
How to Stop by the Woods on a Snowy Evening 

 

The light shining out of your window catches the lazy snowflakes drifting down, burying their 

ancestors of November. Your friends are gone and you're still here. Alone. 

 Pick up the book you bought at the airport but have never read. Read the first few pages. Set the 

book down, the author can’t keep the reader engaged. You will never finish it. Wrap your head 

around the fact that everything in this world isn’t tailored for you. You're going to have to muck 

through a lot of shit to get to the good stuff. But don’t worry it's all worth it … Right? 

And you are still alone. Move, get up and venture through the hallways, dimly lit by the 

emergency signs, casting long shadows shrouded in red along the symmetrical hall. 

Look into the vacant rooms searching for someone, anyone, an acquaintance, or even someone 

you’ve barely talked to before. You’re going to feel like a creepy fucker, peering into people’s 

room, knocking and waiting for their reply. Remember that you haven't interacted with many 

people due to your “antisocial tendencies”. They have places to go anyway.  

You have nothing left there, go find yourself in Blake, the student center . Probably an upgrade to 

the empty fifty person brick mansion isolated on the other side of campus you call home for the 

majority of a year.  

As you step into the cold, the winds of winter nip at your ears. Put on your headphones. Shelter 

them. 

Keep to the uniform street lights that part the sea of darkness; as your own darkness, the Shadow 

stalks you. Keep one foot in front of the other, pull out your phone, and shuffle your eighth 

Untitled playlist. “Alone Again (Naturally)” by Gilbert O’Sullivan struts into your ears. Match 



your gait with the beat of the snare drum, rapping away. As O’Sullivan starts singing, listen, 

listen. There has to be a reason why the Almighty Shuffling Program chose this song. 

“In a little while from now 
 If I'm not feeling any less sour 
 I promise myself to treat myself 
 And visit a nearby tower 
 And climbing to the top 
 Will throw, myself off 
 In an effort to 
 Make it clear to whoever 
 Wants to know what it's like when you're shattered” 

 Well, fuck that. Thank Gilbert and hope he feels better on some Zoloft maybe even some Paxil 

even though they didn’t help you. 

 Arrive at Blake and take off your headphones. The only thing that greets you are the gloomy 

locked glass doors. Stand there for a minute and stare into your abyss reflected on the glass as it 

stares back at you. 

So much for the student center. 

Turn around and just walk, walk, and walk, as it gets darker, darker, and darker. The Shadow 

looms over you, its penumbra threatening to drag you into its bleak embrace.  

You’ll have ended up at the farm. With the snow and nightfall coming down on you, you can’t 

see far, can’t see the horses. Make your way left or right, it doesn't matter anymore. Either way 

dark houses slumber, their occupants, elsewhere.  

Those ears are complaining again, put on those headphones, shuffle the eighth Untitled playlist, 

and mutter this phrase, “Unto thee, O’Mighty Shuffling Program, do I lift my soul.” 

After a slight pause He responds with, “Trois Gymnopedies: Gymnopedie No.1”. The 

despondent piano blooms into existence and begins to meander along the road, its head hung. 



Before long its brief life comes to an end, pre-decreed by the Almighty Shuffling Program, as it 

returns to the shadows of its origin.  

As the piano is swallowed by silence, you reach the forest laden with snow. And see that the 

woods are lovely, dark and deep. But you have promises to keep, and miles to go before you 

sleep, and miles to go before you sleep. (Stopping by the woods on a Snowy Evening, Robert 

Frost) 


