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on winter days
By Ed Higgins

the blackened sky sits there 
like a ’daw scolding the Earth loudly

and me in a winter corner of the garden
of lost language word-wondering

if crocus will ever seek the light
again through all this dark cold
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One Flew Over The Vampire's Nest
By Neil K. Henderson

My Auntie Mavis had a dinosaur - 
It was a trigonometry bird.
It laid an egg on Auntie's head 
And turned her brain to curd.

I haven't slept a wink since then.
The hours chime in reverse - 
A dreadful mix of clicks 'n' flicks 
From a silver-plated hearse.

Barking moo at the maggot-meat,
And licking off the fleas - 
She must have been a vampire queen 
When she sucked on my disease.

I'll have to skip the funeral.
I couldn't stand the heat.
I ate an anteater's leg last night - 
Now I've got itchy feet.

Black Branches
By Aeronwy Dafies

Winter branches bare
Black, white touched
Snow collecting in crooks
Disturbed by the wings
Of silent night birds
Slithers free
A second snowfall
Drifting away
A soft murmur
On the chill breeze



The Chime Hound

By DJ Tyrer

In the Krypticon of Silander, meaning is never vouchsafed easily and only a fool or a brave man would risk using that

lore to their advantage. Yet, legend records more than one who so dared and paid the penalty.

The Chime of Horander is one of the many miraculous objects the sage vouchsafes in his obscure manner to 

those who read his words. Ring it and it will summon forth the spirits of the dead to answer queries and impart 

knowledge. However, it might be rung only thirteen times by one magus, a fact the sage neglected to record, or did so

in obscure language.

Tap the chime a fourteenth time and a cacophony of voices accompanied by a fearful chill shall surround 

you, followed by the baying of a hound. Then death comes on strange wings to claim the incautious magus, leaving a 

mangled corpse and the paw print of a gigantic hound a testament for those who come after.

Ends

DEAD SHEEP BLOCKS ICE SLIP MISHAPS
By Neil K. Henderson

Every winter, the nation’s medical centres are inundated with hordes of walking wounded, lying injured and limping

liars, all brought in by accidents on frozen streets. But it seems that criminal activity in the Highlands may have

‘lifted’ a problem that dates back to the Ice Age. Statistics show that thieves convicted of robbing abattoirs are less

prone to slippery mishaps when they have been able to shift the carcases by hand. More so, when the carcase has

a fleece on.

Carrying a dead sheep when walking in icy conditions can help to keep one’s balance, research confirms.

Also, if you should fall, it provides a soft surface to land on. (But note: the body must be kept from freezing solid. If at

all possible, put some antifreeze down it – or up it, according to taste – before going out.)

Where sheep are scarce or protected by surveillance, good-size family dogs such as German shepherds or

Old  English  sheepdogs  make  handy  substitutes.  Obviously,  the  sheep-keeping  connection  helps,  but  huskies,

Labradors or Doberman pinschers can be pressed into service at a pinch. As a last resort, the larger road-kill foxes

will  make  temporary  buffers,  providing  they  haven’t  been  allowed  to  freeze  hard.  Again,  a  portable  supply  of

antifreeze is essential. (Use a back-pack, so your hands are free to hold the corpse.)

“Dead sheep should be freely available on the NHS,”  claims a health service official.  “It  would cut  A&E

waiting lists and reduce related costs at a stroke. Do you know how much we spend each winter on walking sticks

alone?”

A meeting  has  been  held  between  major  sheep  producers  to  discuss  the  viability  of  breeding  sheep

especially for the winter safety market.

“Frankly, it sounds like a waste of good mutton to me,” said one delegate. “But I suppose if they were salted,

you could eat them in the spring.”

Meals On Wheels are already showing an interest.

Ends





A Witch Executed
By Jason O'Toole 

In memory of Deborah Babcock Hoxsie, my 6th great-grandmother, put to death by drowning. This

sentence was carried  out  on  February  3,  1761 in  Providence,  RI,  68  years  after  the  supposed

witches and wizards of Salem Village met their fate. 

Shot with silver sleeve button

Flew limping through the flax

No more would that pestiferous wood hare

Perturb our gardens

Elsewhere, that wagging tongued widow

Collapsed clutching 

At her hind 

In which the village surgeon

Did find

That self-same missile

Down shadeless lanes 

Driven in chains

Through obdurate doors of that temple 

Where no lie can hide

Met her blameless accusers

How her familiar spirits 

Deranged pewter dishes

Dulled knives, sharpened spoons

Polluted milk-pans with green-eyed flies

To goodwives taught unhallowed charms

Lustily they surrendered 

To ravening Lucifer's arms

Their errors bore in hard wombs 

Or birthed monsters 

Whose last breath we stole away

To allay 

Heaven



Dread philters she brewed

Would cause when quaffed

Prayers punctuated with sepulchral cough

Children nursed with tampered chalice

Tiny souls carried off to Moloch's palace

Backwards recited Scripture

From their quivering lips

One knows paranormals hate iron 

As they love Hell

She caused mares to throw their shoes

Striking men dead where they stood

Her own mount 

Rode smooth shod

Over the pallid snow

Two-handed stones she conjured 

Each thaw up from Hades

No end to cursed stones 

On which plowshares cracked

Into cairns and low walls

Crisscrossing tree-rid fields stacked

Her stripped garment on the ground

We searched and found 

The marks of  her pledge to the master

She, like Peter 

Denied

From a locust tree she hung 

Her body we flung

as silver from Judas' black hand

Into fields she made infertile

Know then

We are spotless

Who heeded His Word





The Fat Man
(Winter’s Poet, Buddha)

By John Laue

It was a brittle winter night,
the moon melting with the snow.
All day the crack of ice
from the tortured creek had echoed
through the rafters of his cabin.
He sat by the fire and talked,
spoke only to the tongues of heat,
the hot sap's crackle.
After a time he wiped a porthole
through the breathy window,
watched the shadows massing on the fields.
Across the flats of snow
a bluejay skipped its shade,
gliding with an icy cross of wings.
Then it came to him,
the kinship of all living things:
he had his cross in summer
when flesh hung heavy on his bones
and sweat dripped off his face
like melted wax, but in the winter,
when the earth was clenched and hungry,
he was free: the round flesh insulated him.
There is a season for each of us, he said.
He was winter's kin, the host of snowmen 
so he stepped out naked into the last of the winds.



11/11
By DJ Tyrer

Sing me a song of November-time
Of the mist and the poppy blood-red
As long years pass and memories rime
Like mist obscures the glorious dead
Those who gave their lives for liberty
Those whose names ought to live forever
Already are fading from memory
Receive acknowledgement almost never
Sing me a song of the eleventh day
Of the blood-red poppy and winter mist
Of those who chose the ultimate price to pay
Fathers, brothers and sons all sorely missed
Sing me a song of darkening nights
And sing their souls to heavenly heights

Valley Fog
By David Wilson

Soft grey light
Delight, to mesmerise
My desert eyes

Eerie quiet
Sounds muffled, magic
Half silent half-light

Faces, features, trees
Blurred, emerged
Sharp lines soft

Trudge up valley side
Into crisp morning light
Radiates re-birth

Ethereal sight
Foggy floor of cloud
Gasp aloud!

Sleep with Dead Grass
By Ken Allan Dronsfield

Chill in my tired bones
steamy breath follows
crisp red apples drop
oak firewood stacked
walk the dying fields
sleep with dead grass.
Colored leaves release

spinning down to ground
unpacked winter clothes
fill dresser and closets
Adrift in dying fields
asleep in dead grass.
Winter’s song plays
a freshness of spirit

live for a harvest solstice
life's circle goes around,

I walk a dying field,
sleeping in dead grass.

What Winter Means To Me
By Jeffrey Zable

The dogshit on the sidewalk looks sad and lonely,
and the faces in the supermarket have lost their luster.
When I think of my past I have no idea how I got this far,
only that my hands are always cold 
and someone is trying to call me
whose words never quite reach my ears.
I want to say something positive, but the reaper is always there
in the back of my head, 
so I walk to the window and say something to the outside air:
Would you please give me a thousand more chances?
Would you please forgive me for all the wasted time?
Would you please put me out of my misery?
One by one the faces appear in front of me
telling me I’m beyond redemption,
that my position is final.
What is my position? I finally ask, and then there is silence.
I go back to bed and pull the covers over my head,
stay that way for the rest of the season.

First appeared in Rasputin, 2015



Black Ice, White Snow
By Stephen Howard

If I remember rightly, the line went as follows:

I can’t remember a time
When I wasn’t yours
And you weren’t mine

The voice was husky, sultry. The room was at the mercy of shadow, and those within it were half-hidden
figures, wisps even. 

    She wore a green dress.
    The following day I recalled vividly the green dress. Bright, emerald. Yet, years later, it was the singer and

her song which had stuck with me. Which had never left me.

***

Snow fell in waves, a swarm of flakes. It clung to us just as we clung to each other. Our lips touched. I couldn’t
tell you the route we took that day. The imprints of our tracks in the snow were quickly filled in, written over with
snow. Retracing our steps only saw them filled in once again. A palimpsest effect.

    Trees bare of leaves surrounded us, draped in pure white snow. A wedding dress upon a many-armed
bride.

    Under the canopy, I dropped to one knee and asked for eternity.
    Under the canopy, she promised it to me.

***

Each night I watched her sing.
    The audience losing physical form, reduced to mere glowing light. Souls grouped under a star. 
    Each night I watched her sing. She performed her songs with a unique fire. Not with the anger of a forest

fire, but with the caressing flames of a homestead, offering warmth to all incumbents. And then came the lines...
I can’t remember a time
When I wasn’t yours
And you weren’t mine
And the glowing balls of light went out. In the room it was her and I, alone, intimate. The voice husky,

sultry. Sheltered from the harsh winter outside, warmed by this unique intimacy, all of her doing. Words written for
someone else, words rewritten for us. 

    Each night I watched her sing. When the songs were over, I’d drive her home. To our home.

***

I couldn’t see the dress, she told me. It was bad luck, she teased. But it was white as snow.
    I resisted the temptation to steal a glimpse. There could be no ill omens haunting our footprints in the

snow. 
***

A rare work call. This night she would sing without me. 
    I’ve done it before, I can do it again, she’d said. 
    Of course, I said. It was only one night, I thought. 



***

A rare non-work call. Emergency services. There’d been an accident, black ice. Each night I’d watched her sing.
This night she would sing without me. This night could never end.

***

This night is an anniversary. I still remember the husky, sultry voice. I still remember the bright emerald dress.
And I remember the song:

I can’t remember a time
When I wasn’t yours
And you weren’t mine

Years later,  I  still  remember everything. Her name is difficult  to say because the name makes her real.
Footsteps in the snow are filled in or washed away. Cars can lose control on black ice. But a dress white as snow
has a way of clinging to you, just as she clung to me that day in the snow-tipped meadow. Just as her memory
clings to me now.

Ends

Entering winter
By Ed Higgins

today there are definite signs:

grey sky and clouds
their core dark as sorrow

torrent rain driven aslant
against the barn’s side

swollen November creeks
furious with water

another v of geese
over the farm this morning

the ploughed field soggy underfoot
fixed on distant May

a hawk hung in icy air
like a narrow winged thought.



CHRISTMAS EVE, KAMPALA, 1968
By Julia C. Spring

The December sun was brilliant in Kampala, Uganda's capital, but Christmas Eve seemed darker than usual. I
went to sleep early, missing my family and my boyfriend, eight time zones away in Boston. My fatmate had
gone to Mombasa for the holidays. I wished I'd joined her.

Christmas carols roused me in what seemed like the middle of the night. I went onto the outdoor
staircase and saw below a group of carolers gathered in the car park of the housing estate. Their long white
African dresses and robes glowed under the street lamps. Other people were also listening out of windows
and on landings. 

I sang along sofly, comforted by the familiar melodies, listening to the gentle, many-syllabled Luganda
words. We did 'Silent Night' and 'Litle Town of Bethlehem' in our different languages; I tried Latin for ‘O Come
All Ye Faithful.' 

Growing up,  my favorite  service  every  year  in  the  church where my father  was  minister  was  the
Christmas candle-lighting ceremony. The Unitarian hymnal skipped the fre-and-brimstone parts, but I didn't
know what was in the Luganda versions, so I just sang my favorite verses over and over till the carolers' voices
faded as they moved on to the next block of fats.

Indoors the singing had roused other creatures: cockroaches. Ordinarily I would see one every few
days. Walking across the kitchen, I'd turn around and there it would be on its back, legs waving, about to
expire.  Sometimes a healthy roach appeared under a newspaper or  behind the sink.  I  got adept at  cold-
bloodedly stomping on one, then having a delayed-reaction shudder before I fushed it down the toilet. My
neighbor killed a mouse once at lightning speed with a frying pan, and she quaked aferwards too.

 I hated the roaches but they were infrequent and not very large here in East Africa, unlike the huge
ones on the other side of the continent which when covered by an empty tuna can could make it glide across
the foor.

But this Kampala Christmas eve there were eight or ten scutling around. I would kill one (complete
with shudder)—or at least injure it enough that I hoped its compatriots would decide that staying secluded
was the wiser course. Then another would rocket into sight. 

Afer an hour or so and ffeen roach-free minutes, I checked my sheets for wildlife and dove between
them fast. It took a while to fall asleep. Both the Luganda caroling and the onslaught of roaches felt unreal,
disorienting. Nostalgia and revulsion warred in my busy brain. I hugged my pillow like my childhood stuffed
kiten. How a real cat would have enjoyed those roaches 

The Christmas morning sun bathed me in relief. I had made it through the night of homesickness and
cockroaches. I would spend the day with co-workers from the hospital where I volunteered, and next year with
those I loved, eight time zones away.

Ends

Snowflake brushes cheek
Blush with the chill of the kiss
Silent scene turns white

By Aeronwy Dafies



A Long Winter’s Sleep
By Diane Arrelle

On a dark and snowy night Verity slept and dreamed the dream she dreamt every night.  It was a wonderful dream,
full of warm sparkling sunshine, singing birds, buzzing insects and of flying on whispering wings through the blue,
blue sky. But, it was only a dream, and one broken by a sudden sound.

 Verity opened her eyes slowly and then heard the sound again.  A loud thump on her roof. Fully awake from
her winter nap, she curled her wings, wrapped herself in the heavy blanket and got out of bed.  The room was dark,
the floor was cold and she heard it again, footsteps from above. She wanted to find her slippers but was afraid to turn
on the lights.

On tiptoes, Verity went to the window and looked out into the inky night. As her eyesight adjusted, she saw the
snowflakes swirling and the trees bending in the wind. The footsteps continued above.  Who would be out in the
forest on a night like this, she wondered trying to stay calm.  Nobody had ever found her cottage before, for it was
well hidden and protected.  "

 She looked around the dark cottage and sighed. She’d hate for anything to happen to her house, she’d lived
here ever since she’d come to this continent.  This was her special place, her home and she dreaded ever having to
move again.

 The noise above stopped.  She held her breath, but there was only silence.  The intruder was gone.  She looked
out the window again and wondered, was she going to have to go out in the storm to investigate, or go back to sleep.  

 The bed was calling to her all warm and soft, a winter cocoon in a raging blizzard.   But there was something
outside, something trying to disturb her perfect world. She had to be strong, she told herself. She had to protect her
home.  She walked to the fireplace and lit a small log.  If her home had been discovered then, she needed to be alert
and warm. She finally found her slippers and her feet instantly felt cosy.  She slipped off the blanket she had wrapped
herself in and stood naked by the fire enjoying the warmth.  

After about half an hour, drowsiness started to overtake her. She needed sleep.  Being awake just wasn’t a
natural state on a bitter, winter’s night. “Maybe it was only an animal,” she mumbled and yawned, although she knew
the sounds of  every  animal  in  the  forest.  Worry nagged at  her  but  she was so tired.   “I’m going to  bed,”  she
announced and had just gotten under the blankets when she heard a light thump outside. 

Mumbling, half annoyed and half fearful, she got up and marched over to the front door, then stood like a statue
unsure of her next move. Finally, she squared her shoulders, put on her most fearsome expression and swung the door
opened. 

Wind and snow swirled and the cold lashed her cheeks. She looked every direction, and saw only the snow and
whipping tree limbs. When she looked down, she discovered a small pot with tiny white flowers. Despite the blasting
cold on her bare body and the fear she’d had for the last hour she smiled. Snow Drops were her favorite, although she
so often missed them, never going outside until the winter weather had fled. 

She stooped and picked up the plant,  saw prints  in the snow. She smiled and unfurled her large,  delicate,
gossamer wings.  “!”  she called into the wind.  

 As she waited, she read the note on the stalk.   “I grew these for you and was going to wait until you woke,
Sorry, I disturbed you but I wanted you to see them bloom.”

 She felt so much safer knowing Aidyn was about. He didn’t need to sleep all winter because with all that hair,
he was well protected.  

 “Aidyn!” she shouted at the top of her lungs as his footprints blew away. “Come back!”
 She stood shivering just inside the doorway, hoping he’d heard her when suddenly there he was in front of her,

a smile on his handsome face.  “Sorry to wake you,” he said. “I tried to be quiet up there.”
 She sighed with relief, “That was you on my roof?”
 He grinned, “Sure it was me, I moved a fallen tree from up there. Seriously, who else could see your house?

What, did you think it was, a human?”
 “Well…”
 “Verity, you have more charms on this cottage than any other fairy I know. Go back to bed and when you wake,

the flowers will be here to greet you.”
 Verity smiled back, relaxed and happy.  “You’re right, I’ve got to get my beauty sleep.” They both laughed

because Varity was always reminding him that fairies are always beautiful, not to mention vain.
 “OK,” Aidyn said. “See you in March.”
 Varity, hesitated for a moment, knowing she was treading on new ground. “Aidyn, if you can keep those

hooves to your side of the bed, I’d love to have you by my side, until I fall asleep.”
 Aidyn smiled, rubbed his short goat horns and brushed at the long fur covering the bottom half of his body.

“Madam,” he bowed, “A Satyr never says no to an offer like that. I’ll be here when you start dreaming and I’ll be
back here when you awaken. Just don’t expect to fall asleep too soon.” 

End



To Know A Stranger
By Sasha Pcino

‘I do desire we may be better strangers.’
Shakespeare, As You Like It

It is difficult to know when to begin this story, but I have decided on a Friday night in November. I was in
the study, reading about Dabrowski's Theory of Positive Disintegration under a dim lamp, at my home in
Oxford, sipping on my two fingers of whiskey at the end of each page. The curtains were parted and,
despite the darkness of night, a full moon illuminated the pallor of the walls. There was no noise save the
bark of a dog in the distance. I had just taken finished a page and taken a sip of my whiskey when a
chirrup intruded on my evening. I looked down at my mobile phone, seated on the desk under the lamp;
the numbers on the screen were as foreign as Japanese. But the preview of the message had a two
words that were not lost on my curiosity; the first word was my name, Alexander, and the second word
was brother. So, like all curious men, I opened the message. It read as follows: 

Alexander, I’m Thomas’s half-brother, like yourself. I was devastated to read of William’s passing in
the newspaper. Thomas will be so upset he wasn’t notified or even mentioned as one of his children. I will
be letting my Thomas and Marianne know in the morning. I’m sure they’ll  both be extremely hurt he
wasn’t informed. Whether anyone wanted to accept it or not, he was William’s firstborn child and his
eldest son. It’s so sad to think he wasn’t even thought of. Richard. 

When I saw the name at the bottom of the message my heart skipped a beat like when one misses
a step on the stairs and feels one might fall to their death, hitting all the protruding edges on the way
down. The woman had messaged with the ease of a telemarketer calling for a new phone plan and the
annoyance of a door-to-door salesman trying to sell home products at dinnertime. 

Followed by this stage of grief, I was filled with a sense of injustice on my part. I had tried to notify
him. I had gone to the apt authority and acquired a number; we called said number quite a few times to
no avail, the call ringing out on each occasion. 

Now, I must say, I find this very strange. I am not partial to fanciful ideas but a full moon does alter
the shoreline, its gravitational pull affecting the tides; and, from readings, I am led to believe that said
people on the shoreline are more partial to craziness than on other days of the year.  

Marianne, my father’s first wife, was about 40 years my senior at the time of my father’s death
almost a two months ago. I have never seen a photograph of her for my father was not one to dwell on
the past, especially the past that did not work out. They, Marianne and my father, had a son christened
Thomas, who was about 15 years my senior at the time of his passing. I have seen only one photograph
of him; he was a child of no more than 10 years and had the same features reticent of my, or perhaps I
should say our, late English father. I have met him only once but I regret to inform you I was an infant and
do not remember the incident. 

After this meeting, the boy did not return again. From what I understand, it was, and still is, common
for the unhinged, like Marianne, to take off and slam the door behind her; Marianne was American and
she took the child and relocated to Massachusetts. She left with my father’s business partner. 

My father’s second wife, my mother, was an Australian and I spent the first decade of my childhood
in  Melbourne,  where  my  father  taught  literature  at  university,  before  returning  to  England  for  my
schooling. 

So, with such seniority and separation in mind, perchance one can conceive and sympathise with
my  problem.  Tommy the  boy  became  Thomas  the  man  while  I  was  still  an  infant  and  thus  I  was
essentially raised an only child. This blood, or what existed of it, has been diluted. Not with sweat, for
there was no work put into the relationship; and not with tears, for there was nothing to cry about; but with
water, for we had an ocean of distance between us. I have not apologised and I shall not in the future for I
was an infant and how can an infant apologise for its own birth. This, my friend, is what it means to know
a stranger. I know his approximate age, name, location and appearance but I do not know him personally;



I know only of him. 
I read the message again and again. Each reading brought with it more curiosities. Why did he send

it? Why now? Why after all this time? What is it he wants? I found myself pacing the room, as I am
accustomed to do when nervous or in deep thought, my mouth pressed into a single, crooked line of
wonder and concentration, as my patent leather shoes pattered on the floorboards. I began to worry this
character, as fictional as the men in the great novels of my youth, would materialise and knock on my
door.  

Family,  I  have always held, is a confusing affair to be handled with deliberation rather than the
impulse of jealous brothers. I have always been of the opinion that one should leave well enough alone. 

I picked up the phone, read the message again, and placed it down on the desk and continued
pacing. I found myself looking out the window. All I could see was the dark of night. I sighed. I did not
quite know how to respond anyhow; and as I am given to deliberation it may be some time. 

But, I must say, the more I deliberate the more it seems increasingly unlikely that I will reply to this
messages of such distant intimacy. I cannot even call it an exchange or a conversation because it has all
been one-sided. 

I walked over to my bookshelf, it was built into the wall of my office, and perused the ‘S’ section. A
book fell to the floor. I picked it up. It was As You Like It by Shakespeare; and it had fallen on a page as
peculiar as the thirteenth hour of a clock. My eyes were attracted like a magnet to a sentence in the
middle of the page: ‘I do desire we may be better strangers.’

End

Winter light
By David Wilson

Low sun setting
In a haze of peach and pink
Cold air crackling
With the prickly smell of frost
And in the West
Across frosted fields
Splashed with swathes of ice
The low range of ridge and peak
Dusted with sparkling snow
Catch the last luminous rays
Of waning warmth
To glow with intensity
Primeval beauty
That draws my eyes
In visual feast
Of colour and light

Dead of Winter
 By DJ Tyrer

Snowfall white, so pure
An unbroken sheet, smooth
But beneath bare branches
Something dark twitches, writhes
A shadow against the snow
An impure stain
Reaching out, hungry, hate-filled
Seeking the warmth of life
To pull into itself, embrace
Drain the warmth
Never warm itself
Never satisfied
More and more it craves, insatiable
Adding to the stain, the darkness
A shadow upon the snow
A dark soul in the winter wood
A chill heart, still as ice



Christmas Eve In The Library
By Neil K. Henderson

It was Christmas Eve in the library,
The computers wouldn’t go.
Everyone was cursing them
Cos they were all too slow.
Fiddling about with mistletoe
And holly did no good.
The only thing we hadn’t tried
Was a piece of Christmas pud.
We all stuck lumps of pudding in - 
It caused a nasty smell.
And then the head librarian
Told us all to get to hell.

Red Christmas
By DJ Tyrer

Child dreams of Santa
Red snow melting underfoot
Father weeps alone

Winter Storm
By Ed Higgins

In the middle of an ice storm
with water pipes frozen
electricity gone
car battery dead

stuck on the farm
fourteen miles from town 
I add another split oak log
to my Vermont cast iron stove:

sufficient fuel and coffee remain
so I can sit here curled against 
the stove's ongoing furious heat
listening to resisted winds howl.



The Nights are Wholesome
By R.C. Mulhare

“no spirit dare stir abroad,
The nights are wholesome, then no planets strike,
No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm,
So hallow’d and so gracious is the time.”

- Hamlet Act I, Scene 1

A week and a half before Christmas in East Manuxet, Massachusetts, and Mike Maguire had his tree lot set up in the
empty field between St. Andrew's Episcopal Church and St. Patrick's Catholic Church. He perched on a stool at the
standing desk in the repurposed ice fishing hut that served as a sales office and a place for the lot workers and
customers to warm up if they needed to get in out of the wintry wind. A few people had puttered through the lot this
afternoon, but most people had already bought their trees by the first two weeks of the month. Seemed like the sales
started earlier and earlier in the season with each passing year.

“Soon they'll be putting the tree up for Halloween, deck it out with purple and orange lights, plastic jack
o'lanterns and rubber skeletons,” he thought out loud.

Herbie, his skinny, bespectacled nephew and chief assistant this year, come along from his fancy agriculture
and business school, entered and rummaged under the desk for a small saw. “Say what?”

“Nothing. Don't mind an old man growling about things changing so quickly,” Mike said. He glanced down
the lot, past the rows of evergreen trees Mike had cut and shipped down from his farm in Maine, then propped on
rudimentary stands, to the fake trees Herbie had insisted on bringing along and setting up alongside the natural ones.
Herbie claimed they'd draw in more flatlanders, but Mike couldn't tell whether they made sales any better. At least
they didn't make them worse. Though after Allison, Mike's daughter, informed him that the first fake Christmas trees
came from the drawing board of a toilet brush company, he couldn't look at the darn things with a straight face.
“How you making out with your specialty trees?”

“I sold a couple today,” Herbie said. With the day moving into night, he wouldn't likely sell more.
Mike reached up to hit the switch for the strings of white and colored lights strung from tall, free-standing

poles ranged around the lot. “Maybe you'll move a few more before the season's out. I'm going for a walk.”
He stepped out into the snowy lot, passing the frame used to slide trees into plastic mesh sleeves to make them

easier to transport on a customer's car roof, then down an aisle of four and five foot trees. Not many of those left,
this late in the season, and the ones remaining looked less than perfect by most customers' standards, except perhaps
at the last minute.

Something red moved behind the row. Stepping between the trees, he almost walked into the path of a boy
about nine or ten in a red jacket and a green knit hat, poking among the remainder of the table trees.

“Oh, I'm sorry, Mister,” he said, stepping back from the trees.
“Hey, didn't mean to scare you,” Mike said.
“Are you the tree man?” the kid asked.
“Guess I am.” Mike gave the kid a friendly smile. “You looking for a tree?”
“Just a little one. I saw those plastic trees out front, and I worried you don't make wood trees any more.”
Mike chuckled. “You saw my nephew's goofy geegaw trees. Don't let them fool you, we got plenty of wood

trees back on my farm.”
The kid breathed easier. “You grow trees? I thought you cut them in the woods. My big sister says cutting trees

in the woods is bad for the air and you should leave them alone.”
“Tell her she can breathe easy, and that's no joke. My family and I grow these trees like people grow corn or

tomatoes or lettuce. Every time we cut a tree, we plant a new tree to take its place the following spring.
“So you want a tree?” Mike tilted his head toward the row of trees.



“Does anyone else need this one?” The kid pointed to one, quite literally the smallest on the lot. Mike had
intended it for a pile of brush, but Herbie had put it out among the sale trees.

Mike pegged the kid as a down on his luck type, not slow or challenged, but the kid who got the short end of
the stick from the universe, always getting picked last when the kids teamed up for field day or class projects. Stood
to reason that the kid couldn't believe something might be available, just because he wanted or needed it.

“Nope, just put it back here because it ain't the fanciest one in the bunch,” Mike said. “But the fact that you
found it means it was waiting for you.”

The kid’s eyes lit up.“Really? Thanks, Mister Tree Man. I need it for my friends' clubhouse,”
“Clubhouse, eh?” Mike relaxed to hear this kid had a clubhouse. That meant he had at least a few friends,

maybe the so-called loser kids like himself. “Take it this tree is just the right size. You need this one, it's yours.”
“Yeah. I mean, yes, sir. We go there after school. It's like a home away from home.” The kid dug into his pants

pocket, taking out a handful of change, coins dropping between his fingers into the snow. “How much is it?”
“Eh, two bucks.” Mike stooped to pick up the coins he could find. He noted the date on a quarter: 1964.

Probably a gift from Grandma who'd squirreled it away in a jar in the pantry. Palming his hand into his own pants
pocket and the change tucked there, he added a couple of his own quarters. “Looks like you got about half here.”

“Gee, I thought I'd dropped more than that.” The kid counted through his dimes and nickels, dropping pennies
while he did so, stooping to pick them up, then handed over the dimes.

Mike took them, adding the quarters to the pile before tucking the money into his shirt pocket. “How 'bout I
bundle it for you, make it easier for you to carry?”

The kid's eyes got wide and bright, much like a Christmas tree. “You would? Gee, thanks, Mister Tree Man!”
“Anything to help. It's Christmas, best time to help people, big or small,” Mike slung the tree over his shoulder

and carried it to the tree bundler, the kid trailing his heels. “So, ‘s your clubhouse nearby?”
“It's not far away,” the kid said.
“Good, good. You won't have far to carry it.” Mike took smaller steps so the kid could keep up.
When they reached the bundler, Herbie was hoisting a six foot Frazier fir through the frame trunk first for a

flustered-looking middle aged guy with the look of an accountant or a corporate lawyer.
The guy eyed the tree Mike carried. “Did the top break out of another tree?”
“Nah, this one just grew small. Good size for a small house.” The kid ducked behind Mike, self-consciously.
Herbie lugged the Frazier away to the legal guy's car, the customer following him. Mike bundled the kid's tree,

trimming the mesh and tying it off carefully. Herbie returned from cashing out the last order, looking from the tree to
the kid and back to Mike.

“Mark down a table tree as sold,” Mike said, and handed the tree to the kid.
“Five dollars?” Herbie asked.
The kid's eyes got big and he pulled his lower lip between his teeth. “Ah, don't listen to him,” Mike said.
“You sure it's okay?” The kid took the tree as if he expected to hand it back
“You sold that tree for less?” Herbie asked.
“Eh, I'll cover the difference. Consider it a Christmas present,” Mike said. “We've made plenty of money this

season.”
He turned back to the kid. No sign of him. No way a kid could have run off that quickly, and they'd have heard

him crunch away through the snow, much as people had tromped it down.
Herbie stared past Mike's shoulder. “Where'd he go?”
“Dunno, you see where he went?” Mike asked.
Herbie shook his head. “No, it was like he walked into thin air, taking that tree with him.” 
“Christmas haunting or something?” Mike wondered out loud as he walked to the shack to mark down the

sale. He double checked his pocket, expecting the money to vanish, but it still jingled there, the old quarters dating
from his own childhood.

“Maybe. It's a custom in England and Ireland to tell ghost stories around Christmas,” Herbie said.
“Didn't take you for a believer in spooks, what with your facts and figures.”
“The stories and the reasons behind them intrigue me. They're all about memory and the things that linger in

our collective consciousness.” Herbie looked into the distance and walked down the aisles of trees, as a car pulled
into the lot.



Later, when full night set in, as Mike counted up the day's earnings and made up the books as best he could,
someone knocked on the door to the shack. He closed the cash box and went to see who'd come along.

Father Seamus Connelly, the pastor of St. Patrick's, stood outside, the collar of his black coat turned up around
his ears and a scarf wrapped around his head. “Hey, Padre, come on in.” Mike stepped aside to let the priest enter.

“Won't take much o' your time,” Father Connelly said. “I'd come to ask you and the lad if you'd like a hot meal
at the rectory? Mrs. Fogarty's made plenty.”

“Long as she didn't make a Christmas cake,” Mike said.
“'S too early for that. She won't make those till next week,” Father Connelly chaffed.
“Wouldn't mind in the least then,” Mike said. “But I have to ask you something: there any ghosts haunting this

lot?”
Father Connelly, turning to the open door, paused in his tracks, looking over his shoulder, his slate blue eyes

wide. “Ghosts, you say?”
“Kid ghost specifically,” Herbie added.
“If you don't mind my asking, what do you mean by 'kid ghosts'?” Father Connelly asked.
“I sold a table tree to a kid who just walked off into thin air,” Mike said.
Father Connelly stepped back into the shack. “There was a small forest here, a stand o' oaks, back in the

Sixties. A group o' kids, loner kids you might say, built themselves a hut, a clubhouse of sorts, among the trees.
They'd come out here to get away from the hard things at school, or the hard things at home.

“Then a small windstorm, what they'd call a microburst these days, hit that stand of trees, breaking off whole
limbs. They collapsed the clubhouse, killing the children, except for one who wasn't in that day.” Father Connelly
gave Mike a quietly grim look that spoke volumes.

“You were the one kid who wasn't there,” Mike said. “Damn, and you're still here in town, near the spot where
it all went down.”

“You might say I keep watch over the spirits still lingering here, praying that they rest easy,” Father Connelly
said.

“Anyone else ever see the kid ghosts?” Mike asked.
“Some folk have, usually kids themselves, or people who keep an open heart,” Father Connelly said.
“But I saw him, and I'm not the keenest on ghosts, except maybe as folklore,” Herbie said.
“It's a time o’ year when earth and the realm beyond come close. It's easy for the spirits still searching for their

place to come closer to the living,” Father Connelly said. “They wanted you to see them.
“Speaking of home,” the priest added. “Are you lads still up for dinner at the rectory?”
Herbie looked to Mike. “I'm up for it, if you are.”
“You go on ahead. I need to finish packing in for the night,” Mike said.
Herbie closed the books and fetched his coat before following Father Connelly. Mike stayed behind to count

up the money before he tucked it into a pouch slung under his down vest. 
He shut down the lot lights before he let himself out into the cold and the night. His footsteps squeaked on the

snow as he crossed the lot to the churchyard at St. Patrick's.
Colored lights shining out of the darkness behind him caught his eye. He turned, noting that the light seemed

to glow beyond the tree lot. Children's voices sang in the distance, as if from their clubhouse. He contemplated
following the sound, seeking the source, half expecting to see a spectral clubhouse appear in the distance. But that
home belonged to others, and a fresh meal in another, warmer home awaited him.

He turned and crunched toward the lights glowing in the rectory windows.

Ends



The Storm Rises
By E-T Cresswell

“I made this for you.”
Three of his demons, tall things with far too much length of limb between them, push the enormous parcel

against the wall. The cloth covering it drops, revealing a huge silver mirror, framed with delicate carving.
“It's beautiful,” the Queen says. “Thank you. But why would you bring this to me?”
“Look in it,” he answers.
The Queen goes to stand before the mirror, but the moment she lays eyes on herself she pulls away in

disgust.
“Why?” she cries. “Why would you make this? Why would you show it to me?”
“What did you see?” he asks.
“I think you know exactly what I saw.”
“I know what you might have seen, but I don't know what you did see.”
He is unnaturally still, and it infuriates her.
“So what did you see?” he repeats.
She hesitates for a second, then splutters: “I saw myself as pathetic! I saw this pallid little thin thing with

begging doe eyes, and – I looked like I would crumble!” She catches her breath. “What is this?”
“It reflects the worst in everything,” he tells her. “Nothing that isn't there already, but everything one might

try to hide or explain away.”
The Queen's eyes are cold. “And what do you mean by this?”
He looks her over unflinchingly. “You love too much, and too unconditionally,” he says. “You crave other

people so much that you'll throw all your affections towards anyone, however little they've done to deserve them.”
“How can anyone love too much?” she spits. “Or expect others to do something to earn our affection? They

deserve it! Everyone needs it! It's a fundamental thing; how can we do less than to give it?”
“Love can justify wrongs,” he says. “Love can enable faults. Love can work at cross-purposes and make

mistakes. And lovers will not seek to change the person they love. When directed to the wrong place, love can be
used to excuse the most terrible atrocities.”

“And it can better people!” the Queen argues. “It can inspire great things! Love can save lives!”
“But only when it's used wisely. Only when it's given critically, and never to the wrong people.” He stands

unwaveringly under her glare.
“There are no wrong people,” she seethes. “There are only people who give up on them.”
The Queen turns and throws the mirror to the floor. It's edge collides with the wide window, and it totters,

bounces and then falls fast from the tower, crashing to the ground below and shattering.
“There,” she says, her gaze falling just to the side of the empty frame. “It's gone.”
And now his rage burns the air, melting the ice in the walls, melting her skin and her soul. “I made it,” he

sneers. “Nothing I make is ever gone.” His face breaks into a grin so terrifying that only his own Hell could ever
have created it. “The glass will be taken away on the wind. It will travel across the Earth. It will make its way into
people's hearts, into their heads, into their eyes. And that will be all they ever see.” The grin widens to horrific
proportions, jaw wide and teeth sharp. “And I will bring every one of them to you. And you'll see how deserving
of your love they are.”

And then he walks away, his demons behind him. The Queen doesn't try to follow; she knows he'll be gone
as soon as he's out of her sight.

The heat is gone, and the cold returns. She looks down from the window. The glass has gone, reduced to a
glimmer on the chill winds.

***



The storm churns.
Snow swirls blindly through the streets, dancing between walls and windows and under the cracks of doors.

It sweeps in search of a way in, and finding itself shut out, it settles fitfully to sleep where it lands. When the
winds slow, the bitter cold still remains, and the people huddle and shiver to resist it.

In one house on the edge of the town, the cold is kept at bay by a flickering fire, sporadically tended by a girl
not quite grown.

She feels little of the cold herself; she is hurried and distracted, running to prepare tea, stir soup, close the
curtains, adjust the wadding under the doors. She throws another log into the fire, desperate to keep it burning; her
supply is dwindling. On the bed pushed close to the fireplace, her father is wrapped in three blankets. What clothes
he isn't wearing are draped over him, along with cloaks and his daughter's spare dresses.

She rushes towards him, a bowl of soup in her hand, calling “Dad, here” as she moves the spoon to his
mouth. And then she realises that he isn't responding. His skin is grey, and his eyes are open but glazed. His face is
colder than the winter wind.

The bowl falls to the floor. The girl slumps, numb and unable to make a sound.
The fire dies down. The storm fades away.

***

The daylight is clear and cold. The Queen turns in her bed, opens her eyes and smiles, seeing that she is not alone.
Her breath clouds above her, but she is completely comfortable.

“Good morning,” she says. “You've slept late.”
The young man usually wakes up early, and leaves her alone to entertain himself elsewhere. “What's brought

this on?” she asks, as she slides over and wraps her arm around him.
Then she stops.
He,  usually  so sensitive to  the cold,  has  stripped off all  his  clothes in  the night,  and thrown aside the

blankets. The warm blood that pulsed through his body has gone still, and his skin is as cold as hers. On the pillow
next to him is the shard of glass that fell from his eye, just like she found next to all the others.

Her cries of despair carry for miles across the tundra.

***

The storm rises.
A young couple are walking at the edge of the town. He took her out, thinking that the walk might do her

some good. The snow moves in graceful twists and turns, but the wind is undoubtedly getting stronger.
“I think we ought to head back home,” Kai says.
Gerda doesn't speak, and her face doesn't move. She just nods, slightly.
“Are you sure you're okay?” Kai asks.
“Yes,” Gerda manages to say. “I'm just... yes.”
He walks up to her and puts his arm around her shoulder. Her face is still relaxed in the biting wind, her

expression empty and her eyes hollow.
“You know I'm trying to help you, don't you?” he asks.
“I know.”
“Is it working?”
“Yes”, she says, but the half-second she hesitates tells him everything. He knows that Gerda has studied and

rehearsed the words she thinks she ought to say, and the reactions she ought to make. But it's clear from her
slouching stance, her shuffling gait and her faraway gazes that she feels nothing. No love, no relief, no gratitude,
no joy.



As the wind howls, a sharper shimmer dances downwards, mingling with the softer snow. It swirls and falls,
and Kai feels a sharp stabbing pain in his eyeball. It stings, and he is furious.

“Well what will help you?” he shouts. “I know you don't mean a word you say. Why is nothing I do good
enough for you? I let you stay in my home; my parents keep you fed; I help you with your father's funeral; I get
you out of bed in the mornings; I take you out; I buy you new damn boots because yours are barely holding
together. And none of that's good enough! Not a 'thank you', not even a smile! What do you want, Gerda? I've
never even seen you cry over your father. Sometimes I swear you can't feel anything at all.”

He stomps a few steps, then suddenly turns. “Just... go home, Gerda.” Then he trudges away. His rage takes
him over the hill by the frozen lake. His skin feels hot, and he realises that he's breathing heavily, almost seething.
He stops, realising how stupid he is to let himself act like this. Of course he has every right to feel this way – and
he was certainly justified in taking Gerda's behaviour up with her – but that doesn't mean he should go around
making himself look like a bloody idiot.

He looks down the hill, trying to calm down, but he's interrupted by someone driving one of those ridiculous
motorised sleds far too fast.

“What's got you all wound up there, my good man?” the driver shouts. There's an implacable foreignness in
his accent.

“Nothing,” Kai replies, turning away.
“I know, none of my business,” the driver says, with a painful amount of cheer in his voice. “Tell you what;

I've got a little sledge on the back here – why don't you tie it to my back runners and come for a little spin with me,
eh?”

“No-” Kai begins to say, but the man, who is thin, unusually short and rather underdressed for the weather,
has already hopped off, and is pulling the small wooden sledge off his motorised monstrosity.

“I used to do this all the time when I was young,” he says, “on the back of the old dog sleds. Nothing like it,
especially on these motor things.” He's already tied the sledge on, and he goes to jump back into the driver's seat.
“Hop on! I guarantee that this will sort you right out!”

Kai resigns himself to a short ride. He gets onto the sledge and holds on. The sled starts up, and he must
admit that he does find it exhilarating at first. But the sled speeds up more and more – how fast do these things go?

The wind and snow stab and sting at his face. He turns his head away and realises that he is already far out
of town, and he won't be able to jump off without injuring himself. The storm grows, and the wind rises and whips
the snow into a frenzy that carries it right back to the hill, where Gerda stands and watches.

She did not go home. She waited, and followed him a little way behind. She saw him being pulled away
from town.

It's true that she feels nothing. She feels the same nothing that wakes up with her, that follows her throughout
every day, that sleeps in the dark room next to her at night. She can barely even feel the cold.

But she thinks. She thinks only briefly about what he said. Mainly, she thinks about her feet. Her feet that are
warm and dry, in the first pair of boots that have ever been bought new for her.

As she watches him go, she has no urge, no compulsion to do anything.
But she knows what she should do.
She begins to walk out of town, following the tracks of the strange motor sled.
The storm follows her.

***

The Queen is standing at the window of the second-tallest tower. She looks out across the tundra, breathing deeply
and feeling the sharp, clean chill in her nostrils. She takes in the light, the wind, and the indistinct line of the
horizon. Her lungs are open and her head is clear.

A mechanical hum approaches from the distance, and with it comes darkness. No; not now, not yet. She isn't
ready for this.

But still  she runs from the tower, from floor to frozen floor, past shards and sculptures and beauty and
disarray, past closed doors, open doors, past the door to the room where she keeps the things she cannot look at.
She runs down, down, down to the ground, because she cannot leave anyone alone out there.



As she breaks the icy seal on the front doors and runs to the prone figure, she is aware of the snowmobile
departing, without ceremony, across the horizon.

She pulls the young man to his feet, finding him just about able to stand with her support, and helps him
inside. She leads him into a parlour, with couches and cushions. She lays him down, finds him blankets, runs to
make him tea. He is pale, cold and only dimly responsive. His coat is warm enough for winter in the city, but not
for the frozen plains of the north. He's faint, his breath slowing and consciousness waning. Nervously, she leans
down and kisses him, once, gently, on the lips. It will numb him to the cold, at least for a while.

Once she gives him tea, and food, the colour begins to return to his face. He starts to talk, and to understand
what's going on around him. His name is Kai, he says. He is young – only just grown – and he didn't seem
prepared for coming here. The Queen wonders how he came to be brought here at all. But the Devil, of course,
works in mysterious ways.

After a while, he succumbs to tiredness again, falling sound asleep on the couch with the parting words “It's
too cold here”. She brings down the quilts from her own bed and puts them over him. After all, she can sleep
without them.

***

For days, though it might as well have been forever, there has been Kai...
The whisper of his name brings a soft sigh and a smile to her.
She was there when he awoke from his first long sleep, overcome with joy to see that he had survived the

night. When he woke he was cold and hungry, and she was there to take care of him. She helped him up when he
felt stronger, and showed him everything around him. And she saw his look of dissatisfaction when he saw the
bare stone and ice, his disappointment at the worn and threadbare furnishings, and his despair at the vast expanse
of the tundra. None of this is good for him, and it's clear that he had no choice in coming here, but all the same,
she'll do all she can to make the best for him.

When he recovered, and he was capable of making his own tea, finding his own food and getting his own
cloaks and blankets, he wandered around the whole castle, seeing everything he could.

She cannot forget the dejection on his face.
He looked at everything, everywhere; he opened the door to the room of things to be forgotten. She sees him

there in the mornings, standing very still, fascinated by the huge frame of the broken mirror she had dragged back
inside aeons before. One hand blindly reaches for the pile of glass shards in the corner.

It's the only time she ever sees him look in some way satisfied. There's a look of deep concentration on his
face, of curiosity and connection. He sits there for hour upon hour, his eager smile overpowering the room around
him.  He  sits  and  works  methodically,  sorting  shards  into  piles,  finding  ones  that  fit  together  and  ones  that
tessellate. In the corners of the frame, the edges of the mirror are already being rebuilt.

She walks in and sits behind him. She hasn't been in here in years, aside from the brief moments she takes to
drop a new shard into the pile, freshly fallen from a sad eye. He makes no reaction, but keeps picking up shards,
trying them against each other, sorting them into groups.

“You're doing well,” she says.
He says nothing.
“It's a huge mirror. Maybe we could try doing it together.”
Still nothing. She gets up, moves closer, and reaches into the pile of shards.
“I'm working!” he snaps.
She jumps back. Cuts her hand on the glass. Dark blood drips onto the cold floor. She runs. He does not

respond.

***

The storm is howling.
It blasts across the tundra, clinging to every surface and probing every corner, forcing chill and ice within.



It clutches at the tense body it finds pushing through the snow. It whistles under her cloak, fingers the edges
of her dress, penetrates her hair, her eyelids, her nostrils and ears, spreading itself across her skin.

She pushes on regardless, despite its force. As she walks, stone-faced, her thoughts fix on the fact that her
feet are warm and dry.

Feeling little, accepting all, she keeps going.
In the second-highest tower of the castle, the Queen watches Gerda's approach, her mind caught within the

driving wind. She is afraid.

***

The mirror is almost rebuilt; only a few shards remain, scattered across the floor. Kai works fervently, matching
them, fitting them, renewing them.

He wears blankets on his shoulders under his cloaks now, and his skin is paler. She saw him, a little while
before, kneeling in front of the mirror, staring deeply into it, barely able to hold himself up.

She knelt beside him. “Can I kiss you?” she asked. “It would help with the cold.”
The look he gave her was close to spitting in her face.
She shuffled away and tried to stand.
“What do you see?” she asked eventually.
“I see myself,” he said, in a distant, distracted tone, “exactly as I am. And I hate it. But there's nothing I can

do about that.”
Whether it was the sentiment, or that this was the most he'd said to her in days and days, she flung herself

forward and threw her arms around him. She breathed him in, and he knelt and let her. She begged to the aether
that she would never, ever have to let him go.

She cannot let him go. Not again. Not now.
The girl on the tundra is approaching the castle. The storm will not dispel her. The Queen has no way to keep

her from coming.
In desperation she shuts the door to the room, shutting Kai inside with the mirror. She runs through the

balconies and mezzanines, plotting, planning.
When the girl arrives, and forces her way in through the heavy doors, the Queen lets the wind run through

the corridors and corners, hissing and whistling and crying out his name. Kai, Kai, it's Kai...
“Kai!” the girl cries, and she runs, up into the castle, up and up, chasing the wind. It leads her upstairs,

across the mezzanines, through corridors and bedrooms and ballrooms, all through the castle, through storage
rooms and towers and balconies. She slips and falls on the ice, shivers in the cold, and yet she never stops. “Kai!”
she screams, “Kai!” even as the words condense into cloud and float away around her.

She runs forever, and by the time the wind leads her back towards the entrance hall she is drenched in icy
sweat. Her skin is flushed, her breath is heavy, and she stumbles and falls hard down the stairs. And then the door
to the forgotten room is pushed open and Kai emerges,  and finds himself  staring wide-eyed down at  Gerda,
exhausted and splayed on the floor.

“Kai...” she says, pushing herself to her feet and entering the room. “I came to bring you home. We miss
you. Come back with me.”

“Please,” a quiet voice interrupts her, and Gerda turns to see a wisp of a woman, the smallest, palest, frailest
creature she has ever seen, standing in the doorway behind her. “Please don't take him away from me.”

This frail lady crosses the room towards Kai, head lowered, and suddenly everything that Gerda has kept
buried and dammed in swells and bursts free. The floodgates in her heart come open, and the rush of pain and love
and tears fills up every limb of her body. She finds herself running towards this sad creature, her arms wrapped
around her, and all the tears she ever held inside falling freely down her face and mingling with those of the lady
whose face is pressed to hers.

As their hearts beat together, as their pain and guilt rise up to be healed, as they share their grief for all the
things that were never given, received nor reciprocated, they both find themselves crumpling to the floor. Their
breaths steady and their tears slow. Their eyes briefly meet, and they look away and smile, their hands entwined.



A  clink falls  behind them;  it's  quiet,  but  it  resonates  through the  silence.  They look over,  and see  Kai
standing with silent tears running down his face, and one last shard of glass fallen at his feet.

The Queen stands, slipping her hand out of Gerda's, and goes to pick it up. With the others behind her, she
pushes it into the last space in the centre of the mirror.

She looks through the cracks and sees herself as if for the first time. Gerda and Kai, each by her side, all now
hand in hand, do the same, watching, studying, discovering themselves anew. Their wrongs are exposed, their
faults laid bare, their trials and mistakes left open to consider, to regret and to mend.

This is me. It is not all of me, but it is me.
And there they stay, until the storm calms and the dusk descends, and the three of them fall asleep in each

others' arms. When morning comes, all will be changed, but they'll wait until then to face it.
Winter goes and winter comes. Days rise and nights fall. Lovers meet and lovers part. Storms emerge and

rise and fall, and eventually they too will pass, they too will die.

End

December in the Hollow 
By Laurie Rosen

In my seaside town cold and grey
December days hit me hard.
As morning becomes afternoon
I linger longer, wrap myself in wool and fleece, 
pour another cup of coffee 
and like a bear burrow deeper in my cave.

And yet, when in Vermont
December days beckon me outside.
Maybe it’s the quiet of the hollow.
The only sounds I hear are the babbling brooks 
that swelled and multiplied since autumn, 
scattered barking and subdued moos, 
the tap-tap-tap of my hiking stick
with each plant on the frozen ground. 

Or it might be the open spaces. 
Beyond the naked trees 
the meadows stretch on forever 
and the mountains wear a purple hue. 
Any day now they’ll be dusted white.

As winter hastens I strap on cleats to brave the ice 
or snowshoes to meander through the woods, 
two hiking sticks for balance instead of one, 
a scarf to wrap around my face. 

Although I walk the hollow unescorted,
bare branches reach out like gentle arms.
My tensions melt and mingle in frigid air 
now thawed by the glow 
of the mountains’ purple hue. 



The Return
By Jeffrey Zable

We sit on the roof of twilight 
remembering glaciers
that melted in our hands,

and insidious batons
that waved over our heads,
turning to dust
in the moon’s red eye.

We could run with lobsters
through sands of delirium
on marigold beaches,

or jostle with ladders
whose broken tongues
lick yesterday’s salt.

We could burn with fragrance
in a numbing aphasia
at the bottom of the sea

and finally return home
to a city of avalanches
and ten thousand fingers

unraveling our names.

First appeared in Ditch, 2014



Winter's Poet
By John Laue

 
As the wren, by instinct,
flies South across the quickening air,
so did she sing when winter came
of wet winds, heavy with crystal,
bending boards of barns,
torched icicles in sunlit eaves,
snow-holes poked by water.
She was frost's glad caller:
the woolly whistle of her breath
sent plumes of celebration
into doveless trees,
their branches wet as lust;
their bases knuckled, clenched.

Spruces in loud storms' vibratos
loosed their sagging loads
saluting her as she trod along,
left footprint signatures
on snow-white, shining fields.
Bridges, heavy with new ice,
creaked with pressure
as she trod their slippery paths.
Ponds whose thin, quicksilver skin
would not have held a bird
supported her as she picked her way.
Even wolves appeared to favor her.
She often stood long minutes
still as a snowman listening
to drips of water from bare trees.
Then in a sober, mystical mood
she crossed the ice-bound brook
which whispered past her home,
entered the old, Victorian house,
wiped the sweating windows clean.
From there she watched 
the evenings tilt away.
As shadows clotted on the fields 
impressions of that world
poured from her fertile pen. 

She was winter's chosen poet, 
bard of hip-deep drifts. I knew her 
only through blurred visions,
but she gifted me that season
with bright sparkling odes.
Then when the sun stood up;
snow ebbed with the moon;
the days grew longer, lighter.
I called on her again
for more short luminous lines,
but she refused to answer.
Without a word or wave goodbye
she vanished into nature's wilds,
my fever's genius sprite.
 



Christmas Hell On Earth
By Neil K. Henderson

Picture the scene. A family gathered round the Christmas table. An old man standing over the festive bird
with a huge carving knife pointing downward, poised to go in. The candles glow and gutter in the excited
breath of children,  and the glasses of the adults  twinkle festive cheer.  Suddenly he starts  mouthing
obscenities and shrieking in tongues.

“I  hate  Christmas,”  says a family  member I  shall  simply call  ‘Junior’.  “Granddad always gets
possessed.”

“Christmas  is  not  always  a  time  for  family  togetherness  and  loving  interaction.”  Father  Phut
McGulfery of  the Church of Spirituous Sanctity takes up the tale. “Indeed, it’s  not at  all  the uplifting
reflection of Scripture it was originally meant to be.” He pauses for a nip of what I take to be holy water,
before embarking on a dewy-eyed recital. “And it came to pass,” he intones, “that as the shepherds
watched  their  flocks  by  night,  a  big  neon  sign  appeared  in  the  sky,  and  the  message  said:  ‘IT’S
SHITFACE TIME AGAIN!’ And the shepherds all got pissed, and the sheep got eaten by wolves, and the
Baby Jesus got dumped in a skip at the back of Bethlehem bus station. And we’ve been celebrating
every year since then.”

A noise at the back of the chapel distracts me. ‘Junior’ sticks his head out from behind a carving of
a seven-horned goat with many breasts and a sprig of mistletoe in its cloven hoof.

“Run!”  he yells.  “Run!  Father McGulfery’s  got out of  the secure unit!  Anyway,”  he adds in an
undertone, “Granddad’s going to cut the Christmas pudding. I think it’s stuffed with dead men’s –”

I never find out the anatomical contents of the pudding, as a blood-curdling wail rings out beneath
us and echoes throughout the unsanctified vaults.

“Bastard!” shouts Father Phut. “There’s carol singing tonight. I bloody forgot. I could be having a
traditional re-enactment of the feast, if it wasn’t for those kids!” I hear the sound of breaking glass, and
Father McGulfery waves the jagged remnant of his bottle. “I’m going to slash their windpipes for them!”
he spits out, just as the chapel door bursts open and a squad of police, with two male nurses holding a
straitjacket, chase him into the back of the building.

I walk out into the silent night, and the Whore of Babylon is standing by a lamp-post, shamelessly
proffering a cracker. What the hell, I can’t help thinking. It’s only once a year.

Ends



Hard Place
By Paul Bluestein

My home is a hard place, 
with towns that come honestly by their names -
Rocky Neck,
Stonington.
The hard rain of a Nor'easter and the hard freeze of winter 
suits people whose grandfathers built walls from the rock
that grew in every field and hillside.
Hard people, 
whose faces and lives are carved by the chisel of steady habits.

But when May comes
and the memory of March is gone,
hearts hardened by an age of winter 
surrender to the sun.

Beauty in Alaska
By Amanda Hipkins

The ice slowly melts as the sun begins to dawn,
 Another cold, wintery day has begun.
The nights are long and lasting in winter time,
 This world sees so little of the sun.
In Alaska, winter takes on a different meaning.
 The ice and cold becomes commonplace.
A blizzard begins to blanket all mountains and roads,
 Falling ever so quick and with purpose,  as if they're in a race.
Despite so many days and nights of white,
 Still there lies a raw and unfiltered beauty to this place.
Even in each of the tiny snowflakes that fall,
 Elegant and unique,  they tumble down with unmatched grace.
The snow allows the trees to wither in order to be reborn.
 Obscuring all of nature's children with it's pure white embrace.



Wolf Country 
By Melodie Corrigall

Annoyed by his companion’s smug smile, Arnold glanced furtively out the car window at the hostile white
landscape. Everything pointed to a disastrous weekend. When he had decided to stage their last outing at
the cottage, he’d failed to consider winter’s potential tyranny.

In the city—his arena—the elements were kept under control. In his haste to find a spot where she
would not  embarrass him by histrionics,  he hadn’t  considered that  seasons like relationships,  shifted.
Memories of previous summer visits to the cabin: hot buzzing fields, gentle hills, and a seductive silver lake
had lured him back. All that remained of that warm season was a bone white carcass.

On the trip up Karen had referred to it as “wolf country,” for him “bleak country” more aptly described
the landscape. Thankful to be armed with the latest technologies, he felt like an alien invading enemy
territory in an unreliable metal tank.

Behind the car, the wind erased their tracks; in front, the road wound a gray gully between ridges of
snow. Inside the steamy shell, the radio announcer’s voice was tortured by static. 

“Can’t we have that off?” Karen pleaded.
“No. It’s the last link to civilization.” 
The farther they drove, the thinner the radio voice, until finally, when the crackling shredded their

ears, Arnold grudgingly cut the cord. The cocoon fell silent; Karen smiled.
“You’re sure they plow the road?” Arnold asked. 
“Yes,” the careless reply.
“Positive?”
“If not, what’s the worst that could happen?”
No visionary, Arnold imagined that the worst that could happen would be to be stuck with Karen for

another day, forced to hear her yap on about the wolves, the snow, and the serenity. 
Once, long ago, her rough edges had amused, her faux pas been forgiven, but no longer. She could

go home to her mother, find a job in the hick town she came from, and hook up with some local yokel. All’s
well that ends.

And finally  he could recover  his  routine—enjoy the meetings,  the conventions,  without  justifying
where he was every minute, without excusing Karen’s behaviour when she tagged along. 

The car swerved as they ascended the crest of the valley. “Wolf country,” Karen sighed, and then in a
firmer voice, “My country.” 

Arnold acknowledged a canine resemblance.
They turned in at the gate, the car chugging against the snow, the desperate engine gasped, lunged

forward, and expired. Arnold switched off  the ignition and yanked out the key. The vehicle shuddered
ominously,  a  last  rattle  in  the  frozen  silence,  and  then  sunk  defeated.  A soft  white  shroud  slowly
descended. They had arrived. 

Now for the job of lugging their things across the open yard, snow up the pant legs, icy nails cutting
his face. Then to struggle open the door. Only when it  was too late to turn back had Karen gleefully
outlined the survival procedures required on arrival. Having translated her description into reality, Arnold
feared the worst: the frozen cabin, ice in the water bucket. It would take half an hour to get a meager fire
going in the wood stove, an evening of effort to make the place habitable. They could stick the professed
beauty of the winter wonderland. He preferred to read about it, see the video. 

Shivering, Arnold pulled his rough duffel coat around his shoulders, shoved his hands in his stiff
gloves and reluctantly pushed open the car door. While the snow resisted, the wind attacked, howling, and
yanking at his jacket. Karen had already leapt from the car. She twirled about crying “Beautiful, beautiful”
and then her tall leather body moved away, eagerly swallowed in the swirling white.

Later, had Arnold agreed, they could have hiked across the frozen lake in the moonlight. As soon as
the wood stove crackled, Karen had urged him out for a walk.

“It’s so bright, we may see the wolves.”
Arnold refused. 
“You’re frightened because here other animals hold sway,” she teased. 
“What that supposed to mean?”  
Karen shrugged, and stared out the frosty window. 
“The hockey game’s on tonight,” Arnold said. “I wonder who’s winning.”
“You can find out Monday.”
“Maybe I can get it on the radio.” 
“No, you can't.”



A razor sharp howl severed his words, then a hush. Another piteous wail and then, silence.
“There they are,” Karen whispered reverently. “Did I tell you about my dog running with wolves?”
“Yes and I told you they’d have eaten her.”
The next morning after breakfast, Arnold insisted on starting the car before they ventured out for a

walk. He wanted to be ready to leave as soon as he broke the news. Uncomfortably perched on the frozen
seat he jabbed the key in the ignition and turned: dead and again dead. Cursing he jiggled and twisted the
cold metal. The motor was frozen. The gray sky churned as angry as his acidic stomach.

Surely, she didn't mean to go walking in this. But, yes she did. Well, fine, the last walk, then, back to
the cabin, the announcement and her tears. 

“Come on,” Karen beckoned, moving towards the frozen lake, “It’s beautiful.”
Arnold struggled out of the car. He slammed the door shut, and trailed after the receding figure. The

winter forces were gathering strength, the black skeletal trees contorting.  
“Lovely,” she cried, whirling about, scattering snow. “Wonderful.”
Lurching towards her, he barked. “The car won’t start.”  Grabbing her roughly he snarled. “How will

we get out of here?”
“We’ll walk to Mr. Gardner’s. He’ll help if he’s there.”
“What do you mean if he’s there?” he shouted kicking at the torpedoes chewing his ankles. 
“I didn’t see his car when we drove past. Probably gone south,” she smiled. “If so, we’ll walk to Mr.

Beckett’s.”
“Beckett’s is miles away.”
“We’re in no hurry,” the woman shrugged, moving off. “I’m going to see if there is any spoor out on

the Bay.” 
If they’d been in town he’d have smacked her face.
Arnold glanced back at the shrinking cabin, no smoke from the chimney. Final straw, she’d forgotten

to put more wood on the fire. 
“Did you bring the house key?” Karen called back.
The key? Surely she hadn’t locked the place. The wind knifed under his thin jacket, snow crept up

his raw ankles. They’d have to smash a window. Smash the whole damn place.
“Just teasing,”  the woman cried,  “Who would we be keeping out?  The wolves?”  Then pointing

behind him, she sang triumphantly, “There they are.”
Arnold whirled around.
Karen laughed, “Only their droppings silly.”
Arnold shuddered. “Let’s get this over.” It was only a matter of endurance; only another day.  
Suddenly Karen galloped towards him, butting against his side roughly. “So you’re throwing me out?”
“Karen,” the man wailed, “Don’t start that here.” A sharp crack sounded. 
“The ice breaking,” the woman sang. “Every year on a day like today, crack...another man drowned.”
“Or another woman,” he muttered.
What was she up to? Either she’d guessed he was leaving her or she was going crazy. She was

never this bad in town. 
Karen loped easily ahead. Gritting his anger, Arnold stumbled behind, pushing against the obstinate

snow. His aching feet were imprisoned in soaked boots, his face burnt from the wind, but still she pushed
on.

“I’ve had it, I’m going back,” he shouted. 
“Go back if you want.”
“You can’t stay out here alone.”
“Don’t worry about me.” 
Arnold turned around, squinting to see the cabin. The wind had eaten their tracks. Across the lake,

snow covered trees melded into the cardboard grey sky. The beast was crouching quietly now. He could
sense its shallow breath. “Could you get back alone?” he asked.

“Could you?”
The man shrugged angrily, and trailed after the furred body plodding ahead. She’d done it this time;

she’d  regret  this  game.  He  dragged  his  heavy  boots  along,  drugged  by  the  repetitious  white,  the
unrelenting cold. Finally, he stumbled forward and grabbed her arm.“Karen, stop playing around. Let’s go
back.”

“No,” she snarled. “Wait here if you're tired. I’m going around the point.” She yanked her arm free,
pushing him onto a snow-covered log.

“Don’t be long.” 
“Why? Afraid you’ll drift off to sleep and die?”



Disgusted,  the  man withdrew his  head into  his  coat  collar,  shrinking  his  body  into  a  fetal  curl.
Through frozen eye slits,  he watched the  snowflakes bury  his  ankles,  his  legs,  and cover  his  chest.
Suddenly he burst from the white blanket banging the snow off his jacket and scoured the landscape.
“Karen,” he roared, “Let’s go back.”

Now every movement was agony, his aching body heavy, unmanageable. Pain knifed his legs when
he leaned on his swollen feet. “Karen,” he cried, stumbling forward.

Silence. In the grey dusk no hint of footprints remained. Maybe she’d run off with the wolves, he
laughed scornfully, the ice cutting his throat. He shuffled painfully back and forth, spitting out her name.

“Damn her,” he muttered. “Let her find her own way back.” He turned and trudged towards the pale
light, struggling to move against the cold, the pain, the exhaustion. Was he heading the right direction?
The sun had been behind them when they left the cabin, but now there was no focus to the anemic light.  

Exhausted, Arnold sunk down into the snow and drifted to sleep. A sudden noise jerked him awake.
Something was lurking nearby, sniffing at him. A wet snout licked his cheeks. Grabbing his face, he jerked
into a ball, crying for help. At a jab to his ribs, he painfully pealed open his encrusted eyes, and stared into
the sharp light. Karen’s face loomed above, teeth glistening.

Ends

Vermont at Four Degrees Above Zero 
By Laurie Rosen

Trees encased in ice and snow 
shimmered against a cobalt sky. 
Frozen branches of barren birch
cast blue-grey shadows 
on the Long Trail, blanketed white.
Silent but for our breath 
and the crunch of our snowshoes,
we hiked single file.

Our bodies warmed as we climbed. 
We peeled layers, 
swiftly stuffing them into backpacks. 
Passing other hikers, 
we shared a smile, a nod,
a secret society mesmerized by
the magic of a winter’s day,
four degrees above zero. 
Home in the hollow,
rested, well fed,
we grabbed hats, jackets, mittens
and headed out again. 
To the night sky. 
Craning our necks 
we watched stars dance
and leap across the cloudless sky. 

With noses, cheeks, red and stinging, 
we hurried back inside to stoke the fire, brew the tea, 
and cocoon into colorful blankets.
A smile, a nod.
Intrepid friends. 
Mesmerized by our secret society, 
at four degrees above zero.



White Death
By DJ Tyrer

He really wished he’d paid attention to the warnings on the news to stay indoors whilst the country was in the grip of
unyielding snow. It was a case of crying wolf – he’d grown so used to warnings about impending disasters that never
materialised and watched so many weather forecasts that proved utterly inaccurate that he’d paid no heed. But, for
once, they’d been right and, now, he was sat in his car, stuck in three foot of snow on some godforsaken country lane
after  trying  to  avoid  the  long tailbacks  on the  motorways.  Snow was  still  falling  and layering  the  bonnet  and
windscreen with another inch or two.

He couldn’t get a signal on his phone and the satnav was on the blink again, so resignedly he pulled a battered
road atlas out of the glove compartment. It was a few years old, but most of the roads were the same and he hardly
ever needed it, so he hadn’t bothered updating it. Opening it up, half the pages falling out as he did so, he found the
page he was pretty certain he was on and studied it, trying to see if there was anywhere nearby he could head for; a
village, perhaps, or a farm.

Tracing the route he was pretty sure he’d taken, one parallel, more or less, to the motorway, he looked for the
area of woodland that lay to the right of the road. Finding it, he could see that he was about as much in the middle of
nowhere as it was possible to be in the crowded south-east of England. His options were a farmhouse about a mile
away, a small village a mile beyond that and a church about a mile back in the other direction. The latter was a no-
go; there was no guarantee a remote rural church would be open.

Well, the farmhouse was the nearest, but the problem was that it lay on the other side of the woods, unless he
added in a detour; the village was a little nearer if he stuck to the roads. Looking at the depth of the snow, he decided
that crosscountry was about equal – if anything, the tree cover might mean the snow was less deep in there.

He opened the door – a task of some difficulty with the snow pressing against it – and climbed out into the
biting cold.  His clothes weren’t  intended for conditions like these: the snow was up to his waist  and made his
trousers frigidly wet and seeped uncomfortably into his shoes. The jacket he wore barely had any effect against the
cold. He wondered if staying put with the heater on might have been a better idea.

Trudging the short distance along the lane to where a stile protruded from the snow seemed to take him forever.
Clambering over it, he made his way across a snow-buried field or meadow to the woods beyond. Entering the wood,
he discovered that his guess had been correct – the snow here was a lot less deep, averaging a doable six inches or so,
meaning the going was far less difficult, even if the pristine layer of whiteness concealed all manner of roots, dips
and other traps for unwary feet.

For a brief period, his spirits rose as he appeared to be making good time, but his legs soon began to tire from
the effort of walking through the loose snow and tripping over roots. An attempt to raise his spirits with a cheerily-
whistled tune failed when his frozen lips proved unable to form his frosting breath into notes. He was chilled to the
bone, his feet were completely numb and the trousers had practically frozen onto his legs. His morale was dropping
like the temperature and he could see no end to the trees. Oh, how he wished he could just sit down and fall asleep.
He rather wished he lacked the sense to know that was a bad idea.

As it was, he kept on trekking despite his drooping eyelids. The leafless trees seemed to press in upon him, as
if hostile to his presence. They were huge in girth, unusually so. He’d seen trees like them before, of course, but
never so many together; one or two would be outstanding examples in a patch of ancient woodland where time and
the ever-present hand of man had acted to cull the remainder. But, here, the vast, primeval trees remained.

There was a wind here, blowing through the leafless branches to create a mournful moaning sound and sending
little flurries up from the ground and skittering about in whirling eddies. In his mind, the sound of the wind seemed
to translate into unwelcoming words: “Go back! This place is not for you! This place is not for modern man! This is
a wood of the elder age!”

He knew it was just his imagination, inspired by the cold, the loneliness, the mournful sound of the wind, but
he couldn’t help but half turn as if seeking to retrace his steps. That was when he realised he was lost – although the
flurries had partially concealed his tracks, his progress was marked in the snow, showing how he’d been meandering
aimlessly amongst the trees, walking almost in circles. Although he’d assumed he was walking in a straight line,
every time his path had encountered a tree, he’d shifted his direction to a greater or lesser extent. Although he felt as
if ought to have walked for a few miles, he had no idea how far into the woods he’d actually gone in the direction  he



needed to be going. It was possible he was very nearly out, but it was equally possible he’d gone no great distance at
all from where he’d entered; he had no idea.

Staggering onwards in what he just had to hope was the right direction, exhaustion, confusion and depression
all called at him to quit. He felt as if he could just sit down and cry – or sleep. There seemed to be no point in going
on – no point in anything. He couldn’t remember why he wanted to leave the woods, nor why he’d entered them. He
couldn’t remember anything save the leaden weight of his frozen limbs. His mind was filled with a dull sensation of
detachedness.

It was growing ever colder and the snow was falling again, fluttering down between the stark, leafless branches
of the vast and towering trees that seemed to leer and reach out for him. As the snow grew deeper on the ground, he
found it ever harder to lift his unwilling legs. He moved slowly, robotically, no longer knowing nor caring why he
stumbled on, just knowing in some unconscious sense that he must continue to move, must struggle on.

The  wan  winter  sunlight  was  fading  now,  lengthening  and  deepening  shadows  as  the  snow  blurred  his
surroundings in a haze of white and erased his footprints so that he no longer had a guide to where he’d already
trodden as he stumbled around, again and again, in the same useless circles that brought no end to his wanderings.

Branches groped towards him and seemed to swirl overhead as he finally sank down into the snow, unfeeling
and uncomprehending. He barely wondered if anyone would find him – all he wanted to do now was to sleep, to slip
into the timeless embrace of those woods and cease his futile, meaningless struggles. What was the point? There was
nothing but the woods and the snow and an unchanging eternity of whiteness.

Ends

Originally published as ‘The Unwelcoming Wood’ in Wild Wood (Thirteen O’clock Press)



Snow
By Amanda Hipkins 

Snow dancing ever so sprightly 
crystals of neverending shapes

In the sun it glimmers brightly, 
Close-up they are a magic trick

Each and every drop is sightly

Limitless patterns that glint
and gleam in the sun

Falling and tumbling till they
hit the ground

Beauty within mother nature that 
does not make a sound

The Melting Ice Mystery
By Mark Hudson 

In an arctic bay, far, far away,
a ship was discovered underneath ice.
The ice melting revealed the display,
of the HMS terror, the ship paid its price.
The sailors from England sailed astray,
from the Inuit they would not heed advice.
It was much colder back in the day,
the eighteen-hundreds were not so nice.
The shipmates got stuck to their dismay,
resorting to cannibalism, arms and thighs.
Global Warming melted the ice where it lay,
the ship that was frozen in place so precise.
The mast stuck out, once under a polar cap,
a natural tomb, England’s explorers trap.



Morning Ritual in the Snow Belt
By Tony Daly

Light erupts, ripping consciousness away from sweet dreams
Voice growls, replacing fantasies of the night with stark reality
Snow won’t shovel itself, fire won’t feed itself, but I will
A couple logs in the stove – can’t let the pipes freeze

Quick glance out frosted glass reveals a postcard view
Blankets of undisturbed snow layered over rolling hills
So peaceful, so serene, to the outside observer, but
To the trained eye, frigid cold and tiresome work await

More layers need to be added over night clothes first:
Cotton to shield, wool for warmth, bread bag to waterproof
Long John's first, sweats to warm, blue jeans as wind-shield
Then the outer layer: boots, coat, scarf, hat, gloves

Opened door, icy blast, breath crystallizes form on scarf, and
A beautifully jagged word cloud filled with censored expressions
Shovel away from the door with wicked wind fighting any advance
Shards tossed one way, strike back, attacking any unshielded skin

Progress is slow, forge ahead, over stoop, porch, bridge, stairs
A path must be made to the garage first, wide enough for a man
Then up the driveway, wide enough for a car to skid through
But don’t dig too low, hitting a stone will break your back and shovel

After 300 feet of trail, and 400 feet of driveway, the fun begins
Six feet wide, four feet deep, brown frozen salt, snow, mud sludge 
Leftover amalgamation from the plough’s nightly bacchanalia
The strength of Hercules to move a shovel full - chip it away instead

The path finally clear, a moment of pride to breath and relax
Allows the sweat and snot to freeze on skin exposed in joint gaps
But the work is not done: load the sled with logs from the garage,
Pull it down the new path, fill the wood rack, three trips should work

Peal the layers off and hang them to dry, feed the fire another chunk
Take a quick shower in ice cold water and dress in fresh clothes
More style, less layers this time. Luckily there is still time for breakfast
Before the bus gets here. The sugariest cereal tastes the best right now

Standing before the frosted glass, peering over the blanketed hills,
Noticing the scar ripped across the face of the postcard, serenity fades
One final check: bag, homework, lunch, sneakers instead of boots
Then finally the yellow streak appears from behind a snow mound

Quickly now, prints are left behind, marring a thin sheet that has
Already begun to obscure the scar, but that will wait until later
Over the stoop, porch, bridge, stairs, driveway to a newly ploughed quagmire
That spills into shoes missing their waterproof layer
Across the road, past the mailbox that lays battered and
Broken in the bank, onto the bus and away with friends

Can’t wait for study hall, where fantasy will replace reality once again
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