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Confessions of a Snowman

I am something a snowfall left behind. At night I fell onto the playground and
lay spread out flat, unnoticed by anyone. When day broke and the school gate opened,
my fate changed.

First came the shoe soles. Sole after sole stepped across me, crunching, dapping
my smooth face full of pits. A girl in a red padded jacket crouched down, scooped a
fist-sized ball from my body, and rolled it round and round. I watched that ball grow
fatter and fatter, white and gleaming; by the time it rolled up beside me it was the
size of a watermelon. Then a second ball, a third. Someone stacked the biggest one up
— that became my belly; a slightly smaller one went on top, and that was my head. A
boy stuck two little twigs at my sides, and I had arms; a girl unwound her own old

scarf, wound it around my neck and tied a knot. She clapped her hands and said: now
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you won’ t be cold. I wasn’t cold to begin with, but hearing that, something inside me

warmed.

My eyes are two red holly berries, and my nose is a little piece of tangerine
peel someone pressed on me. Standing straight, I saw this snowy school clearly for
the first time: the playground white and dazzling; the iron railing by the track
wearing a ridge of snow along its top, like a row standing in line; the plane tree
branches hung with lump after lump of white:; the roof of the school building in the
distance dusted with sugar frost, as if just out of the oven. Truly beautiful, I

thought — no wonder they built me here and let me watch this.

The children danced around me and gave me names: one shouted Big White, another
called me Principal. Just as things got lively, the bell rang, ding—ling—ling, clear
and bright. They ran off in a whoosh; their soles stamped one last mess of prints

across me, and then the playground went quiet, with only me left.

I keep watch over the playground for them. The sun came out and made me glitter
all over, every grain of snow shining. The wind came and blew a small patch off my
shoulder. I half wanted to melt, but I am in no hurry. From the school building I
hear them reading aloud, line by line, neat and steady; when the break bell rings,

dozens of faces pop out of the windows and wave at me.

I know I cannot stand here for many days. It does not matter if I melt — I will
turn into water and seep down into the roots of the holly by the playground. Next
winter, when the snow falls again, maybe a pair of hands will roll me round once more
and tie on another scarf. By then I will say: I know this school. I have listened to

them reading aloud.
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