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A STORM AT DusK 
Amy Spade 

On Christmas afternoon, we all-adults 
and kid alike- wanted to sled the curvy 
cro s-country ki trail near my father' house. 
Thi was guarante d fun- we'd never gone 
horn di appointed. We would laugh o hard 
w 'd forget about th hot chocolate, cold toes. 

Someon alway ran traight into a tr e; 
a t w alway fl w down th hill id way . 
Thi day wa no diffi r nt but w d gott n 
a lat tart had to h ad horn wh n du k 
am on. Jimmy want d u to cay till dark 

with a chirt n-y ar-old doubl dar you .' 

didn t dar . now wa tarting t om 
down in h avy Aak and b id pl nty 
of a tiviti lur d u ba k. w; gach r d 
ch pla ti I d and lin1b d in to Dad tru k 
aJI p aking at on th uburban h adl i he 
hinin a a1n ta a f wirlin whit . 

Wi d I ft b hind ch w rn w d n I i h 
and Jim1n I ft Dad n w I n ch trail. 
Dad 11 d w; II t u t and ar h .~ r ch n1 
ch 11 · alk h 111 ! Jimn1 jump d ut lamm d 
th d r, di app ar d 11 ch trail I adin 
in t th d . Wi r all q u i t. 

Dad w r at hi l I f i he a th r ad 
b a1n blurr d with furi u Aal . Air blar d 
h t fr m nt at ur mitt 11 p k d fr z 11 

and d n i th i n w · w a c I u n u n d r 
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steamy layers; cheeks and lips were red, 
chapped dry; the Beatles sang (CA Hard Day's Night." 

The wind worsened, but Dad wouldn't turn 
back for Jimmy. We begged him to stop, 
but he did only when Emily's boyfriend 
gallantly volunteered to search, cheerier 
than all of us, wandering into the wild 
for a family still lik a quaint dream. 

Dad finally turn d into the lurid ky 
and w were in th driv way. In th hou 
ten minut th n half an hour w nt by-
th trail wa ju t half a mil away, 
bur th r wa no ign of Jimmy or Larry 
a w po t d our Iv at window 

training for a glin1p of ch m trudging 
blindly.~ choughc w aw rh ir A ting 
hgur Th yr in ch front ya rd! No- tr 
My t pmorh r wa ry ing y lling ayin 
y; u r n i I r a n d i r all y u r fa u I t! 

I ch u hr ab Ut whi h ubcl difn r n 

mad Jimm ur n n r ur 
h an thin that , nt irr tri ab l 
wr 11 all w d v r 
m in lud d. D d 

n t b I 111 m fat h r 
id Th 11 h up 

ch II h up n and with a blank car 
at in hi fa nc hair. t n f u 

· · ill in t m fr 1n th d la : 
m b r ch r i l n r u n d r a pin 

n di la hin hi f: hi arf Iii rd 
tu1nblin t n fi t awa). 

n 

bann r Larr 
With pati n 
rhr win ball 

ch n w I w d h p m r d 
in ch tr t m rr nd tran . 

AMY SPADE 
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