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The Football Match That Got Away

December 9th, Wednesday, heavy snow.

This morning I woke up at five. The moment my eyes opened, sleep was gone. Today
was supposed to be a big day: the final of the district primary school football
league, our school team against Experimental No. 1 Primary. I dressed in the dark,
pulling the jersey over my body, then packing shorts, socks, and shin guards into my

bag one by one. After packing I sat on the bed and listened to the snow outside. It

www. vv99. net



was still falling, a soft rustle, like someone scattering salt beyond the window. Let

it fall, I thought. Even if the sideline gets buried, the referee will redraw it.

At half past six, Mother called me to breakfast from the kitchen. Bite after bite
of my steamed bun, I checked the class group chat, wondering whether the meeting time
had changed. The message from our homeroom teacher popped out: because of the orange
blizzard warning, school is canceled today, the league match is postponed, and the

new time will be announced later.

I read that line three times. The bun lost its flavor, and the jersey on my body
suddenly felt awkward, as if I had put on the wrong clothes. I knew well how strong
the striker of Experimental No. 1 was. I had practiced crossing from the wing for
half a month, waiting to use it today. It was all over, all gone. I threw myself onto
the sofa. A football sock rolled out of my bag and stopped beside my shoe, next to
the pile of snow on the mat. All morning I stayed angry: angry at the snow, angry at
the notice, even angry at the referee. What good is a postponement? Move it to

tomorrow, fine, but why must we wait for an announcement.

At noon Mother knocked on my door: be angry if you want, but the self-study tasks
for today are still there. The class group had received the list early: one math test
paper, two units of English words, and reading the essay called Winter with notes
written in the margins. I wanted to throw a tantrum, but then I looked at the last
big problem on the math paper. That is exactly the kind of problem that cost me
points in the last monthly exam. A different thought moved in: if I chew through it
today, I will not fear it in the next exam. Whether the match is postponed is not my
call, but the test paper is.

So I hung the jersey back in the wardrobe and sat down at the desk. The paper
took two hours. I did solve half of that last problem, my steps written row after
row, packed tight. When I reached the second unit of English words, Grandma brought
in a bowl of ginger soup and said the snow outside was falling even harder. 1 drank
and recited at the same time: snow, snowstorm, blizzard. Today I memorized those

three words with my whole body.

At dusk I lay on the windowsill watching the snow. In the open ground of our
compound the pile had grown thick, and several children below were throwing snowballs
at each other; their laughter came through the glass. I felt a little envious and a
little amused. They do not wait for any announcement. Their match begins the moment
they decide.

In the evening the group chat announced the new time: next Saturday. [ jumped up
from my chair and stuffed the socks back into my bag, checking the shin guards once
more. Today the heavy snow scrambled my plan, yet it did not destroy it, only moved

it seven days back. In these seven days I will practice the wing crosses until they
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are sharper, and finish the other half of that math problem.

The snow is still falling. Listening to the rustle outside, I thought for the
first time that it is not so hateful after all. It has simply put my final match into

storage for a while.
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