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The Snowstorm That Saved Me

December 9th, Wednesday, the snow fell as if someone were pouring the sky out.

To be honest, this morning I went to the window on tiptoe, stepping on the tips
of my toes. After school yesterday I kept counting the day ahead all the way home:
first period math, unit test, word problems worth forty points. Last night I worked
on three typical problems until ten thirty and still could not master them; speed and
time never matched up. My mother says I never burn incense on ordinary days and only
grab the Buddha by the feet at the last moment. The Buddha feet never got warm, and
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today was the execution ground.

Then I pulled open the curtain and froze. Outside was white as a flood,
snowflakes flying sideways in sheets, every car downstairs turned into a white loaf.
My heart ran faster than my eyes. I clutched the corner of the curtain, not daring to
move, and a small voice inside me said, quietly, not daring to speak up: cancel it?
How about canceling school today? After saying it my face burned by itself. Wishing

for a day off, if that got out, would I still have a face to show anyone.

At 7:20 the class group chat exploded: blizzard warning, school canceled today,
the test postponed. I stared at that line and bounced three times on the bed, then
buried my face in the pillow to keep the laughter from reaching Mother. I ate
breakfast at record speed. Mother wondered aloud how I could finish three buns today.
I dared not tell the truth. The snow I had wished for had just taken a blow meant for

me.

But a canceled school day is not a holiday. Our homeroom teacher posted the self-
study plan in the group: finish two pages of the math workbook, review word problems,
and at two in the afternoon the teacher would call on random student numbers to
explain problems. When I reached the words random calling, half of my triumph leaked
out. You can dodge a test but not the roll call. At two in the afternoon my phone sat

on the desk like a ticking bomb.

No way out, so I studied. I spread the workbook open and redid the word problems
one by one. On the third one, something suddenly shifted. The turn I could not get
around last night cleared by itself today: when setting the unknown, do not set what
the question asks; set the middle quantity, and the equation straightens out at once.
I sat stunned for a while, then did two more behind it, all correct. It was not that
the problems were hard. Last night I was too panicked, and panic stopped my brain

from turning.

At two in the afternoon the teacher called four student numbers. Mine was not
among them. I listened in the group as others explained their problems, stumbling and
hesitating, and I thought: I can do this one. I explained it through in my head, and

my version ran smoother than anyone.

By evening the snow lightened. I spent half an hour bringing the laundry in on
the balcony, and snow water darkened my sleeves. Honestly, today the heavy snow took
a blow for me, but what really pulled me out of the hole of word problems was not the
snow. It was those two hours in the afternoon. The postponed test will still come; a
postponement only lends me a few more days. Tonight I recopied the word-problem page
of my mistake notebook, and at the bottom of the page I wrote four characters: next

time, no panic.
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I do not know if it will snow tomorrow. Snow or no snow, the test cannot run away
either way. But I am not afraid of it now. Even the great snowstorm has been on my

side. I owe it a good showing.
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