On the 6th of January 2009 my friends and I built an igloo. It took us all day to finish building it, but it was worth it. We had drawn out the shape of the igloo on the snow and then we gathered ice blocks to be used as bricks. The ice blocks were from a car, one which had been buried by snow. In fact the owners friends had buried the car in the night, and once the snow had been removed off the car it was icy and hard, strong enough to build an igloo. We placed the blocks on top of each other gradually leaning them in further and further to close the gap at the top so the roof could be formed. But the walls kept falling down so we had to find a way of keeping them stable. We figured that if we filled the gaps between the blocks with soft snow it would literally glue the blocks together. And to our surprise it worked. This did prevent the walls from falling over, but it didn’t stop the roof falling in, so we had to find an alternative. Many of us were saying “leave the roof, the igloo looks fine without it”, but then I thought that if we put an old picnic table surface across the top and covered it with snow it would be just as good. Once it had been covered in snow you couldn’t tell it was there, many passers by stopped to take pictures of it quoting “wow that’s brilliant”. We then came across another issue, the walls were to thin and if someone hit it to hard with a snowball it would fall in, and the sun would melt it quicker. We worked frantically to finish it by nightfall, we had to add a second layer of blocks around the igloo. This took along time and the outer layer kept cracking and falling down. After a good few hours trying to build the outer layer we had done it. It looked perfect, like one you would see in the arctic, except it wasn’t as big as one you would find there. Yet it could still fit eight tired igloo builders.

By the morning the igloo had frozen solid, but some how someone had managed to kick holes in the walls. The fact that they were kicked in was easily identifiable, the shoe marks next to the holes, the little bits of rubber from the soles of shoes were also next to the holes. We all wondered who it could have been. It wasn’t any of us who built it and no adult would want to knock down an igloo after saying how good it was. Was it teenagers looking for a laugh because they thought it was cool? Was it men who had had one too many to drink? We will never know. It was also impossible to rebuild the walls. The ice just wasn’t sticking together, we had to wedge it in the gaps. We did eventually manage to fix it, but it wasn’t the same, we were beaten by the unfair side of life. We could never fix it, it would melt by the next snow. It would just be a lost thought in the back of our minds, except for the glorious memories of sitting inside the igloo and wondering how on earth did we ever get to build something this magical, that made us stop and wonder. Yes we did think about this, but we could never answer why it was so special. Maybe it was just our teamwork or friendship. Was it the fact that we had completed a task we never though we would finish? 	
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