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SILAS was boiling water for tea when he heard a scream. It came from the side of the house, and he knocked over his mug on his way to the window. All he could see was snow. There was already a foot of it on the ground. When he heard a second scream, he stuffed his feet into his boots and tore through the front door. 

He knew it was going to snow when he woke up that morning to a grayish white sky, but he had no idea how bad it was going to get. He’d heard wind, but he hadn’t been outside yet. He never left the house unless he had to. 

He made his way through the blinding whiteness and icy winds toward the sloping cellar door on the left side of the house. The deep snowdrifts made the perfunctory process of walking an exhausting task. His feet crunched into the snow, making him move too slowly, like it was a dream. The blizzard conditions made it difficult to see, and Silas shielded his eyes with his hands. He didn’t have any gloves on, and he worried about frostbite. He’d already lost two toes to it, not long after the Great War ended.

He reached the sloping cellar door and he kept moving forward, blinking snowflakes out of his eyes, his breath making clouds on the exhales. 

Up ahead in a snowdrift, he saw a dark stain the color of cranberries. 

Blood? It couldn’t be. 

He continued forward. The closer he got he realized with an acidy taste in his throat that’d somehow evoked the coppery flavor of blood in his mouth, that it was in fact blood. 

It was a man wearing a red hunting cap with his arms and legs splayed out, like he was making a snow angel. 

Blood trickled from his neck into his long gray beard from a wound near his collar. His eyes were open and glassy, and he wasn’t moving. The snow was quickly covering him. Silas peered closer. 

And then he saw it.

The snow had almost masked it.  

A screwdriver was on the ground, covered in blood. Silas sucked in a breath, and looked from left to right. He didn’t see anyone. But whoever killed this man couldn’t be far. 

He turned and hurried back toward the house. The heavy, wet snow forced his feet to move in the same slow manner they did whenever he ran from something frightening in a nightmare. His heart pounded and his teeth chattered. He didn’t want to look behind, but he wanted to be sure no one was following him. 

He turned and saw the dead man in the snow. And Silas thought he saw something dark move near the body. 

He turned back and ran as fast as one can run in foot-high snow. When he reached his front door he was so shocked to see it wide open that he tripped going up the stairs. 

He thought he’d closed it, but perhaps left it open in his haste to investigate the screams. Or a strong gust of wind opened it. He stood up, and noticed something on the top step of the porch. 

There was a footprint in the snow. A large, bare foot with the big toe jutting out. It pointed toward the house. 

He stood by the doorway and peered inside. The wind whistled and snow blew into the house. He wasn’t sure he wanted to go inside, but he couldn’t stand there in the middle of a storm. He stepped into his house and closed the door with trembling hands. 

Something rustled behind him. He whipped around. It was only Tiger, his tabby cat, coming out of the closet where he liked to nap in the winter. 

“Did you see anyone sneak into the house, boy?” He whispered to Tiger, who meowed.

“I hope that means no,” Silas said under his breath. 

He picked up a piece of firewood and went into the closet. He used it to brush through the handful of jackets and snow pants hanging inside. It would be difficult for someone to hide in that small space anyway.

But it’s a big house. Whoever killed that man could be hiding anywhere. 

He retrieved his shotgun from the back of the closet. He made sure it was loaded, and went off to check the rest of his home. 

Silas searched through each room upstairs: his bedroom, the two spare rooms, and the sewing room that was never used. The rooms were empty save for his few pieces of furniture. He peeked into a closet at the back of the house, and inside was one of Willard’s shirts. He grasped the sleeve and pressed it to his nose. It still smelled faintly of pine needles. His throat tightened and he held back a sob. 

Silas stopped before the memory took over. Usually, a hot toddy did the trick of softening the blow of remembrance. But sometimes, the toddy did the trick of bringing another memory to the surface, and there he was with Willard laughing in front of the fireplace, sipping from their mugs like it was yesterday.

He shut the closet door. He closed the doors to every room and went downstairs, holding the gun steady in front of him. He went through the first floor and checked every closet, every corner, even behind the curtains. That left the basement, but the door was padlocked. No one could’ve gone down there without busting the lock. 

The house was empty, so he determined that he just hadn’t closed the front door properly and a strong gust of wind opened it. 

“Only this, and nothing more.” 

Silas quoted his favorite author, Edgar Allan Poe. Tiger meowed, and he reached down to scratch behind his ears. 

The footprint on the top step nagged at him, though. He went to the window that overlooked the porch, but the snow had covered it. 

There were pockets of cold air throughout the house, and he rolled up a blanket and placed it at the bottom of the front door. This storm brought the coldest drafts that had ever flown through these walls. 

He went over to the telephone in the parlor. He picked up the receiver, gave the exchange, and waited. He waited almost a full minute before realizing there was no operator on the other end connecting him. He wasn’t surprised the lines were out—the last storm had taken out the phones along with the electricity. 

He had plenty of food, and wood for fire, but he was running low on matches which showed how much he’d been smoking lately. He would have to wait until the storm stopped to tell the police about the dead man in the snow. 

Would he be able to show them exactly where he’d found the man, since the snow would completely cover the body by then? He figured it was about sixty, maybe seventy paces from his house, but he wasn’t sure. It was hard to tell walking through snow. He supposed he would assist them in digging him out, as much as he didn’t want to. 

He wondered who the man was, and why someone killed him. Did he have a family? Was the red cap a gift from someone he loved? 

Silas looked through the window. The snow was turning into sleet, ice pellets like pebbles falling from the sky. 

Willard would’ve called this a winter stone storm. He loved watching these, just like hailstorms.    

Creaks from upstairs. Silas told himself it was the house settling. Strong winds will always make houses shift and creak. He had checked every possible hiding place upstairs, of that he was sure.

Creaks again from above. He walked over to the stairs with Tiger following him. Silas looked upward as the wind whipped through the walls, and more creaks came with it.  

“It’s just the wind,” he said to Tiger, who looked up toward the noises a bit too long for Silas’s liking.   

He leaned the shotgun against the wall and started a fire. He gathered blankets, food, and his pipe, and set them near the fireplace. He glanced outside at the storm. It looked like a moving picture screen that was blotting and blurring, as if whoever was running the projector got distracted and let the film bunch up. That happened when he went to see a Charlie Chaplin picture last month. The usher at the theater mentioned there would be sound in the moving pictures soon. He called them “talkies.” 

Heavy creaks from upstairs. It sounded like someone was walking on the floorboards. He picked up his shotgun, and Tiger’s tail twitched. Silas took a few steps forward and heard creaks several feet away from where he’d heard them before. He took a
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