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A Day as the Scorekeeper

I am the P.E. monitor of Class 3, Grade 5. On ordinary days, lining up the class,
reporting numbers, and shouting the cadence are my jobs. Today it snowed, and Mr. Li
announced class on the playground. He gave me an extra look: today you lead the warm-—

up, and keep an eye on the groups for me.

Two laps of warm—up running, and I led at the front, holding the pace down. I did
not dare go fast. On snow, going fast can hurt somebody. Liu Dazhuang from our class
fell on ice last year, and his tailbone ached for a month. I deliberately took short,

steady steps, and the forty people behind me stepped the same way, the crunching
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running together into one long sound, like a long line of sleds.

After the run, Mr. Li announced the snowman contest, teams of four, free to form.
I took out my pencil and scorebook and stood in the middle of the playground
shouting: groups that have formed, come register with me! In no time my book held ten
team names: Avengers, Tangyuan, Fatty Tiger, and more, and my hand went stiff from
writing. Mr. Li handed me the stopwatch: I will call time ten minutes before the

bell, and you record each group’ s finishing time.

So for the whole class I ran all over the playground. Group 3 asked where to
borrow a carrot, and I led them to find Chef Zhang at the cafeteria. Group 7’ s base
collapsed, and I helped prop it straight. Group 9 insisted on writing the class motto
on their snowman’ s chest, and I told them to vote first, then write. And my own
group? All my teammates were waiting for me. Our team leader Zhao Xiaolei shouted:
scorekeeper, come back and build! I shouted back: roll the snowballs first, I am

coming as soon as the times are recorded!

Ten minutes before the bell, Mr. Li called time. I held up the stopwatch and went
group by group, calling out finishing times, scoring each snowman on the way: are the
eyes straight, is the base firm. When I reached my own group’ s snowman, it had only
two tiers, its head not yet attached, but its eyes were made of ten sunflower seeds
arranged in a ring, the only such eyes in the whole contest. I gave my own group

eight points, and my hand trembled just a little.

Voting, awards: Team Tangyuan first, Team Fatty Tiger second, our group third.
For the group photo, Mr. Li gathered the class in front of the winning snowmen. I
stood at the side getting the line in order, and Mr. Li said: scorekeeper, come over,
you are in the photo too. I waved him off, but Zhao Xiaolei grabbed me. Click. Half

my face made it into the picture, a lump of snow riding on my hat.

Back in the classroom I counted heads: forty, not one missing. I sat down and
took off my shoes, and my socks could be wrung out; my wet footprints left a little
map across the floor. My deskmate peered at my scorebook and said I had been busier
than anyone in that class. I thought about it: yes, I ran both laps, helped all ten

groups, and even attached the sunflower—seed eyes to my own group’ s snowman.

On the way home it snowed again. I walked and thought about writing a
scorekeeper’ s handbook for snowy P.E. classes. Really there is no handbook: just a
slightly hoarse voice, slightly red hands, and one pair of soaked shoes. But if it
snows again, I will still lead the line and still keep score. After all, I am the

P.E. monitor.
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