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Walter pulled the comforter down below his chest. His bedroom was beginning to warm as the sun glided through the window. It blanketed over his face, soaking up any reminiscence of the almost unbearable chill from the night before. He loved the beauty of winter, but the nights were getting the best of him. At eighty-five, his body was in contention with his mind and today was one of the harder ones. His legs were stiff and heavy as they dropped off the side of the bed, hitting the floor with as much ease as two fifty-pound barbells. Hello diabetes. 
Missing his slippers, his feet landed on the slick, cold oak floor. Grumbling under his breath about the comforts of carpet, he had to go to the bathroom—pronto. His teeth at this point in his life, were much like his daily memory … there one moment and gone the next. He had pulled them out of the glass of water on the nightstand, and thoroughly rinsed them before maneuvering them into his mouth. The mint tickled his palette and his tongue swirled around inside pressing, them in place. He didn’t need them giving into the laws of gravity during breakfast. He never used Polident or any other adhesive; it was messy, and Walter despised anything messy. 
He could hear his name being called and opened the bathroom door. Why must they shout to me every morning? They know I go downstairs promptly at seven o’clock. No mystery, right as clockwork. 
“Yes, Vivienne?” 
“Dad, you almost ready? Breakfast is on the table and it’s getting cold. I have to take Robert to pick up his car. 
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The brakes are finished. I’ll only be gone a few minutes.” 
“Go…go. I’m coming down in a moment. Just need to put on my sweater.” Lovely girl, but a bit daft. ‘I’ll be fine.” 
“Okay. There’s eggs and toast. The coffee pot is still on and your cup is right beside it.” 
What am I blind now? “Just leave Vivienne. I’m sure I can muster up enough brain power to figure out how to pour a cup of coffee.” 
He heard the front door close. Ah, some peace and quiet, he thought. Walter finished buttoning up his sweater, a dark blue cardigan. His late wife, Gina, gave it to him as a Christmas present…the last one they spent together before she passed away. As he stood head half-cocked looking in the mirror, it reminded him of the first morning he put it on. It was brighter than and the elbows were not worn like they were now, but it still gave him a feeling of being close to her. A never-ending hug from Gina. As long as he had it, he would always have her arms around him. 
He ran his hands down the front, smoothing it out and then knees cracking, headed downstairs to the kitchen. 
Breakfast was shoveled past his lips. Under-cooked bacon and mediocre eggs slid down with an extra dose of grease. 
Pouring a second cup of coffee, he brought it with him to the front porch to watch the day begin. The front porch was the perfect resting spot to plant himself and observe. As an ex-marine, Walter never forgot his training. He was the unofficial gatekeeper for the block. The snow came unseasonably early this year, and the morning hour left most of the landscape undisturbed. It still had the image of a Thomas Kinkade winter painting. There was something almost magical about the sweeping layers of powdery white, revealing the gleam of a 
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deep freeze. Even neighboring rooftops were transformed from dirty brown shingling to prismatic icicles winking in the sunlight. Each home belonged in a fairy tale you wanted to believe had a happy ending. Walter’s lips almost formed a grin, until two cars pulled up in the driveway and then it was quickly replaced with a scowl. His son, Robert and wife Vivienne, were home from the mechanics. As soon as Robert emerged from the driver’s seat, Walter rolled his eyes. He knew what was coming. 
“It’s freezing out here. You’re gonna catch pneumonia.” 
“You can’t catch pneumonia from sitting on the porch. Your bum may get a bit chilly, but the threat of pneumonia, I assure you is not an issue,” Walter huffed. 
“You know what I mean... What about your arthritis? And don’t try to tell me that the cold won’t affect it. We both know that’s a lie.” 
“I’m wearing my heavy coat, I have a thermal shirt under my sweater, my old marine boots with wool socks and a down winter blanket on my legs. I think my arthritis is well protected from the perils of our first snow,” Walter slid his hands under the blanket. 
“We just worry about you,” Robert’s eyes narrowed. “Well since I’m a grown man, and I am the one who raised you, I think you should stop being such a pain in the backside and let me enjoy my peace. And for the love of Henry, tell your wife that I’m not a complete baboon. I know where the kitchen is for breakfast and how to get a cup of coffee. It isn’t brain surgery you know. Although, sometimes I wonder if the two of you might not benefit from a lobotomy yourselves,” Walter looked away. 
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“That’s enough Dad. Vivienne cooks for you every day. The least you could do is show her a little respect and a thank you would be nice, too.” 
Walter pursed his lips, leaned back in his chair and adjusted the blanket on his legs. “No son, you’re right. I’m sorry, Vivienne. Thank you for breakfast this morning, it was very good.” 
“You’re welcome,” Vivienne’s eyes brightened with recognition. 
“But the next time, could you make my bacon a little crisper. I felt like I was eating a grease-soaked piece of cardboard.” 
“Dad!” 
“No, it’s okay Robert,” Vivienne took her husband's hand and squeezed it. “Crisper bacon next time. You got it. Would you like some tea?” 
“Thank you daughter in-law, that would be fine.” 
Walter knew what he had said was wrong. But he couldn’t help himself. The anger inside just bubbled up, it didn’t matter who was in the perimeter of the explosion. They were destined to be one of his many verbal casualties. His sarcasm was sharp and cut like a hunting blade. There were always casualties. 
*** 
He heard a door slam and turned to his left. The O’Callahan’s boy, Ryan, was bundled up with a wool pea coat, black leather gloves and a green plaid scarf wrapped around his face. He was carrying a nylon sports bag on his shoulder. When he reached Walter, he waved and pulled the scarf down away from his mouth. 
“Good morning, Walter. Isn’t it cool outside?” 
“Yes, it is cold.” 
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“No, Walter. I meant doesn’t everything look really awesome with the snow?” Ryan turned in a circle. Walter chuckled. He knew exactly what Ryan had meant. He was just playing with him. Not wanting to deal with the exhaustion of having to carry on an unwelcome conversation, Walter would often have trouble understanding people. This usually led to their frustration and inevitable desire to leave. Mission accomplished. It worked perfectly, most of the time. But never with Ryan. 
Walter figured the boy was just too dim to realize that his attempt at conversation would just continue in an unending loop of sarcasm. Most of the time, he would go in the house and leave Ryan standing outside. But this 
morning, he didn’t have to. Much to Walter’s surprise, he just waved one more time and went on his way. Curious, thought Walter. I wonder what that boy is up to? His need to know was short lived however, because it wasn’t long before he forgot about Ryan O’Callahan and drifted off to sleep. 
*** 
“Come here, hurry! Come on, you can do it. I’m right here. Reach for my hand, I’ll pull you to me. Don’t worry, everything’s gonna be okay. I’ll take care of you, but you have to come to me. Now!” Walter’s body shook violently. 
“Dad. Dad, wake up. You’re dreaming,” Robert shouted. 
Walter slowly opened his eyes. As he struggled to focus, Robert was hovering over him with a heavy brow. It was clear he wasn’t happy. 
“You fell asleep out here. It’s been over an hour. Your body is ice cold, we have to get you inside.” He grabbed his father’s arm and with a firm grip, hoisted him to a standing position. 
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Walter pushed him away. “I can do it myself. I’m not an invalid you know. Although the way you and your wife treat me sometimes, you’d think I was ready for the six-foot soil bed.” 
“You were having one of those dreams, weren’t you?” Robert’s voice softened. 
Walter didn’t utter a word. He just shook his head. “Come on, let’s get you inside and warm you up. 
Vivienne made tomato soup and sandwiches for lunch. There’s a game going on in a few minutes. We can all watch how badly New England’s gonna lose to the Giants.’ Walter felt a jolt of excitement liven his weary body. There was nothing he liked more than to watch his favorite football team emerge victoriously. And if they were playing the Patriots, he knew his team wouldn’t disappoint him. Before going in he reached for Roberts arm. 
“Son?” 
“Yeah?” 
“I saw him,” Walter’s eyes watered. 
“I know, Dad. I know you did,” Robert patted Walter’s back.
