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Holiday Memories


After living in California for the first 12 years of my life, I never really understood why Texans are so excited to have seen snow last year. I remember when I heard from my little cousin about the powdery white sky that evening; I gave at most a very unimpressed and unsurprised smile as a reply. From my experience, almost every California winter consisted of snow, snow, and more snow. Perhaps my indifference towards what others may have thought was spectacular might have been my overexposure of it. My theory is that my past memories including snow are already occupied with unforgettable moments, to the extent that any other instance dealing with snow nowadays seems unworthy of retaining in my mind.

For example, I remember back in California when I was 10, the neighborhood boys would rally all the kids from our subdivision for a massive snowball fight every weekend of winter. In my childlike world, those days to me were like World War III, and it was also in those days where the real boys became men. While shuffling through the battlefield, I saw my fellow soldiers succumbing to the high-speed balls of snow shattering against their backs. I admit, it was fun watching my friends go down one by one, but conversely, I am sure they found it fun to watch me get hit too. Even as I crawl home sore and crippled, the next week, I was always the first on the field and ready for more.

Back in California, I also remember attending my first ski trip with my family over the Christmas of ’99, and there, I learned how to ski. In retrospect, my first exposure to skiing was a painful one, for the thought of maneuvering through the snow with only slender planks of wood strapped to my feet puzzled me. At the time, I was so young and uncoordinated that I literally tumbled through all the slopes my pride dared to challenge. Nevertheless, I took it with salt, and I still found trip very memorable because it was one I experienced with my entire family.

Lastly, back in California, I remember singing Korean Christmas carols around the fireplace with my grandparents during the last Christmas I spent in the West. Although I unwantedly sat down and sang along with my family, in my mind I had an unadulterated hatred for singing. At the time I was thinking of other productive things I could have been doing, such as, playing video games like Mortal Kombat or creating a giant snow ball in the middle my backyard, but even if I hated singing back then, I do not regret it today because sadly, that was the last Christmas I spent together with my grandmother, who passed away a few years later.

In conclusion, I believe my memories of California and its winters are far too special for me to not remember, and in that I tend to block out new and greater memories awaiting to be experienced. Perhaps in the coming Christmas, I will have another great story to append to my mental list of holiday memories, and as a result, instead of saying “Back in California,” I will proudly say “Back in Texas.”
