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The Snowstorm's Secret
Guest

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



Emma lived in a little village tucked between snowy hills. She
loved winter best of all. One morning, the sky turned grey and
the wind began to whistle. 'A snowstorm is coming!' called
Grandpa Tom, tapping his walking stick. Emma pulled on her
red bobble hat and grinned. Snowstorms meant snowballs,
snow angels, and maybe even a snow fort!
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The snow fell fast and thick, covering rooftops and fences in
soft white blankets. Emma pressed her nose to the window and
watched the world turn quiet and still. By evening, the storm
had blown itself out, leaving deep drifts everywhere. 'Stay
close to the house,' said her mother. But Emma's bright hazel-
green eyes had spotted something strange near the old barn.
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Early the next morning, Emma put on her mustard-yellow coat
and blue mittens. She grabbed a lantern and a basket of warm
bread. The snow crunched under her brown boots as she
trudged toward the barn. The door was slightly open. Inside,
something moved in the shadows. Emma's heart thumped, but
she stepped forward bravely. 'Hello?' she called softly.
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In the corner of the barn, a gentle creature lay curled up. It
was as tall as a pony, with soft pearl-white fur and faintly blue-
tipped ears. Large dark-blue eyes blinked at Emma. Small
rounded antlers and a fluffy tail peeked out from a moss-green
travelling cloak. 'Don't be scared,' Emma whispered. 'l won't
hurt you.' The creature gave a tiny, grateful nod.
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The traveler wore a small leather satchel and delicate silver
hooves. It shivered, even though its fur looked warm. Emma
offered a piece of bread. The creature nibbled it politely.
‘What's your name?' Emma asked. The traveler touched its
chest. 'Nim,' it said in a soft, musical voice. 'l am lost. The
snowstorm hid the path to my family." Emma's kind heart
ached for Nim.




Emma ran home as fast as she could. 'Grandpa Tom! There's a
traveler in the barn!' she cried. Grandpa Tom listened
carefully. His warm grey eyes twinkled. 'A creature from a
faraway snowy land, you say? Let's have a look.' He pulled on
his olive-green coat and red plaid scarf, and together they
hurried back through the snow.
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Grandpa Tom studied Nim with calm, wise eyes. He saw the
gentle creature's big blue eyes and trembling silver hooves. 'It
means no harm,' he said softly. 'It's just lost and cold.' Nim
gave a shy nod. 'My family travels the snowy lands,' it
explained. "We got separated in the storm.' Grandpa Tom

smiled. 'Then we must help you find them.'
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Word spread quickly through the village. Mrs. Hallow, the
baker, bustled over with a basket of fresh bread and a thick
wool blanket. 'Poor thing,' she said, her freckled face full of
concern. 'We can't have a guest going hungry.' She wrapped
the blanket around Nim's shoulders. The traveler's dark-blue
eyes shone with gratitude. 'Thank you,' Nim whispered. "You
are very kind.'




Some villagers were nervous at first. 'What is it?' they asked.
'Is it safe?' Emma stood tall. 'Nim is gentle and lost,' she said.
‘Imagine if you were far from home in a snowstorm.' Grandpa
Tom nodded. 'Kindness costs nothing,' he said. Slowly, the
villagers began to smile. They brought carrots, apples, and
warm soup for their unusual guest.
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That afternoon, the villagers gathered in the barn. Nim told
them about its faraway home, a land of endless snow and
shimmering ice. 'My family is out there,' Nim said. 'They will
be looking for me.' Mrs. Hallow clapped her hands. 'Then we
must clear a path through the snow!' Everyone agreed. Emma
cheered. 'Let's do it together!"
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The villagers fetched shovels and brooms. Emma worked
beside Grandpa Tom, her blue mittens growing soggy. Mrs.
Hallow organized everyone into a line. 'Heave-ho!' they
shouted, tossing snow left and right. Nim helped too, pushing
snow with its delicate silver hooves. The path grew longer and
wider, stretching toward the hills where Nim's family might be.
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By sunset, the path reached the edge of the village. Just then,
a sound drifted through the cold air. It was a low, gentle call,
like wind through pine trees. Nim's ears perked up. 'That's my
family!" it cried. From the snowy hills, three more white
creatures appeared, their antlers shining in the fading light.
Nim bounded forward joyfully.
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There was a happy reunion in the snow. Nim nuzzled its family,
and they wrapped their fluffy tails around each other. The
villagers cheered. Emma waved her lantern high. 'You found
them!' she shouted. Nim turned back and bowed its head.
‘Thank you, Emma,"' it said. "Your kindness brought me home.'
The villagers waved as the travelers disappeared into the
snowy hills.
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The next morning, the village felt warmer than ever. Mrs.
Hallow baked a special cake, and Grandpa Tom told stories by
the fire. Emma smiled as she remembered her secret guest.
'Hospitality makes strangers into friends,' said Grandpa Tom.
Emma nodded. She knew that understanding and kindness had
turned a scary snowstorm into a wonderful adventure.
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The snow melted slowly, but the villagers never forgot Nim.
They left warm blankets in the barn just in case. Emma often
looked toward the hills, hoping to see her friend again. One
day, she found a small silver hoofprint near the barn, and a
tiny wooden carving of a white creature. Emma held it close
and smiled. 'Friends are never far away,' she whispered.
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Years later, Emma still wore her red bobble hat and told the
story of the snowstorm's secret guest. The village had learned
a precious lesson. Whenever a stranger arrived, they offered
food, warmth, and understanding. And sometimes, on snowy
nights, a gentle creature with pearl-white fur and big blue eyes
would visit, just to say thank you.
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