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The Campus After the Snow

This morning I was woken up by white. Not really woken — I opened my eyes and saw
the light leaking through the gap in the curtains, dazzlingly white. Mom pulled the
curtain open for me, and outside was all white: rooftops, car tops, the holly bushes

in the yard, all topped with a thick layer of cream.

On the way to school my heart was thumping, because I knew the playground must be
white too. When I got there - ha, just as I thought! The snow on the playground was
soft and deep, spread out smooth and flat, as if someone had laid a big cotton quilt
over the whole playground during the night. The white lines of the running track had
vanished; a row of snow crouched on the basketball hoop’ s crossbar; the tree branches
hung with lump after lump of snow, and when the wind blew, crumbs sifted down,

landing cool on necks.

The moment morning reading ended, the whole class came pouring downstairs. No one
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had walked across yet; the snow reached our ankles, crunching with every step,
leaving behind strings of footprints deep and shallow. A few of us crouched down to
roll snowballs — first squeeze a small solid one with bare hands, then push it across
the snow, and it grows bigger and bigger, white and shining, its surface crusted with
loose snow as if sprinkled with salt. My deskmate and I set the big ball on top of
the small one, and a snowman’ s belly puffed out. Li Ming ran to the flower bed and
picked up two red holly berries for eyes, Wang Xiaoyu unwound her blue scarf and tied
it around its neck, and I stuck in two twigs for arms. The snowman stood tilted at
the edge of the playground, its blue scarf fluttering in the wind, as if about to
talk to us.

Just as our palms were burning with fun, the class bell rang — ding—a-ling - and
the sound rang clearer than ever in the snow. We glanced back at the snowman and
sprinted toward the teaching building, shoes slipping, several of us stumbling into
fits of laughter. The staircases were full of wet footprints and snow pellets; the

corridors were full of white breath and chatter.

It was Chinese class, but the window wasn t shut tight, and one glance up found
the snowman by the playground. It stood in the sun, its body starting to glitter as
if hiding a bellyful of little stars. I watched it through half the lesson: it stood

out there for us, we sat in here for it, and nobody lost out.

By dismissal most of the snow had melted, the snowman had thinned, but its blue
scarf was still there. I waved at it: see you tomorrow. The campus after snow is the

prettiest day of the year — and the day the bell sounds the loveliest.
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