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One thick cottony double star snowflake dreamt of a slow descent as he passed by Jacque-Cartier’s  bridge iron structure.  As unique as he was, he felt anonymous in a sea of unfamiliar faces. Unprepared for landing near a towering  bridge in Montréal, Québec.  “The view is spectacular”, reassured the spirit-voice in charge of cloud nine, before giving him a push. Minutes ago, he had a strange feeling about this jump, and held back at the end tail with his fellow flakes. There was no time to fret on this December twenty-eight gloomy night. People were expecting the ground be covered in snow for the new year. “You have a collective responsibility for a job well done.”  How many times was he bombarded with motivational speeches as the thickening clouds around initiated their final descent. “This is not what I dreamt about as I formed into my actual star incarnation.” “I have a mission.” “Why will no one listen?” The little snowflake felt sad and lonely.  
Without warning, a soft breezy touch lifts his spirits as he is blown to the cumulonimbus’s exit. “You are almost there, be brave, there is no turning back, little one.” Before he knew it, he dived amongst a powdered snow crowd swirling about. The spectacular outburst-imposed silence, beauty reshaping imagination and horizons for desperate humans. All doubts were lifted for the little one grew old instantly. He took a quick turn to the right of a giant stone pillar. A glimpse revived his renewed motivation. A young human form laid on a roof top of a smashed car below the icy structure. Shaky, snowflake, courageously cleaved. Two shinny stars gently landed on the glossy motionless girls’ irises. Carole was on her way to exit her own clouded mind, tears melting soothing sparkles in her eyes.  
