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First light on a frosty morning is a magical time, writes Spiri Tsintziras. 

THE outdoor table stands bare in the middle of the garden, feet sinking in a pool of mud. 

A garish plastic tablecloth has long been shed, replaced by a speckled winter skin of bird 

poo and discarded seed pods. Possum feet caress the table's surface each night, leaving 

their droppings as a parting gift. 

In the mornings, our children cocoon themselves in the covers for as long as possible, 

exuding the sweet smell of flannel bound up with the musty aroma of sleep. Once up, 

they run across the tiled floor, bare feet seeking out the heating ducts. Their little limbs 

resist the unwieldy jackets that need to be put on before we shoot out the door for the 

short journey to school. 

But on one such morning, we walk out to find our garden transformed. The grass is 

covered in a sheet of white. A thick layer of frost blankets the sleepers containing our 

straggling garden. On closer inspection, this is made up of tiny crystals reminiscent of 

long-forgotten science experiments. The kids run mittened hands along the ice <0x2014> 

tasting it, trying to scoop it up to throw at each other and whooping with delight all the 

while. They discover that their breath has a shape, all white and full. They push and pull 

clouds of puff this way and that with pursed lips, rejoicing in the misty proof of their life 

force. 

The bushland behind the school, too, has been transformed. A sheer fog hangs over the 

grey creek, as though held by invisible strings worked by a clever puppeteer. The weak 

morning sun tries hard to cut through it, only just hitting the murky water below. 

At the playground, the water pooled at the bottom of the slide has iced over and resists 

our attempts to break its surface with a stick. The bark underfoot is all white, and 

crunches when we stomp and stamp at it. A thin film of ice covers a gum leaf. This falls 

off in pieces when we pick it up, exposing a jagged skeleton of white and green below. 

As the morning sun starts to prevail over the frost, the tiny droplets on the bark begin to 

melt. A million little points of light sparkle like a sea of gold glitter on the bland wood. 

As if on cue, a "drip drip" sound starts up as the ice around us begins to melt. The 

lorikeets high up in the gums add to the symphony of sounds. Noise and light seem to 

come from everywhere and it becomes hard to know where to turn to first. 

While I marvel at this world transformed, my son climbs onto the playground's hanging 

bridge and suddenly slips on the ice. His crying draws me away from my reverie. 



Afterwards, the blue-black bruise on his chin reminds me of that magical morning when, 

ever so briefly, winter's precious jewels shone with all their might. 

 


