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For Alexander, my son, who brings back the joy, wonder, and thrill of having fun in the snow.
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IT SNOWED LAST NIGHT

A Note from the Author
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I’ll BE ENTIRELY honest here; when I was little, I had never been particularly frightened of snowmen.

I’m not sure why. Because my whole life I’ve been afraid of the monster under my bed, the one hiding in my closet and all the ghosts and ghouls that I know lurk within the shadows wherever I roam around after dark.

But snowman never really gave me the creeps.

Despite the fact that, when you think about them, snowmen can be rather scary. I mean, look at how they are constructed. What kind of a life is that?

A body made of three balls of packed snow piled atop one another? A pair of broken tree branch sticks for arms. 

Not to mention those dark black eyes of coal.

But even though I’ve never been frightened of snowmen I’ve written about them – and seem to have been fascinated with the basic idea of a snowman actually coming to life, like in the classic Christmas carol that children joyfully sing each year; but in my imagination it’s not always quite as joyful and magical an experience as in the song.

Perhaps my fascination with snowmen comes from growing up in a more northerly part of Canada (I grew up in Levack, a small town about an hour’s drive north of Sudbury, Ontario – and we had REAL winters there, not the pseudo winters that I now experience in Southern Ontario. Winters up north were long; the snow was plentiful. I truly enjoyed cavorting in the snow for afternoons and evenings after school that seemed to last forever.

When I was young, snowmen were just a part of the natural winter wonderland snowscape I cherished.

Now, though, I tend to throw a cautious glance over my shoulder whenever I pass once, particularly when walking down a dark, deserted street . . .
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Snowman eating child - Levack, Ontario January 2015

Used in the design of this book’s cover

Photo by Mark Leslie Lefebvre


	[image: image]


	 
	[image: image]







[image: image]



THAT OLD SILK HAT THEY FOUND
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A COOL WIND kisses me.

Little by little the sensation rises, becomes more real. The soft light breeze becomes an intense, encompassing cold. But the cold doesn't hurt me — it soothes me. It feels good, comfortable.

Relaxed in the darkness, I realize that my eyes are closed. What am I saying? I realize, for the first time, that I have eyes.

I open my eyes to see the world through some sort of charcoal grey lens. But despite the blurry grey haze I can make out a white landscape and figures moving in the distance. Running and cavorting, their shouts are muffled. I can barely hear them.

I can barely see, I can barely hear.

But I do have life.

It's an incredible feeling — almost overwhelming.

I don't really understand who or what I am, but having life feels good. Knowing that I exist and that I can sense and feel is wonderful.

I try to move, but I can't. I look down.

No!

I don't have legs — just this big round mass.

I look to my sides. My arms are mere sticks. They flail uselessly in the wind.

Who created me? Who gave me this cruel life? Was it those kids who frolic so joyfully in the snow? It must have been. They are the only other ones here. Can't they see what a horrid creature they have conjured? Can't they tell what a torture this life is that they have given me?

"Hey!"

A deep voice calls to me. Who is it that addresses me? Certainly not the children, for they are still ignoring me. The voice sounds much different, much clearer and closer than the voices of the children. My eyes scan the landscape.

"Hey, you! Newcomer!"

Finally, my eyes spot the owner of the voice. He is one like me, off to my left. I can tell he is like me because instead of legs and feet, his bottom is a large white mass of snow. He is built like three large balls stacked upon one another. There is a scarf wrapped around his neck. He has dark lumps for eyes, a carrot nose, two sticks like mine, bobbing in the wind, and several tiny stones in a line which form a horridly ironic grin.

I try to respond, but I cannot make a sound.

"Don't even try to speak. You can't. They didn't give you a mouth," the other one says.

They didn't give me a mouth? Feeble arms, no legs, no mouth. What evil creatures they must be! Why even bother to give me life, then?

"Welcome to the world, Frosty."

Frosty? Is that my name? Did they at least give me a name? I wonder, what is the name of my companion?

"In case you're wondering, my name's Frosty too. For the most part, even if they do name us, we're all called Frosty at one time or another. I guess it's supposed to be a funny name for a snowman. But for the sake of personality, you can call me Oldtimer. I've been alive for ages now. Can you believe that I'm four weeks old? Geez, where does the time go?

"Well, since you're new, I'll give you the low-down. God, it's so good to be able to talk to someone again. Do you know that I've been alone now for almost two weeks?"

Just then, a child runs up to Oldtimer. "Hey now!" Oldtimer says. "Get your paws off of me!" But the child laughs and grabs at the nose.

"YAAAAAAAAARGHHHH!" Oldtimer's scream cuts through my head. I can almost feel his pain as the child wrenches the nose free and runs, laughing, through the snow. Another child, upset, chases after him, determined to get the carrot back.

Oldtimer is quiet for a moment. I wonder if he's okay. I wonder if he's still alive.

I wonder if they create us just to torture us.

"Stupid little brat!" Oldtimer says in a low moan. The anguish is clear in his voice. "I'm okay, now. It hurts, but not so bad as I imagine it was for Sammy."

Sammy? Who is Sammy?

"Sammy was my last companion. He stood not four feet from where you now are. And if you think I'm old, he'd been around from the beginning of time. He was the one who explained to me all about what being a snowman means. Do you want to hear it?

"Well, since you can't speak, then you can't object and you're going to have to hear it.

"If you haven't already guessed, humans created us. We are created merely for their pleasure. From what little I have learned of humans, they do this quite often. They create all kinds of creatures merely to use them as they see fit — and to dispose of in a likewise manner. Sammy told me stories of them breeding creatures merely to eat or to keep as what are called pets. I guess that we're like pets. Except, of course, we can't do much more than stand here. At least their other pets have the freedom to roam around. See this yellow stain at the bottom of my right side? It's a little gift from one of their pets called Spike.

"But what nerve, eh? What gall. To automatically assume ownership of another species — to create another being and then to destroy it for their own pleasure."

Oldtimer is silent again. And it is then that the child who took off after the one with the carrot returns, triumphantly holding the carrot up high. She returns to Oldtimer and sinks the carrot into his face.

He grunts as she does this.

Then the girl turns and looks across at me. She frowns, turning her head to the side. She mutters something and walks forward.

I've never known such fear, such dread. She's coming at me and I can't do anything about it. Trying desperately to cringe and shrink back, I close my eyes and wish
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