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The snow outside was thick, thicker then the residence of D.C. Had seen in a 
while. It was an unexpected blizzard that had thrown the city out of commission 
for a couple of days. Mid-April was late for snow. The snowfall had come early 
this year, after January all predictions claimed it was an early spring. There was 
enough sunshine and warmth that the city believed it. The snow plows had even 
been packed up to be forgotten about until next year. 

And then Charlotte hit. Three feet of snow in the first hour. And it kept 
coming. By nightfall cars were buried and people were trapped in their houses, 
their doors just opened to a bank of snow. It was being called the snow-
pocalypse. There were rumors that snowplows were being brought in from other 
states. People were panicking all over the capital. By the second day of nonstop 
snow, the president declared a national emergency (well, maybe just a city wide 
emergency). 

For Abigail Winters the storm was a comfort. While most families in the area 
were camped out in front of the tv waiting for news from the outside and 
praying the power didn’t go out, Abigail brewed a strong cup of tea and settled 
down in front of an open second floor window. She had always loved a fresh 
snowfall. The way it plays in the light, dancing like a sophisticated group swing 
dance. As a child she had always been the first one out in new snow and the last 
one in at night. In her twilight years she didn’t quite have the energy to build 
snowmen but she could sit in the window and feel the cool breeze. 

Storms like Charlotte were rare now a days but Abigail remembered as a 
child, her town being locked down for months. Long before snow plows and 
snowmobiles, her mother used to snowshoe to the grocery store in the evenings 
and her father still commuted to work, but by cross country ski. The city never 
shut down. “Modern society has no backbone,” Abby thought as she watched 
the pirouetting flakes. “Must be that new president, setting a bad example, state 
of emergency.” 

Abigail shook her head in disgust. 
As dusk fell on the still untouched snow, Abby watched the street lights 

flicker on. The snowstorm seemed worse under their harsh light. The flakes 
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stopped dancing and instead looked like mini comets pelting towards the earth. 
She shivered. Her tea had long been empty and she could feel the cold down in 
her bones. 

She slowly rose to her feet accompanied by the usual popping from her joints. 
The cold wasn’t doing them any good either. Every move hurt. She reached out 
to close the window. Abby saw a flicker of movement from the corner of her eye. 
She re adjusted her glasses and peered out the window. There was a solitary 
figure, hunched over clomping through the snow drifts.

Abby leaned out the window a little further, “Hey you!” 
Her words were swept away in the wind. She mustered up her voice and 

tried again, “Hey you, over here!” She hadn’t shouted like that in years. But it 
had done the trick, the figure paused and waved at her.

Abigail shouted again, “come here.”
The figure plodded towards her. It passed under a street lamp and she could 

make out a man, every inch of him bundled except for the long beard sticking 
out of the face mask. When he had reached her house his head was only a foot or 
two below the windowsill.

“Hi madam, cold night to have a window open.”
“Cold night to be out walking.” 
His beard twitched in amusement, “True that. Cold night for pretty much 

anything.”
Abby looked down on him, his hat and coat were coated in snow, there were 

flakes in his beard, and she was surprised her could see so much snow had built 
up on his mask. She made a decision, “Would you like to come in and warm 
up?”

The man stared up at her, “I couldn’t really impose.”
“Come in, I was about to put the kettle on.”
It took a little more persuading, but only a little. Finally he said, “Alright I’ll 

come in. Um how should I…”
Abby looked down at him and then looked over to where her front door 

usually stood. “I guess you’ll have to kip up here.”
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He looked at her for a second, weighing the situation in his mind, “Alright, 
but I may need some help.”

He approached the window and with a jump got his hands on the sill. He had 
to try a couple of times, his hands kept slipping but eventually he got a hold. He 
started pulling himself up but it was not easy going. Abigail gave a little sigh and 
grabbed one of his arms. She could feel the muscles under the coat straining. He 
was strong, but it was a strength that came with age, a well practiced strength 
meant for chopping wood or weeding gardens not scrambling through windows.

When he finally pulled himself through both of them where gasping for 
breath. When she had enough to speak she said, “I don’t know when the last 
time I had a man climb through my window.”

His beard twitched again.
“You’re dripping everywhere, take off the wet and then come downstairs. I’ll 

get a fire going.”
A couple minutes latter Abby heard footsteps on the stairs. She turned and 

offered the man a cup of tea.
“Thank you kindly madam.”
He was a thin, wiry gentleman. Now that he hand his mask off, she could tell 

he was older, probably not much younger then herself. “Call me Abigail.”
“Well thank you Abigail. You can call me Adam.” 
“Nice to meet you Adam.” They both took a long sip of tea. The hot liquid 

seemed to go straight to Abby’s aching joints. 
“Come, sit by the fire. I haven’t seen anyone else out in days.”
“No, most people camp in when it snows. Not the kids but everyone else. I 

always enjoyed it though.”
“Me too,” said Abby as they both sank into armchairs by the fire. “Wished I 

could have been out there tonight. Joints aren’t quite what they used to be.”
“They don’t look too bad to me.”
Abby could feel her cheeks turn red. She took a sip of tea to cover it. “Aren’t 

you a charmer."


