
 
 
 
In the Snow  
 
Nancy 
 
 
From out a misted fairy tale came the soft brush of 
beard upon her cheek, his lips in delicate tasting.  Calling 
her, ever so sweetly, awake.   
 
The raspy whisper told his excitement, “It's snowing, 
Catherine!” 
 
A typical January weather event in New York.   
Even anticipated - they'd seen the forecast the night 
before.   
Yet a miracle.  For them.  
   
In a flurry of sheets and tossed-off quilts she was out of 
bed, reaching for his hand, hurrying them across the 
dark room. 
 
Half-skidding to a stop and sliding drapery aside in one 
motion, she came to total stillness, wrapped in his 
embrace where he stood behind her. 
 
“You waited for me, to look out at the snow,” she 
whispered.  
 
Beyond the glass the dawn was adrift in flakes. 
 
“I peeked to be sure before waking you,” he confessed 
near her ear, ending with a warm kiss on the soft skin of 
her shoulder. 
 



Snowy puffs lay on each limb and branch of the old oak 
that shaded their back garden in summer.  
 
“My first daytime snow fall shared with you, Catherine 
….”  His sigh, all peaceful pleasure spiced with wonder, 
fluttered through her.  
 
She turned a little to smile up at him.  
 
“It is breathtaking.  As you promised.  Seeking neither 
notice nor admiration. Present in the most heavenly 
silence.” 
 
For him, with his intuitive feel for the real, though his joy 
in appearances came in no small measure, for all that he 
was and all that he gave to her, she felt shamefully 
undeserving and infinitely thankful.  
 
Nothing of him was less than appreciative and involved. 

 
Nothing of him was less than wholly lovable.  

 
As though reading her thoughts, or feeling the surge of 
her emotions as he could, he kissed her neck and invited 
her back to their bed.  
 
“May I make love to you in the snow, Catherine?” 
 
 
we will again, Hank 

 


