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 Jack Frost, the bringer of sleep to the world’s 

green things, sat atop an icy cliff. He smiled at the 

peaceful, snow-covered landscape spread below 

him, his glittery blue skin shining in the arctic 

sun.  

 Suddenly, a pulsing light shattered his calm.  

Jack did not understand at first what was 

happening; the light seemed to be coming from 

him! 

Astonished, the immortal boy drew back his 

cape, revealing his amulet.  The blue jewel was 

doing something it had never done before – it was 

glowing. A bright silver light seemed to beat with 

his heart. He dropped the stone, rubbed his eyes 

and looked again.  

The light flared brighter and . . . a tiny figure 

appeared inside his amulet! 

 Shades of silver and blue swirled around a 

beautiful girl, draped in white furs and wearing a 

tall crown bearing a snowflake. His mouth fell 

open when she looked into his eyes and stretched 

out a hand to him, beckoning him with a look of 

urgency  

and sadness.  

 He slowly, gently, touched the surface of the 

amulet, his only thought to reach out to this 

creature in need. But as soon as his fingertip made 
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contact with the carved stone, the silver light 

flickered and went out.   

The image of the princess disappeared.  

    Jack had lived longer than any being on this 

earth, having sprung into existence when the first 

tendril of light reached the newly born planet. 

Never had he seen such a thing, or such a girl.  

Jack clambered to his feet. He turned his 

back on the quiet fields of snow and began striding 

north. In the blink of a human eye, he was at a 

familiar red door.  

“Hello, Jack!” said the jolly old man in 

answer to his persistent knock.  The smell of 

toasted gingerbread filled Jack’s nose, making him 

grin. 

“Santa!” Jack said.  

After warm hugs, Jack described his strange 

experience. Santa remained unruffled. Finally, the 

bearded gent broke in. 

“Jack, my boy. This is no time to panic. The 

Ice Princess has sent you a message. We must act 

quickly.” 

Befuddled, Jack asked, “The Ice Princess? 

Who’s the Ice Princess? And how is she able to 

control my amulet?” 

Santa brought him inside and sat him by the 

fire. “Do you remember the day you received your 

amulet?” 

“Haven’t I always had it? I don’t remember a 

day that it’s not been around my neck.” 

“Not surprising,” said Santa. “The Ice 

Princess sent you this magical jewel the very day 

you came into existence.” 

“But why?” 

“As a gift to this earth, and to you, she sent a 

snowflake. The First Snowflake. Without that 

amulet, we would not have seasons.” 

Quiet for a moment, Jack processed Santa’s 

words. He looked at his amulet with new 
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appreciation. He could not believe he held the very 

first snowflake. 

 “And now you say The Ice Princess needs 

help?” Jack pumped his arm in the air. “Let’s go!” 

“Ho, ho, ho! It’s not that simple, my boy. The 

Ice Princess lives on Ice Planet.” 

“What?! Oh no.” 

“Oh, we can still help her. But we, too, will 

need some help.”  Santa bounded across the room 

and flung open the shutters. Poking his head 

outside, he turned his pink cheeks to the sky and 

shouted, “Hey! Moon!” 

Jack knew Moon could speak but had yet to 

witness it for himself. A face slowly emerged from 

the dark pocks on the illuminated surface, 

exposing kind eyes and a drooping mouth. 

“Yeeessss, Ollllldd Frriennndd?” 

“Sorry to bother you but the Ice Princess is in 

trouble. Is there anyway Jack here could borrow a  

star for a while? You know, for transportation?” 

Jack startled. “Me? What about you?” 

Santa and Moon ignored him. 

“Hmmmmmm. Lllllettt meeee seeee whooo 

issss cllllllosssse.” 

Within a human’s breath, a blazing streak 

appeared in the sky. Jack stared, wide-eyed, as 

the ball of cold fire raced over the distant 

mountains then through Santa’s candy cane gate. 

The shooting star skidded to a halt inches from 

Jack’s nose. 

“Hi hi hi!” hollered the ball of light, twirling 

in delight. “My name’s Sparkle!” 

“Sppppparrklle. Pleeeeeeassse keeeeeeppppp 

Jaaaaccccck sssssaaaaaffffe.” With that, Moon’s 

face faded.  

“I will, I will, I will,” Sparkle shouted, turning 

back to Jack with a cascade of giggles. 

“Where, where, where to?” 

Santa showed Jack the proper way to ride a 

shooting star. He also gave Sparkle directions to 

Ice Planet. Jack listened with half an ear, finally 

interrupting.  
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“I can’t do this. This is crazy! I’m just a boy.” 

Santa raised an eyebrow at Jack. 

“You know what I mean, Santa.” Jack waved 

a hand down the length of his childlike body. “I’ve 

always been just a boy. I’m no match for an 

enemy!” 

Santa tapped Jack’s head and then his heart. 

“You’re more than a mere boy, Jack.” Then he 

spread his arms wide and raised his voice. “We are 

all more than just a physical body! The smallest 

child or weakest adult has the heart and the mind 

to do great things, if only they choose to. Make 

that choice, Jack Frost, for your potential is 

greater than most. You, my nimble friend, are 

made from the magic of pure love.”   

“I’ll go slow, slow, slow for you, my Jack,” the 

little star told him, offering an encouraging look.  

The immortal boy snorted. “I can run so fast 

the humans can’t see me.” He swung himself onto 

one of her hard points. “You go as fast as you can, 

Sparkle. I’ll be fine.” 

She hummed with glee. “Okay Dokay, my 

Jack. Hold on tight, tight, tight!” 

The air filled with sparks. Jack’s body bent 

 backward with a great force and the vision of 

Santa and the Toy Shop became a distant blur. 

Only his magical strength kept him on the 

shooting star. He thought he heard a tinkle of 

laughter but it was hard to tell with the supersonic 

wind whooshing past.  

 They abruptly broke free from the Earth’s 

atmosphere, shot past the moon and headed deep 

into space. Sparkle’s brilliant surface was 

pockmarked, making it easy for Jack to hold on. 

 She moved strong and sure until they 

reached the moons of the Ice Planet. She spun 

them in the air, slowing them down, and then 

aimed for a side of the planet that glittered and 

glowed. But it also seemed to be partially 

blanketed in a dense, dark shadow.  

 “What is that blackness, Sparkle?” Jack 

asked as they approached a small glen in the 

7 8 



 
 
 

6 

middle of an ice spire forest, the black fog visibly 

moving in the distance.  

She shuddered, dropping slowly to the 

ground. “I know not, not, not, my Jack.” 

 He jumped off but kept a hand on her side, 

comforted by the little star in the unfamiliar place. 

“Which way?” 

 “I believe it is this, this, this way to the Ice 

Palace.” Sparkle bobbed along, throwing nervous 

darts in every direction.  

They both stopped when they heard a 

whimper. Jack peeked behind a large ice spire and 

was amazed to find a small group of tiny creatures 

huddled together, crying silently. They looked like 

miniature snowballs with ears and tails. Jack bent 

over and tenderly picked up three of the sad 

snowballs. They peered at him with huge, shiny 

grey eyes, ears laid flat, fluffy tails tight to their 

round little bodies. 

 “No need to worry, I’ll not hurt you. Why are 

you crying?” 

 “Shhhh,” the smallest snowball whispered, 

swiveling its eyes from Sparkle to Jack to the sky. 

“Evil comes. Evil took our family.” The two other 

snowballs in his hand responded with soundless 

howls. Sparkle hovered close, either for protection 

or to offer solace, possibly both.  

 “You speak of the black fog?” 

 “Yes, Evil is close.” 

 “Does this Evil also threaten your Princess?” 

 “Ye-es!” The snowball gulped hard.  

 From his feet, he heard the quiet cries of the 

other snowball creatures. “Yes, save her! Save us! 

The Evil comes!” 

 Sparkle nudged him with a point. “Jack, we 

must hurry, hurry, hurry,” she whispered. 

 Jack did not want to hurry. He wanted to go 

home. But surrounded by those in need, he stood 

tall, straightening his shoulders. He would be as 

brave as Sparkle. Together, they would take 

action.  
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 With the three snowballs now riding in his 

collar, Sparkle and Jack made their way quickly 

and quietly through the ice spire forest. Soon they 

came to an opening and saw before them tall, 

majestic towers and walls of carved ice 

overlooking a frozen sea. But from the ice fields on 

the opposite side, the black shadow bore down on 

the Ice Palace. 

 “We are too late,” moaned one of the 

snowballs, huddling against Jack’s blue skin.  

Jack did not hesitate this time. He flung 

himself onto a spike of the shooting star. “Sparkle, 

can you fly me into that top window of the highest 

tower? Do you see the light?” They shot into the 

sky, in through the lit, open window.   

 “Jack Frost.” The beautiful Ice Princess, 

wrapped in white furs, white hair floating like 

clouds, stood next to an ice pillar just inside her 

window, not surprised in the least at their 

intrusion. Her icicle crown had at its center a 

snowflake design that matched the pattern of the 

snowflake in his amulet.  Jack kneeled, awed. “Ice 

Princess. It is a pleasure to meet you.” She 

beckoned for him to stand. He introduced Sparkle 

and released the snowball creatures from his 

shirt.  

 “Twinkle, Sprinkle and Crinkle, I’m grateful 

you are unharmed.” She bent to pat her subjects 

then straightened to face Jack. “You have come 

just in time, Jack Frost. The blackness is upon us. 

I can feel the heat of its greed from here. If it is not 

stopped, it will devour all the light in this world, 

and then the next, and the next.”  

 Together, they looked out the window and 

assessed the seething dark cloud, which had now 

reached the front gate.  

 “What must I do, Princess?” Jack said 

fervently, fearfully. “This evil appears to be 

insurmountable!” 

 “But it is not. At least not for you, Jack 
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Frost.” She put her hand on his shoulder, 

steadying him, then lifted the amulet from his 

chest. “You must take the First Snowflake and 

press it to the belly of the beast. I would do this 

deed myself but my light would be snuffed out 

upon touching the smoke.” 

 He paled. “I will, if I must. But . . . I see no 

beast! No belly!” 

 “You must face your fear and walk into the 

blackness. Only a few feet in, you will meet the 

solid body, the belly of the beast. There is no face, 

or head, no thinking appendage whatsoever. Only 

an unthinking body of evil, its only job to eat 

goodness and produce more evil.” 

 There was no time to spare. Evil was 

tentatively stroking the Palace wall.  

 Sparkle trembled but offered to fly Jack to 

the ground. They flew from the light of the palace 

down into the darkness. Even on the fringe, 

Sparkle’s glow dimmed and stuttered.  

“Sparkle!” Jack cried. “Go! Return to the 

Princess!” She flew away as he ran into the 

blackness. 

Immediately he felt the sting of heat on his 

skin, a new sensation for him. The twinkling blue 

light of his flesh disappeared. Within the hot swirls 

of darkness, only the First Snowflake continued to 

shine, a beacon of hope and courage for the sorely 

frightened Jack.  

The sound of cries from the Palace behind 

him urged his steps into a run, blindly pushing 

through the black tendrils gripping his flesh. After 

what seemed an eternity, he ran full force into a 

stone wall, knocking him from his feet.  

Surging up, he ran his hand over the solid 

surface. He pulled the amulet, now barely glowing, 

from his skin. It took all his might to thrust it 

forward, the smoke fighting his movements. But 

he rammed his fist forward and struck the body of 

the beast, this time with the amulet.  
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Time stopped. The smoke ceased shifting and 

roiling, frozen momentarily. Then, suddenly, the 

black fog dropped to the ground like a coal dust. 

The beast was exposed then, briefly, but the pitch 

black body burst into flame and – poof – it 

disappeared.  

Jack fell to his knees, exhausted. With 

shaking arms, he returned the amulet back to his 

neck. Within seconds, his skin began to regain its 

blue hue. The land around him slowly spun back 

into silvers, blues and icy whites, the black dust 

sinking below the snow, fading from existence. 

The Ice Princess appeared with Sparkle. 

Together, they helped him to his feet. Snowball 

creatures flooded into the Palace gates, cheering 

and dancing, their ears perked and tails flying 

about.  

“Is it gone?” Jack asked. 

“Yes, Jack Frost. You have stood up to Evil. It 

is gone.” 

“Forever?” 

“Evil is never gone entirely. We must watch 

for it, and be prepared.” A smile broke her serious 

countenance. “But this is not a reason for fear. 

You have proven that, Jack Frost. Love and 

courage will always hold Evil at bay. Always.” 

Jack and Sparkle rested and celebrated with 

the Ice Princess and her snowball people for a 

short time but knew that they could not stay. 

He stood with the Princess on the edge of her 

sea, holding his new friend’s hand. “I must 

return,” he said, sighing. “You have become dear 

to me but the Earth needs me. I must provide rest 

for the green plants of my world. As you know.” 

She smiled, sadly. “Yes. I am well aware. I am 

grateful that my gift is held by such a courageous 

and loyal being such as yourself, Jack Frost.” 

Sparkle took Jack home, shooting him past 

the stars, the sun and the moon, leaving him 

lonely but relieved back on his icy cliff.  
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