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The Snowman 

By Alan Goodchild 

 

Molly studied the picture above the fireplace. It was of a young man 

standing in a snow scene with light streaming from above. The white 

ground blended with the sky on the horizon, bringing the man into 

sharp outline. Though distant, he was clear and pronounced.  It was a 

view of her brother taken on holiday in Norway: A water colour she 

commissioned from a local artist, painted from a photo. She kissed 

the tips of her fingers and touched the bottom of the frame, where it 

had lightened. It was cold that day she recalled: 

‘For God sake take the bloody thing Molly, I’m freezing my balls 

off!’ 

‘You need to move to the right, arsehole! Quick, the light’s 

fading!’   

Josh did as she demanded, moving swiftly through the powdery 

snow towards a last thin shaft of sunlight beaming down through the 

thickening cloud. 

‘Too fast! brush your trouser legs off!’ Molly peered around the 

camera set high on the tripod then back through the view finder to 

find him. Josh cleared the snow from his legs and carried on slower. 
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‘Stop and hold it!’ Josh froze and adopted the pose as previously 

instructed. Molly gently squeezed the small actuator connected to 

the shutter release. ‘Click.’ 

 

The tick of the clock on the mantelpiece echoed the shutter in 

Molly’s mind, each tick a new picture, each picture a memory. Her 

fingers gently stroked the frame in the warmth of the room as she 

stared at him, recalling how brave he was, and what fun they had. 

His face in the distance as fresh as any young man, no blotches 

visible, no secrets uncovered. He looked fit and well in the scene. It 

was very cold that day. 

‘Is that it?’ He shouted. His voice as shrill as the wind. 

‘Think so!’ She waved him back and he folded his arms across his 

chest as he shuffled through the snow towards her. It was only then 

that she noticed the cough. She lifted his coat from her bag and 

handed it to him. 

‘The things I do for you sis.’ He turned away to cough again as he 

struggled into his duffle coat. 

‘How long have you had it?’ She asked. ‘And how did you bruise 

your face?’ 

The wind grew stronger and Josh waved her away as he coughed 

and spat out into the snow. Molly packed the camera gear as quickly 

as she could, apologising as she went, and they linked arms as they 

walked back across the field. She felt him unsteady in his stance and 

noticed a greyness in his thin hands. His lips were blue as they 

reached the car. She helped him in, and he seemed to shrink as he 

sank down into the seat, as if he were falling from her. And fall he 

did. 
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It was years before the illness was known, before the love between 

all people was legalised, and before the plight of those affected 

could be eased. Too late for my snowman, she thought, and she 

wished him sweet dreams once more as she left the room. 

 

The End 
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