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The Flight of the Snowbird -
by eran' '_'Live!y‘

BF HIY

The snow was falling quickly‘now It was ﬁe;mning,
to form little piles in the corners of the wooden éruss of the-
windowpane. The winter sky was pmk—-wh%te and the bare-
trees in the front yard cast their wetrd s(f]adows in the pale
winter light. ,

Suddenly something flapped its way into the ')-ra’;'dl.l' I
landed awkwardly in the snow and fell Torward son its beak.
The bird struggled to its foet and glanced arognd intently. It
was small and white, about the siz¢ bf w sparrow; >THe bird

" waddled around clumsily, occdsionally pecking at thé ground.!
;' The boy at the window watchied the bird iwith -his nose
against the'glass.” He pressed his foréhead hgadist the patie
.ad .theh . watehed as its vapor: print- disappeared. . He . did
Ahds Jtheee tinres and . wondered -if -he would he -able to get
away from them tonight The lawn chaiss it the front yard
~were heavy -with snow and he longed to. be butilde to tip
them ovet. R

His mother called him and the bird flew off. The boy

watched it fly gracefully acrogs the:moohlit.sky and idly
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wandered to himself? whai kind of bird it was. v waliched
it until it was out of sight behind the barp and then resumed
his drawings on the window.

His mother called him again sharply, and he began to
walk slowly through the hall and out to the kitchcn, He

stepped inte the warmly heated sun porch and waited. With-

out looking up from the table his mother said, “Go wash
your hands in the kitchen."”® The boy. frowned but went .
into the kitchen and swished his hands through the cold -
water. Waving them dry, he walked back to the sun porch.

While his mother said grace he drew dcsigns on the
‘worn oilcloth with his fingernail. 1Ic picked up his spoon

and dipped it into the steaming chicken noodle soup.

“Don’t lean on the table, son.” His mother said this .
‘softly, The boy frowned, but took his elbows off the table. -
Crumbling a cracker into his soup, he forced his eyes over
to where his sister was sitting. Her eyes were already -
fastened on his face. Could she read his mind? Sometimes -

it seemed to him that she saw right through him: I

A wet noodle was pasted against her chin and he looked
-away in disgust as his mothcr helped the noodle back into
her mouth and tried to get her to start eating again.

He finished eating his soup and drank his milk in ane
guipt,

“Can I go now?”

His mother looked up puzzicd, “Where?”



The boy frowncd at her impatiently as if she should
know.

“I thought I’'d go out to the pond and try my new
‘skates.” -

His mother glanced over to where his sister sat and said
softly, “Wait a few minutes and you can take herl with you.”

The boy pushed his chair violently and said ibudly, “Pth
going by myself. 1 won't take her™® 1+ wvoe oW

“Please; Benjy, you never give het a chanea, " "Y6u know
she loves to skate. Just because she can’t tell you, yrou 4hink

you can ignore her. Please let her go With:ydu this timie;”
The boy wis watching the curious floating foodles in
his soup bowl. He mumbled something. ¥is mother looked
up. “What didyou say?” . S e
“l said, I don’t ignore her. She always staros at roe,
I'm not taking her.” RN
Y 'Astiand OF gray hair fell across his mother’s pale cheek
Rifid ghe 8atd tiredly, “Her skates are in the hall closet.”
1t Phe Bo stared at both of them with Hate and then busst
out, “I won’t take her!”
tnae" Hesrans torthe closet and grabbed his :coat, mittens, and
bup;" Slamiming the door behind him, he ran to the shed anil
wpened the/eredky door.. He logked over to where his skates
‘Hung. :-Thielr. bluish blades were glittering in the pale Jight.
He putled them off'the peg and felt their sharp blades against
his palm. - Touching the soft black leather-and silver.eveleis,
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e slung them across his shoulder and ran into the yard,
The lawn chairs were still waiting and he went over to them
and tinpad cach one over. Te smiled and ran across the field.

The skates thumped gaily against his back, and he looked
around the pasture. The pale winter light gave- everything
an ynnatural glow and made the trees and bushes.stand out

darkly against the snow?.

The snow was still falling bur more 'ghtly now, and he
tet it tickie his nose until his cycs began to water, then he-
scratched at his nose furiously. The snow beneath his feet.

was soft and his shoes squeaked crisply.

At the end of the pasturc the pond gleamed brightly,
like an open ecve. He sat down on a snow-~covered hayrack
and put on his skates. Tying the shoelaces of his other shoes,
he slung them across his shoulder and walked to the edge

of the pond. He stood there and shivered deliciously.

Something tugged at his coat and his stomach jumped..
He looked down to see his sister. Her coat was buttoned up
crookedly and her muffler was tied loosely. He, saw that
her nose was running.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a wadded-up
‘Kleenex® and wiped her nose viciously. Taking her hand,
he pulled her roughly over to the rack. Ag he sat her down
he considered for a moment sending her back, but knew he
would get in crouble if he did, He laced her skates 100 tight

and locked to see if there was any change in her face, but
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there was none . . . nothing at all. Even when the laces bit
into her skin, she sat looking at him, her eves boring quietly
through him.

“Why couldn't she have had a good baby instead of
you?' He lJooked at her as if she were something loathsome
and hated himself for hating her. She was nothing to him
but a barrier between him and his mother.” At times he
found he couldn’t even remember her name. But then per-
haps he made himself forget. He finished lacing her skates
and then walked away from her. _

There was a slight breeze now and it cut thrmiéh.his
c&rduroy pants. He slid out onto the pond and began to
skate. His ankles ached pleasantly and he could feel his
sharp blades hiss and scrape on the ice below the snow. The
cold was pumbing; it bit into his face and ears making them
tingle. o )
"ry Skating backward, he could see her coming up. behind,
¢ weatched her skate toward him with a gracefulness  he
knew “he would never have. She. was a good skater, he ad-
mitted. - But did she-really know what she was doing? Was
- skating -just-something that came naturally to her? -
7 She. wasn't’ well coordinated with her« ‘Eingers- but she
<ould skate better than anyone he knew. Maybe it was her
smaliness and.fraifness that made.her so detestable to him.
So pale and white, .

He watched her slide across the pond like a piece of



chipped ice. Ther he turned around and skated forward.
He stonped to sniff his nose and felt a gentle tug at his coat.
He shook her loose and went the other way,

He used (2 have his friends over, bul she would stand
behind the kitchen doer and stare at them until they stopped
coming. She made them feel uncasy.

She could tell if he was happy. and if he was she would
pad along behind him and hang onto his shirttail. But al-
wa'ys there were the eyves following him around -— empty eyes.
boring through his back when he wasn®t looking.

He !ooked around for her and couldn’t sce her. He skated
1o the middle of the pond and looked around. Then he saw

her over on the part of the pond that was off limits to them.
There was no sign but he knew it was thin jee.

For a moment he stood mationless. [t would be so easy.
S0 easy to tell his mother he hadn't even known she was
there . . . so easy to scc the look of ag: and weariness disap-
pear from her fined face . . . no more kind and patient words
from his sister’s bedroom, no mere leok of defeat on his
mother’s face when his sister wouldn’t learn to tie her own
shoes. There would be no more tears from his mother.

He watched as his sister slid farther and farther AWSRY.
Suddenly he saw something cut «f the e¢orncr of his eve. It
was the small awkward bird that flew so beautifuily. Tt was
flying slowly across the pond but when the boy looked at it
diveetly, it disappeared; but he knew it was there. He had

seen it

6



His legs began o pump forward and his skates dug fran-
tically at the ice. He couldn’t see her now and his legs were
burning with impatience. He swung his arms to try to get
up speed. He couldn’t seem to move fast enough and tears
were beginning to stream from his eyes. She was visible to
him now. He watched as she skated onto the thin part. Then
he heard the loud crack and he felt the ice tremble and shake,

He edged carefully to the hole in the ice and grabbdd the
tail of heér coat. He clung tight as the icy water numbed
his fingers. Pulling as hard as he eould he saw her head
appear. The coar slipped from his fingers and he lost her.
Desperately he thrust both arms into the water and searched
frantically for her. He felt her coat in his hands agéfn and
this time he heaved her out onto the ice. *

For what seemed‘ a loné time he watched her biﬁg face
and prayed for her €yes {o open. . His stomach jerked con-
svalsively swhen, her eyos, opened. She began to-shiver and
he quickiy took off her clothes, laid her op His warm coat,
and wrapped it around her small Bédy. Hé was vaguely
awate of-Js fréczing ams ami hands'as He fook' off his' skat-
ing socks$ and put them on her feet. The biting cold cut into
his feet and he tned but cotﬂdn t unlac‘e “his ‘other shoes He
shpped them on as best he could.? Plckmg hér up, he §;arted
to walk to the edge of the pond Her body was very still in
his arms and he noticed her lips were cut and bleeding. He
took the tissue from his pocket and wiped the blood away.

7



Looking down at her face, he scarched for something in her

eyes but still there was nothing . . . no pain, no accusation,

nothing . . . except tears. Never before had he seen her cry.

Even when his mother would ery her heart out in front of
his sister, she would sit and stare unknowingly., Now the
tears began to form and roll down her cheeks. The bay finally
remembered her name. It was Sheryl. She struggled closer
to the warmth of his body and unconsciously he hugged
her closer to him. Looking at hey, he softly said her name,
At last he saw something more than cmptiness, He saw that

she recognized him. He began to walk faster.

=it 2

1. occasionally pecking at the ground, FEFEH FEHE—TF.,
“pecking” B IFE 4y, RFS BT “waddied” IR & &£#)
Bite,

2. Wondered to himself: BCEE,

3. *Go wash your hands in the kitchen.: KBIREFTTHE
ZARYTED,

4. in one gulp: —Qé,

5. against the snow: TESHME T, against TES AR “phit”.
“HE” 2#®.

Kileenex: B #E—fha T hag,

7. was nothing to him but ..., % but %5 no one, none, nothing
SEZHERE, BEE o250,

8. He slipped them on as best he could, 7E as best ey T

x

“as”,



