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Confession of a Snowflake

I am a snowflake, and when I left the cloud, the sky had already gone dark.
I fall very slowly, because I do not want to wake anyone.

Below me is a street, the street holds a snowy night, and the night is quiet

enough to hear my own footsteps.

Actually I have no footsteps. Still, falling the whole way, I feel I have walked
the whole way.

Ahead there is one lamp. Every lamp on the street has gone to sleep except this

one.

I land on the lamp shade to rest a while. The light is orange and warm, like

someone opening a palm for me to see.

Under the lamp is a window, inside the window a table, on the table soup, and

homework not yet finished.

I see a little girl pressed against the glass looking out, and she calls: Mama,

it is snowing!

Her mother walks over, her father walks over too, and the three of them stand

side by side at the window.
Their hands are joined. One big, one small, and one bigger still.
I slide down the glass to see better. Their hands never let go.
The little girl presses her hand to the glass, right where I had been sitting.

The glass is cold, her palm is hot, and I am in the middle, remembering both

sides.
The door opens a crack and they come out, hands still joined.

The girl tilts her face up to catch the snow, and I jump into her palm.
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Her palm is warmer than the lamp. Before I can say a single word, I melt into a

drop of water.

But I do not regret it. Of all the snow on the whole street, only I landed in

someone’ s palm.
Her father says: come inside, the soup is getting cold.
Her mother says: hold hands tight, do not slip.

The girl lifts the drop of water that used to be me under the lamp: Mama look, I

brought back a piece of snow.
The lamp throws their three shadows onto the snow, short and leaning together.
I freeze into a small piece of ice on the windowsill, guarding that window.

After midnight the lamp goes off. But inside, three people’s breathing comes
through the wall, one long and two short, like a very light song.

The snow keeps falling, on the roof, in the yard, on everything awake and

everything asleep.
I stay on the windowsill and count the sound of falling snow for this family.

Counting and counting, the sky turns bright. The lamplight, the joined hands, the
snowy night, I keep them all for this family.

On the day the sun comes out, I will become a little pool of water and drip off
the sill.

Before I drip, I will take one more look at that lamp, which will light up again

tomorrow night.
If you are a snowflake too, and you land at such a window, you will melt as well.

Melting is not cold. Because that night, I saw lamplight, and I saw hands held
together.
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