The Shadowy Snowman Part 2

Shadow stretched his snowy body, twitched his twig fingers. If Fatoran had turned around, he would have seen the strange sight of his snowman jumping up and down in celebration. Enough to, probably, make him go insane.

Instead, Fatoran left for home, planning to come back tomorrow and finish off his masterpiece. Shadow saw him leave, and stalked silently after him. He followed him through the icy Ko-Matoran homes, past the windy Le-Matoran jungles, and, unfortunately, into the warm Ta-Matoran furnace.
As Shadow tiptoed through the village, he felt himself slow down. He didn’t realise exactly what this meant at first, but when he realised he was losing control of his limbs, he did. The heat was melting his snow body. He tried to run, but his legs just caved in. He tried to grab on to the floor to drag himself along, but the twigs detached from the body. If Fatoran had turned around again, he would have been greeted by an even more bizarre site, as what was left of the body bounced and twisted around until it was able to roll after him.
A few seconds later, Fatoran stopped and turned around. He wasn’t at all surprised at what he saw. He knelt down and explained to the fast melting snowman that he knew what was going on from the start, as cheap mask tricks don’t fool him. Then he sat on the ground and talked with Shadow for a long while, about many things, such as the way the universe works, and what he was getting for Christmas.

Finally, the body was completely melted, and there laid Shadow, a mere mask once again. Fatoran picked him up and carried him to the nearest furnace.

He held the evil mask above the furnace for a long while, deciding what to do. And then he dropped him...

TO BE CONTINUED.
