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When the Snow Melted 

In the spring of 1978, fourteen-year-old Kyle Williams spots something strange protruding from a melting snowbank beside a rural road. By the next morning, a group of unidentified men had removed it. The sheriff refuses to discuss it. Kyle's parents tell him to forget about it.

He can't.

For the next forty years, Kyle searches for answers.



Some people spend their lives searching for treasure. I spent mine searching for something I saw sticking out of a snowbank when I was fourteen years old.
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Chapter One: The Mystery I Never Solved
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The old wooden porch creaked beneath Kyle Williams' rocking chair. The sun hung low over the western field and trees, casting long shadows across the wheat stubble. A warm breeze carried the scent of fresh-cut hay and distant rain. At seventy-two years old, Kyle had watched this view for most of his life. The farm was quiet now; his wife had passed three years earlier. His children lived in the city, and most of the men he had grown up with were gone. Only the memories remained. And one memory refused to let go.

A young reporter sat across from him, notebook balanced on her knee. She had come to write a story about local history. The old grain elevators, the abandoned railway line, and the farming communities that had slowly disappeared over the decades.

The interview had gone smoothly until she asked a simple question. "Mr. Turner, in all your years here, what's the strangest thing you've ever seen?"

Kyle stopped rocking. His eyes drifted beyond the yard, beyond the fields, and beyond the present. To a ditch beside a country road nearly fifty years earlier. For several moments, he said nothing.

The reporter waited, and finally Kyle smiled. Not because the memory was pleasant, but because even after all these years, he still didn't know the answer.

"I was fourteen," he said quietly. "Spring of seventy-eight."

The reporter leaned forward. Kyle stared toward the horizon. "I saw something sticking out of a snowbank."



Spring, 1978

Winter was losing its grip on the countryside. Snowbanks still lined the ditches, but they were shrinking a little more every day. Melting water rushed through culverts and low spots in the fields. The roads were muddy. The air smelled of wet earth and thawing grass.

School had finally let out for the weekend, and Kyle and his friend Dave Mosley sat near the back of the bus, neither was paying much attention to the conversation around them. Everyone was thinking about Saturday, as the fishing season would open soon and baseball would start. The long winter was ending.

Kyle was staring out the window as the bus bounced over a rough stretch of gravel road. Something caught his eye: a dark patch protruding from a dirty snowbank. At first, he did not think much about it. Roadside ditches collected all sorts of junk during winter. Dead animals, lost garbage bags, old tires. But as the bus rolled past, Kyle got a better look.

The object looked gray and covered in what appeared to be coarse hair. It seemed far too large to belong to any animal he recognized. Kyle twisted around in his seat as the object disappeared behind them.

"What are you looking at?" Dave asked.

Kyle hesitated. "I don't know. “The image stayed with him all afternoon, even after he got home.

While eating supper, his parents noticed his distraction. "Are you feeling alright?" his mother asked.

Kyle nodded, but his thoughts kept returning to the snowbank. The hair, the shape, and the feeling that something wasn't right.

By six o'clock, he couldn't stand it anymore. He grabbed his bicycle.  "I'm going for a ride."

His mother barely looked up from the dishes. "Be home before dark."

Kyle was already halfway down the driveway.



The road felt longer than usual. The closer he got, the faster he pedalled. Part of him hoped the object would be gone, part of him hoped he had imagined it. The snowbank appeared around a bend; it’s still there.

Kyle dropped his bicycle on the edge of the road. His heart pounded as he approached. The object protruded from melting snow and mud, and up close, it looked even stranger. Matted coarse gray and brown hair covered much of it.

The shape beneath the hair seemed wrong somehow. Too smooth in some places, and too human in others.

Kyle crouched beside it. A foul smell drifted from the snow. Not the smell of a dead animal, but something different, something older.

Carefully, he brushed away a little snow. His stomach tightened when, for an instant, he thought he saw skin beneath the hair. Pale gray skin, almost like a person.

Kyle stumbled backward. Then he ran.

His parents listened in silence as he explained what he had found. His father frowned, and his mother looked concerned.

"You think it's a body?" she asked.

"I don't know."

His father stood. "We had better call the sheriff."



Sheriff Henry Dafoe arrived twenty minutes later. He was a large man with a weathered face and thirty years of law enforcement experience. Nothing rattled him, or so everyone believed.

Kyle rode with him to the ditch. The sheriff examined the object with a flashlight. He walked around it twice, kneeling beside it, studying it. The longer he looked, the more serious he became.

Finally, he stood. Kyle expected him to identify it. Instead, the sheriff simply stared.

"What is it?" Kyle asked.

The sheriff didn't answer. He returned to his cruiser. Using the radio, he spoke quietly for several minutes.

When he finished, his expression had changed. "You and your folks stay away from this area."

Kyle frowned. "Why?"

The sheriff looked directly at him. For the first time that evening, he appeared nervous. "Just do as I say."



Before sunrise the next morning, Kyle was back. Hidden behind a stand of poplar trees, watching.

Three dark vehicles arrived. No markings and no license plates that he could see. Six men stepped out of the vehicles, all dressed in identical jackets bearing a strange crest resembling a circle with a triangle. They did not speak much, but they worked quickly and professionally.

Within thirty minutes, the object was loaded into a covered truck. The men left, the sheriff left, and the ditch was empty. By noon, there was no sign that anything had ever happened. No tracks, no evidence, and no explanation

And for the next forty years, nobody would tell Kyle Williams what he had seen.
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Chapter Two: The Obsession

[image: ]


Most childhood mysteries fade with time, but Kyle Williams never did. Years passed. High school became college. College became work. Work became marriage, children, mortgages, harvests, and all the ordinary responsibilities that fill a man's life. Yet no matter how busy he became, every spring brought the memory rushing back.

The melting snow, the strange shape in the ditch. Sheriff Dafoe’s uneasy expression. The unidentified men who arrived before sunrise, and the thing that vanished without explanation. 

Kyle tried to forget. But every time he drove past that stretch of road, he found himself glancing toward the ditch. Looking, remembering, wondering.

As the years passed, curiosity slowly transformed into something else. Obsession.

When Kyle was in his mid-thirties, he decided he was finally going to uncover the truth.

The first step seemed simple enough. Find the police report. Every incident involving law enforcement generated paperwork. Reports were filed, records were stored. There would be documentation somewhere. Or so he believed.

The county clerk spent nearly an hour searching. When she returned, she looked confused. "I can't find anything."

Kyle frowned. "What do you mean?"

"No incident report. No call log. No evidence report. Nothing."

"That's impossible."

The clerk shrugged. "Maybe it was misplaced."

But Kyle knew better. A sheriff had responded personally. Multiple vehicles had arrived. Men had removed something from the scene. Records should have existed. Yet there was no trace they ever had.

It was as though someone had erased the entire event. The discovery disturbed him far more than the original mystery. Missing records meant intent. Someone had wanted the incident forgotten.

The question was why.



Over the next several years, Kyle tracked down nearly every retired deputy who had worked in the county during the late seventies. Most claimed they remembered nothing. Some politely ended the conversation, while others refused to speak at all. One deputy hung up the phone the moment Kyle mentioned the date, and another closed his front door without saying a word.

The reactions only fueled Kyle's determination. People didn't behave that way unless they were hiding something. 

Then he found Don Trotter. A retired deputy living two counties away. At first, Trotter seemed friendly enough. They met in a small roadside café. The old deputy laughed easily and spoke openly about his years in law enforcement. Until Kyle mentioned the ditch. 

The change was immediate; the smile vanished. The colour drained from his face, and his hand froze halfway to his coffee cup.

For several long seconds, he stared at Kyle without speaking. Finally, he leaned forward. "Why are you still asking about that?"

Kyle felt his pulse quicken. "Because nobody will tell me what happened."

Trotter glanced around the room. The diner was nearly empty. Yet he still lowered his voice. "You should let it go."

"What was it?"

The deputy's eyes narrowed. For the first time, Kyle saw genuine fear. Not discomfort, or annoyance, but real fear. The kind of fear that survives decades.

Trotter stood abruptly. His
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