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Every year, Grandpa takes us to
the Festival of Ice and Snow
— and every year, I can’t wait!
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We walk past the Songhua : Grandpa tells us that ice is cut from the
River on our way there. " frozen river and artists carve
it into sculptures.
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‘Grandpa,’ I say, almost slipping in the
slushy snow, ‘can you hold my hand»”
‘No, if you fall down, I will LA t

fall too,” laughs Grandpa.
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‘Hurry up?’ calls my cousin Yan Yan.
“You’re making us late! I want to
see the sculptures before
the lights go on.’
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We arrive in time.
Grandpa gets in for free
because he’s old.

The sculptures glow in the
afternoon sunshine.
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