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One evening I look out the window of my secluded cabin, and there are soft languid flakes falling 

in the golden lamplight. They fall all night, while the voice of the Teal River becomes more and 

more hushed and the noises of the forest die away. By dawn, the whole world of stream and wood 

and mountain has been kindled to a white flame of beauty. 

I go out in the early morning and there is such silence that even breath is a profanation. The 

mountain to the north has a steel-blue light on it, and to the west the sky still holds something of 

the darkness of the night. To the east and the south a faint pink is spreading. I look up and see the 

morning star keeping white watch over a white world. 

Soon the whole sky is azure and flaming. Every branch of every tree is weighted with cold and 

stillness; every stump is crowned with crystal; every fallen log is overlaid with silver. The wild 

berry bushes have puffballs of jeweler's cotton here and there along their branches, and the stark 

roots of hemlocks and cedars have become grottoes of quartz and chrysolite. 

 

First Snow 

by Gilean Douglas 

 12
 3456789:;<=>

 ?@ABCDEDFGHIJKLMNOPCQRSTHUVWXYYZ[\]^H_
 `abcUdeff?gChiHjklmmnoCpqHrstXXuvcwxyz{C|}

 ~��q���H�����U����?���H�̀ c
 D?�����wKNc

 
f����������C

 ��� ¡H¢£t¤¥¦§¨©c ª«H�¬­Be®¯^H°±C²«H@³´µ¶�·¸g^¹º»¼½C»¾½C?�¿¿
 
HÀÁ^W»ÂÃcDÄÅÆOCQR��Ç`HÈÉWÊË�§��ÌÌH��c Í?¤ÎCÏÐÑ³��?�ÒÁcÓÔ�o©ÕÖ»×Ø�HÙÅC×ÚµÙÛÜÝ

 ÞBeßàáâCÚÚ�ãä»ZHåJ­BeææHÇ±cçèé�êHÙëìCíîïRð
 
�ñ`òóH�Àôõ¹®ö�U÷`øøH�ÚCtùeúûüýþúÿùH��c 

 

 ��û������HC	
H
 

 �B�
��
kaoyan.com ��H��C����C������� suggest@kaoyan.com

c
 

 


