
Men of Word: Coming home 
The cold winds brushed his hair down over his eyes as he trudged through the pearly white snow, 
just a black dot on a white plain. He’d been given nothing but warm clothes and boots sufficient for 
his departure from prison. Thoughts of a snowy death occasionally clouded his mind as he pictured 
himself frozen among the other animals that were too weak to make it home. With this in the back 
of his mind, he carried on through the snow, coming ever closer.  

Old and broken promises filled his mind along with reminders of old mistakes that were never set 
right. He would fix them all when he got home.  

As he crossed the road into another field, someone driving past slowed down and yelled out, “You’re 
a fool for being in the snow, what’re you doin’ out here?” 

“Walking home” he replied, but they were gone before he could finish. 

The night came and the moon rose over the trees. His heart sank and his thoughts turned once again 
to the frozen animals trapped in the snow’s cold embrace. But he carried on with a grim 
determination. He knew the way. He knew where he was going even under the faint moonlight. 

The wind grew stronger. It blew daggers into his cheeks and the snow seemed to hold his feet with 
an iron clasp. In the distance, a house came into view and shone like a beacon in the dreary 
landscape. He stopped and looked at his destination in the distance. The house that he’d waited for 
so long to step inside and feel the comforting warmth, and to be close to the only person he’d 
thought about for all those years in prison. 

The man stood there breathing in the cold harsh air. Burn scars along his right arm tingled in the 
wind. Flashes of what had occurred in the house enveloped his mind. It conjured up the smell of 
burnt tobacco and flesh and the image of his brother engulfed in flames as he screamed. He would 
have keeled over and succumbed to the snow if not for his resolve. He steadied himself and 
lumbered onwards.  

He made it to the house and collapsed. It had been repaired after the fire but it was virtually the 
same as before the damage he had caused. His trek had come to an end but an overwhelming sense 
of despair shrouded his mind. He felt no forgiveness.  

He remembered his father’s taunting and his step mother’s vile cackle. They echoed through the 
landscape and consumed him, beckoning him to remember what he’d done to his family. He was 
flung into a fit of rage. His brother was an innocent victim caught in the crossfire, and his death was 
on the man’s conscience. The man had unintentionally robbed his brother of his life because he had 
lost control of himself in a moment and the wind in the trees seemed to echo the voices of the past. 

“You’re pathetic. I can’t believe a son of mine could amount to so little!” The man’s father yelled 
with murder in his eyes. 

“A disappointment.” His step mother had added. 

“I and my brother are going to leave. How can we live with you?” He remembered himself yelling. 

He had been on the brink of insanity from all the hatred. He vividly remembered picking up the log 
out of the fire place and hurling it towards his step mother, who was knocked out by the impact. The 
carpet was instantly alight, and his brother who stood between the man and his father was caught in 
the blaze. His father had grabbed the woman and ran out, leaving him and his brother to the fire. He 



tried to extinguish the flames engulfing his brother to no avail. His brother had died that night. The 
man left with unsightly burn scars down his arms and face, reminders of a grave error that he’d 
never forget. 

Now, the man began edging his way towards the house, taking in the surroundings as he walked. 
Soon, the house stood right in front of him and the door stood over him like a towering obelisk. The 
final chapter in such a long narrative of suffering. He knocked on the door and waited. After a while, 
the door swung open and an old lady opened the door.  

“Can I help you?” she asked, looking at him warily. 

“My name is Tom Frost” He said. At the sound of his name he saw her step back in shock. “This is my 
home…I’m here to see my father” 

Once she’d composed herself after the initial shock of this, she said to him “You- you’ve been gone a 
long time…” 

“Yes,” he interrupted her, but gently continued, “I was in prison.  I was released this morning and 
now I’m home.”  

She stared at him, obviously trying to find the words to say something she could not easily say, 
“Sorry, Tom. Your father and his wife left soon after the… incident. I don’t know where he’s gone.”   

The man turned around and left without a word. 

“Tom, where are you going?” The woman called after him. 

He did not answer. He’d come for forgiveness but had left with nothing. 

He started walking into the distance. He did not know where he would go, but he knew that he had 
miles to go before he could sleep. 
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