“It’s Jordan Dean, your morning man on Beantown’s number one variety station. We have a reading of fifteen, degrees, that is. Add New England’s famous wind chill and wow! Let’s just say that if you’re out there, you should be frozen solid by now so you can’t hear my broadcast anyway! I’ll just sum it up boys and girls: it’s a typical February day in Boston and if you can help it, don’t go outside. Now here’s Cal Mason with today’s news. Cal?”


“Thank you, Jordan. Our top story today—”

Sylvia jerked the radio knob to off. One step out of her car, and her hands, deeply pushed inside her wool gloves, felt as though knives made of ice had been stabbed into her fingertips. She slammed the car door with a numb hand. The wind amplified the sound of metal and brought with it another unwelcome gust of wind.  

Sylvia took a deep breath of sub zero wind into her lungs for courage and jerked open the door to the pawn shop. Nature’s mighty breath clawed at her body, nearly ripping the plastic bag from her fingers. She tried to steady herself against the icy blast, but digging her heels into the snow packed ground did little for her progress.

Sylvia switched the bag to her other hand and then threw herself forward. She grabbed the metal handle, rooting herself against the symphony of persuasion against her entry. It almost seemed that something—or Someone—did not want her to go inside. 

But Sylvia had long ago decided that there was no justice, no great big Overseer in life, or she would not have suffered as she had. 

She turned to look about her. Other victims sharing the sidewalk slipped as well. Their heads were bowed, and their heavy coats flapped in the torrential winds.

A tiny bell rang as she shut the door. She glanced at it for lack of anything better to do. It had been fastened to the metal handle with several pieces of tobacco pipe cleaners. At one time they were probably white, but like the rest of the shop, they were gray from the passing of time.

It was all depressing and unattractive; the bell, the lonely and forgotten way it hung there, the shop. Her boot heels crunched against the hardwood floor as she slowly made her way in. She glanced back at the imprints of salt and sand once embedded in her shoes. It was an unbecoming way to enter a store, but at least it was warm inside the shop.

She let her shoulders slump. A weak smile slowly lifted at what she was sure she could hear; the sound of great globs of ice melting and pouring out of every pore of her body. Her icy resolve also thawed. Did she dare do this? She nodded in feeble agreement with herself. The live-in maid’s job probably wouldn’t come through.

Sylvia’s hand tightened around the twine handles of her precious cargo. With the other she removed her thick knitted cap. The void inside her cracked open even further. She felt faint; whether it was from stress or hunger, she wasn’t sure. It was most likely stress . . . sinking so low as to pawn the last of her belongings . . .

Two elderly men stood behind a counter. They were arguing over a ring’s worth and did not appear to notice that a patron had come in. Sylvia let them ignore her. She needed time to numb herself against the fact that she was standing at the counter of someone else’s valuables so she could sell hers for a motel room and a few hot meals.

Her heart pounded. She turned away. Her head hammered along with her crashing heart. Her brain swelled inside her tender skull as though someone was over-filling it with helium. Sylvia suppressed a cry for help. But there was no one. It was just her and this dreadful shop. There lay the contradiction. She hated the way she was and wanted no one to see her scrounging like a rat in the alleys of life.

It was some moments before she realized that she faced the huge window pane. The snow was falling again. When she was outside amid the cold and slippery mess, it held nothing but contempt for her. Now, the dinginess of the store lent the snow a fresh, simple beauty as it steadily blanketed the city in a frosty cleanness. The city was undeserving of such beauty, and yet, it was there.

Maybe, she thought, Someone does care. Maybe He does exist. Maybe . . .

One of the men banged his hand against the counter with his final offer. Reality came back on a jarring note. The cloak of peacefulness fell from her. She was cold and alone again. 

Sylvia slowly lifted the Neiman-Marcus bag to the counter.

The five hundred dollar deal was made within thirty minutes. Where will you go? How will you live? The questions bounced off her pressurized brain. I will make it somehow, she feebly proclaimed inside her near to exploding mind. Argumentative tears flooded her eyes as she flung the door open. Her body shook again as the icy wind smacked against it. Dusk had fallen. She walked toward her car, then experienced a pain so great that her eyes seemed to want to leap from her sockets just to get away from the terrible pressure. She was sure her skull had cracked open this time.

Sylvia felt herself falling; instinctively, her hand clutched the money as her body fell into the snow.

Then everything was black.

