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Jennifer’s sigh fell as quietly as the snow falling outside the window. 

“Snow again” she muttered, though there was no one to hear.

Even when it didn’t snow, it snowed! It felt like there had never been a season other than winter.

“What I wouldn’t give for a tropical beach holiday, and a sun-warmed Mai Tai,” she told the evening gloom.

Still no sign of Justin - what was taking him so long? Was he lost?

The heavy clouds creeping across the sky made the tree shadows waver, the snowman seemed to be waving at her.

Perhaps calling her out to play, or signalling a warning.

Shivering reflexively, she pulled her cardigan tighter around her body. Then pulled her socks up for good measure. 

The sullen red glow of the banked fire lured her over, and she inhaled the soft, warm smell of smoke as she bent to warm her hands.

Ideally, she’d have it stoked and roaring, but the earthquakes had been bad recently, and she couldn’t risk it.

Not to mention that Justin had been gone for days and the wood heap was almost as low as the food stocks.

Even though the snow was as deep as the window sills, perhaps it was time to forage for wood. She’d managed the keep the path mostly clear despite the post-quake flurries, but it was still an effort to walk. 

Maybe Justin had fallen or lost the path. Should she go look for him?

Perhaps, after a cold clear night, it would be sufficiently frozen to walk across.

Jennifer had no idea, she was a City girl who knew nothing about life in the country, let alone halfway up a mountain.

Not that it mattered, the night was drawing in, and there was nothing she could do until morning.

She grabbed the last crust of bread from the pantry on her way back to bed.

When had the power gone out? Was it Tuesday?

Not for the first time, Jennifer wished she was one of those super organised people whose phones and laptops were always charged.

Stranded in this tiny, if beautiful cottage with no knowledge of what was going on back home was torture.

And without power, there was nothing to do but sit in silence with her thoughts. And she’d almost used all of them up.

Thinking wasn’t that much fun anyway.

And whose idea had it been to take a trip to the mountains?

Justin’s.

After that massive argument when she’d called it quits, he’d suggested a long weekend at Mount Moira, just the two of them.

At the time, she’d thought it was an attempt to make amends, a bid for reconciliation.

How had he described it?

She couldn’t remember.

Was it possible he’d meant to leave her here alone all along?

Poor sweet Justin? Surely not.

Yet he’d taken the car and left her there.

“Shopping for supplies,” he said as he drove away. Never to be seen again.

Well, never say never.

She sighed again and pulled the bed covers more tightly around her.

Such a shame they couldn’t bring her black Labrador, his warmth would be handy about now.

Though Ninja had never really taken to Justin.

She’d thought the dog was just jealous but had Ninja been trying to tell her something with his hostility?

She’d trusted the dog’s judgement on so much else, why not Justin?

The tremors startled her awake. They increased in intensity, and she was thrown from the bed as if by a vengeful hand.

Mugs, plates and books pelted down around her as she scrambled under the bed for safety.

She was grimly amused that so much of it was unbreakable melamine.

While the cottage owners weren’t advertising this as an earthquake zone on Airbnb, they’d clearly put some thought into minimising their on costs.

Actually, why hadn’t they sent anyone to clean cottage seeing as they should have left by now?

Justin had told her a long weekend, and he was a bit tight where money was concerned, so it didn’t seem likely he’d booked more than three nights.

His miserliness had been the cause of more than one disagreement, and a significant point of difference in their outlook.

It was a big part of her decision to break up with him.

Though of course with the earthquakes and snowstorms, maybe the owners couldn’t get through either.

Could the storms be blocking both them and Justin?

As the tremors faded away, Jennifer resolved to never again leave home without an emergency coffee supply. And nuts, crackers or some other kind of sustaining snack. And a small torch. Maybe a deck of cards. Definitely a notebook and pen.

Of all the “essentials” she was carrying in her enormous tote bag, only the tissues had been useful, and there weren’t enough of them to deal with the cold weather nose drip.

Lucky the cottage came with too many tea towels, though they weren’t very kind to her face.

At least her clothes were more or less appropriate, so she was more or less warm. Somewhat warmer when she wore the bedding too.

She’d been expecting a ski lodge, not a cosy cottage.

Why can’t men communicate more clearly, she wondered.

Why not say “I’ve hardly seen you these last few months, so I’ve booked us a cottage in the mountains where we can get naked and catch up.” Instead of “Let’s go into the hills for lunch.”

That lunch seemed so long ago.

They’d visited a cosy French cafe and eaten a delicious Cassoulet with buttery garlic mashed potato and green beans, followed by spiced apple Tarte Tatin, and rather too much wine.

Then they’d taken a walk around the wood fire scented village to help it settle.

There’d been a little
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