The Shadowy Snowman Part 3

The powerless mask clattered to the floor next to Fatoran. Shadow looked up at him through the carefully carved eye holes and asked him what he was doing. Fatoran simply walked away and wished Shadow a Merry Christmas.

As power slowly came back to the rusted mask, Shadow floated up and returned to his home. There was no one waiting for him there, there never had been. But maybe one day there would be, and Shadow really could have a happy Christmas. But for now, he was content just to have made it through this one.

THE END.

