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The Snowy Walk to School

This morning when I opened the door, the world had become a cake dusted with
powdered sugar. The roof of the shed across from our building was all white, and the
branches of the locust tree in the yard were loaded with snow, hanging low, as if

they too were afraid of the cold.

My father wanted to take me to the school gate on the electric bike, but I did
not agree. I am already in fourth grade; on a snowy day I must walk by myself. My
mother wrapped my scarf until only my eyes were left, and called from three steps

behind: walk slowly, walk slowly.
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The snow on the sidewalk was only a thin layer. The parts people had walked on
melted into slush and froze again into a thin sheet of ice. The manhole covers were
especially shiny, like mirrors laid on the road. The zebra crossing was more
dangerous still, its red paint covered with ice, smooth and flat. I tried to imitate
the skaters on television and slide forward, my feet barely flying out, when a stern
voice fell on my back: do not slide. I turned around, and snow had already landed on

my mother’ s brows.

The most dangerous place was the slope in front of the school gate. The slope had
frozen into a whole sheet of ice, and several children walked on it like penguins,
moving sideways. I stepped onto the slope, my feet slid out, my schoolbag slipped off
my shoulder, and both my hands flew open by themselves. Just then, someone behind
grabbed my schoolbag strap hard, and a hand supported my arm. It was my classmate

Wang Xiaowu.

He said: this slope is the most slippery; I fell here last year too, a good hard
fall on my tailbone. He tried to carry my schoolbag for me. I said no, my own bag I
can carry myself. He said: then walk with our backs close to each other, so if one
falls the other can hold. So the two of us walked penguin-style, one step after
another, all the way to the top of the slope.

At the school gate, the teacher on duty stood in the snow, reminding everyone:
walk slowly, do not run. The snow kept landing on her hat, and she did not brush it
off. I thought: she stands here every day, and today the ground is even more

slippery, so she has it even harder.

The moment I entered the classroom, I took off my hat and shook the snow off.
Whoosh, a cloud of snow flew up, and the girl in the front row sneezed. My deskmate
handed me a tissue, and I brushed the snow off my shoulders. A few more snowflakes

fell onto the floor and melted into small dots of water.

Reading aloud began, and everyone’ s voices rang very bright. My hands were still
red. I pressed them against my cheeks, cold and hot mixed together, hard to tell
apart. I thought again of that moment on the slope, and of the hand that had grabbed
my schoolbag strap. If that hand had not been there, my tailbone would have kept

company with the ice on the ground.

The snowy walk to school is really slippery. But walking back to my seat, I also
felt it was warm. Outside the window the snow kept falling, and the hot milk inside

the classroom smelled wonderful.
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