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Splinterette 
by John Palisano  

The Great Beyond is white. Millions of snowflakes swirl, hiding my memorized world under 
a pale bright blanket. Lost and losing warmth, there's shelter beneath the branches of an 
unfamiliar oak. It's not much, but at least it partially blocks the punishing snow. The whiteout 
came out of nowhere. Within minutes, the backwoods I'd learned by heart were erased. Both my 
sense of direction and my pocket gizmos failed me. Alone, and with no clear way home, walking 
blind could be fatal. A steep cliff looms less than a quarter mile from my back door, dropping off 
hundreds of feet toward bare boulders. Picturing myself stepping out, and ultimately twirling 
toward certain death, staying put seemed best. Storms that came on fast could leave just as 
quickly, I reasoned. If I could just wait it out, I'd be fine.  

As I hunched down and rubbed my arms for warmth, someone's shadow came forth through 
the blizzard–a figure as fair as the storm around her. At first I thought it was Sabrina, my wife. 
The figure moved just like her. This, though, was different: Splinterette’s fingers were long and 
tapered into sharp, needle-like tips. That was how I came to name her.  

Her large, dark eyes blinked, meeting my gaze.  
I must have died, I thought, for that was the only explanation for what could only be a 

hallucination. There was no way I was really seeing what I was seeing. Impossible. Her body 
changed with each step, the outside darkening. Her face formed–her features smoothed and 
polished until she glistened. Her eyes were alive, reflecting a shade of winter-themed light blue.  

I’d gotten lost–impossibly lost. In this age of smart phones with maps, the world, being so 
built up and over developed, all it took was a pure whiteout of a storm. The phone lost service. 
I’d walked around aimlessly looking for a signal, but had gotten myself deeper in trouble. With 
no roads, how would it have guided me, anyway? At the very least, I’d reasoned, I’d be able to 
make a call. Home. Sabrina. At least she’d be able to hopefully find me, or get someone who 
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could. To top it off, I’d only been a few, brazen steps from my own back yard when the storm had 
hit. I’d known it was coming and had ventured out to see if I could grab some firewood. An old-
fashioned, romantic notion had turned out to be a tremendous mistake.  

What else could I do other than freeze and wait for the storm to lighten up. Usually, I could 
see my place for miles, no matter where I ventured inside the Calistoga Woods. At that moment? 
All I saw was blinding white anything more than a few yards away. My nose felt like it might 
break off at any moment. The only thing I could smell was the icy scent–that sharp, cutting scent 
specific to the freezing snow. Very strange.  

I’d rested down by a tree. I’d cleared away the snow and put a few of the small logs on the 
ground to keep my hind warm. My eyes were shut for several minutes when Splinterette came 
forth. Now you know how and why I felt like I was hallucinating. Maybe I’d slept and the image 
formed strictly from my imagination–this thing coming toward me–and I couldn’t move–I was 
frozen in thought and movement. There I was, all alone. Or so I thought.  

Strange as it sounds, her figure was curved and feminine, reminiscent of a woman, but 
Splinterette was also tree-like, with her limbs splitting off like branches.  

I wondered if I should get up and run away from her. Maybe there were sinister intentions 
behind Splinterette coming to investigate me. Maybe she smelled blood. Maybe she sensed my 
death was imminent, and had come to feed.  

She moved faster than I thought possible. Her arms outstretched above her, the branches that 
made her arms shook slightly in the wind. There were smaller, sub-branches, too, just like a real 
live tree. Only she was moving and alive in a way sedentary trees were not. She moved with a 
grace I couldn’t quite comprehend. It reminded me of a spider. It was off-putting, while at the 
same time? I couldn’t keep my eyes off her. She was transfixing, mesmerizing, captivating, and 
absolutely horrifying, because every part of me knew…just knew…she meant me harm.  

Splinterette bent down in front of me. Her light blue eyes examined me and I at once felt like 
an animal in a zoo, or the subject of an alien autopsy. Her arms stretched outward, the branch-
like limbs making stuttering sounds in the air, as puffs of snow shook off. The storm had gotten 
worse.  

For a moment, she stood. She turned her head and back to me, but still looked over her 
shoulder at me. She was ready. She seemed to be calling for me to follow her into the cold and 
snow. I couldn't’ move. Maybe it was just my mind that was frozen, but my body wouldn’t budge 
from where I sat at the base of the tree, even though I tried my best to will myself up.  

Splinterette blinked several times. It was like she knew that I was stuck. She came back to 
me then–her body moving and arriving in front of me in a blink.  

The snow blew around her aquiline face. It made me wish to fall upwards into the snow and 
vanish into the whiteness. My fear had subsided and a calm serenity filled my soul. Splinterette 
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curled her arms and reached toward me, going first for my underarms. The ends of her branch-
like arms slipped over my shoulders and curved back round, under my armpits, and lifted. I saw 
the sharp, needle-like tips. Splinterette’s branch tips slithered up my arm like a boa constrictor, 
crushing prey, although her touch was anything but harmful. At least at first, she felt warm, slick 
and strong. I was reassured in that moment. She was there to take care of me and to shelter me, 
and Angel made from trees come to life in the snow.  

Her tips reached my wrists. When they made it to the flesh under my gloves, they followed 
the same direction as my veins. My flesh split, and for a moment, all I saw were the pale insides 
of my own innerness. Two snowflakes fell and instantly dissolved on the hot, exposed flesh. The 
blood seeped in, filling the wound like saltwater filling a trench dug deep on a beach. The blood 
overflowed, trickling over my wrists at first, until it poured much too terribly fast.  

Her hands, or branches, then wrapped inside mine, and I grabbed them like handles. 
Splinterette lifted me, and I immediately felt her strength. She held me like an infant. I curled up 
in her arms. I looked up and saw her face, and the ring of white sky overhead, snow falling 
quickly and seemingly from nothingness.  

The cold had known me, although the slices to my wrists burned. I couldn't tell if I was still 
bleeding. I wondered: how deep are the cuts? Would I need stitches? I could die. Had she known 
that she had hurt me? Could she have realize just how much pain she'd caused me? How close to 
death I might actually be?  

Our house became visible area just some small details. The chimney, its gray bricks. The 
shutters. Reddish brown. Glimpses. My shelter in the storm. My nose felt clocked. My head hurt; 
the temples pulsed and there was an aching pressure where the back of my head met my neck. 
My stomach hurt badly, two. That all paled in comparison to my chest, which hurt worse than 
anything else I’d ever felt in my life.  

I figured it out–I must have been losing a lot of blood.  
We arrived at the back door. Splinterette knew where I lived, somehow. I had a vision of her 

looking in on. Perhaps maybe she was what I said so I looked into the darkness, and felt that 
special pull that made my hair raise and my belly feel hollow. She watched me. My dark Angel. 
My savior from doom. My Splinterette. 

The back tour took only the lightest touch open. How could the storm got not have opened it? 
I really left it unlocked? Yes. I thought I'd go outside for just a few moments. Our backyard was 
completely fenced in, except where it met Calistoga Forest. I’d been secure in thinking it had 
been safe to leave the back door unlocked.  

The snow blowing around us, we passed the wooden shoe rack and I noticed Sabrina shoes 
were gone. Where did she go in the store? My heart sank–she must have been out looking for me 
in the storm when I hadn't come back. Picturing her out in the storm, lost like I had been, scared 
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me to my core. Then I looked to Splinterette, initially to try and tell her, but as soon as I did, I 
once again fell silent. My mouth wouldn’t form the words. She had some unnatural spell on me. 

We approached the stairs that led up toward the bedroom. Splinterette whispered to me, 
saying, “recover”, and carried me in her arms. She spoke more, but it was as if I were 
underwater. Even though I couldn’t make out her words, I somehow knew what she was telling 
me. I’d need bandages for the wounds and Tylenol for the pain. Would she be able to help? How 
would I do these things myself? Would I soon die?  

I looked at the paintings while we made our way up–scenes of the world me and Sabrina had 
collected. Near the top, one was missing. Sabrina's favorite–the two foxes drinking from a river. 
She always said that they were she and I. All that was left was a rectangular outline of old dust.  

We turned the corner and Splinterette lifted my head to make it through the doorway. I felt 
drunk and incapacitated, and completely controlled by her every movement.  

There was something wrong. More things were out of place. Sabrina's nightstand was empty. 
Not even her beloved knock-off Tiffany lamp was there. Had someone broken in and robbed us? 
Had she been kidnapped? Where'd she gone? I didn't see any signs of a struggle. No blood. No 
resistance.  

Splinterette put a branch to her lips, and I somehow felt her hushing my thoughts. She placed 
me on the bed, and as I fell gently on my back, I remembered everything.  

Sabrina yelling when I found the pictures on her phone. Wearing her favorite white, lacey top 
I'd given her for her birthday. Her favorite jeans and ankle boots.  

My shoe slipped off and fell to the floor.  

Only a traitor would look on my phone and through my pictures, she’d said.  

My shirt opened–a cut from Splinterette’s branches did the job, while cutting me underneath. 
The tingling warmth of her incision filled me.  

We can work it out. I know we can. True love will prevail, I’d begged.  

More cuts as Splinterette cut through my clothes. She was on top of me. Her pure, dark form 
caressing me–I held her sap on my skin, streaming from open holes where her branches 
connected. So sticky, and it soon hardened and pulled my skin, making it raw. True love. Pure as 
the new virgin landscape outside. My eyes caught a glimpse outside our window, to look at 
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Calistoga Woods, past our backyard, where a trail of red was visible. Bright red. My blood–
tracked toward our back door. Our back door. Was it even ours anymore?  

Who is he?  

It doesn't matter.  

Splinterette’s arms and legs cut me. Her tips were inside of me, like little fingers, like little 
fiery worms, like prodding needles.  

The new pain took away the old pain. I could feel the hurt instead of just thinking. The 
release made me hungrier.  

More. More. Touch me more.  
I had to know it’s…her…name. A whisper in my ear as she bent down–Splinterette.  
And that’s how I knew who she was.  
I said her name to make a real, so I wouldn't forget.  
Splinterette. Splinterette. Splinterette.  
One of her branches broke inside me. I knew then that she was of the forest, of the trees, and 

being inside was doing to her what being outside had done to me.  
I heard a knock downstairs, then someone calling my name. Who could it be? Sabrina? Had 

she come home, after all? Maybe the storm had brought her back and somehow brought her to 
her senses? 

Come home my darling.  

I am home. 

Splinterette’s branches broke. Her face started to lose its life. Her hands and her body 
trembled.  

There were cuts all over me. My wrists, my stomach, my chest–all crossed with long ripped 
marks. Blood stained everywhere.  

More knocking. Someone calling hello–calling my name. Was it a man or woman? I couldn't 
tell.  

Splinterette. I called her name, but she seemed lost to me. The blue light seen in her eyes 
went out.  

Her body crumbled, it's pieces crashing around me. Her head was the last to fall, and it did– 
directly on my chest.  
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I couldn't believe it. She was gone, so quickly, and with such little fanfare. There were pieces 
of her around me. I held onto the two of her branches, one in each hand. The tips of the roots 
were pointed, sharp, and glistened with some sort of moisture. Her head, on my chest, looked 
just like any other piece of wood, broken or fallen from a tree. The once refined and exquisite 
features had turned rough and bumpy. Undistinguished.  

Footsteps. Someone came up my stairs. "Hello?"  
Was it my Sabrina?  
No. It was a man's voice. I saw him poke his head around the corner.  
It couldn't have looked good. Not one bit. I held two sharp sticks, and bled heavily from 

several places around my body: my wrists, my stomach, and my chest.  
"You okay?" the man said. I saw frost in his beard. “There was so much blood outside.” He 

paused, looked me over, and said, “Oh my God.”  

*** 

I did not wake in the hospital, or startle from a dream in an asylum, all with a hurried gasp 
like you see in the movies. Instead I woke slowly and realized I was stuck inside the prism of my 
own hell–created out of the home I’d shared with Sabrina. Memories were my keepers. So many 
memories? Gone. All that mattered was lost.  

*** 

All is now empty. Sabrina’s gone. Splinterette is gone, too.  
My new friend Phil, a neighbor from two houses away, looks after me. He binds my wounds, 

cleans my bed, and makes sure my trying something so stupid is never going to cross my mind 
again. That's what he says, at least. I do my best to make him believe.  

Of course, I agree, because soon spring will come.  
New snow erased the trail of blood. Then the spring rain will wash away any final clues. 

Summer will bake the ground and new grass will grow. Leaves will once again turn, and the air 
will chill. Next winter, I will venture into the snowfield once again, calling, searching, and 
finding my Splinterette. When I do, I’ll hold her hand, and together we’ll walk into the pale of 
the Calistoga woods and disappear into the great white nothing.  

The End. 


