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The Welcome
 

Father insisted they push through the early snows, but the bloody flux was
unrelenting. Now both Mom and Dad were dead and sixteen-year-old Ian
became the one to shepherd his sisters to safety.

The trail, forged by the Mormons when they first arrived, lay plain before
him, even in the snow, but the walking was hard. He left his sister, Ann, the
oldest and his younger sisters; Emily and Carrie, the youngest, together,
huddled around a fire. Neither Ann nor Carrie were able to travel as sick as
they were. Emily both strong and stubborn would keep her sisters safe. Ian
hoped the trail passed a house or farm; any where he could find help. He tried
not to move too fast. He didn’t want to sweat, that would only make him
colder. The snow fell in fat, white flakes but thankfully, there was no wind.

He pushed on all day, hardly pausing to eat the cold biscuit he’d put in his
pocket before he left the girls. Descending a long way, he hoped to find a
place soon. The day was already drawing to a close.

It must be close to Christmas, he thought as his weary legs punched
through the knee-deep snow. Back in New York, we’d be putting up a tree,
making gifts for each other. His chest constricted, he didn’t want to think
about mom and dad right now.

Ian came to the end of the ponderosa pines and realized he was on a road.
He looked around for house lights - dusk had fallen. Which way? He looked
to his right and left, panic building. He went to the right, hoping he hadn’t
made a mistake. He thought about the girls, up on the mountain all alone in
the cold. It was easier walking along the road so he hurried; the cold seeping
through his sweaty shirt. About a mile up the road, he saw it. A small glow
shone from the window of a cabin ahead.

It seemed to take forever, getting to the cabin door. Breathless, he could
smell bacon and hear the voices of a family at supper. He knocked. A chair
scraped across the floor as the voices inside went still.

The door opened and a flood of warmth washed over him. A big man with
a full beard and wool pants held up with suspenders stood in the doorway.
“Sir, I’m Ian Washington. We’re up on the Mormon trail. My mom and dad
are dead and my sisters are sick. Can you help us?”

The man paused only a moment. “Come in boy, we’ll see what we can do.”
 

The End



The Job
 

Snow boiled through the air, the wind whipping it in every direction. Mike
went to the corner store to buy milk and bread. He felt like a failure. It’s
Christmas Eve and I don’t have a gift for my wife. The last unemployment check
came last Friday. I don’t know what to do next.

He pulled his coat collar up around his ears, he didn’t have a hat. Ahead, he
noticed a man closing up his shop, checking to make sure the door locked. As
the man crossed the sidewalk to a car next to the curb, he slipped on the
snowy sidewalk, falling heavily.

Mike hurried to the man and set his plastic bag on the ground. He went to
one knee beside the him. “You OK, Mister?”

The man’s hat had fallen off. Mike picked it up and handed it to him and
helped him sit up. “That was a nasty fall. Are you alright?”

The man ran his hand over his head. “I think so, just a bump.” He put his
hat on. Mike helped him to his feet.

“Careful now, the new snow is slippery.”
The man brushed off his pants. “Thanks for the help. I appreciate it. What

are you doing out on such an awful night?”
Mike picked up the bag of bread and milk. “I went to the store. I’m on my

way home.”
The man pulled his coat tighter. “Walking in this weather?”
Mike switched the bag to his other hand, putting the one that had been

holding the bag in his pocket. He didn’t have gloves either. “Yeah, well, we
had to sell the car. I couldn’t afford it anymore.”

He turned to go.
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