
Snow begins to fall. 

 I lie in the snow for a long time, long enough for the thick, white 

flakes to cover the red patches of my coat. 

 When I sit up, I look at my watch, but I don’t see it. I still see me, 

from a long way away. I am shivering. I crawl to the brow of the hill 

and look down the steep slope. Part of me sees how far it is, and part 

of me sees me seeing. 

 I try to get to my feet, but I am shaking. My knees fold 

underneath me and I sit down, hard. My ponytail is dark with melted 

snow. 

 Wet. The part of me looking tells the part of me feeling. I got wet. 

I’m not supposed to get wet. 

 I look the other way and see a shelter of sorts—a low cave in the 

rocks of the hill. I crawl inside. 

 It is dark and I shiver hard. One of my snowshoes drags behind 

me, half off my boot. It doesn’t seem like a big problem. My eyes are 

pulling shut when I sense warmth and lean my back into it. 

 The bear half wakes again. Someone is there. Her sensitive nose 

tells her immediately that it is not her cubs, that it is not another bear. 

But, under the perfumed shampoo and soap and deodorant, she smells 

another animal. Whatever it is, it is alive. And it is small and cold. 

 She rolls again, flings out her great arm and drags the thing to 

her chest. It is a comfort to feel it warming beneath her touch.  
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