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Snow Falls Without Sound

Daddy, look out of the window, the snow is falling.

Yes, all at once the whole world has turned white.

Daddy, why does the snow make no sound?

Because it walks on tiptoe, afraid to wake the sleeping world.

Then I will tiptoe too, so I do not startle the snow on the windowsill.
Good girl, you have become a little snowflake as well.

Mama, look, the street lamps outside are wearing white hats.

Yes, one after another, like a row of warm little houses.

Who are the lights lit for?

For the snow to find its way home, and for us to find ours.

Daddy, the snow on the roof keeps piling up, like a letter nobody opens.
When the sun comes out, it will read it little by little.

Sweetheart, listen, the snow is landing on the pine leaves.

Is the pine tree cold? Let us hang our red scarf on it.

Snowflakes rest on your eyelashes, like two little white butterflies.
Do not blow them away, let them rest a while.

Sweetheart, put your ear to the window, can you hear it?

I can. The snow is telling the house quiet stories.

What stories?

Stories about next spring.

Mama, hold my hand, let us go out and greet the snow.

Okay, my palm is warm, let the snow smell our warmth.

We stand under the lamp hand in hand, our shadows stretched long, so long.
One long shadow, two long shadows, three shadows leaning together.

The snow fell all night without a single sound.
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Our footprints are full of laughter.

Daddy, where does the snow go when it melts?

Into the soil, to wake the sleeping seeds.

What will the seeds say when they wake?

They will say: thank you for the white quilt, and for your light.
Mama, the snow on the windowsill grows thicker and thicker.

That is the letter we write to winter.

What does the letter say?

It says: we are home, the lamp is on, the tea is still hot.

Daddy, next winter when the snow falls again, we will listen together.
Yes. Snow falls without sound, and love falls without sound too.
Mama, the snow has spread the yard out like a sheet of white paper.
Then draw something on it.

I will draw a little person holding one big hand and one small hand.
That looks just like you. The snow will keep this picture safe for you.
Keep it until when?

Until the day the little grass pushes through.

Daddy, my gloves are full of snow, yet my palms are warm.

Because your hands are inside mine.

The lamplight turns our breath into little clouds, one after another.
We stand inside our own clouds, nobody willing to go in first.

The snow keeps falling on our hair, like a grown—up look too early.
It does not matter, shake it off and we are small again.

Sweetheart, count one last time: one, two, three, three people, three pairs of

hands.
Counted right. Hold hands tight, go home, the soup is still sitting on the stove.

The door opens and the light inside jumps all over us.
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Outside the window, the snow goes on falling, not saying a single word.
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The Light on a Snowy Night

Mama, the lamp is still on, and outside it is already snowing.
Yes, mama sees it, the snow is walking along the window glass.
Does it want to come inside and see our light?

Our light is left on for it. It will watch from outside until it has seen enough,

then go.
Mama, the desk lamp is small, and its light is small too.

A small light is fine. It is enough to light your storybook, enough to light your

sleeping face, that is enough.
The snow makes the outside bright, do we still need the lamp?

We do. The light outside belongs to the snow, this one inside belongs to our

home.

Mama, your hand is so warm and my feet are so cold.
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Put your feet here, mama will warm them. And your hand, your hand stays in mine
all night.

Does a hand held like this stop being afraid of the dark?

It does. The dark is outside, the warmth is in the quilt, you are on this side,

the snow is on that side.
Mama, how long will you keep this little lamp on for me?
Until you dream that the snow has stopped.
And if I dream the snow keeps falling?
Then until you dream the snow has melted into spring.
Mama, the snow is landing on the bicycle in the yard, will it crush it?

No, the snow is tucking a quilt around the bicycle. Next spring it will stretch
and shake it all off.

The snow is landing on the power lines, will the wires be cold?

No, the wires are covered with snow, like a string of white notes, and the wind

plays a soundless song.
Mama, can you hear it, the snow really makes no sound.
I hear it. The loudest things often make no sound, like snow, like growing up.
If T close my eyes, will I stop hearing the snow?

No, only with closed eyes can you hear it. When snow lands in your dreams, it is

gentle too.
Mama, my hand is holding you, and who is holding your hand?
Mama holds this lamp, the lamp holds this room, the room holds our whole family.
So even a lamp needs to be held.

Yes, that is why every window glows so bright in winter, because someone 1is
holding it tight.

Mama, a little flake of snow came through the window crack and landed on the lamp
shade.

Do not wipe it away, let it stay. It is the first snowflake of this year our

family has received.

Then I will say good night to it from under the quilt.
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Say it, but softly, do not wake it.

Mama, I have remembered all three things: the snowy night, the light, and the

palm of your hand.

Mama has remembered too: the way you fall asleep, like a snowflake landing

somewhere warm.

The lamp is still on. The snow is still falling. Our hands are held tight.
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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!

www. vv99. net



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.

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, [ 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.
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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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