
Alaskan Winter 
 
The rocking chair scritched and scratched as it rubbed against the unforgiving floor. I sat 
there looking out the small window, watching for a sign of life, waiting for him to come home. 
 
Cold clouds travelled across the sky, spreading ike ink blotting out the harsh winter sun. 
Slowly small flakes started to trickle down through the air, dancing in time with the soft wind. 
Each one perfectly unique, intricate, a glimpse of beauty in the usual barren land, they clung 
to the petite window forming art only the most talented of artists could create, but in an 
instant the delicate flakes melted away. How is it fair that the most beautiful of things can get 
destroyed so quickly? 
 
I watched as the snow slowly filled the solitary line of footprints that weaved through the 
trees; the white flakes slowly erasing any sign of life. I knew where the footprints went, they 
travelled over the hills, adapting to the contours of the countryside, they would stop at the 
river and there he would be with his hook reaching down into the icy cold water, silently 
waiting for a fish to unknowingly sacrifice itself for us.  
 
I imagined what it would be like if he brought fish home. The smell would fill the hut, creeping 
into the darkest corners, it would suffocate the smell of dampness and choke out the sense 
of depression that lingered in my home. His eyes would twinkle again, his merry laugh would 
echo round the hut and heal my heart. The fish’s holographic skin would shimmer, when the 
light catches it the skin would project rainbows that would dance around the room. One small 
fish would do this, one tiny fish would repair this broken home. There has not been any fish 
in a long time. 
 
The clouds slowly began to disperse, and the pale yellow sun appeared again, the ball of 
light had almost reached the horizon, creating a sunset so beautiful, my body involuntarily let 
out a small gasp. The sky was now a myriad of colours; lilac streaked across the sky, along 
with the azure and amber that mixed together to form a picture you would only see in your 
dream. It was as though an artist had swept his paintbrush along the sky. The clouds swirled 
forming intricate patterns adding to the beauty. If only I could capture this and show it to him, 
surely this would cause his jade eyes to sparkle again. 
 
The sunset meant darkness was near, it would sweep over the countryside and encase my 
home in a blanket of impenetrable darkness, not even the brightest of lights could pierce 
through. The birds would stop singing the hopeful voices would not reach my ears, instead 
the trees would whisper sinister secrets that would infiltrate my mind causing me to suffer 
from demonic images that would haunt me throughout the night. 
 
As I sat waiting the sharp winter wind slowly choked out any hope living inside of me, and I 
watched as the remnants from the fire slowly fizzled out, taking any light with it.  


