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“Maybe next time. Thank you for your call. We are trying to eat our breakfast!” 
Mom was pacing around the living room now, trying to end a long phone call that 

started when she was making the oatmeal. The snow was still falling like crazy, and I was 
thrilled seeing it hit the tall windows in the front of the house. These windows go all the way 
down to the floor. And when she finally got off the call I almost sang about them, “These 
windows are really cool in the snow!” 

“We had ones like this in Grandpa’s first house. And it snowed a lot back then around 
here.” 

“I hope the snow comes up to here.” I pointed to a mark on the glass about belly button 
height. 

She laughed at me and said, “Well, maybe next time. This one is supposed to end by 
noon. But Dad said there’s a really big one coming in a couple of days.” She turned back toward 
the kitchen, “Come on. Let’s eat that oatmeal. Do you want honey or brown sugar?” 

I stayed a second and put my finger on that dot in the glass and felt a prick of cold air. 
That’s when I realized it was a tiny hole. I looked at it up close and saw it made colors. Snow 
flakes were smashing into the window and one even sprayed through the hole into my eye. 
“Hey, Mom. Did you know we have a hole in the window? Flakes are coming through. We 
should tell Dad. It’s letting cold air in.” 

“Come on and eat. We will go out and play on the hill afterwards.” 
Oatmeal and honey and toast and strawberry jam. We always ate very quietly at 

breakfast, only talking when we needed to. But the wind didn’t obey the quiet rule. It was 
talking all the time, and the snow kept thumping on the windows. But, you know what? It 
actually felt more quiet with that going on all around us, and Mom home from work, and me 
home from school.  

But the quietness was wrecked when the old phone rang. It was an awful sound. Dad 
had fixed it up so it would work when we moved in here last fall, but no one ever called us on it. 
Mom groaned and then laughed, “Maybe it’s Dad calling just to scare us.” She lifted the handle 
off the wall, and I heard it talking even before she could say Hi. She whispered to me that it was 
just a recording about the weather. She listened for a pretty long time. She came back and 
continued her oatmeal without saying anything. She was thinking. 

So, I broke the quiet rule. “Mom…what did they say?” She ate a few more bites, then 
winked at me and said,  

“Show me that hole.” We got some tape and made a cross-shaped patch. The hole 
whistled when we closed it.  

“How do windows get holes?” I asked her. “We never had that before, right?” 
“I never saw it, either. Have to ask Dad.”  
“Let’s go out now while its snowing! Let’s go sledding on the hill!” I pulled her hands. 
“I wish we could. But this wind is terrible. And the phone recording said we actually 

have to stay inside until this stops, which won’t be until tonight. 



So we made our fun by running around to all the downstairs windows closing the 
curtains and the inside shutters on the big windows in the front. Mom put some more logs in 
the fireplace wood stove. We sat on the couch, with our legs up, watching the flames.  

Then we got out her heavy, old story book we had been reading together. The 
bookmark opened to a beautiful colored picture with words underneath it that said, “The 
Orange Witch pushed the Wise Girl into a small wooden box and locked her deep inside the 
Mountain of Light.” Mom said this story is so scary her mother wouldn’t read it out loud to her 
when she was a kid. 

I snuggled closer and pulled the couch blanket over my arms. We heard about a witch 
with orange hair, and the dark ice prison, and the witch’s spider army, and the Gopher Kingdom 
with its underground web of light that helps the Girl escape. Then we got hot chocolate, and 
read another story, and tried to read another, but tipped over on each other and fell asleep. 

I woke up when a snow plow rumbled the windows and flashed lights through the 
cracks in the shutters. The sky had gone dark. 

“Mom,” I whispered. “My first snow day! loved it!” 
“Mmmm…” she mumbled. “Wait until next time…”  
I put another log on the fire and watched her sleeping in the orange light. I imagined her 

hair flapping under her knit hat with the snow blowing on our faces as we raced downhill on 
our sleds. With Dad. Next time. 
 
   


