厚，辣味冲上来，儿子龇牙咧嘴灌了一大口，哈出一团白气，眉毛上还有没化的雪。我端着碗，

忽然想起三十年前自己的雪仗，也是在别人家窗下，母亲也是这样端来一碗姜汤，骂也是这么骂。

原来这些事会一代一代往下滚，跟雪球一样。

儿子喝完茶趴回窗上，找他的雪人。雪又下起来了，红的围巾在白色里特别显眼。他说明天

还下去。我说好。这个下午我什么也没干，手机快没电了，雪人歪着，姜茶辣嘴。可我知道，等

他长大，雪仗不会记得这一场，可这一场会记得他。

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.


