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The Words of Snowman A-Bai

The snow stopped and Duoduo built a snowman in the yard. She rolled a big
snowball for the body and a small snowball for the head. She pressed two jujube
stones into its face for eyes and stuck a short branch into its side for a hand. The
cold made her nose tip turn red. She unwound the red scarf from her own neck, wrapped

it around the neck of the snowman twice, patted its head and said: now you will not
be cold.

Just then the snowman opened its mouth: thank you, I am not cold at all. Duoduo
stepped back in surprise. The snowman said: do not be afraid, my name is A-Bai, and

you made me. Duoduo asked: can snowmen really talk. A-Bai said: ordinary snowmen
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cannot talk. But you gave me your scarf, so I can talk.

From that day on, Duoduo had somewhere to go every day after school. She squatted
in front of A-Bai and told him about school. Lin Lin in the front row cut her hair
crooked and it looked like a bird nest, and the whole desk laughed. She got a red
star on her math test. She raised her hand in Chinese class and answered a question
but got it wrong, and the whole class laughed, and she felt shy about it. A-Bai
listened quietly and never interrupted. When she finished, he said: today was a good

day.

One day a little snow fell again, and a thin white layer lay on the scarf of A-
Bai. Duoduo brushed it off and asked: will you stay here forever. A-Bai did not

answer right away.

The next morning the sun came out, and the snow on the roof began to drip. When
Duoduo came out after school, A-Bai had grown much shorter, and the red scarf hung
loose on him. Her eyes turned red. She said: A-Bai, you are getting smaller. A-Bai
smiled at her and said: do not cry. I am not disappearing, I am only going back into
water. Next winter, when the snow falls, I will come back. Duoduo asked: will you

still remember me. A-Bai said: I remember the one who gave me a scarf.

On the weekend Duoduo brought out the old gloves at home and put them on the two
branch hands of A-Bai, and used two buttons to make the buttons on his coat. Her
mother stood at the door and saw her talking and laughing at the snowman alone, and
asked her who she was talking to. Duoduo said: with my best friend. Her mother smiled

and did not ask again.

That night Duoduo put the red scarf beside her pillow. She thought that winter is

so short, but next winter will not be far away.
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I Am a Snowman

When I opened my eyes, the yard was all white and nothing was there yet. A little
boy squatted down, grabbed a handful of snow, rolled it into a ball and rolled it
back and forth on the ground. He rolled a big snowball, then a small snowball, and
put the small one on top of the big one. He pressed two pebbles in for my eyes and
stuck a small branch on for my nose. He stepped back, looked, shook his head, and

straightened my crooked nose.

Then he unwound his blue scarf and wrapped it around my neck round after round,
and tied a knot. He said: my grandma knitted this for me, I share half with you. From

that moment I knew who I was. I am a snowman.

I cannot talk. No snowman can talk. But I can smile, and my smile is made of a
small curved branch hung on my face. The boy is called Xiao—Man. Every day after
school he runs out to the yard, squats in front of me and talks. He says the chubby
boy in his class took his eraser and he was so angry he wanted to cry, but he did
not. He says he is afraid of the dark and sleeps with the door open. He says he wants
to be a captain when he grows up and go to faraway places. While he says these
things, I listen with my smile. He touches my scarf and says: you always smile, do

you understand everything.

Of course I understand. I understand that he warms his gloves against his chest
before building a second small snowman for his little sister. I understand that when
he talks, his eyes look into my pebble eyes and never elsewhere. I also understand

that I do not have many days left.
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Because the sun grows warmer day by day. My body begins to drop snow grains, and
my branch nose tilts more and more. Xiao—Man noticed it and stood in front of me
without speaking. I smiled at him to tell him not to be sad. I wanted to tell him: a
snowman never disappears, a snowman only turns into water, soaks into the soil, and

waits for the next winter to come back. But I cannot talk, so I can only smile.

The morning I melted away, Xiao—Man found only a small pile of snow left in the
yard, with the blue scarf spread on the ground. He squatted and cried. He did not
know that I had become a thin little stream at his feet, bubbling as it flowed out of

the yard. Where I flowed, the grass roots drank water.

Next winter when it snows again, Xiao—Man will build another snowman and wrap

another scarf around it. And I will still bend my little branch and smile at him.
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The Snowman in the Middle of the Playground

The morning reading class had not ended when the snow stopped. The playground
outside the window was as white as a fresh sheet of paper. Teacher Lin looked up,

looked out, and said: let us go build a snowman. The whole class stood up at once.

Everyone rolled snowballs by themselves. The tall boys rolled the body, bigger
than a desk. The girls rolled the head, round as a big watermelon. The timid ones
were afraid of being hit and ran while hugging their snowballs, dropping snow all the
way. Others went looking for parts: two pieces of coal for eyes, a carrot for a nose,
some branches for hands. When the snowman stood in the middle of the playground, the

whole class jumped and shouted.

But the snowman had no scarf, and his neck was bare. Teacher Lin stood for a
moment, unwound her own gray scarf, rose on her toes and wrapped it around the
snowman. She said: your teacher is not cold today. As the scarf went on, one boy bent
a piece of wire into a curve and pressed it onto the snowman face as a mouth. Nobody

taught him. He simply felt that a snowman should smile.

From that day the snowman became the friend of the whole class. When the bell
rang for the break, children ran to the playground and circled around him. Some
patted snow onto him, some whispered to him. A girl brought a small broom every day
to sweep the snow off the scarf. A boy had a contest with the snowman to see who
could stand still longer. He gave up after three minutes, while the snowman stood
there the whole day.

Of course the snowman could not talk or move. Yet every child felt that he was

smiling. That curved wire mouth looked the same at everyone.

On the warming days, the snowman grew shorter day by day. Nobody organized it,
yet more and more children went to see him during the breaks. On the last day, only a
pile of snow was left, the scarf spread over it, the coal eyes rolled off to one
side. Everyone stood around, a little quiet. Teacher Lin said: next winter we will
build another one. The boy who made the curved mouth said: it will still be him.

Everyone nodded.

At the end of school the playground was empty. The pile of snow was shrinking,
but where it had stood, the ground kept rings of footprints pressed by the children,

ring after ring, like the laugh lines of a smile.
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