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The Snowy P.E. Class

Third period was P.E. class. When the bell rang, snow was still drifting from the
sky, and Mr. Li said at the door of the gym: today we do not go inside, class on the

playground!

The whole class cheered. The playground lay under a thick layer of snow, white

and flat, like a giant sheet of dough with no footprints on it yet. Mr. Li said:
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first the warm—up, two laps around the track, and no cutting corners.

Running on snow is different from running on the rubber track. Each step
crunches, like someone biting a potato chip right beside your ear. Cold air rushes in
through mouth and nose, and every breath turns into white smoke, so that when a row
of us run past, we look like a little train puffing along. Someone suggested a race,
and the whole line sped up at once. Mr. Li did not stop us; he only ran at the side

shouting: do not slip!

Two laps done, coats opened, foreheads steaming, and the little ice crystals
hanging on our hair tips glittered. Mr. Li clapped his hands and announced the main
event: a snowman—building contest, four per group, one class period, and a whole-

class vote at the end.

The playground became a bustling construction site at once. Some rolled
snowballs, some packed bases, some roamed the whole field hunting for twigs and
fallen leaves. Our group decided on a three—tiered snowman, the biggest snowball at
the bottom. That ball was too heavy for four of us to push onto the base; our feet
slipped, we bumped into each other twice, and nobody laughed at anybody. We just bent

down and pushed again.

The group next to us lent us a carrot, which they had smuggled from the
cafeteria. Someone unwound his own red scarf and wrapped it around the snowman neck.
Our snowman had a carrot nose, coal-splinter eyes, and a red scarf, standing in the

middle of the playground, looking very important. We gave it a name: Fatty.

Before the vote came the inspection. The arms of Fatty were two dry twigs, not
pushed in deep, and one fell off when the wind blew. We jammed it back in at once and
sealed the joint firmly with snow. In other groups one snowman head had tilted,
another belly had cracked open, and everyone was scrambling to make repairs, the

field full of crouching and kneeling figures.

Just before the bell, Mr. Li took out his phone: everyone gather, group photos
with your snowman! We crowded in beside Fatty, and those with snow on their faces did
not bother wiping it off; snowmelt dripped from our fingers. In the first shot
someone in the back row sneezed; in the second shot the carrot nose of Fatty tilted.
Mr. Li said: come on, third shot, everybody hold your breath. Click. The moment was

fixed, and even the laughter was fixed with it.

On the way back to the classroom, everyone kept arguing about whose snowman was
the cutest, each group sure it should win first place. Our hands were red, our
fingertips whitened from the snow, yet nobody felt cold. I looked out at the
playground, where Fatty still stood in the middle, waiting for us to come back and

visit after class.
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This snowy P.E. class was shorter than any other class, and more fun than any
other. I kept the photo in my heart, left the snowmelt in my shoes, and remembered

that class for a very long time.
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