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The snow started falling, just like it did every year between Christmas and New Year’s. The days varied as to when the snow would start. It was for sure earlier than history recounted, and unpredictable as weather always is. 

Laila watched as the soft, fluffy snowflakes fell from the sky. They sparkled as the light from the graying sun caught them drifting lightly from the sky. As beautiful as it was, the dread inside of Laila made her shiver in terror. 

“Will! The snow is starting. It’s light right now.” In the moment that she turned her head to call out to her husband, the snow started falling thick and fast. The grass was covered in less than a minute. The street which was warmer, tried to fight the coverage but lost the battle as the snow started to cover the paved street and sidewalk. 

Will strode into the living room and looked out the window with Laila. He sighed heavily and watched with concern as the cotton-like flakes fell from the sky. 

“Well, let the games begin. We will be fine. We have everything we need. I’m going to run out and check the generator to be on the safe side.” He patted Laila on the shoulder to reassure her. He was in his heavy boots and coat, heading out the side door moments later. 

Laila went to the kitchen to turn the teakettle on. She watched from the island as the kettle grew warm, her mind racing back to the horrors that had occurred over the past three years. 

The first time it snowed just after Christmas, it began late in the afternoon, just as the sun was beginning to set. It was serene and picturesque. The snow made the street quiet, the lights shimmered off the snowflakes settling in the yards and on the tree branches. It was romantic, so much so that Will and Laila gave into their passion for each other on the floor in front of the fireplace while the day turned gray and white with diamond-like crystals 

The next morning, it was still snowing. There was about seven inches of powder settling on the lawns and street. This was unusual for Nashville. The news hadn’t reported this much snow, and the weathercasters seemed in shock as they tried to figure out where the system came from and how they were so off about the amount of snow that fell.  

Laila watched from the window while Will showered. The neighborhood kids were excited to get out and play that morning. They were all so cute with their thick jackets and gloves on, with brightly colored scarves catching in the wind. 

Sy, one of the older kids, who was also the neighborhood goofball was the first to make it to the middle of the street, surrounded by the powder, covered up to his knees, he leaped high into the air, diving face first into the snow. The kids behind him stopped, pointed and laughed as Sy lay in the snow prone, his body shaking with what they thought was laughter. 

After a few moments, Jayden moved forward to check on his friend. “Man, get up! You’re going to suffocate in that snow or worse, lose your nose to freezer burn!”

Jayden approached Sy’s still shaking body, thinking that Sy couldn’t hear him with his head buried in snow. Jayden grabbed one of Sy’s gloved hands in an attempt to pull him from the snow. “Yeah, he’s stuck! Help me!”

Lil Tony and Damon stepped thickly through the snow and grabbed the same arm Jayden was holding and began to pull. 

“Hey, let’s flip him. Pulling is not working.” Lil Tony scratched his face and repositioned himself, along with the other two boys, to flip Sy over. “On three.”

Lil Tony counted. The three boys flipped Sy over and saw that the material on his coat and gloves was smoking. His hat was covering his face to his nose. It must have come down when he leaped through the air. His nose was blistering, raw and red. His lips were gone, bloody teeth exposed and gritted. There was a bloody pool of goop in the snow, mixed in with pink and brown flesh. 

Without thinking, the three boys picked Sy up and carried him to his house. As they ran, smoke billowed from their boots and pants. Damon grasped what was happening. He looked back, realizing that there were still kids playing in the snow. 

“Go home NOW!” he yelled at the top of his lungs. The kids looked at him, amid building the beginnings of snowmen and starting on snow forts without moving. It wasn’t until little Kali screamed, dropping a handful of snow that had burned through her mitten and palm, leaving bright blood droplets in the snow, and took off running, did the rest of the kids understand. 

Laila emerged from the memory that was as fresh in her mind as yesterday. She remembered waiting for an ambulance, but none came. 

She let herself fall back into the past. She remembered texting Lil Tony’s mom, and seconds later, her phone rang. 

“Laila! I’ve been on the phone with Sy’s mom. Thank God she’s a doctor. The snow seems to have acid in it. The ambulance can’t get through because the acid slowly burns through the tires. It’s happening all over the city.”

“Terry, will Sy be okay? Are the rest of the boys okay?” Laila sighed and sat down in the closest chair. 

“Tony has some slight burn blisters on his feet. Sy’s mom told us how to treat them. They are going down, but we are keeping a close eye on him. Jeff called Kali’s dad to see if she’s okay. Her palm has first-degree burns. It looked much worse than it was.”

Terry sighed. “I don’t know about Sy. He’s going to need some reconstructive work for his face. He can breathe right now. They won’t be able to get him to a hospital until the snow melts. Damon was lucky. The snow made it through his sock, but not to his skin. No injuries to Jayden either.”

The kids had been lucky. They were wearing boots with thick rubber soles which slowed the acid down for some reason. And since everyone stopped to watch Sy nosedive into the snow, it gave everyone precious minutes before they made contact with the snow that burned through the thick cloth gloves.   

Three days later the snow was gone, and the New Year had arrived.  

The news called it an anomaly, others said it was global warming, some wondered if there was an unknown chemical that had been absorbed into the atmosphere without anyone knowing. Still others said it was a message from God. So many people were injured, cars were damaged, the repair and injury costs were in the millions. Only one person died. 

 A poor soul, who lived in a remote area and had somehow locked himself out of the house. He walked to the side to go through a window that was unlocked, when the acid overtook him from his feet to his calves. He fell in the snow and met his fate there. There was not much left of him when he was found. Just a pink and red, globby mess with clothes hanging to it. 

Laila looked out at the falling snow; the tea kettle began to whistle as Will came in the patio door. He shook the snow off his boots and body. 

“No acid this year.” He held up a perfect plastic straw that he and the rest of the neighbors used to test the snow since that first horrific snowfall three years ago. 

Laila sat and contemplated the events that happened during the second year of snow. By that December, most of it had been forgotten, Lil Tony’s foot was completely healed. Sy had gone to one of the best plastic surgeons in the country. He underwent multiple surgeries and even though he was still healing, more work was needed. Still, he was recovering well. 

Everything was as it should be for Christmas. The days after were relaxing and peaceful. That was until the snow started falling late on the 29th. Everyone was in for the night, most likely lounging in front of the TV or sleeping, as what should have been a peaceful, beautiful show of nature fell from the sky. The neighborhood woke up to nine inches of deadly white powder on the ground. Or so they thought. 

“Babe! It’s okay, we will just stay in the house. We have plenty of food and there’s no reason for us to leave right now.” 

Laila was on the edge of a panic attack. She calmed down a bit after Will talked to her. It was still really early in the morning. Too early to reach out to any of the neighbors. She decided to take a shower, and Will went back to bed. 

“I’ll make breakfast once you come out,” Will said as he pulled the covers back over himself in the still warm bed. 

Laila lounged in the shower; letting her cares melt away. Nothing wrong with being in the house for a few days. They were warm, they had food and plenty of entertainment. 

She finished showering and listened as Will went downstairs to make breakfast. 

Moments later, while she was lotioning her cocoa skin, she smelled bacon, blueberries, and pancakes. She hurried and finished, suddenly realizing how hungry she was. 

Once dressed in a new pair of Christmas pajamas, she made it downstairs just in time to see Will finish putting food on the dining room table. 

“I figured we could watch the snow. It’s probably lethal, but it’s still pretty.”

Laila smirked. “I just hope it melts by tomorrow or the next day. The weather people didn’t have a clue last year. I wonder if this year they have better information.”

“Let’s just enjoy the meal and not think about it for now.”

The blueberry pancakes covered in butter, all but melted in Laila’s mouth. She was just finishing the last bite when the power went out. 

Will and Laila looked at each other, waiting for the power to come back on, hoping that it was a short outage. Twenty minutes later, Laila’s phone rang. 

“Hey Terry, yeah our power is out too.” Laila put her on speaker. “Will is here, he can hear you.”

“We just woke up. I saw the snow. Were you able to catch the news?” Terry yawned. 

“No, we didn’t get a chance to watch. No idea what’s going on with the weather or the power.”

“Weather?” Laila and Will listened as Terry walked over to the window. “Oh no! Not again! Is it safe?”

“We don’t know. Guess it’s best to stay inside for now. Do you have candles or flashlights?”

“Yes, we have a couple of portable power stations. What about you?”

Will sighed and called out, “We will make do. Too bad we can’t just walk over there. We have plenty of food and blankets.”

“I have a ton of books to read, so that will keep me entertained.”

Terry’s husband, big Tony, came in the room. “Hey! Guess we will have a cozy holiday. The internet is out too.”

“I guess we can watch all those movies I downloaded a while back on our charged devices for now.” Terry sighed. “Okay, well I better figure out breakfast! Thank goodness my stovetop is gas.”

“Ha, yeah it will be cold beans for us tonight if the power isn’t back on.” Laila laughed. 

“If I find out anything, I will call you back. You do the same, okay?” 

“Absolutely!” Will and Laila responded in unison.

Laila went upstairs to grab some blankets while Will checked the battery life on all of their devices. They both checked in with their families to make sure everyone was safe. No one had any news. 

A few hours later, the power was still out. 

“Why don’t we know any of those survivalists that have the radios to talk to their buddies on?” Laila shook her head. 

“Babe, look, I know it feels very doomsday like, but we will be fine. I just thought of something. I can make us burgers on the grill.”



“How? You can’t go outside! Don’t even think about it!”

“No, I can’t go outside, but I can go in the garage. I can raise the garage door by hand and use the grill!”

“Okay, you’re brilliant! I’ll give you that! We have chips and I can cut up the fixings. How long do you think the food in the fridge will last?”

“Hopefully, we won’t have to find out. Normally four to six hours. I have a food thermometer so I can check to make sure it stays below 40.” Will reached in the drawer and found the thermometer. He stuck it in the fridge and closed the door quickly, taking out the onions, tomatoes, lettuce, and cheese in a fairly swift motion. 

“Okay, now to suit up and get the grill going.” He looked confidently at Laila and got ready to go outside to the garage. 

Laila went over to the sink and started washing the vegetables. The water was cold but not ice cold. She knew that the idea of a hot shower or bath was out of the question by now. She pondered while she cut the tomatoes, wondering when this would be over. Her phone pinged. 

It was Terry.
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Will had the grill up and running in no time. Minutes later the burgers were ready and so delicious! 

“Boy, even when the power is out, your burger skills are on point!”

Will laughed and the two made small talk by candlelight, then they went to bed, but not to sleep. At least not for a while. 

Laila was up first the next day. The power was still out, and the snow seemed to be melting but it still covered everything. She texted with her family and some of the neighbors.  Then she called her boss. There was no way she was going to make the zoom call; her boss said it was canceled. The power outage was affecting at least the tri-state area. 

Laila texted Terry to let her know. Then she texted her family again. She crept into the bathroom to wash up with some ice-cold water, then she went downstairs and had a bowl of cold cereal. She checked the thermometer in the refrigerator, it read 38 degrees. She always kept the refrigerator lower than normal; she was grateful she had at that moment. She was just finishing off the cereal when Will made it downstairs.

“Want some cereal?” she asked.

“No, I think I want some of that turkey and dressing.”

“You want it cold?”

“It tastes amazing either way!” Will went to the fridge, grabbed what he needed and made a turkey sandwich with a side of dressing. “The fridge is holding. Maybe we won’t have to throw anything out.”

“I hope so! How about grilled chicken with baked potatoes tonight?” Laila looked hopeful. 

Will sat down at the table to eat. “Sounds like a plan. We can charge our phones in the car too!”

Laila told him the news about the power outage. 

“Do you think someone attacked one of the power stations?”

“I hope not! The last thing we need is to worry about terrorists running around.” Will ate his sandwich. “I guess I will make sure the guns are ready in case.”

Laila looked down and sighed. She read most of the day and fell asleep on the couch after dinner. 

She was in a deep sleep when she heard a loud crack. 

Will jumped at the sound from the other couch. Then, magically, the power came back on. They sat in silence, waiting to see if it would remain on. The silence was broken by Laila’s phone ringing. 

“Hey Terry! Yes, our power is back on too!”

Laila paused and listened to Terry. 

“No, we hadn’t heard or seen anything all day.”

She put Terry on speaker. 

“I don’t know who did it! We didn’t look outside at all today, but someone set a few animal traps in the neighborhood. I guess one of our neighbors didn’t have any food. Looks like they caught a few animals. There is blood in the snow.”

“So, there’s no acid in the snow?” Will asked. 

“I’m not placing any bets, but maybe there wasn’t. I’m going to turn on the news. Tony is just happy the kids have something to do now.”

“Okay, talk to you later.” Laila looked at Will, completely puzzled. 

The news didn’t bring any comfort. People died this time, and the storm stretched beyond the neighboring five states. Some areas getting as much as twelve inches of snow. Roofs collapsed and killed whole families. Many people froze to death from the power outages as temperatures in the northern states dropped below 20. 

The power outage took out communications to air traffic control towers, train stations and bus depots. Their cell phones still worked, but radar or any other tracking systems were out of commission. Thankfully, many head-on train collisions were avoided by the sheer determination of men and women who had boots on the ground. They stopped as many trains as possible manually—most of them at stations where the passengers could get off and seek shelter. 

Of the five collisions that took place, only one was with a passenger train, all aboard died. 

Three buses became stuck in the storms, all in different states, all in remote areas. The buses ran out of gas and lost power; the souls on board lost their lives to hyperthermia. 

The airlines immediately grounded planes as the whiteout swept across the airways. Five planes slid off the runway as they landed. One hit a hanger and exploded, one hundred and seventy-three people were killed. The passengers on the remaining flights suffered minor injuries. 

Laila turned off the news, went back upstairs to the bedroom and cried. It was New Year’s Eve. 

The New Year was somber and quiet. The nation mourned as those lost were laid to rest. For months, people seemed gray and sad. It wasn’t until spring that people started to have some sort of normalcy. 

Spring turned into summer and while the weather changed, Laila, Will and their neighbors started to prepare for the end of the year. 

This year, they were ready. They had food, a generator, guns that were clean and ready, and one of those radios that worked no matter what. She looked up from the counter. 

“Babe don’t worry. I wish we could have flown out, but the way this thing spread, we just don’t know if anywhere is safe.” He squeezed her shoulder and went to sit on the couch. 

He was right, the weather reports were all wrong during this time of year. Not only was the weather wrong, but weather systems that had never been experienced in certain areas during the last four months of the year were happening. There was snow falling in Southern Florida at the beginning of September. What was reported as a sandstorm happened in Minnesota during November.  Hundreds of events like this happened all over the world. Meteorologists were stumped; scientists couldn’t find a solution. Time moved on. 

Christmas came and went without a snowflake in sight. Then on December 27th, mid-morning, the snow began to fall. And of course this caused pure chaos, people out running their everyday errands ran for shelter. Brave souls held out their bare hands to test the snow, too happy to find that it was safe. They hurried home to prepare for the unknown. 

At the same time, Laila and Will settled in to make breakfast. The tea kettle was still warm, so Laila made herself a second cup of tea while she stirred the hash browns, peeking out at the snow in between stirs.

Once they finished breakfast, they went about their days. Will watched football and Laila went upstairs to read. The snow continued to fall; the power remained on. No neighborhood alerts popped up on her phone. 

Terry called and asked her how she was doing. They chatted for a while and then tried to enjoy the rest of the day. 

All major cities were pretty much shutdown. Stores closed before darkness set in. Workers were able to get home before the streets iced over. New stations stayed at the ready. 

The day remained quiet, yet Laila couldn’t help to think that the other shoe was going to drop soon. By nightfall, she had given up on the anticipated drama that was to break through the quiet, snow-filled scene. She got up to close the blinds, still watching the snow fall, when something on the ground caught her eye. 

In fact, it was a pair of eyes, glowing red, amid the snow. Staring at her, not blinking. At first, she thought it was a stray dog. She looked on and saw another pair of eyes glowing, then another and still another. 

“This year’s treat is a pack of wild dogs or coyotes! Great!” She ran downstairs. 

“Will! Come look! Look out the window in the living room!” 

Will jumped off the sofa and ran to the formal living room window. “What did you see?”

The eyes were gone.  

Laila shook her head and went to grab a flashlight out of the pantry. 

She passed by the kitchen windows where she saw the eyes again. There were more hidden in the mounds of snow. The hounds almost looked like they were a part of the snow. 

“Back here Will!” She strode toward the window to get a closer look. Will fell in behind her seconds later. 

“What are those? Dogs? Coyotes? Wolves?” Will shook his head. “I guess we can try animal control.”

Something was off about the animals. The white pelts seemed seamless. Their movements were ethereal. 

Laila turned the flashlight on to see if it would scare them off. When she pointed the bright light at the creatures, they disappeared. 

Laila gasped. She used the light to scan the entire backyard one last time, and the light found nothing stirring or laying in the snow. 

She turned off the light and the blaring red eyes appeared again. 

Will took a step back. 

“I don’t know what those things are! Let’s call animal cont—” He pulled Laila away from the window.

His sentence was broken by a howl, that was neither dog nor wolf. Both Will and Laila jumped as the howl was followed up with a loud shriek. 

The eyes darted to the direction of the scream and the creatures took off. Their bodies were incandescent in contrast to the snow. Laila and Will ran to the living room to see where they were headed.  

As soon as the creatures ran into the light of the streetlamps, they disappeared, only to reappear in the shadows across the street in between the houses. More of them came from every direction to chase down the human prey that had been caught. 

Laila called the police while screams and howls erupted from the next block. 

Just then, a warning appeared on the TV. The blare from the emergency notification made them jump again. They darted back into the great room to see what was going on. 

“This is not a test. There is an emergency event in progress. Stay indoors. Make sure that all doors and windows are closed and locked. We will update you once it’s safe to go outside. Again, do not go outside.” The booming, robotic voice offered no comfort. 

Everyone they knew had planned to stay at home tonight. They called to check on their loved ones. 

Will monitored the radio to see if there was any news. There was a lot of chatter but only speculations. Most people thought a pack of wolves were running through the neighborhood. 

Laila and Will looked at each other, both of their heads shaking. 

They stayed in the house for two long, cold days. They had plenty to eat, and the power remained on. Every few hours, a blood-curdling scream would fill the air, or sometimes there would be the sound of gunfire. 

On the third morning, they woke up and saw that the snow was streaked with pink and red drag marks. 

The police came once the New Year arrived. The snow had melted by then, but the image of what was waiting in the snow burned in Laila and Will’s head for months. The memory faded just before Christmas when a new panic set in. 
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