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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
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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.

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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