
  
  
      
        
          The Light Between Snowflakes

          A Novel

		      
          Hichem Karoui

        

        
          
          Global East-West (London)

        

      

    


  
  
Copyright © 2025 by Hichem Karoui. 

Global East-West (London).

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by copyright law.







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Annecy In Winter
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Capturing Light and Emotion
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Brigitte’s Inner World 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Silence and Rejuvenation
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        At the Crossroads of Oneself and the World
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
         Seasonal Charm
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        The Ties That Bind
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
         Conflict and Obstacles
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Memory and Nostalgia
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Physical Connection
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Transformative Moments in the Snow
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Determination
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Community 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Turning Point
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        The New Dawn in Annecy
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  

1

Annecy In Winter











The crisp winter air floated like a silky whisper over the town, whose snow-covered streets lay silent under a grey sky. Cradled in the wild embrace of the Alps, the City lay silent under a grey, cloud-covered sky, while icy breath escaped from warm mouths. The windows sparkled with frost, kissed by the cold, while the flickering glow of candles inside promised warmth and comfort.

As Brigitte and Mustapha strolled through the cobbled streets, their footsteps muffled by the delicate snow crumbling softly beneath their boots, the ethereal beauty of winter embraced them in a shared silence, weaving a bond of unspoken desires between them.



"Did you ever imagine it could be like this?" Brigitte asked in a barely audible voice, as if she feared breaking the fragile spell of tranquillity.

Mustapha, observing the intricate patterns formed by ice dancing on the window of a closed shop, glanced at her; a slight smile softened his usually stoic demeanour.

"No," he replied in awe. "I have only known the cold of the City, the kind that comes from bricks and glass. Here, it seems alive."



Their conversation danced lightly, each word carried by the cold biting at their faces. This set the tone for an exploration that was more than just physical reconnaissance; it was a journey into the hidden corners of their hearts. The history of Annecy whispered from its ancient stone facades, tales of love and loss etched into the very fabric of the City. The melodious chimes of the cathedral bells echoed stories of resilience, mirroring their own silent struggles, and they both felt the weight of tradition resting subtly on their shoulders.





As they approached Lake Annecy, the air became crisper and cooler, like the sound of clashing blades. The lake's surface was a glassy expanse, framed by distant mountains and reflecting the haunting beauty of muted tones.

"It seems sacred, doesn't it?" whispered Mustapha, captivated by the calm that enveloped the scene.

Brigitte turned to him, her heart beating faster as if a secret were about to be revealed.

She wanted to reach out to him and bridge the gap between them; it was exhilarating and terrifying in equal measure. 

But she hesitated, unsure whether this vulnerability was a blessing or a curse. Silence enveloped them once more, laden with possibilities.

Memories of past failures and fears swirled in the air, intertwining with the snowy landscape — a beautiful yet unsettling sight. They were a reminder of everything they were trying to escape.

"You know," Mustapha broke the silence again, shifting nervously. "I always thought winter made everything more beautiful, but here, it's as if it inspires something new in me."

The vulnerability in his voice took Brigitte by surprise. For a moment, they shared an unreserved honesty amid the frozen branches of their intertwined pasts.

Suddenly, a noise broke the serenity. The sharp crack of ice beneath the feet of a group of children running across the frozen lake, their laughter ringing out like bells. Mustapha looked at the children, whose joyful energy stood in stark contrast to the seriousness of their previous conversation.

"We're part of the winter spectacle now," he said with a laugh, the tension easing from his shoulders.

Brigitte laughed, brightening the palette of greys that surrounded them.

"They remind us to enjoy this season, to find joy even in the cold."

Thoughts about his own closed heart crossed his mind as he fought the urge to protect himself from love. 'What if, like the lake, I too could be a little more transparent?' The unattractive reality of the past came flooding back to her: Antoine's incessant desire to change, the inn that was more of a burden than a blessing, and her own unfulfilled dreams, all set against the austere backdrop of their snowy surroundings. Mustapha seemed to sense the change; his expression became more serious, and he looked at her more deeply.

"You seem a little lost," he said softly, sensing the storm brewing behind her well-guarded smile.

He felt as if he could see the swirling thoughts battling behind her eyes and sense the tension of unmade choices weighing heavily on her heart.

"Perhaps I am," Brigitte admitted, the fog of uncertainty clouding her confidence. "This place holds so much history. Family, dreams, choices. It's hard to know what to do next."

Mustapha nodded, a hint of empathy lighting up his gaze as he glimpsed the cracks in her facade.

There it was. The barely perceptible connection blossomed in their shared silence, the pressure of unspoken truths hanging between them like the evening mist descending. As dusk enveloped Annecy in shades of purple and blue, the air around them vibrated with the fading light of day. Mustapha took a step towards her, their breath mingling in the crisp air and creating tiny clouds that quickly dissipated in the winter twilight.

Time slowed and, for a breathtaking moment, it seemed as if the universe was conspiring to bring them closer together. A heavy weight hung over them, gradually growing in the charged atmosphere. Would one of them make the first move? Would this moment be broken by a shy laugh, or would it remain unspoken, suspended like the snow falling around them, untouched and eternal?

Before Mustapha could ask the question gnawing at him, a thunderous crack echoed across the lake where a huge chunk of ice had shifted. This diverted their attention from each other, shattering the budding warmth between them. Startled, they exchanged glances filled with surprise and concern.

The moment had slipped through their fingers like grains of sand in an hourglass, taking with it an unfulfilled desire.

"Let's go back," suggested Brigitte calmly, turning towards the warmth of the inn. She hoped that the heat would melt the ice between them.

But the idea of retreating into the past weighed heavily on her heart when all she wanted was to forge a path into an uncertain but promising future.

Mustapha followed her, feeling the weight of the missed opportunity on his shoulders, and sensing the quiet magic of winter urging him to seize what his heart truly desired.







The morning air was cold on Brigitte's cheeks as she stepped out of La Vie Douce; the old wooden door creaked slightly behind her. A pale mist hovered just above the cobblestones, mingling with the scent of pine trees and the acrid smell of frost. Each breath formed a silent cloud, a ghost rising towards the porcelain sky.

Snowflakes fell lazily, settling softly like feathers on the window ledges and melting delicately into the fabric of the world. The silence was not empty. It was full and dense with possibility, like a held breath waiting to be released. Her fingers, pink and tender from the cold, brushed against the frosty iron balustrade.

Tiny ice crystals clung stubbornly to her skin, stinging like the slightest hint of pain. Brigitte could feel the faint warmth of baking bread escaping through the walls — a golden comfort that enveloped the inn and reminded her of Granny's kitchen on winter mornings, with dough slowly rising in front of the fire.

Outside, the frozen canal sparkled like a shattered mirror, shards of silver and blue. The light from the street lamps reflected softly on the snow, casting light shadows that seemed to whisper of a secret life. A distant chime, either from the church steeple or the wind caught in the belfry, punctuated the silence. 

Each note was as sharp and clear as icicles breaking in the thaw. Mustapha strolled down the street, his camera hanging around his neck and his toes crunching in the fresh snow.

His breathing was irregular, a slow rhythm mimicking the steady pulse of the City. The cold bit into his neck, but the silence enveloped him more warmly than a scarf ever could. He stopped, drawn to the sparkle of frost on the fragile branches of a bare tree.

The world seemed distilled, reduced to light and shadow, and the crystalline edge of winter's breath. A soft crackling reached his ears, coming from the ice moving somewhere beneath the canal — a subtle, living sound as if the earth itself held its own secret. Despite the cold biting his skin, there was a strange warmth in this silence; a stillness that touched something deep within his chest.

Brigitte looked up when she heard footsteps approaching. Mustapha appeared, his presence both disturbing and precise amid the softness of the falling snow. His dark eyes met hers for a moment, framed by damp hair whipped by the wind.

They didn't exchange a word, but the cold air between them sparkled with unspoken tension, as if the frost itself were holding its breath in anticipation. Without thinking, Brigitte slipped a strand of hair behind her ear — a small, deliberate gesture. Beneath her calm exterior, she felt the uneven rhythm of her pulse, which was somehow reflected in the fragile layer of ice covering the wrought-iron lampposts.

Whispering barely audibly in the silence, she said, 'It's strange how snow makes everything feel new and frozen at the same time.'

Mustapha nodded in response, but his gaze lingered as if trying to read the secrets hidden in the frosty sparkles clinging to her eyelashes. The crisp air carried the scent of pine resin mixed with wood smoke, blending past and present, solitude and unspoken connection as it wafted between them.

For a moment, the world outside the frozen streets faded away. All that remained were the crackling of ice and the soft sound of falling snow, enveloping them in the fragile intimacy of winter. Suddenly, the wind changed direction, a fragile gust swirling the crystalline snow around their feet.

Brigitte shivered and pulled her coat tighter around her, while Mustapha moved closer, his warm breath brushing her cheek. The space between them narrowed, filled with the silent beat of unspoken words. She wanted to ask him what he was doing in this cold, quiet place, but the words stuck to her tongue like a frozen flower: fragile and brittle.

Instead, she glanced towards the canal, where the ice began to sparkle in the morning sun's first rays.

"The world seems different here," she murmured softly, holding her breath as she waited for a response.

He looked at her then, a shadow passing over his features. Something raw and vulnerable broke through the barrier he had carefully erected.

"Perhaps we both are," he said softly, his voice echoing in the cold air like smoke.

The moment stretched out, as tense and delicate as the frost-covered window behind them, until a distant bark broke the spell, and the magic of the snowy silence began to melt away. Yet, beneath the cold winter air and the soft falling snow, a fragile thread had been woven. An invisible promise glimmered just beneath the surface of the ice and frost.









Mustapha El-Maani moved through the narrow, cobbled streets of Annecy like a ghost, wrapped in a heavy cloak of restraint. His dark eyes lingered on the snow-dusted rooftops while the flickering glow of porch lights cast long, shifting shadows. Once, he had been celebrated in Paris, not for his quiet, contemplative work, but for his edgy style that turned heads and sold magazines.

Now, he wandered these icy alleys in search of something elusive; something beyond the glamour of celebrity. The reputation he had so meticulously built as a photographer seemed to him to be a shell cracking under the weight of unspoken disappointment. He thought to himself, "Beauty is everywhere. So why can't I feel it anymore?" His wounds were too deep to show; he wore a veneer of indifference like armour to protect them. He hadn't touched his personal camera in over a year, and its absence was a silent testament to the creativity he had buried under layers of cynicism and regret.



Brigitte Moreau's world was built on warmth and stability. Her inn, La Vie Douce, was located in the heart of Annecy's old town, and the smell of fresh bread and baked apples misted its windows. She liked to believe that she was simply tending to her little kingdom of routines, such as polishing antique silverware and kneading dough. At the same time, her thoughts drifted like the steam rising from her cup of tea.

Her childhood memories played on a loop in her head: Granny's soft voice, sweet and patient stories, and the unspoken lesson that love was found in small gestures —pouring a cup of tea, sewing on a broken button, and listening patiently. As the daughter of a single mother, she had learned from an early age that belonging required a steady and consistent presence. Yet beneath her calm exterior, a silent thirst lingered.

Every night, she kept a diary, scribbling love letters she would never send. Dreams of passion and adventure — a life she had put aside for safer, calmer days. As she gazed at the winter landscape, she wondered if she had lit fires for others while keeping her own warmth inaccessible. Memories of Mustapha in Paris floated like a faint, flickering film reel: a dazzling success, but one that was overshadowed by disillusionment.



The bright lights, the fleeting praise, the constant search for the next perfect shot. It all left him feeling empty and craving a silence he couldn't find amid the chaos. His past successes had come at a price. He remembered the day he lost his fiancée; her voice echoed like a ghost in his mind, and her absence felt like an open wound that refused to heal.

Now, drifting in the winter silence of Annecy, he sought to rediscover the beauty he had once known. His goal was simple. He wanted to capture the pristine, untouched light of winter before it faded into oblivion. However, the internal barriers he had erected threatened to engulf him entirely.

His inner voice was poetic but also brutally self-critical. "Beauty is everywhere. So why can't I feel it anymore?" His hands, usually steady when holding the camera, trembled slightly as he gazed at the sparkling lake, struck by the painful realisation that he had lost touch with his inner clarity.



As dusk enveloped the City in an icy blue, Brigitte crossed the threshold of her inn. Her heart was heavy with a connection that she wasn't sure she was ready to face. She performed her daily tasks with gentleness and precision: filling silver bowls with steaming oatmeal and tightening the worn duvet on a guest's bed. Each gesture was a small stone in the foundation of her stability. Inside, her mind replayed fragments of old dreams. Consider opening a gallery. Or travelling beyond the borders of Annecy. But fear rooted her in place.

Her childhood had been characterised by quiet care, and the death of her mother at an early age had left her with a desire to create a haven of peace for others. Yet her diary was filled not with sketches, but with secret love letters. Feelings she did not dare to share, like fragile seeds she kept hidden away. Watching the snow falling gently outside, she wondered how much longer she could remain hidden behind her routines and keep this desire buried in her heart. She was waiting for an event or a person to bring her out of this tranquillity.



Mustapha looked at the snow-capped mountains, his mind tormented by doubts and hopes. He had come to Annecy in the hope of finding tranquillity. An escape from the noise of fame and the chaos of City life. However, the City's glittering surface had worn away, revealing cracks underneath: disillusionment with himself and the feeling that his artistic spark had been extinguished.

Here, amid the silence and icy tranquillity, he hoped to find inspiration. Something real and raw that could rekindle his passion. The sparkling reflection of the snow on the frozen canals and the muffled silence surrounding him served as a mirror to his own inner calm. He thought to himself, "If only I could see through these layers of frost, perhaps I would find clarity."

Yet beneath his calm exterior, a whirlwind of doubt raged. Had he lost the ability to truly feel, to see the beauty that had once inspired his work? This question haunted him as he prepared his camera, feeling the weight of unspoken hopes teetering precariously on the edge of his soul. In their respective solitude, Brigitte and Mustapha both carried unspoken stories. They thwarted desires, each longing for a connection that threatened to destroy their fragile defences.

The winter landscape around them whispered of transformation; perhaps only in the stillness could they unearth what had been buried deep within them. The shadows lengthened, and a light wind carried the distant sound of church bells, reminding them that life in Annecy was gently beating on, waiting for those willing to hear it. As their paths were about to cross, a silent tension coiled in the icy air. A shared vulnerability was just beginning to emerge from the deep silence of winter, hinting that something essential was happening even in the silence.

They did not yet know it, but the snow would soon fall harder, changing their worlds in ways they had not anticipated.
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Capturing Light and Emotion













The morning chill enveloped Mustapha like a cocoon as he stepped out of La Vie Douce.

Each breath formed a small cloud of mist in the cold air, fading before disappearing completely. He squinted at the brightness of the snow-covered world and marvelled at the landscape's transformation overnight. It was covered in a layer of fresh snow, like a blank canvas. 'It's breathtaking,' he whispered, feeling an unusual mixture of excitement and awe.

As he hoisted his camera bag onto his shoulder, he felt the weight of his creative slump from the previous year lift, as if the promise of beautiful scenes could inspire him again. He paused, letting the silent beauty wash over him: delicate, lace-like icicles hanging overhead; pristine snow crunching underfoot; and soft, muffled sounds of the world awakening around him.

He remembered Brigitte's words: 'Let the snow speak to you, Mustapha. Find your story there.' With a sense of purpose, he wandered through the narrow, winding streets of Annecy, which had been transformed into a pristine wonderland.

The canals were covered in ice, while soft candlelight flickered behind frosted windows, providing a warm contrast to the icy setting. As he raised his camera to his eye, the tension in his chest eased. Each click of the shutter stole a moment from time, capturing fleeting beauty forever.



Suddenly, Brigitte's silhouette appeared around the corner, her cheeks reddened by the cold and her laughter spilling from her lips like sunlight through the trees.

"You look serious," she teased, holding up her own camera. "Are you looking for photos or the meaning of life?"

"Perhaps both," he replied, unable to suppress a smile. "But above all, I want to capture this moment. Look how the light makes the snow sparkle."

He pointed to a patch of ground where the sun was filtering through the trees, creating pockets of light amidst the whiteness.





The pale light of late afternoon spread gently over the rooftops of Annecy, a misty glow brushing the frozen canals like a whispered promise, illuminating the world in a new, enchanting way.

Mustapha stood at the edge of the old stone bridge, his camera hanging around his neck, watching the delicate dance of light on the snow. Brigitte's warm, calm voice cut through the cold air beside him. 

"It's the golden hour; everything softens, even the shadows." She took a deep breath, the sharp scent of pine mingling with the faint smell of smoke from nearby chimneys.

"It's as if the world is holding its breath just long enough to let us glimpse its secret." Mustapha moved, his gaze fixed on the layer of pale snow covering the frozen fields beyond the town. The snow wasn't just white; it carried the light and reflected it with an almost supernatural clarity. 

"It's more than just a reflection, isn't it? It's a second light, bouncing everywhere: under the trees and off the church walls."

His fingers hovered over the camera's aperture, trying to capture what his eyes saw, but his heart struggled to feel anything. Brigitte smiled softly, her cheeks reddened by the cold.

"Snow doesn't just reflect light," she said. "It sends it back. It makes everything sparkle."

The shadows stretched out long and thin, slipping between the old cobblestones and creeping up the walls like dark veins running through the winter glow. Mustapha knelt beside a patch of untouched snow and watched the blue-grey shadows bend and twist.

"These shadows tell stories," he murmured, almost to himself, as if the secrets of the town were hidden within the intricate patterns of light and dark.

"Not just shapes, but clues to places we haven't seen or parts of ourselves we hide." Brigitte crouched down beside him, their breath visible in the frosty air. 'Sometimes the shadow is more truthful than the light,' she said, her voice barely louder than a whisper.

"That's where the heart lies."

As the sun sank lower, the whole scene changed.

The rays of the setting sun mingled with the icy blue of twilight, painting the sky with touches of lavender and peach. Mustapha raised his camera and framed a sparkling image of tension: the delicate balance between heat and cold, light and shadow. He glanced at Brigitte sideways, catching the soft, confident look in her eyes. 

"Why do I feel like this is more than just a photo?" he asked, hesitating in the silence. "As if it were... a beginning."

She nodded, a slight smile touching her lips.

"Because every light has its shadow, Mustapha. And every shadow waits for its golden hour." 

The snow beneath their feet crunched louder as the fading light touched the outlines of the nearby trees.

A silence fell between them that was not empty. Still, it was filled with unspoken questions, cautious hopes and the fragile beginnings of a connection. Mustapha exhaled slowly, then raised his camera again. This time, his hands did not tremble. The golden hour was fleeting, and the shadows were lengthening. But in that cold, bright moment, something fragile and undeniable was taking shape between them. It was a connection that transcended words, a shared understanding of the beauty and truth that can be found in the interplay of light and shadow. It was ready to step out of the shadows and into the light.








