Snowfall in Almaty

Liu TingTing
Almaty in February 2025 is being embraced by a heavy snow. When the plane landed
at the airport, the world outside the porthole was vast, and the snow on both sides of
the runway was like white satin. Walking out of the terminal, the cold air penetrated
into the collar of the down jacket in an instant, and the white gas I exhaled dissipated
in the wind.Look at the mobile phoneRussian address, the fingertips are a little stiff.
The taxi passed through the snow-covered streets. The poplar trees on both sides were
wrapped in silver, and the snow on the branches shone in the sun, which suddenly
reminded me of Mount Tai, which was covered with snow in winter in my hometown

Shandong, which was towering and quiet.

The tutor, Professor Gu Linar, is waiting for me at the gate of Kazakhstan State
University.She was wrapped in a camel-colored wool coat and a burgundy scarf.
When she saw me get out of the car, she quickly walked up. The snowflakes on the
scarf fell on my suitcase: "Welcome,Liu. Thank you for your hard work on the road."
HersEnglishWith a gentle Russian tone, every word is like a heater falling on the palm
of your hand. Entering the campus, the snow under your feet creaked, and there were

ice flowers on the glass window of the teaching building. Through the ice flowers,



you can see the snow peaks of Alatao Mountain in the distance, looming in the clouds.
Professor Gu Linar pointed to the laboratory not far away: "There is enough heating

there. Let's put things down first."

As soon as the door of the laboratory was opened, the warm air mixed with a faint
smell of coffee came to my face.Be similarStudyThey stood up and greeted one after
another. Aida held a cup of hot cocoa and handed it to me. The girl, who studied for a
master's degree in education, curled her eyes into a crescent moon: "LiuWe Kazakhs
say that hot tea can drive away the cold of winter. She taught me to wrap the scarf
around my neck three times, saying that this is the secret of keeping warm on the
grassland for a hundred years. "Look, the wind can't get in." The snow outside the
window was still falling, and large snowflakes fell like feathers, turning into winding

water marks on the glass window.

When Professor Gu Linar took me to familiarize myself with the laboratory, he
deliberately pointed to the world map on the wall: "You see, Shandong and Almaty
both have a unique charm in the vast land, and it will snow in winter.She drew a line
between the two cities with a red pen. "Although the line is long, the snow is just as
gentle." She took out a pair of plush gloves from the cabinet and handed them to me:
"The winter here isChinaleng, put this on. It's knitted by my daughter. She's about the
same age as you. There is still a faint smell of wool in the gloves, and the palms

gradually warm up when they are put on.

On the first weekend, Aida took me to visit the Bazaar. The bazaar after the snow was
particularly lively. Merchants set up windproof canvases in front of the stalls, and the
stalls selling hot steamed buns exud an attractive aroma. Aida took me to shuttle
through the crowd and bought me a string of baked buns. The crust was so crispy that
it was steaming when I bit it open: "This is Naren steamed buns, with mutton and
onions in it. It is the warmest to eat in winter." She pointed to the stalls selling
handicrafts in the distance, where there were many tapestries embroidered with sheep
horns. "Next month is the Naurus Festival, and the whole city will be bustling." The
sun shines through the gap of the snow on the tapestry, and the red silk thread jumps
in the light, like a beating flame.

On the eve of Naurus Day, the laboratory'sStudyThey began to put pottery jars on the
table. Professor Gulinal brought a large copper tray, which contained seven kinds of
grains neatly: wheat, barley, millet, millet, oats, peas and flaxseeds. This is the New

Year of the Kazakhs," she explained to me while loading the grain in the pottery jar.



"If you want to cook Naurus porridge, the family will gather together to eat it and
pray for a good harvest in the coming year." Timur took out a tablecloth embroidered
with horns from his bag and spread it on the table. This silentLiving thingAt this
moment, the doctor's eyes flashed: "LiuCome to my house for the holiday tomorrow.
My mother's Naurus porridge is the most delicious. The snow outside the window
began to fall again, falling on the windowsill and piling up, like a silver rim on the

window sill.

In the early morning of Naurus Day, I followed Aida through the snow-covered block.
Every household has red silk ribbons hanging in front of their doors, which is
particularly bright against the white snow. The children are chasing in the snow in
new clothes, holding colorful windmills in their hands. The sound of windmills
turning mixed with laughter echoes in the alley. TimUr's wooden house has a faint
smell of butter. His mother was busy in the kitchen with a woolen shawl. When she
saw us coming in, she brought out steaming Naurus porridge. The porridge in the
pottery jar had an amber luster, sprinkled with raisins and almonds. " "Try it," the old
man said in Russian, "There are seven kinds of grains in it, representing seven kinds
of blessings." When the porridge slipped into the throat, it was warm and sweet. The
sunlight outside the window shone in through the glass window with ice flowers,

casting fine light spots in the porridge bowl.

After dinner, Timur's father took out the Dongbu pull-up and sang. At the moment
when the strings vibrated, I suddenly remembered the erhu pulled by my uncle during
the Spring Festival in my hometown. Two completely different musical instruments
have the same heart-warming rhythm. Professor Gu Linal beat gently, AidaPulling me
to dance the Kazakh dance, my steps were as clumsy as a chick who had just learned
to fly, but when I rotated, I saw the smile in everyone's eyes. The gap caused by the

lack of language gradually melted in the sound of the piano and laughter.

The first summer of the doctoral career is particularly precious. When the snow on
campus melted and the poplar trees pulled out fresh green, my project encountered a
bottleneck. Soaked for three consecutive weeksBooksIn the museum, I was at a loss
for the Russian literature. One evening, Professor Gu LinarComfort me:"When I was
young, | studied for a doctorate in Moscow," she sat opposite me, and the sunset
outside the window was falling on her silver hair. "On a time, I couldn't write a thesis
for three months. The tutor took me to the Red Square to see the snow, saying that
research was like waiting for spring, and I couldn't be in a hurry." She took out a few

yellowed notes from her bag, which were her annotations in Russian and Kazakh:



"These may help you. Don't forget that we are all with you." That night, I held those
notes.Look afterIn the early morning, the moonlight outside the window sprinkled on

the pages of the book, like a layer of silver shine on the words.

In July of Almaty, at the end of the first semester, I can't wait to plan my trip back to
China. I came to the airport with my classmates and my Shandong hometown Zeng
and Yang. At the moment of take-off, I opened the poetry collection, and the title page
jumped in English handwritten by Professor Gu Linal: "Every road we walk side by
side will turn into the spring of life." Outside the porthole, the sandbox with the
narrowing image of Alam slowly retreated, and the snowy mountains loomed in the
clouds.The steam of cooking porridge together, the bright lights of staying up late,
and the laughter of enjoying the snow suddenly popped up in my mind, as if it had
just happened yesterday.

After returning to China, IOr occasionallyCan cookA fewNaurus porridgeGive your
family a taste., put seven kinds of grains according to the recipe in the memory, plus
some Shandong dates. Whenever the fragrance of porridge floats all over the kitchen,
I always think of the snow in Almaty, the heating in the laboratory, and the people
who accompanied me through my doctoral career. The so-called study abroad is never
a long-distance journey alone, but a road paved by a group of people with true
feelings. Those times spent together have long been like grains in Naurus porridge,

which have become the warmest concern over the years.
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