
The First Snow                   
First Voice:
The thud of Dad’s heavy footsteps around our creaky old two-story cottage eventually roused me from my sleep. I kept tossing and turning in the warmth of my bed until the front door slammed, followed by the sudden roar of the car engine. 

Nearly tripping over my blanket, I leaped out of my bed and rushed downstairs. I lunged for the front door, just in time to see my Dad’s old SUV drive away through the slightly stained glass. Huh, he never leaves without telling me. I shrugged at the thought and started to head back to my room to sleep a bit more. 

Walking to the stairs, a bright neon note caught my eye. It was slipping off the edge of the magnet stuck on the fridge. My Dad’s handwriting sometimes can get very illegible. I tried to process scribbles until the broken letters finally started making sense in my head. Then suddenly it hit me. ‘FIRST SNOW TODAY!!’, the note screamed at me. I let out a dramatic gasp before harsh footsteps echoed behind me on the honey-hued wooden flooring as I sprinted towards the giant window in the living room. 

I buried myself in the comfort of the giant knitted blanket after settling into my cozy sofa, and memories rushed back to me. Faint images started taking over my head as a smile slowly grew on my lips. Dad had been making hot cocoa, snickering as Mom yelled at me for not sleeping the night before in excitement. I remember those lectures used to go in one ear and out the other. My family’s excitement for the first snow had been peerless. But the memories also gave me a reality check. Dad and I had slowly drifted away. 

Ever since Mom passed, we hadn’t had a proper conversation. Communication consisted of one-word replies and silent mornings. It was as if Mom were the only mutual between us, the only way we were connected to each other. Though it wasn’t the same when I was younger. Whether it was soccer at the park or a midnight snack, Dad and I always shared secrets. Sometimes even ones that Mom would have slaughtered us over if she found out. 

After her funeral, we were both broken and didn’t know how to put ourselves back together. The soccer stopped; the secrets, well, there was no one to keep them from. And the midnight snacks, we would have if we had an appetite. Every first snow after that day was just another normal day. If on a weekend, then we would just spend it alone in our rooms like lost spirits. On a weekday, it would be the usual routine. I desperately wanted to go back to how we were but didn’t quite know how to. 

The fog of my thoughts drifted when I caught sight of the bright note finally slipping off the magnet. As it fluttered through the air, it made me wonder. Dad never left sticky notes like this. I walked over and flipped it to check for any dirt. I took a sharp breath. There wasn’t any dirt, but there were more scribbles. ‘I’ll be as quick as I can; we can’t let Mom down another year, eh. Make sure to make the hot cocoa - even if it won’t taste as good as mine!’, the scribbles read. 

The words broke the three-year silence that had grown between us. A prickle of tears hit the corner of my eye as I rushed to the kitchen cabinet. It was time to make world-class hot cocoa. 





Second Voice:
My alarm felt as if it was a rusted needle, slowly drilling into my temples. I slowly stretched my hand out of the comfort of my silken sheets to slap my phone asleep. But then a sudden chime interrupted the loud sirens. As I rose very faintly to read the message between my blurry vision, my back cracked as loud as a glow stick. Ignoring the uncomforting sound, I took the phone into my hands and tapped on it gently to read. The letters resonated, and I was out of bed before I even blinked. ‘Meeting is at 9:15! Where are you?!’ How could I forget I had a meeting today! 

The floor was ice beneath me but also the perfect wake-up call; I didn’t have time to complain. With my toothbrush dangling from my mouth as the minty foam dripped down my chin, I scrambled to my closet and picked out the first pair of clean work clothes that caught my eye. Nearly choking, I yanked the freshly washed shirt over my head. I spat out the toothpaste and quickly rinsed my mouth, the clock flickering at the edge of my sight. 9:01, the clock read. I swore under my breath and dashed out of the room in panic as I scooped up my office bag from its usual spot beside my desk. 

I’d been ignoring the reminder under my demanding boss’s kind message, but it felt wrong to do so. The words flashed in front of my eyes as my stomach dropped: ‘Special day today!!’. It was the first snow today. Ethan and I had always been over the moon for today. The excitement had faded after his Mom passed away. We’d just been the happiest family before that day. 

The accident haunted us. I always circumnavigated the block, my hand refusing to steer the wheel in that direction. My head spun, and my heart started pounding out of my chest whenever my eyes met the asphalt on that street. I quickly snapped back to reality when I heard the soft rustle of Ethan’s blanket. Realizing that I might have woken him up, I glanced at the clock once more. 9:07. 




Engulfed in my thoughts, I had forgotten what I’d rushed out here for. I peeled off a sticky note from its pack and dug out a pen from my messy desk’s drawer. Despite the time crunch I was in, there was no way I was going to let the closed door between us remain the way it is. I stumbled down the creaky stairs and scribbled the words I dreaded to say to him: ‘FIRST SNOW TODAY!!’  I wrote in big, barely legible letters. On the back, I scribbled a few more letters, but this time put more thought into them. ‘I’ll come back as quick as I can; we can’t let Mom down another year, eh. Make sure to make the hot cocoa - even if it won’t taste as good as mine!’ I tried to squeeze in all my emotions in a few little sentences.

 Knowing very well that there’s a large possibility he won’t read it, I refused to let go of the little spark of hope in me. Suddenly, my stress was relieved. The panic that was dancing through my veins when I woke up this morning and the stress that I felt while getting ready. It was all gone. 

On my way, I realized that I would be in a perilous situation when I step into my office soon. But it didn’t bother me the way it usually did. As the white cotton-like flurries brushed off my windshield, I let out a soft puff of air. One thing was for sure: we were having hot cocoa tonight.
