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Snowfall in Seattle

Chapter 1 – A City Covered in White
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The first thing Zoltan Kovács noticed when the airplane broke through the clouds wasn't the skyline.

It was the snow.

He pressed his forehead lightly against the cold window as thousands of white rooftops stretched beneath him. Evergreen trees looked as though someone had dusted them with powdered sugar, while roads and parks disappeared beneath a soft white blanket. The gray waters of Elliott Bay reflected the pale winter sky, and beyond it, distant mountains stood proudly beneath caps of brilliant snow.

"So much for nonstop rain," he murmured to himself with a small smile.

Everything he had read about Seattle had prepared him for endless drizzle, thick clouds, and people carrying umbrellas that somehow never opened. Instead, the city welcomed him with one of the rarest weather events in recent years—a true winter snowfall.

The flight attendant announced their descent, and Zoltan tightened his seat belt.

This wasn't simply another business trip.

This was the beginning of an entirely new life.



Two hours later, Zoltan rolled his suitcase out of Seattle-Tacoma International Airport and inhaled deeply.

The air was crisp enough to sting his lungs.

His breath appeared in little clouds as snowflakes drifted lazily through the afternoon air.

"It's beautiful," he whispered.

His phone buzzed.

Welcome to Seattle!

The message came from Angela Morrison, director of the architectural restoration firm that had hired him six months earlier.

Hope your flight went well. The office will see you Monday. Enjoy your weekend settling in!

Zoltan smiled politely at the message before slipping the phone into his pocket.

He appreciated Angela's kindness.

The company had offered him a generous salary, relocation assistance, and the chance to restore some of Seattle's oldest historic buildings. It was exactly the type of work he had dreamed about since studying architecture in Budapest.

Professionally, everything was perfect.

Personally...

He looked away.

That part was still under construction.



The taxi climbed the hills toward Capitol Hill, passing neighborhoods decorated with twinkling lights left over from the holidays.

Children built snowmen in front yards.

Dogs bounded joyfully through fresh powder.

Couples walked hand in hand, bundled in scarves and thick coats.

Zoltan watched silently.

Three months earlier, he would have imagined himself doing the same with Daniel.

Instead, Daniel remained in Budapest.

So did five years of memories.

Five years of promises.

Five years that ended with one sentence.

"I love you... I just don't think I want the life you do."

It had sounded almost gentle.

Almost.

Daniel wanted freedom.

Zoltan wanted permanence.

Neither had been wrong.

But love, it turned out, wasn't always enough.

The taxi driver interrupted his thoughts.

"First time in Seattle?"

"Yes."

"You picked an interesting weekend."

"Oh?"

"We only get snow like this every few years."

Zoltan laughed softly.

"So I'm lucky?"

"I'd say so."

The driver smiled through the rearview mirror.

"Most of us don't know how to drive in it."



His apartment overlooked a quiet side street lined with old brick buildings.

It wasn't large.

A living room.

A compact kitchen.

One bedroom.

Large windows.

Hardwood floors.

Most importantly...

Silence.

He unpacked slowly, placing books onto shelves before arranging framed photographs.

One picture showed his parents smiling beside the Danube River.

Another featured his younger sister, Réka, holding her newborn daughter.

The last photograph stayed in the box.

It showed him and Daniel standing in front of the Hungarian Parliament Building.

Both smiling.

Both believing forever was simple.

Zoltan stared at it for a long moment before gently closing the box.

Some memories needed more time.



By late afternoon, cabin fever won.

He couldn't spend his first day hiding inside.

He wrapped himself in a heavy wool coat, pulled on gloves and a knitted hat his mother had insisted he pack, then stepped outside.

Fresh snow crunched beneath his boots.

The city felt strangely peaceful.

Traffic moved slowly.

People smiled at strangers.

Someone played a saxophone beneath an awning while snow drifted around him like tiny dancers.

For the first time in months...

Zoltan felt his shoulders relax.

Maybe this had been the right decision.

Maybe distance really could heal.



He eventually wandered toward Pike Place Market.

Although many outdoor stalls had closed because of the weather, flowers still added bursts of color against the white landscape.

Bright tulips.

Red roses.

Bundles of lavender.

Nearby, tourists laughed while watching the famous fish market workers toss salmon through the air despite the cold.

The smell of roasted coffee drifted from nearby cafés.

Seattle certainly loved coffee.

He smiled.

That part of the city's reputation was obviously true.



Snow continued falling as evening approached.

Without realizing it, Zoltan had walked much farther than intended.

His phone battery had nearly died from constant navigation.

The sidewalks had become noticeably more slippery.

He adjusted the strap of his messenger bag while checking the map one last time.

"Left here..."

His boot landed on what looked like packed snow.

Instead...

Ice.

His feet disappeared beneath him.

"Oh—"

Everything happened instantly.

The suitcase he had brought for shopping tipped sideways.

His balance vanished.

He instinctively reached for empty air.

Then—

Strong hands caught him before he hit the sidewalk.

One arm wrapped securely around his waist.

Another steadied his shoulder.

For a heartbeat, the world stopped moving.

"You okay?"

The voice was warm.

Calm.

Concerned.

Zoltan looked up.

The man holding him had dark brown hair peeking from beneath a navy knit beanie and bright hazel eyes that somehow seemed warmer than the winter afternoon. Snowflakes rested on his long eyelashes without melting immediately.

He wore a thick green parka with reflective patches on the sleeves and sturdy winter boots that clearly belonged to someone accustomed to rough weather.

Embarrassment rushed into Zoltan's face.

"I... yes."

The stranger didn't immediately let go.

"Are you sure?"

"I think my dignity is more injured than anything else."

For a second there was silence.

Then the stranger laughed.

It wasn't loud.

It wasn't forced.

It was genuine.

"I've had worse injuries."

Only then did he carefully release him.

Zoltan steadied himself, brushing snow from his coat.

"I'm sorry."

"What are you apologizing for?"

"I nearly crashed into you."

"You nearly crashed into the sidewalk."

"I suppose that's true."

The stranger bent down and picked up the shopping bag Zoltan had dropped.

"I've lived here my whole life."

He handed it back.

"When Seattle gets snow, everybody forgets how to walk."

"So it isn't just me?"

"Oh, definitely not."

The stranger pointed toward the shiny patch of ice.

"That corner's taken at least six victims today."

Zoltan couldn't help laughing.

"It appears I joined an exclusive club."

"You did."

Their eyes met again.

For reasons Zoltan couldn't explain, the moment lingered longer than expected.

"I'm Keanu," the man said, extending a gloved hand.

"Zoltan."

Keanu repeated the name carefully.

"Zo-ltan."

His pronunciation wasn't perfect.

But he tried.

"Did I get it right?"

"Better than most Americans."

"I'll take that as a victory."

They shook hands.

Keanu noticed the suitcase and shopping bags.

"You're new here."

"Is it that obvious?"

"You've still got airport luggage."

Zoltan looked down and laughed.

"I suppose I do."

"What brings you to Seattle?"

"Work."

"What kind?"

"I'm an architect."

Keanu's eyebrows lifted.

"That's actually pretty cool."

"I restore old buildings."

"Then you picked the right city."

"I've heard."

"You'll have plenty to keep you busy."

A gust of icy wind swept between the buildings.

Keanu glanced toward the darkening sky.

"You should probably head inside soon. The temperature's dropping fast."

"I was just thinking the same."

Keanu smiled.

"Well... welcome to Seattle, Zoltan."

"Thank you."

He hesitated before adding,

"And... thank you for saving me from becoming part of the pavement."

"My pleasure."

Keanu took a few steps backward.

"Maybe next time we meet, it'll be under less dramatic circumstances."

"Perhaps."

With one final smile, Keanu turned and disappeared into the snowy crowd.

Zoltan remained standing for another moment.

He watched until the green parka vanished among pedestrians crossing the street.

Then he shook his head.

What were the chances he'd ever see the man again?

Seattle was a large city.

People crossed paths every day without meeting twice.

Still...

As Zoltan made his way back toward his apartment, he found himself smiling despite the cold.

His first day in Seattle had already given him something unexpected.

Not a new job.

Not a new apartment.

Just a stranger with kind eyes who had caught him before he fell.

Sometimes, Zoltan thought as snow continued to drift gently around him, a new beginning announced itself in the smallest of moments.

He had come to Seattle hoping to rebuild a career.

He had no idea that the city, blanketed in white, was quietly preparing to rebuild his heart as well.
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Chapter 2 – The Outdoor Shop
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The next morning, Zoltan woke to an unfamiliar silence.

Back in Budapest, mornings had always been filled with the rumble of trams, impatient drivers leaning on their horns, and neighbors chatting in the courtyard below his apartment. Here, Seattle seemed to whisper instead of shout.

He pulled back the curtains.

Fresh snow had fallen overnight.

The parked cars along the street looked like white sculptures, and tree branches bowed gently beneath the weight of powder. Even the brick buildings across the road appeared softer beneath their snowy blankets.

Zoltan smiled.

He had never expected to enjoy winter this much.

His smile faded the moment he looked at his feet.

His leather shoes—the stylish pair he'd brought from Hungary—were completely soaked from yesterday's adventure.

"No," he sighed.

He picked one up.

The sole was already beginning to separate.

Apparently European city shoes and Seattle snow were not close friends.

He needed proper winter boots.

Immediately.



After a quick breakfast, Zoltan searched online for outdoor equipment stores nearby.

One listing immediately caught his attention.

Brooks Outdoor Supply

Excellent reviews.

Locally owned.

Friendly staff.

Only a fifteen-minute walk from his apartment.

Perfect.

Bundled in his coat and wearing his now-drying shoes, he carefully made his way through the snowy streets.

Unlike yesterday, he paid close attention to every icy patch.

"No dramatic entrances today," he muttered.



A cheerful bell rang as he stepped inside the shop.

Warm air wrapped around him instantly.

The smell of leather, cedarwood, and freshly brewed coffee filled the room.

Rows of hiking boots lined one wall.

Winter jackets covered another.

Shelves displayed backpacks, camping equipment, gloves, climbing ropes, snowshoes, and insulated water bottles.

Photographs of mountains decorated the walls.

Some showed breathtaking sunrises over snowy peaks.

Others captured smiling rescue teams carrying exhausted hikers to safety.

The shop didn't feel like a store.

It felt like an invitation to adventure.

"Be right with you!"

A familiar voice called from somewhere in the back.

Zoltan froze.

That voice...

A few seconds later, Keanu appeared carrying two large boxes.

His hazel eyes widened with surprise.

"Well..."

He laughed.

"I was wondering if Seattle would let us meet again."

Zoltan couldn't help smiling.

"It seems the city has decided for us."

Keanu set the boxes down.

"I guess it has."

He walked over and offered his hand.

"This time you're standing upright."

"So far."

"Let's keep it that way."

Both men laughed.



"What can I help you find?" Keanu asked.

Zoltan held up one of his damp shoes.

"A replacement."

Keanu looked down.

"Oh..."

He winced dramatically.

"You wore those yesterday?"

"I did."

"They survived?"

"Barely."

Keanu picked up the shoe, turning it over in his hands like a doctor examining a patient.

"I'm afraid the prognosis isn't good."

Zoltan chuckled.

"Can you save them?"

"I'm good..."

Keanu paused for effect.

"But I'm not miracle-worker good."

They both laughed.

"I suppose I need boots."

"You definitely need boots."

"And perhaps someone to teach me how Americans survive winter."

Keanu grinned.

"Now that I can do."



For the next half hour, Keanu guided him through the store.

"This pair is waterproof."

He handed Zoltan a sturdy brown hiking boot.

"Try these."

Zoltan sat on a bench and slipped them on.

They felt heavier than his usual shoes.

He stood carefully.

"They're comfortable."

"Walk around."

Zoltan obeyed.

The boots felt surprisingly stable.

"No slipping."

"Exactly."

"I feel taller."

"You are about half an inch taller."

"I always knew confidence came with thicker soles."

Keanu laughed.

"I like your sense of humor."

"I'm still discovering I have one."



They moved on to jackets.

Keanu pulled a thick navy parka from a rack.

"Seattle weather changes its mind every hour."

"I've noticed."

"You'll want layers."

He demonstrated how to zip an inner fleece into the waterproof shell.

"Rain?"

"Covered."

"Snow?"

"Covered."

"Wind?"

"Covered."

"What about sunshine?"

Keanu pretended to think seriously.

"We're still testing that feature."

Zoltan burst into laughter.

"So the rumors are true."

"We're legally required to complain when the sun appears."

"Really?"

"No."

"You almost convinced me."

"I've had years of practice."



As Keanu folded a scarf, he glanced toward Zoltan.

"So..."

"Yes?"

"What brought an architect from Hungary all the way to Seattle?"

"The buildings."

Keanu nodded.

"The buildings?"

"I restore historic architecture."

His eyes brightened as he spoke.

"I love giving old places another chance."

Keanu smiled.

"That's kind of beautiful."

Zoltan shrugged modestly.

"Most people think it's dusty paperwork."

"I don't."

He gestured toward a framed photograph
























































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
NOTHING
TO HIDE

M

2

Snowfalliin Seattle ¥ 8

Josh Nelson





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





