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Written by Natalie Smulders

I have been teaching at this university for over two decades now and very recently went through a divorce. My former partner left me and ran away with some young lawyer. I was as surprised as anyone when she came clean about her affair. I still scratch my head thinking of how and when they must’ve even met. Because of the divorce and the loneliness of being single, I’ve been going to bars more. That’s where I met my incredible young former college student Marie.

I had just started drinking when I saw her. Marie was a beauty, a breathtaking sight, and she was a twenty-something who was out with her girlfriends. A girls' night out, I guess. She saw me looking at her from a distance and waved at me.

I looked around to make sure that it was me she was waving at and not someone behind me. Marie, along with her friends, chuckled as I did so. I smiled back as they invited me to their booth.

I shook my head but to no avail. She walked towards me to pull me there. She could barely walk, so I got there before she fell. I couldn’t let that happen, of course. Her friends were strangers to me at first. I sat with three young ladies who were hanging out together, and all three were somewhat drunk. Marie was in my class last year before she graduated. The other two with her used to study too but graduated before her. She’d failed her last class, so she stuck behind.

They talked to me, to which I mostly just nodded since I could barely understand either one of them. The music was too loud, and their tongues were just dancing with alcohol and food.

Luckily, the awkward moment didn’t last long, but I ended up driving her home since she was too drunk. She had planned to take a cab, but I asked to help, and she let me.

The other two took a cab since they were both going to the same address, whereas Marie was not. I was not drunk, at least not enough to not drive. We were on our way, and for a moment, I thought she was going to fall asleep when she surprised me.

“So how are you? I heard you were divorced. Is that true?”

“Y-Yes,” I gripped the wheel tighter as I said so. “Why?”

“Just asking if you’re seeing anyone?”

“Do you have anyone in mind for me?”

“Not really, although if you want, I can find some for you,” she teased.

“I’m a little too old for that,” I was well over fifty and was far past my ‘relationship’ age. “I don’t think I want to be in any relationship anymore.”

“So just flings, huh?” she smiled.

“Flings?”

“You know? One-night stands...” I was speechless. She said it so casually, as if she was talking to her girlfriends. “No wonder you were at the bar.”

“I was at the bar for drinks, nothing more.”

“Sure,” she rubbed my arm as she said so.

“Really!! I mean, look at me, do you think I can pick anyone at this age?” She looked at me.

“You don’t look that old,” she moved closer to me as if not sure of her own answer. “You must be in your late thirties.”

“That’s the alcohol talking,” I said and hoped that she didn’t notice me blush. When she came close to me, I swear I thought she was going to kiss me. The light bouncing off her shining eyes made her devastatingly beautiful. I think my heart skipped a beat, either that or I’m having some heart problem, which, let’s face it, at my age is quite possible.

“No really, did I ever tell you how much of a crush I had on you when I was young?”

“I... I-I guess not,” I was blushing so hard I hoped she didn’t see it. I had to change the topic. “Your address is still the same, right?”

“What? No, I don’t live in the hostel anymore,” I pushed the brakes.

“Sorry, I forgot. So... where do you live now?” She told me her address, and I had no idea where she meant.

“Let me drive, I’ll show you. Then you can come visit me sometime,” she tried to push herself onto my spot sideways.

“Oh, no, I don’t think so, young lady; you’re too drunk for that.”

“So what do you suggest we do?” She had me there. I was thinking about it, and I guess she could tell from my face that I was thinking of an answer. “I live alone, so I can’t call anyone either. Trust me; I’m pretty sure I can drive.”

“You can’t drive,” I said matter-of-factly. “But you can give me directions, is that okay?” She nodded.

“Wow!” she said, and for a while, I was confused as to what she meant by it. What was she impressed by? Then I saw it too. From the night sky, small but suddenly a lot of snow started to fall.

“We better hurry, or we’ll get stuck,” I sped up the car, and she kept pointing until we finally reached her place. It took half an hour to get there. By then, her house was covered in soft white snow. “Do you have a shovel?”

“Why?” she asked.

“Why do you think?” She shrugged at the question. “Look at the door,” I pointed. She looked and then nodded; the realization that the snow had blocked the main door of her house hit her.

“I have a shovel in the storeroom.”

“And where is the storeroom?”

“It’s behind, across the garden. We’ll have to walk there; the car won’t fit there.”

“I’ll wait close by, you go get the keys,” I said, and she quickly went. She said it would take a minute, and so I agreed to wait. A minute went by, then two, then more, but she didn’t come. So I followed her footsteps instead, thinking maybe the storeroom door was also covered with snow. Either that or she was just unable to find it.

Either way, I was too bored of just waiting. It was getting colder and colder, and it was obvious that I wouldn’t be going home anymore. I hoped she had a guest room that I could use.

It had been more than four minutes, and I started feeling a little worried. Did she pass out or something? I called out her name, and to my surprise, she replied, “Yes?” I decided to go in, and when I reached her lawn, which was surrounded by tall fences, I spotted her. She was on the ground. At first, I thought she had passed out. She hadn't.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I whispered under my breath as I saw her. She was on the grass, covered with snow and making wings by moving her arms up and down. Despite the weather being so cold, she was lying on the snow as if she was on her bed. “Let me guess...” I sighed. “You didn’t try to open the garage door.”

“Of course I did!” she smiled back. “It’s open.”

“And if you don’t mind me asking, why are you...?” She interrupted me before I could even finish the question.

“I just couldn’t resist,” she said with a wide grin. “When I was young, me and my sister used to do this all the time. I just missed it.”

“Okay, I guess... I’ll go in and get the shovel.”

“Wait,” she gestured me to pull her up from the ground. She raised her hand towards me, and I walked towards her to pick her up. I grabbed her soft, warm palm, and her wet, skinny fingers wrapped around mine. I hadn’t even started to pull her when she brought up her other hand and grabbed me. Using both her hands, she pulled me to the ground.

The young force brought me down on her. I used my hands to make sure I didn’t land on her directly. Thankfully, neither of us was hurt.

My eyes grew wide when I stopped. Her face was an inch or so away from mine. I could feel her breath on my chin. I swear, I thought of kissing her, and I would have if not for her eyes. Her blue eyes were wet, in a sad way rather than romantic.

I lay down next to her since I couldn’t stand up immediately; her hands still gripped my arm tightly. My back was covered with soft, cold ice. The snow surrounded us both now.

“Make a star!” she whispered, and I shrugged. What the hell! She probably wasn’t going to let me go until I did so. She was a pretty young thing after all, drunk and high on hormones, as I once was, as my wife used to be. I sighed and did as she told me. Something happened, something that I hadn’t felt in years.

As my arms and legs shifted the snow around, I felt like a younger guy again. I remembered doing exactly this back when my family had moved to a new neighborhood. I remembered that day when our school bully hit me so hard my nose fractured, and I had to stay at home. I was alone with no friends, and it was snowing. I came out to the roof and did exactly this. The snow was my friend then, and as it turns out, it still is.

“Hello, old friend,” I murmured. I’m not sure if she heard me, and even if she did, I didn’t care. I closed my eyes for a second, and all I felt were the small snowflakes covering my face, and Marie held my hand.

“Good ole Snowy, huh?” she said in a strange but funny cowboy-type accent, like in the John Wayne-type movies I used to watch as a kid. Then I remembered something that shattered the moment.

I remembered when it was snowing in my apartment, back when my wife shared the place with me. Back when I got the news that I would never be a father, back when heavy rainfall flooded into my room, back when we got into a fight, back when she fought and argued that the reason she cheated on me was because I was keeping her away from the gift, from the experience of being a mother.

All the memories flooded my mind at once, and I snapped my eyes open and, without a word, went into her garage. I came out with a black shovel with me; luckily, it was quite easy to find. She was still on the ground and didn’t say a word.

I wanted to forget what had just happened in my mind, so I looked for a distraction. My eyes looked around: the white snow, the green gate, the blue windows, and brown doors. Blue, like her eyes, and then my eyes saw her again.

I was puzzled at how she was not the least bit worried about catching a cold. Maybe because of her drunken state or something, I just shrugged it off. She was clearly enjoying it, and so I let her be. She's still young; she doesn’t yet need to be as miserable as me.

While she rested on the snow, I got to the door and started shoveling snow from the entrance to the side. I moved as fast as I could to keep my mind busy at the task.

It took me less than a minute to clear the way. I went back and put the shovel exactly where I’d found it
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