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The transition of seasons is more than a meteorological change; it is a profound shift in the human landscape. When the first snow falls, it does not just cover the earth—it silences the noise of the world, forcing the soul to confront its own reflections.

This story, The First Snowfall, was born out of a contemplation of silence and the unexpected ways in which beauty can strike a weary heart. It is a journey into the life of a nomadic shepherd, Korosh, who lives according to the rhythmic bells of his flock and the predictable cycles of the mountains. Yet nature has a way of disrupting predictability to introduce us to our true selves.

In these pages, you will find more than a tale of a traveler caught in a storm. You will find a dialogue between the old and the new—represented by the wisdom of the elders and the raw, untamed emotions of youth. It explores the tension between sacred traditions and the individual's search for personal truth, all set against a landscape that is as ruthless as it is beautiful.

The inspiration for this work stems from the belief that love is the ultimate "conscious fire"—an awareness that consumes our previous versions and leaves us forever changed. Whether it is a glimpse of a girl in a red dress against a white canvas or the creaking door of a forgotten church, the symbols within this narrative are meant to evoke the universal search for belonging and meaning.

As you walk with Korosh through the frozen valleys and the ancient ruins, I hope you feel the chill of the wind and the warmth of the hearth. But more importantly, I hope you hear the resonance of that "inner voice" which the Christian elder Kayvan speaks of—the voice that calls us to follow love, even when the path is hidden by the snow.

Muhammad Ijaz Ul Haq

Fort Abbas, Pakistan

The direction of the winds had begun to shift gradually, and the intensity of the frigid gusts signaled that the year’s first snowfall was about to drape the earth in a white shroud. The rustling of the fierce wind echoed in the ears, creating a restless flutter in the heart like the footsteps of an unknown storm. In the foothills of the mountains, a young shepherd named Korosh was traveling with his flock. Even amidst the ruthless grip of the cold winds, the bells tied around the sheep's necks struck against the mountains, creating a resonance as if Nature itself had struck a chord of its own music.
​Korosh had begun driving his sheep toward the settlement, where a possibility of safety remained. Time was scarce, and every passing moment swallowed the hazy light of evening. Dense black clouds had gathered the sun into their embrace, and darkness descended upon the earth prematurely. The spark of caution in Korosh's eyes and the rapid thumping of his heart revealed his urgency to reach a sanctuary before nightfall. With every step, the sound of bells and the whispers of the wind rendered his journey more mysterious as he hurried toward the village, where the promise of light and peace awaited.
​
How long the summer feels compared to winter, yet its flow is such that time itself seems to race alongside it. The long summer evenings and sun-drenched valleys become part of the past in the blink of an eye, while the harshness of winter feels firmly rooted. Lost in his thoughts, Korosh was sinking into the depths of despair at the thought of the lush green valleys surrendering to the snow. Walking on, he reached a settlement—a place familiar to him, yet to the inhabitants, he was nothing more than a stranger.
​
The village was desolate, as if the dust of ages had draped it in centuries of loneliness. Outside, there was neither sound nor movement; only the roaring lightning and the patter of light drizzle gave the atmosphere the look of a lost tale. Hesitantly, Korosh knocked on the door of an old house. After a while, an elderly woman emerged, her eyes holding a thousand stories of life. She was Ava, a figure in the village whose calm and dignified presence felt like a mother’s embrace.
​
Korosh recounted his tale of being a traveler. He explained that he visits these mountains every spring and returns to his village before winter. But this year, the snow was unexpected, and the path back had become treacherous. Ava listened calmly, nodded, and invited him inside. Arrangements were made not only for the shepherd’s stay but also for his sheep in the courtyard at the back of the house.
​The shadows of the cold night had deepened. Exhausted, Korosh sat before the hearth, seeking solace in the warmth of the flickering fire. Outside, the ruthless cold was a precursor to the snowfall, but inside, there was a strange sense of relief. After a while, Korosh collapsed onto the bed. Under the weight of fatigue, his eyelids grew heavy, and within moments, he drifted into the soft valleys of dreams, where perhaps even the weather was kind and the pace of time had slowed.
​When Korosh woke the next morning, the world had utterly transformed. The valley, which was lush and green just yesterday, was now wrapped in a soft, white blanket of snow, as if Nature had adorned itself in a new garment. Peering through the window, Korosh saw soft flakes of snow falling silently from the sky, carpeting the ground like an invisible hand bestowing sanctity upon the landscape.
​
He stood mesmerized by this peaceful dance of snow when suddenly his gaze froze upon a sight: a young, beautiful girl named Mahsa. Dressed in red, she appeared like a goddess against the white snow. Laughing and chasing young lambs, she was part of a scene that seemed suspended somewhere between dream and reality. This speck of red on the white canvas of snow etched itself into Korosh's eyes, as if a painter had breathed life into his masterpiece.
​
All the exhaustion, toil, and restlessness of life seemed to vanish in an instant. For the shepherd, every moment of that time became a reality where time stood still. A wave of peace descended into his heart, as if all of life’s hardships and questions had become meaningless before this sight.
​
Mahsa’s innocent laughter, her footprints on the snow, and the radiance of her red dress became everything to Korosh. He watched without blinking and felt for the first time that perhaps paradise exists somewhere in this world. In that moment, Korosh found himself in a strange state between reality and dream, where everything was complete and nothing else remained.
​
The snow covering the green valleys, the river flowing through the oak forests turning into glass, and the bent cedar trees—all seemed to tell the story of the earth turning over. The young lambs, metaphors for the freshness of life, were being born silently amidst this changing universe. But Korosh, instead of losing himself in the grandeur of these scenes, was mired in a deep confusion and wonder, as if the pace of life had suddenly changed its meaning.

Then his eyes fell upon a girl with golden hair, blue eyes, and rosy cheeks, who had descended into his reality like a dream. Her innocence and beauty took hold of Korosh, and he felt like a paper boat sinking into a silent lake. This image, hovering on the border of his thoughts, faded with time, and when he regained his senses, everything had scattered. That girl, that nymph, the fairy-like figure playing with the lambs, had vanished from his sight.
​
In a state of panic, Korosh scanned his surroundings, but everywhere there was only the shroud of snow and the reign of silence. Throughout the day, ignoring hunger, thirst, and fatigue, he wandered in search of her. As the evening shadows lengthened, he returned home exhausted. After eating a few morsels half-heartedly, he threw himself onto the bed, but sleep was miles away. He tossed and turned all night, left and right, as if peace were unavailable at any angle.
​
The closed walls of the room and the suffocating air seemed to cling to his being. He abruptly threw open all the windows and doors. Outside, the temperature had dropped below freezing, but the restlessness of his heart had erased the sensation of cold. He had become a prisoner of a breathtaking vision from which no escape was possible.
​In the cage of life, this shepherd realized for the first time how colorless and meaningless his imprisonment had been. He thought that the true meaning of life in this world was not just tending to sheep or eating and drinking, but the emotion of love that fills life with colors, fragrances, and flavors. He learned for the first time what love is—a power that touches the depths of the soul and carries it
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