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he ability to burn is something both cold and heat have in
T common.

And], Jack Frost, learned that the hard way after Summer scorched
my heart.

She seemed to be everything warm and inviting, and I’ve been cold
and alone for what feels like forever.

Tignored the differences: She attracts life; I make it hide. She flour-
ishes and beautifies; I cover the land in desolate white and gray.

In the end, pursuing her was fruitless, like everything else in my part
of the world. Barren except for ice and snow. My presence gave her
frost burn; her rejection torched my heart.

She told me I was cute, but we were too different.

She also said I talked too much. That tends to happen when you’re

the only human for hundreds of miles in the Tundra. I talk to the



animals; I talk to myself. I find I make good conversation and have
great advice. The animals don’t seem to mind.

I returned North, all by myself once again as the wind around me
picked up swirls of snow that danced in the sky.

For glaciers sake, even the snowflakes had company; where there was
one, there were more. Whereas with me, there was on/y me.

I mused aloud over the whole Summer-experience as I wandered
the snow-laden evergreen forest of the North. A raven landed on a
nearby branch, and I paused.

“Do I talk too much?” I asked it. Its only response was a tilted
head. I continued. “I mean, maybe she doesn’t talk enoxngh. That’s a
common trait in people, right?”

I'ran a hand through my white hair with furrowed brows. “I won-
der if it’s the hair,” I thought aloud while resuming my walk. “White
hair is for the elderly. Does she think I'm old? I think I look pretty
young.”

Iactually don’t know how old I am; I’ll ask Father Time when I see
him next.

With each frozen footstep my focus shifted from my heartache and
quirky traits to the winter wonders around me, with the beauty of
each individual snowflake, the fierce will to survive in the animals that
live here, and the raw power of a winter storm. Life here is meant for
the hardy; a quality I possess even after Summer’s rejection.

I was still alone, though, and I wondered if I'd be that way forever.
Hadn’t the Creator said it wasn’t good for mankind to be alone? But
who would want this winter realm and the man who oversaw it? Not

Summer. Maybe notanyone.



I tilted my head toward the overcast sky and closed my eyes. “May
love find me,” I implored.

I meandered through the woods with my arctic fox, Brumal. She
darted in and out of sight, chasing imaginary prey around the ever-
greens and bare bushes.

“Keep chasing whateveritis you’re chasing,” I called to her. “Maybe
you’ll catch it someday. Then one of us will be successful.” She merely
barked at me before she disappeared behind another tree.

She reappeared around the other side, her high-pitched yipping
becoming absorbed by the snow and surrounding trees. She then
stopped and stared at what appeared to be nothing, her yipping re-
placed by a growl.

“For the love of icebergs,” I chuckled. “What is it, girl?”

Her timber-brown eyes continued to stare ahead. I shrugged and
started my stroll again. “Silly fox,” I muttered while shaking my head.

Light flashed in front of me, and the form of a person appeared in
the center of it. Before I could stop and process this, I plowed straight
into this zot-imaginary source of Brumal’s growling.

We fell down, this figure and I, with me landing on top.

“Oh, frostbite,” I said as I took in her appearance. I'd landed on top
of a young lady. A pretty one.

“Get off.” She scowled and shoved me hard enough to roll me onto
my back.

I'satup but was too stunned to be offended by her gruftness, and my
breath froze in my lungs as I took in her features. Skin as pale as mine.
Hair in the lightest shade of yellow. The deep black of her lashes and
pink of her lips stood in stark contrast to the rest of her winter-esque

appear ance.



Andher eyes — I couldn’tlook away. The color of her right eye could
rival the depth of blue in the arctic sea. Her left eye, as bright and
green as the first sprigs of Spring. I found the combination unique,
fascinating. Intoxicating.

“What’re you staring at?” she asked while sitting up and folding her
arms.

I cleared my throat and reached my hand out to skirt the topic. “I'm
Jack Frost.”

She blinked once, then tilted her head down. “Jack Frost?” she
asked with a humorless laugh. “Sure. And I'm Mother Earth.”

“You'd like her if you met her,” I supplied. “She gives the best hugs
and has this dry sense of humor. The animals here all love her.” I
paused and glanced around me. “It’s been a while since she visited
though.”

I glanced back at the young lady and guessed her age could be
similar to my own. Well, by appearance anyway.

She stared at me with one eyebrow raised, seeming to appraise me.
I cleared my throat under her scrutiny.

“So,” I said while standing. “You kind of apparated here. Well, this
bright light flashed first, and zhen you appeared, and then I tripped
over you. Sorry about that.”

I reached a hand out to help her up. Her eyes narrowed in scrutiny.
Then her pursed lips lifted in a half smile that sent a jolt through my
core.

“You’re cute,” she said while standing, somehow making the com-
pliment accusatory. “And you also talk a lot.”

My shoulders deflated and I scuffed my foot in the snow while

Brumal nudged her head against my leg. “So I've been told.”



“Sorry.” She scrunched her eyes. “I tend to come across kind of
blunt. It’s just an observation.”

I turned to face her and lost my train of thought while staring into
the wonder of her eyes and noting the contrast of her pale features set
against the dark trees behind her.

She turned her head away. “Stop,” she said while rubbing her arm.

“Stop what? Oh, the staring. It’s just your eyes are amazing with one
being blue and the other green. I’ve never seen that before. At least in
another human. Some of the wolves have that trait, but it’s prettier on
you. I mean, you’re beautiful even without your eyes being different
colors, but the contrast is mesmerizing—”

She stopped my rambling with her finger on my lips and raised an
eyebrow. “You think I’'m pretty?”

I gulped from the thrilling heat her touch sent through my body.
“You don’t?” I mumbled under her finger.

A half smile appeared on her lips, and then I couldn’t stop staring
at those lips. I noticed her cheeks flush, and she went from beautiful
to magnetizing.

She bit her lower lip and started walking, the breeze weaving
through her hair and our feet crunching the snow beneath us. “I'm
Flykra.”

“Flykra.” I blinked, translating the name. “Danish for snowflake.”

“Yeah,” she huffed a frosty breath. “One more reason people think
I’'m weird.”

“It’s you who thinks /" weird because I told you I'm Jack Frost,
remember?”

Her lips held back a smile. “Okay Jack Frost, I believe you. But

people still think I’'m weird.”



My head tilted in question, and her smile broke free. She continued,
“I'm born of Winter and Spring. And with my eye oddities, strange
name, and ‘brusque manner’,” she said while rolling her eyes, “I'm
generally avoided. And it gets lonely.”

She studied the ground. “I made a wish—” She stopped herself and
shook her head. “Saying it out loud makes me sound crazy, and I'm
not crazy, alright?”

I stopped walking and held my hands up in surrender. “You’re not
crazy. I didn’t say that. I said you’re beautiful, remember?” I lowered
my hands as curiosity took over. “What was your wish?”

Her mouth opened and closed before she answered, “I’'m kind of
lonely where I come from. I got desperate and wished for love. Out
loud.”

She huffed and waved her hand in the chilly air, a defensive gesture.
“I can’t make people accept me, so I said the wish. It was only a few
minutes ago.” She scrunched her eyes. “I didn’t think it'd actually
work, but now I’'m here and yox probably think ’'m weird, too.” She
grunted in frustration and trudged away, Brumal trotting behind her.
“How do I get out of here?”

I caught her hand. “Snowflake?”

She stopped and scowled but didn’t pull her hand away. “What?”

“Stay.”

Her eyes held mine, the only sounds around us coming from Bru-
mal chasing a squirrel in the snow.

I continued. “We must’ve wished for the same thing at the same
time.” Hadn’t I just wished for love to find me?

“You don’t want me to leave?” she asked with adorably worried

brows.



A smile lifted my lips. “Like I said, stay. I know it’s cold here and
everything—”

“I'm used to the cold,” she said while shrugging. “I don’t like get-
ting too hot, anyway. It’s uncomfortable.” Her eyes scanned the white
and gray landscape. “Do you think saying our wishes at the same time
brought me here?” She bit her lower lip, and it took glacial strength to
stop staring at her lips.

“Not just bere,” 1 said while lacing my fingers though hers. “To-
gether.”

She stared at our hands while holding her breath.

Oh frostbite; I made her uncomfortable. “Too soon? I just think
we’re compatible. We both like the cold, we both know what it’s like to
hope for something that seems out of reach. I mean, we’re two people
with the same goal, so if we work for that goal together...”

I stopped talking as her smile came out in full, taking the breath out
of me and making my knees as weak as a pine needle.

“Okay, let’s work with that,” she chuckled while glancing at my
mouth. “You really do talk alot.”

The pull toward her felt stronger than Earth’s gravity, and before I
could stop myself, I slid my hand behind her head, brought her lips
toward mine, and whispered, “Then shut me up, Snowflake.”

Our icy breath mingled for the span of a wind gust before her lips
covered mine, warm and inviting.

My blood had never pounded so hard as it did while kissing Flykra.
I traced my fingers over her soft neck, and I could feel her pulse
hammering.

My thinking slowed until it narrowed to one thought: Found.



I hadn’t even realized I'd been looking for ber. I thought Summer
would fill the lonely gap in my soul.

But Flykra and I had wished for the same thing at the same time.
Two minds shooting the same desire into the world, aiming for some-
one to complete us.

She sighed in pleasure as I deepened my kisses, my senses swimming
in her. No, drowning in her. Falling for her harder than iron into the
arctic seas.

My fingers traced the length of her arms while her hands ex-
plored my white hair. Her kisses spoke of acceptance, possibilities, and
wholeness.

I realized in that moment that, though we’d only just met, we'd
known our compatibility and our need for each other. It’s what caused
us to simultaneously seek the end of our isolation.

My loneliness burned to the ground, replaced by this exquisite
snowflake.

With Flykra, the burn of ice and heat came together in absolute

wholeness.

The End
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The song that inspired this story:
"Jack Frost Can't Freeze Time"
by Matthew Parker and DecemberAir



