A Snowy Walk.
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So many a time did Pecas walk this same trail. Walked it frequently too. A many a times in the spring when he wanted a break from life for a bit. Plenty of times in the summer to feel the inexhaustible heat pour down upon his forehead. A myriad of times in the fall to hear the brisk Autumn leaves swish and crunch beneath his paws. But for some reason, the winter felt horrid to Pecas. Every single time he walked from his apartment to the small coffee shop across the trail in winter, it was a disgust every time. Pecas couldn’t explain it by any measure either.


Was it the crisp, cold, crunching of the snow beneath him? No, that was always the same. The brisk, burly, bombastic wind he felt every time he walked it? No, that was the same as well. By this logic, It couldn’t have been the soft, spectacular snow either. But every time he walked this trail in the snowy softness, he felt displeased...

BOOMF. Some kids running by nearly push him aside, them running at a breakneck pace to make it on time to school this morning. “Inconsiderate kids.” he thought. “Bashing into strangers without the common decency to say  ‘Excuse me, mister’ or, ‘Pardon me, sir’.” Slightly irked, he continued the walk forward to his job at the coffee shop across Del Valley park. “Yes, inconsiderate enough to not say sorry to the person who makes their mom’s drinks at a minimum wage coffee shop. How trite.” 

To be honest, winter was never Pecas’ favorite time of the year. Constantly cold, always seeming to roll on in absolute cold while it seemed to never end. Summer, Spring, or even Fall was better than Winter. Though, he continued on; work was the inevitable outcome with every day passing, except for Saturday and Sunday. Thank the deities above that he did get those two days off, lest he let the dogs of hell besiege the Java Bean where he worked.  

Continuous crunching of the snow below his feet only assured him of the fact that it was winter. BOMF. He felt the cold hit the side of his head. Why did it hit the side of his head? Cold never did that. It never just, suddenly blindside him in the Winter. He always knew. So why did it hit him now? BOMF. 

“Again?!” he thought. “What craziness is this?!” Suddenly the giggles of some kids nearby in bushes echoed in the quietness of the park. Oh he knew what it was then. This wasn’t Mother Nature having a field day with him, it was the pesky neighborhood kids. The, wretched, despised, nasty little varmints that plagued the neighborhood with their pranks, tricks, deceit and jokes. 

“WHY, YOU LITTLE BRATS,” Pecas exclaimed. “ I’LL HAVE YOUR HEADS FOR THIS!” Another snowball hit him. “Oh joy, another one,” thought Pecas. “Just what I wanted from them”. He yelled at the top of his lungs, “STOP IT!” After that was what he thought would ensue. Only more snowballs being thrown at him. BOMF, BOMF, BOMF. He wasn’t winning this battle like this at all. No, not like this. “Fine then, fight fire with fire.. or snow with snow.” Pecas tore off his mitts he had on, shoved them in his pocket, and with all abandon, scooped up two hunks of snow in his paws and threw them back at the bushes. A few whines were heard, but only after were a volley of more snowballs thrown at him. “Oh for cryin’ out loud!” Pecas thought. He dodged  these quickly, taking cover behind a park bench. “Well, if its a war they want, it’s a war they’ll have!” He said.

He quickly began to amass snowballs like Russians amassed nuclear arms in the Cold War. Left and right, he scooped snow while having snowballs thrown at his bench repeatedly. The light pounding of their munitions on the bench was child’s play; litterally! They landed so gently and hardly caused need to worry. Pecas scooped up more and more and made himself an arsenal of snowballs to throw at the children hiding in the bushes. Steadilly, he picked two up In each paw, and began to throw them at the bushes located to his left and right. “Take that you, you, rascals!” Snowball after snowball landed on it’s designated mark, pounding the kids with barrages of snowballs only fitly made by an adult. These weren’t light by any standards either.


Pecas continued to hit them with his snowballs, pounding at their light, bushy cover and some hitting them square on the forehead, while the kids in return got a few off on Pecas. Continual barrages of hits were exchanged in the snow fight, and continuous hits were exchanged between the warring clans of the children and Pecas. Eventually, the kids ran out of snowballs and snow around their cover, and had to make a quick escape. Pecas saw one take off, threw a snowball the size of his paw and mark the kid squarely on the buttocks. “Ha, teaches you right!” The next kid tried to make a break for it, only to meet the same fate, only this time to the head. “Oooooh, right on the noggin’!” He exclaimed. Lastly, the two somehow convened in their strategy and made off at the same time. Pecas, taking a snowball in each hand and chucked the packed ice. BAMF And BOMF. Both were face first in the snow that so helped them earlier, now giving them both wet noses and chills. “Now that’s how you throw some damned snowballs!” Yelled Pecas. He gathered his wits about him, replaced the mitts on his numbed paws and continued to walk on, a bit more of a happy glee about him. “Was that actually fun?” he thought “No, no. This is my least favorite season. No way that could be true.” But it was. Pecas actually enjoyed the snowy “waste of water” as he called it, finding some fun in it. 

He looked down at his watch after pondering the fact of enjoying winter for the first time. 0830! He was late to work! “Aw geez, better run!” Pecas sprinted down the trail in the park, the crunching only getting louder and stronger as he figured out, winter was now his favorite season.
