
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Snowfall in Alaska
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Chapter 1 – Sherezada Comes North
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The plane touched down with a shudder that rattled through Sherezada’s bones, metal screaming briefly against ice before settling into stillness. For a moment, no one moved. Then the engines wound down, and the quiet pressed in—thick, unfamiliar, almost reverent.

She stayed seated, hands folded in her lap, breath fogging the small oval window as she leaned closer. Outside, everything was white. Not the bright, blinding white she’d imagined, but something softer—snow piled in patient drifts, the sky a muted gray that seemed to swallow sound. The airport was small, almost shy, as if it hadn’t meant to be discovered.

Alaska, she thought. I actually did it.

At twenty-seven, Sherezada had become very good at leaving. Leaving jobs before they demanded too much of her. Leaving cities before they closed in. Leaving relationships right at the point where permanence crept into the language. She’d told herself each departure was temporary, strategic. Necessary.

This one felt different. Heavier. Quieter.

She rose with the other passengers, shouldered her coat, and followed the slow shuffle toward the exit. The air hit her the moment the doors opened—sharp and clean, slicing straight through fabric and skin. She sucked in a breath and felt it burn all the way down.

Good, she thought. Let it hurt. Let it wake me up.

Her boots crunched against ice as she stepped outside. The cold wrapped around her like a living thing, not cruel but demanding. It asked something of her immediately: attention, respect, presence. There was no room here for drifting.

She tightened her scarf and scanned the small parking lot. No taxis idled. No crowds gathered. Just a handful of trucks dusted with snow and a few figures moving with the unhurried confidence of people who belonged.

Sherezada did not belong. Not yet. Maybe not ever.

She spotted the shuttle sign half-buried near a snowbank and dragged her suitcase toward it. The wheels protested loudly, catching on ice, wobbling as if to remind her she was far from familiar ground. She almost laughed. Of course it wouldn’t be easy.

As she waited, she pulled out her phone out of habit, then stopped. No notifications. No messages asking if she’d landed safely. She’d told only one person she was coming, and even that had been vague. It was easier this way. Fewer threads to untangle later.

The shuttle arrived with a low rumble, an older van with fogged windows and a driver who greeted her with a nod instead of words. She climbed in, choosing a seat by the window, and watched the world slide past as they drove.

The town revealed itself slowly. A cluster of buildings tucked between trees. Wooden houses with steep roofs, smoke curling from chimneys. Everything looked sturdy, purposeful. Built to endure.

She wondered if she was.

The shuttle dropped her near a small lodge that doubled as temporary housing. The sign creaked gently in the wind. Sherezada paid the driver, thanked him, and stood alone again, snowflakes already gathering on her coat.

Inside, warmth rushed to meet her. The lobby smelled faintly of pine and coffee. A woman behind the desk smiled and handed her a key, explained check-in times, weather warnings, things to avoid if she wasn’t used to winter this deep. Sherezada nodded, absorbing the words without fully hearing them.

Her room was simple. Bed. Desk. Window facing a stretch of snow-covered trees. She set her suitcase down and stood there, hands on hips, heart beating faster than it should have been.

This is it, she thought. No distractions. No noise. No one expecting anything from you.

The relief was immediate—and unsettling.

She peeled off her coat and boots, then moved to the window. Outside, the light was already fading, afternoon slipping into dusk with a speed that made her chest tighten. The snow continued to fall, steady and unhurried, as if it had nowhere else to be.

Back home—wherever that was now—she would be rushing. Running late. Thinking five steps ahead. Here, the world seemed to insist on slowness.

She didn’t know yet whether that terrified her or felt like mercy.

An hour later, restless, she pulled her coat back on and stepped outside again. The cold welcomed her like an old acquaintance. She walked carefully, following a narrow path toward what she’d been told was the town’s only general store.

Her breath puffed out in small clouds. The silence was so complete it made her aware of herself in a way she wasn’t used to—her footsteps, her heartbeat, the steady rhythm of breathing. There was nowhere to hide from her thoughts here.

Good, she reminded herself again, though she wasn’t entirely convinced.

The store glowed warmly against the dark, windows lit, shelves visible inside. She pushed the door open and was met with a bell chime and a rush of heat. A few locals browsed quietly. Someone nodded at her, curious but not intrusive.

She grabbed a basket and wandered the aisles, picking up soup, bread, basics. Ordinary things. Anchors.

At the counter, as she set her items down, she felt it—that unmistakable awareness of being seen. Not stared at. Not judged. Just... noticed.

She glanced up.

The woman behind the counter looked about her age, maybe a little older. Dark hair pulled back, face calm in a way that suggested patience rather than passivity. Her eyes—steady, thoughtful—met Sherezada’s without flinching.

“New,” the woman said, not unkindly.

It wasn’t a question.

Sherezada felt something in her chest loosen, just a fraction. “Is it that obvious?”

A corner of the woman’s mouth lifted. “You’re still fighting the cold. Locals don’t.”

“I’ll learn,” Sherezada said, surprising herself with the quiet confidence in her voice.

The woman nodded, as if filing that away. “Brenda.”

“Sherezada.”

Brenda repeated it carefully, like she wanted to get it right. “Welcome.”

The word landed heavier than Sherezada expected. Welcome—not good luck, not you’ll see, not why here?

Just welcome.

As Brenda rang her up, their fingers brushed briefly passing the receipt. It was nothing. Barely a moment. But Sherezada felt it all the same, a spark of warmth that had nothing to do with the heater humming in the corner.

Outside again, groceries tucked under her arm, she paused on the steps. Snow fell thicker now, swirling under the streetlight. She looked back through the window.

Brenda was already helping the next customer, attention focused, expression unreadable. Rooted. Certain.

Sherezada turned away, heart beating a little faster than before.

She had come north to disappear. To quiet the noise. To stop wanting things she couldn’t hold onto.

As she walked back toward the lodge, snow crunching beneath her boots, a thought slipped in uninvited, soft but persistent.

Maybe Alaska wasn’t going to let her stay untouched after all.
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Chapter 2 – Brenda of the Quiet Roads
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Brenda noticed the weather before she noticed people. Always had.

That morning, the sky had hung low and pale, the kind of gray that meant snow without urgency. Not a storm. Not yet. Just the slow, patient kind that settled into your bones if you let it. Brenda pulled on her boots by habit, already adjusting her pace in her head. Roads would be slick by afternoon. Visibility fine, but deceptive. Winter liked to pretend it was gentle right before it wasn’t.

At twenty-nine, Brenda had learned to trust her instincts more than forecasts.

She locked up her small house and stepped outside, the cold greeting her like something familiar. The air was sharp but clean, and she breathed it in deeply. Pine, ice, and distance. The quiet wrapped around her, broken only by the soft crunch of her boots and the distant hum of a generator somewhere down the road.

She lived just outside town, close enough to be useful, far enough to be alone. That balance mattered to her.

The truck started on the first try—another small victory—and she let it idle while she brushed snow from the windshield. As she worked, her gaze drifted to the road stretching out ahead of her. White, narrow, bordered by trees heavy with snow. Quiet roads. Honest ones. They didn’t rush you. They didn’t forgive mistakes either.

She liked that about Alaska. It demanded attention. Presence. There was no pretending here.

The drive into town was short, familiar enough that she could have done it with her eyes closed—though she never would. Brenda drove the same way she lived: carefully, observantly, always aware of what lay just beyond the obvious.

She parked near the general store and stepped inside, shaking snow from her coat. Warmth rushed to meet her, along with the low murmur of voices and the comforting clutter of shelves stacked with necessities and half-necessities. This place was the town’s heart in its own quiet way.
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