
sn
ow

 a
ga

in
?”

Th
ow

in
 g

av
e 

he
r b

ad
 p

as
sw

or
d 

an
ot

he
r t

ria
l. W

e 
he

ar
d 

he
r s

ay
 fe

eb
ly,

“N
o!

 N
o!

”

W
ith

 th
is 

th
e 

w
om

an
 h

id
 a

w
ay

 h
er

 h
al

f-
w

or
n 

sli
pp

er
, a

nd
 le

d 
th

e 
ch

ild
 o

ut
, s

tro
ki

ng
 h

er
 b

la
ck

 
sh

or
n 

he
ad

. P
er

ha
ps

 it
 o

cc
ur

re
d 

to
 h

er
 th

at
 

br
ut

e 
fo

rc
e 

is 
no

t t
he

 so
lu

tio
n 

fo
r s

uc
h 

a 
pr

ob
le

m
. 

Sh
e 

di
d 

no
th

in
g 

to
 J

ud
éw

in
 n

or
 to

 m
e.

 S
he

 o
nl

y 
re

tu
rn

ed
 to

 u
s o

ur
 u

nh
ap

py
 c

om
ra

de
, a

nd
 le

ft 
us

 
al

on
e 

in
 th

e 
ro

om
. 

Du
rin

g 
th

e 
fir

st
 tw

o 
or

 th
re

e 
se

as
on

s m
isu

nd
er

-
st

an
di

ng
s a

s r
id

ic
ul

ou
s a

s t
hi

s o
ne

 o
f t

he
 sn

ow
 

ep
iso

de
 fr

eq
ue

nt
ly

 to
ok

 p
la

ce
, b

rin
gi

ng
 u

nj
us

tif
i-

ab
le

 fr
ig

ht
s a

nd
 p

un
ish

m
en

ts
 in

to
 o

ur
 lit

tle
 liv

es
.

W
ith

in
 a

 y
ea

r I
 w

as
 a

bl
e 

to
 e

xp
re

ss
 m

ys
el

f 
so

m
ew

ha
t i

n 
br

ok
en

 E
ng

lis
h.

 A
s s

oo
n 

as
 I c

om
-

pr
eh

en
de

d 
a 

pa
rt

 o
f w

ha
t w

as
 sa

id
 a

nd
 d

on
e,

 

ta
bl

e.
 A

s s
he

 lo
ok

ed
 in

to
 th

e 
ja

r, s
he

 sh
ov

ed
 m

y 
ha

nd
s r

ou
gh

ly
 a

sid
e.

 I s
to

od
 fe

ar
le

ss
 a

nd
 a

ng
ry

. 
Sh

e 
pl

ac
ed

 h
er

 re
d 

ha
nd

s u
po

n 
th

e 
rim

 o
f t

he
 

ja
r. T

he
n 

sh
e 

ga
ve

 o
ne

 lif
t a

nd
 st

rid
e 

aw
ay

 fr
om

 
th

e 
ta

bl
e.

 B
ut

 lo
! t

he
 p

ul
py

 c
on

te
nt

s f
el

l t
hr

ou
gh

 
th

e 
cr

um
bl

ed
 b

ot
to

m
 to

 th
e 

flo
or

! S
he

 sp
ar

ed
 

m
e 

no
 sc

ol
di

ng
 p

hr
as

es
 th

at
 I h

ad
 e

ar
ne

d.
 I d

id
 

no
t h

ee
d 

th
em

. I 
fe

lt 
tr

iu
m

ph
an

t i
n 

m
y 

re
ve

ng
e,

 
th

ou
gh

 d
ee

p 
w

ith
in

 m
e 

I w
as

 a
 w

ee
 b

it 
so

rr
y 

to
 

ha
ve

 b
ro

ke
n 

th
e 

ja
r.

A
s I

 sa
t e

at
in

g 
m

y 
di

nn
er

, a
nd

 sa
w

 th
at

 n
o 

tu
rn

ip
s 

w
er

e 
se

rv
ed

, I 
w

ho
op

ed
 in

 m
y 

he
ar

t f
or

 h
av

in
g 

on
ce

 a
ss

er
te

d 
th

e 
re

be
llio

n 
w

ith
in

 m
e.

C
ov

er
 b

y 
M

er
 Y

ou
ng

. F
or

ew
or

d 
by

 E
rin

 M
ar

ie
 

Ly
nc

h.
 Z

in
e 

de
sig

n 
by

 K
as

sie
 J

oh
n.

a 
m

isc
hi

ev
ou

s s
pi

rit
 o

f r
ev

en
ge

 p
os

se
ss

ed
 m

e.
 

O
ne

 d
ay

 I w
as

 c
al

le
d 

in
 fr

om
 m

y 
pl

ay
 fo

r s
om

e 
m

isc
on

du
ct

. I 
ha

d 
di

sr
eg

ar
de

d 
a 

ru
le

 w
hi

ch
 

se
em

ed
 to

 m
e 

ve
ry

 n
ee

dl
es

sly
 b

in
di

ng
. I 

w
as

 se
nt

 
in

to
 th

e 
ki

tc
he

n 
to

 m
as

h 
th

e 
tu

rn
ip

s f
or

 d
in

ne
r. 

It 
w

as
 n

oo
n,

 a
nd

 st
ea

m
in

g 
di

sh
es

 w
er

e 
ha

st
ily

 
ca

rr
ie

d 
in

to
 th

e 
di

ni
ng

-r
oo

m
. I 

ha
te

d 
tu

rn
ip

s, 
an

d 
th

ei
r o

do
r w

hi
ch

 c
am

e 
fro

m
 th

e 
br

ow
n 

ja
r w

as
 

of
fe

ns
iv

e 
to

 m
e.

 W
ith

 fi
re

 in
 m

y 
he

ar
t, 

I t
oo

k 
th

e 
w

oo
de

n 
to

ol
 th

at
 th

e 
pa

le
fa

ce
 w

om
an

 h
el

d 
ou

t 
to

 m
e.

 I s
to

od
 u

po
n 

a 
st

ep
, a

nd
, g

ra
sp

in
g 

th
e 

ha
nd

le
 w

ith
 b

ot
h 

ha
nd

s, 
I b

en
t i

n 
ho

t r
ag

e 
ov

er
 

th
e 

tu
rn

ip
s. 

I w
or

ke
d 

m
y 

ve
ng

ea
nc

e 
up

on
 th

em
. 

A
ll w

er
e 

so
 b

us
ily

 o
cc

up
ie

d 
th

at
 n

o 
on

e 
no

tic
ed

 
m

e.
 I s

aw
 th

at
 th

e 
tu

rn
ip

s w
er

e 
in

 a
 p

ul
p,

 a
nd

 
th

at
 fu

rt
he

r b
ea

tin
g 

co
ul

d 
no

t i
m

pr
ov

e 
th

em
; b

ut
 

th
e 

or
de

r w
as

, “
M

as
h 

th
es

e 
tu

rn
ip

s,”
 a

nd
 m

as
h 

th
em

 I w
ou

ld
! I 

re
ne

w
ed

 m
y 

en
er

gy
; a

nd
 a

s I
 

se
nt

 th
e 

m
as

he
r i

nt
o 

th
e 

bo
tto

m
 o

f t
he

 ja
r, I

 fe
lt 

a 
sa

tis
fy

in
g 

se
ns

at
io

n 
th

at
 th

e 
w

ei
gh

t o
f m

y 
bo

dy
 

ha
d 

go
ne

 in
to

 it
.

Ju
st

 h
er

e 
a 

pa
le

fa
ce

 w
om

an
 c

am
e 

up
 to

 m
y 

“The Snow
 Episode” by Zitkála-Šá

This vignette is from
 the story “The School 

Days of an Indian G
irl” about the author’s expe-

rience at a boarding school for A
m

erican Indian 
children run by w

hite m
issionaries. The story w

as 
first published in Atlantic M

onthly in 1900 and 
later collected in A

m
erican Indian Stories (1921). 

Read the full story (and m
ore) for free in Planted 

in a Strange Earth: Selected W
ritings by Zitká-

la-Šá at citapress.org. 

A
 short tim

e after our arrival w
e three Dakotas 

w
ere playing in the snow

drift. W
e w

ere all still 
deaf to the English language, excepting Judéw

in, 
w

ho alw
ays heard such puzzling things. O

ne 
m

orning w
e learned through her ears that w

e 
w

ere forbidden to fall lengthw
ise in the snow

, as 
w

e had been doing, to see our ow
n 

im
pressions. How

ever, before m
any hours 

w
e had forgotten the order, and w

ere having 
great sport in the snow

, w
hen a shrill voice called 

us. Looking up, w
e saw

 an im
perative hand 

beckoning us into the house. W
e shook the snow

 
off ourselves, and started tow

ard the w
om

an as 
slow

ly as w
e dared.

Judéw
in said: “Now

 the paleface is angry w
ith 

us. She is going to punish us for falling into the 
snow

. If she looks straight into your eyes and talks 
loudly, you m

ust w
ait until she stops. Then, after 

a tiny pause, say, ‘No.’” The rest of the w
ay w

e 
practiced upon the little w

ord “no.”

A
s it happened, Thow

in w
as sum

m
oned to judg-

m
ent first. The door shut behind her w

ith a click.

Judéw
in and I stood silently listening at the key-

hole. The paleface w
om

an talked in very severe 
tones. Her w

ords fell from
 her lips like crackling 

em
bers, and her inflection ran up like the sm

all 
end of a sw

itch. I understood her voice better 

th
an

 th
e 

th
in

gs
 sh

e 
w

as
 sa

yi
ng

. I 
w

as
 c

er
ta

in
 w

e 
ha

d 
m

ad
e 

he
r v

er
y 

im
pa

tie
nt

 w
ith

 u
s. 

Ju
dé

w
in

 
he

ar
d 

en
ou

gh
 o

f t
he

 w
or

ds
 to

 re
al

iz
e 

al
l t

oo
 la

te
 

th
at

 sh
e 

ha
d 

ta
ug

ht
 u

s t
he

 w
ro

ng
 re

pl
y.

“O
h,

 p
oo

r T
ho

w
in

!” 
sh

e 
ga

sp
ed

, a
s s

he
 p

ut
 b

ot
h 

ha
nd

s o
ve

r h
er

 e
ar

s.

Ju
st

 th
en

 I h
ea

rd
 T

ho
w

in
’s 

tre
m

ul
ou

s a
ns

w
er

, “
No

.”

W
ith

 a
n 

an
gr

y 
ex

cl
am

at
io

n,
 th

e 
w

om
an

 g
av

e 
he

r 
a 

ha
rd

 sp
an

ki
ng

. T
he

n 
sh

e 
st

op
pe

d 
to

 sa
y 

so
m

e-
th

in
g.

 J
ud

éw
in

 sa
id

 it
 w

as
 th

is:
 “A

re
 y

ou
 g

oi
ng

 to
 

ob
ey

 m
y 

w
or

d 
th

e 
ne

xt
 ti

m
e?

”

Th
ow

in
 a

ns
w

er
ed

 a
ga

in
 w

ith
 th

e 
on

ly
 w

or
d 

at
 

he
r c

om
m

an
d,

 “N
o.

”

Th
is 

tim
e 

th
e 

w
om

an
 m

ea
nt

 h
er

 b
lo

w
s t

o 
sm

ar
t, 

fo
r t

he
 p

oo
r f

rig
ht

en
ed

 g
irl

 sh
rie

ke
d 

at
 th

e 
to

p 
of

 h
er

 v
oi

ce
. In

 th
e 

m
id

st
 o

f t
he

 w
hi

pp
in

g 
th

e 
bl

ow
s c

ea
se

d 
ab

ru
pt

ly,
 a

nd
 th

e 
w

om
an

 a
sk

ed
 

an
ot

he
r q

ue
st

io
n:

 “A
re

 y
ou

 g
oi

ng
 to

 fa
ll i

n 
th

e 

1
2

C
ontinue to page 3  ⟶

3
4

5
6

O
pe

n 
 ⟶
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