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The Snowflake Collector
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In a snug mountain village, snow fell softly all winter long.
Nora, a curious girl with warm light-brown skin and a small
gap between her front teeth, loved to watch the flakes drift
down. She wore her red quilted coat with wooden toggles and
mustard-yellow mittens. Around her neck hung her
grandfather's brass magnifying glass on a string, always ready
for looking closely.



Nora's grandfather, Elias, was tall and slightly stooped, with a
thick white beard and crinkly grey-blue eyes. He had given her
the magnifying glass and taught her how to hold a snowflake
just so. 'Every flake is a tiny wonder,' he said, his wire-rimmed
spectacles glinting. Nora would spend hours on the porch,
catching snowflakes on her mitten and peering at their
delicate shapes.




One crisp morning, Nora caught a large snowflake and held it
under the glass. Instead of the usual lacy pattern, she saw tiny
lines and dots arranged like a secret code. 'Grandfather, look!"
she cried. He peered through the glass and smiled. 'How
strange and wonderful,' he said. 'I've never seen that before.'

Nora's dark-brown eyes sparkled with wonder.
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Nora bundled up in her green wool scarf and sturdy brown
boots and went out to collect more snowflakes. Her little dog
Pip, a shaggy terrier mix with one floppy ear, bounded beside
her, his red collar bell jingling. He sniffed the air and wagged
his short tail. Nora held up her magnifying glass again and
again, studying each flake that landed on her mitten.
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Soon Nora found three more snowflakes with similar symbols.
Each one had a different pattern of lines and dots. 'It's a
message!' she whispered. Pip barked and pawed at the snow.
Nora carefully drew the symbols in her notebook. She noticed
that the flakes seemed to fall in a certain order, as if they were

leaving a trail. She decided to follow it.
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The trail led past the village bakery, where the smell of fresh
bread warmed the air. Mrs. Halvorsen, the baker, stood in the
doorway in her deep-blue apron, dusted with flour. Her silver
bun was neat and her bright hazel eyes twinkled. ‘What are
you up to, Nora?' she asked. Nora showed her the notebook. ']
think the snowflakes are trying to tell us something,' she said.
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Mrs. Halvorsen wiped her hands on her apron and looked at
the symbols. 'My grandmother used to talk about a winter
festival,' she said. 'It happened long ago, when the village was
full of music and games.' She tucked her wooden spoon into
her pocket. 'But no one remembers how it started.' Nora's
heart beat fast. 'Maybe the snowflakes remember!' she said.
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Nora hurried to her grandfather with the news. Elias studied
the notebook through his spectacles. 'These symbols look like
the old festival song,' he said. 'I haven't seen it since I was a
boy.' He fetched a dusty book from his shelf and compared the
marks. 'Yes, this is it! The snowflakes are showing us the
song.' Nora clapped her mittened hands.
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Elias taught Nora the tune, humming softly. 'The song tells of a
festival to welcome winter,' he explained. 'There were lanterns
and honey cakes and dancing in the square.' Nora imagined
the village filled with light and laughter. "We have to bring it
back!' she said. Pip wagged his tail and barked, as if he
agreed. They decided to tell everyone.
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Nora and her grandfather visited every house in the village.
Some people were shy, but Mrs. Halvorsen persuaded them
with warm smiles and promises of honey cakes. 'I remember
the recipe!' she said, bustling about her bakery. Nora showed
the snowflake symbols to the children, who were eager to help.
Soon the whole village was buzzing with plans.
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The day of the festival arrived. The village square glowed with
paper lanterns. Mrs. Halvorsen set out trays of golden honey
cakes, their sweet smell drifting through the cold air. Nora
stood on a wooden crate and taught everyone the old song. At
first, only a few voices joined in, but soon the whole square
was singing. Pip ran in happy circles, his bell jingling.
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Then the games began. Children raced through the snow,
following Pip as he led them to hidden treasures. Nora held up
her magnifying glass and showed the little ones how to catch
snowflakes on their mittens. 'Look closely,' she said. 'You never
know what you might find.' Everyone laughed and cheered,
and the quiet mountain village felt warm and alive.

12




As the sun set, the villagers gathered around a big bonfire.
Elias told the story of the snowflake message, and everyone
marveled at how such tiny things had brought them together.
'‘Nature's smallest details can hold big surprises,' he said, his
grey-blue eyes crinkling. Nora looked at the snowflakes falling
around them and smiled her gap-toothed smile.

13



From that day on, the winter festival became a yearly tradition
in the village. Nora kept her grandfather's magnifying glass
close, always ready to explore. She learned that curiosity and
patience could uncover wonderful secrets. And every
snowflake that fell seemed to whisper a promise of more
surprises to come. The village was never quiet again, not in
winter.
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Nora and Pip often walked through the snowy streets, greeting
neighbours who now felt like family. Mrs. Halvorsen always
had a warm honey cake for them. Elias watched from his
porch, proud of his curious granddaughter. The magnifying
glass hung around Nora's neck, a reminder that even the
smallest snowflake can hold big surprises, if only you look

closely enough.




And so, in that snug mountain village, the snow fell softly
every winter, and the people welcomed it with music and
laughter. Nora's curious eyes had shown everyone that wonder
hides in the smallest places. She would always remember the
morning she discovered the hidden message, and the festival
that brought her village together, one snowflake at a time.
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