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Chapter 1: The Arrival and a Lingering Light
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The stagecoach rattled to a halt on the wide, unpaved main street of New Hope, its wooden wheels caked with the dust of a journey too long to contemplate. Rowan Shaw winced as the sudden stop jostled his already stiff body. He had been the only passenger for the last leg of the trip, a solitary figure against the backdrop of the vast Western landscape.

As the coach settled, dust billowed around it like a departing ghost. Rowan peered through the window at what was to be his new home. New Hope was little more than a collection of wooden buildings scattered along the street—some freshly constructed with pine that still leaked resin in the afternoon heat, others more weathered, as if they had seen the rise and fall of too many Western dreams. His gaze lingered on the newly installed gas lamps positioned at intervals along the street, their glass globes unlit in the late afternoon sun.

The air that greeted him as he stepped down from the coach was dry and carried the unmistakable scents of a frontier town: dust, pine, and the distant musk of livestock. It filled his lungs in a way that Boston's air never had—raw and honest, without pretense.

"This is it, mister," the driver said, a grizzled man in his fifties with a face etched by sun and wind. He moved to the back of the stagecoach to retrieve Rowan's trunk. "New Hope. End of the line for today."

"Thank you," Rowan replied, his voice quiet but steady. "Mr...?"

"Silas," the man grunted, hauling down the trunk with practiced efficiency. "Just Silas is fine."

Rowan surveyed the town once more, taking in the simple wooden signs that identified the essential businesses: "General Store," "Saloon," "Blacksmith." The settlement had an unfinished quality to it, a work in progress, much like the uncertain future he hoped to build here.

Inside, a small flicker of hope mingled with the trepidation that had been his constant companion since leaving Boston. Here, perhaps, he could find a quieter life, one free from the judgmental whispers and sideways glances that had followed him in the bustling city he'd left behind.

"You got somebody meeting you?" Silas asked, dropping the trunk with a heavy thud that sent another cloud of dust rising from the street.

"No," Rowan said, reaching into his pocket to extract a small, worn leather coin purse. He counted out the remainder of his fare, avoiding prolonged eye contact—a habit born from years of guarded interactions. "I'm to be the town's new librarian."

Silas pocketed the coins with a nod. "Librarian, eh? Town's getting fancy." He jerked his head toward the far end of the street. "Only decent boarding house is Maude's Place down yonder. Or you could ask at the General Store if Maude's is full. Martha Jenkins runs it—she knows everybody's business."

"Thank you," Rowan said, his fingers tightening around the purse before returning it to his pocket.

He stood there as Silas climbed back onto the driver's seat, flicked the reins, and set the stagecoach in motion again, leaving Rowan alone in a swirl of dust. The silence that settled after the coach's departure felt vast and enveloping.

Rowan's decision to leave Boston had not been made lightly. The small inheritance from his deceased aunt provided him with just enough financial cushion to start anew, if he was frugal. The advertisement for a town librarian in New Hope had seemed like providence—a position that promised solitude and a chance to be surrounded by books, the only companions that had never betrayed or abandoned him.

His thoughts drifted briefly to Arthur, and the pain surfaced like a physical ache. Arthur, who had kissed him in the shadows of private rooms but had ultimately chosen societal approval over their relationship. Arthur, who had left Rowan heartbroken and wary, with the bitter lesson that love was a luxury he could not afford.

Rowan shook his head slightly, as if to dislodge the memory. This was not the time for dwelling on past hurts. He was here now, in New Hope, with the opportunity to build something new.

The street was sparsely populated at this hour. A woman shook a rug out from a doorway, the repeated thwacks punctuating the quiet. Two cowboys stood outside the saloon, their voices low, hats tipped against the setting sun. No one paid him any particular attention, which came as a relief.

With Silas and the stagecoach now a diminishing cloud in the distance, Rowan was left standing with his trunk, alone with his thoughts. The silence around him felt like both a blessing and a challenge—an emptiness to be filled with whatever life he chose to build.

His eyes were drawn to a small, rather forlorn-looking structure near the edge of the main cluster of businesses. From the description in Mayor Thompson's letter, he guessed it to be the future library—his library. Its windows were filmed with dust, and it had an air of abandonment, but the mayor had described it as "modest but full of potential."

A pang of doubt swept through him as he contemplated the building. Could he truly build a life here? Find peace in this remote corner of the West? Or would the shadows of his past follow him, clinging like the dust that now coated his shoes?

He straightened his shoulders—a small, almost imperceptible gesture of resolve. He had come here for a reason: to escape the suffocating judgment of Boston society and find a place where he could simply exist without constant scrutiny.

Reaching down, Rowan grasped one end of his heavy trunk. He'd made his choice. Now it was time to follow through with it, regardless of the doubts that pricked at his confidence. He would go to the General Store, as Silas had suggested, to inquire about the key to the library building and perhaps more permanent lodging than Maude's boarding house.

The trunk was heavier than he remembered, and he had to stop after a short distance to switch hands. The physical exertion was grounding, pulling him out of his thoughts and into the present moment.

As he paused to catch his breath, Rowan glanced up once more at the unlit gas lamps lining the street. They stood like sentinels, waiting for dusk, when they would fulfill their purpose of illuminating the darkness. In their way, they symbolized the town's aspirations toward civilization, toward becoming something more than just another dusty stop on the Western frontier.

Perhaps, Rowan thought, they might also come to symbolize a brighter future for him—a life where he too could find his purpose and shed light in his own small way.

With this fragile hope nestled cautiously in his heart, Rowan Shaw, Boston's reluctant exile, began the slow walk down the main street toward the General Store, a solitary figure against the backdrop of the setting sun, which cast long shadows across the dusty road of New Hope.

✧ ✧ ✧

Miles out of New Hope, Patrick Quaid leaned against a corral fence, watching his ranch hands separate a few yearlings from the main herd. The late afternoon sun cast long shadows across the dusty corral, and the air was thick with the scent of cattle and dry earth. Patrick squinted as a gust of wind blew dust into his eyes, momentarily blurring his vision of Bill Hanks and Shorty Fuller expertly maneuvering the young animals.

Patrick cut a striking figure—a man in his mid-thirties with the lean, weathered look of someone who spent his life outdoors. His broad shoulders spoke of years of physical labor, and the lines etched around his eyes told of long days under the harsh Western sun. But it was the quiet seriousness in his expression that most defined him, a thoughtfulness that suggested depths beyond the simple expectations of a rancher.

As he watched the yearlings being separated, he mentally calculated the number of cattle ready for the upcoming market. The figures weren't as promising as he'd hoped. After a harsh winter and the continuing trend of low cattle prices, the Quaid ranch—his family's legacy for two generations—was feeling the strain. The weight of responsibility sat heavily on his shoulders, a constant, familiar pressure.

"That the last of 'em for the north pasture, boss?" Shorty Fuller called out, his voice carrying across the corral as he deftly guided a reluctant yearling toward the smaller enclosure.

Patrick nodded, his voice a low rumble when he replied, "Aye, move them before dusk." He pushed himself off the fence, brushing dust from his worn leather vest. The motion was automatic, a small attempt at order in a world that constantly conspired toward chaos.

He turned and headed toward the barn, each step deliberate, measured. The weight of the ranch, its future, and the livelihoods of the men who worked for him draped over him like a heavy cloak. Since his father's passing three years ago, that burden had been his alone to bear.

As he walked, his thoughts turned briefly to his father—a stern but fair man who had built the Quaid ranch into something respectable. And then to his mother, whose gentle presence and love for books had been a quiet counterpoint to the ranch's ruggedness. She had died when he was eighteen, leaving a void that nothing had ever quite filled.

The familiar ache of loneliness settled in his chest, a constant companion despite being surrounded by his men. There was a part of him he kept carefully hidden—a softer, more contemplative side nurtured by his mother's influence. In the rough world of cattle ranching, such qualities were best kept private.

Inside the dim, cool barn, the scent of hay, leather, and animals enveloped him like an old, worn blanket. Patrick made his way to a small, cluttered desk tucked away in the corner, where a worn leather ledger book lay open, its pages filled with his neat, precise handwriting.

He dipped a pen into an inkwell and made a few entries, his brow furrowed as he recorded the day's work and adjusted his projections. The numbers were tight. They had always been manageable under his father's guidance, but now they seemed to be slipping beyond his grasp. He needed a good price at the next cattle drive to Fort Worth to keep things solvent.

His fingers traced along a particular line in the ledger—the bank loan his father had taken out to expand their grazing lands. It had seemed like a sound investment at the time, when cattle prices were high. Now, with prices fallen and the loan payments still due, that expansion felt like a millstone around his neck.

The creak of the barn door interrupted his grim calculations. Bill Hanks entered, wiping sweat from his forehead with a faded bandana. The older man had been with the ranch since Patrick's father's time, and his weathered face showed the years of hard work under the Texas sun.

"Yearlings are moved," Bill reported, tucking the bandana back into his pocket. "Anything else you need before we call it a day, Patrick?"

Patrick closed the ledger, as if shutting away the bleak figures could somehow make them less real. "That's all for now. Just make sure the new pump at the well is covered for the night. Storm coming tomorrow, by the looks of it."

He kept his expression carefully neutral, not wanting Bill to see the worry that plagued him. His men relied on him, on the ranch, for their livelihoods. They had families, responsibilities. He couldn't let them down, couldn't let them see the doubts that crept in during the quiet hours.

Bill nodded and turned to leave, then paused. "You coming up to the house for supper? Mrs. Peterson made enough to feed an army, as usual."

"Later," Patrick replied. "Got some things to finish up here first."

After Bill left, Patrick walked deeper into the barn, his footsteps echoing softly on the packed dirt floor. He ran a hand over a smooth, well-oiled saddle hanging on a rack, finding a strange sort of comfort in the familiar routines, the hard physical labor that filled his days. The ranch demanded everything from him—his strength, his mind, his time.

Yet, there was a persistent longing for something more, something he couldn't quite name, or perhaps dared not to. A connection that went beyond the camaraderie of ranch hands or the brief, impersonal encounters in town. Something meaningful, something real.

He remembered his mother reading to him by lamplight when he was a boy—tales of adventure, poetry that painted pictures with words. Her voice, soft and melodic, had transported him to worlds far beyond the boundaries of the ranch. He still had her small collection of books tucked away in his room, a secret indulgence he allowed himself in rare moments of solitude.

Those books were his most treasured possessions, though he would never admit it aloud. In a world where a man's worth was measured by the strength of his back and the steadiness of his gun hand, such sentiments were best kept private.

As dusk settled over the land, Patrick stood by the barn door, looking out over the vast expanse of his property. The prairie stretched out before him, bathed in the golden light of the setting sun. It was beautiful, but also demanding, unforgiving to those who failed to respect its power.

In the distance, he could see the silhouette of the main house, where his aging cook, Mrs. Peterson, would have a solitary meal waiting for him. Another evening of eating alone, then spending the night with his account books, the cycle repeating endlessly.

The isolation of his position felt especially keen tonight. Around him, the ranch was settling into evening quiet, the distant lowing of cattle and the soft nickering of horses in the corral the only sounds breaking the silence.

Patrick drew a deep breath of the cooling air, tasting dust and sage. He wondered, not for the first time, if this was all life had in store for him: endless work, responsibility, and a quiet, unacknowledged ache in his soul. Was there nothing more? No one to share the weight, to understand the man behind the stoic rancher?

As the first stars appeared in the darkening sky, Patrick Quaid turned back to the tasks at hand. Such thoughts were luxuries he could ill afford, distractions from the work that needed doing. The ranch was his legacy, his duty, his life. Whatever private yearnings he might harbor were best left unexamined, like the distant horizon—always visible, but eternally out of reach.

✧ ✧ ✧

Rowan Shaw stood in the center of the small, single-room building designated as the New Hope Library, surveying the space that was to become his domain. Dust motes danced in the shafts of morning sunlight slanting through the grimy windows, spinning and twirling like miniature constellations in the otherwise stale air.

He had obtained the key from Mayor Thompson late yesterday—a harried man with an expansive handshake and a promise of "some lumber for shelving arriving soon." True to his word, a stack of rough-hewn planks now leaned against one wall, their fresh-cut surfaces standing out against the aged, faded wood of the building.

His trunk sat in the middle of the floor, the patina of its leather surface dulled by the journey. Rowan opened it and carefully removed the locked wooden box containing his most treasured books—volumes by Emerson and Thoreau, a collection of Romantic poetry that had sustained him through his darkest hours in Boston. He set the box aside, treating it with the reverence another man might reserve for religious relics.

The room around him was a blank canvas. Bare wooden floors stretched from wall to wall, bearing the scars and scratches of previous inhabitants. A small pot-bellied stove squatted in one corner, its black iron surface coated with a fine layer of dust. The walls needed a good scrubbing, and the cobwebs festooning the corners spoke of long neglect.

It was a daunting task, but as Rowan surveyed the empty space, he could already envision what it might become—shelves lined with books, perhaps a reading table near the window, a desk where he could work. Creating order from chaos had always provided him with a sense of control, a bulwark against the unpredictability of human interaction.

He rolled up his sleeves and reached for the broom he'd borrowed from Maude's boarding house, where he'd spent a restless night. Maude herself was a stern-faced woman who ran her establishment with military precision, but the bed had been clean and the breakfast substantial.

As Rowan began to sweep, he thought of the libraries he had known in Boston—grand, hushed institutions with marble floors and soaring ceilings. This humble room could never compare in scale or grandeur, but perhaps it could serve an even more vital purpose, bringing knowledge and imagination to this frontier town.

The broom raised clouds of dust, temporarily thickening the air. Rowan sneezed, the sound startlingly loud in the empty room. How long had it been since someone had used this space? The mayor had mentioned something about the previous tenant—a barber, was it?—leaving town months ago.

He was halfway across the floor when the door creaked open. Startled, Rowan turned to see a robust woman in her late fifties entering, carrying a small basket. Her face was round and pleasant, with laugh lines etched around kind eyes, and her gray-streaked hair was pinned up neatly beneath a modest hat.

"Thought our new librarian might need a bit of sustenance!" she announced, her voice warm and carrying a natural cheerfulness that seemed to instantly brighten the dusty room. "You must be Mr. Shaw. I'm Martha Jenkins, I run the General Store."

Rowan, caught off guard by this unexpected intrusion, lowered the broom. He managed a small, polite smile, an expression that came less naturally to him than most. "Yes, I'm Rowan Shaw. It's a pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Jenkins."

"Oh, Martha will do just fine," she said, setting her basket on the windowsill and looking around the room with an assessing eye. "My, but you have your work cut out for you, don't you? This place has been empty since Freddie Wilson gave up on cutting hair and moved on to Colorado last year. Left in the middle of the night, he did, owing money all over town."

She opened her basket and extracted a couple of fresh biscuits and a small jar of amber-colored preserves. "Apple butter," she explained, offering them to Rowan. "Best cure for hard work I know."

"That's very kind of you," Rowan said, genuinely touched by the simple gesture of welcome. He accepted the food, suddenly aware of the hunger that had been gnawing at him since breakfast.

Martha bustled around the room, inspecting it as if it were a prospective purchase. "You'll want to put your shelves away from that north wall," she advised, pointing. "Gets damp when the weather turns. And that stove—it works well enough but smokes something terrible if you don't clean the flue regular."

Rowan listened, grateful for the practical advice, though slightly overwhelmed by Martha's energy and forthright manner. She was unlike the reserved, formal people he had known in Boston, where interactions were governed by rigid social protocols.

"New Hope's a growing town," Martha continued, her hands on her ample hips as she gazed out the window toward the main street. "Full of hopeful folk, just like the name says. Though we've got our share of rough characters too, mind you. Like anywhere, I suppose."

She turned back to Rowan. "Patrick Quaid from the Quaid Ranch—he's a good, steady man, though keeps to himself mostly since his father passed. Not like Jedediah Thorne—now there's a sharp customer, always looking for an angle. You'll learn who's who soon enough."

Rowan nodded, absorbing the information Martha provided. He appreciated the overview of the town's characters; it would help him navigate the social landscape. Still, he was cautious about forming impressions before meeting people himself.

"Where are you from originally, Mr. Shaw?" Martha asked, her shrewd eyes observant as she watched him take a bite of the biscuit.

Rowan chewed slowly, buying time. He had decided on the journey west that his past in Boston was best left vague. "Back East," he said simply, offering nothing more.

To his relief, Martha didn't press for details. There was understanding in her expression, a recognition that people often came West to leave something behind. "Well, the town council is mighty pleased to finally have a library and a proper librarian," she said. "They see it as a sign of New Hope becoming a real civilized place. No longer just a dusty stop for cowboys and drifters."

She adjusted her hat slightly. "You have an account at my store, by the way. The mayor arranged it—for supplies and such, to get this place set up. Anything you need that I don't have in stock, I can order in. Takes about three weeks, usually."

Rowan felt a flicker of warmth at this further evidence of welcome. It was more than he had expected, more than he had experienced in a long time. "Thank you, Martha. That's very generous."

"Not at all," she said with a dismissive wave of her hand. "That's just how we do things here. We look after our own."

Our own. The phrase struck Rowan deeply. To be considered part of a community, even one he'd just entered, was both appealing and terrifying. Acceptance often came with expectations, with scrutiny. And yet, Martha's straightforward kindness seemed to ask nothing in return.

"I'll send my boy over later with a fresh pail of water," Martha promised as she prepared to leave. "That dust won't scrub itself off. And maybe a few rags you can use. Those windows need a good cleaning if you're to get any decent light in here."

"You're very kind," Rowan repeated, somewhat at a loss for a more adequate response to such generosity.

Martha paused at the door, her expression softening. "Everyone needs a helping hand when they're starting out, Mr. Shaw. I expect you'll do the same for the next newcomer, when your turn comes."

With that, she bustled out, leaving Rowan alone once more in the quiet building. The scent of apple butter lingered in the dusty air, a sweet counterpoint to the musty smell of abandonment.

He took another bite of the biscuit, savoring the simple food. It was surprisingly comforting—not just the nourishment, but the gesture behind it. Perhaps New Hope would live up to its name after all.

With renewed energy, Rowan picked up the broom and resumed his sweeping. The room still felt empty, but less lonely somehow. He imagined shelves filled with books, the hushed rustle of turning pages, perhaps a few curious readers seeking knowledge or escape in the words he would curate for them.

This small, dusty room was his to transform. It was a beginning, a clean slate. And for the first time since he'd made the decision to leave Boston, Rowan felt a sense of genuine anticipation for what lay ahead.

As he worked, his movements became more purposeful, his mind already cataloging the books he would arrange on those yet-to-be-built shelves, the system he would use, the order he would create from this blank canvas. There was dignity in this work, in creating a space where minds could explore and grow.

The task ahead was substantial, but no longer overwhelming. One step at a time, one sweep of the broom, one scrubbed wall, one arranged shelf—that was how libraries were built. That was how lives were rebuilt, too.

With each methodical stroke of the broom, Rowan Shaw began to sweep away not just the dust of abandonment that coated the floor, but also the lingering shadows of a past that had driven him across a continent in search of a new beginning.

✧ ✧ ✧



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2: A Shared Page and an Uneasy Heart
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Rowan stood by the newly washed window of the New Hope Library, looking out at the main street. It had been a week of hard work – scrubbing floors until his hands were raw, painting the donated mismatched bookshelves, and arranging the initial collection of about two hundred books. The morning light cast long shadows across the empty street, giving the buildings an amber glow that softened their rough-hewn appearance.

He hung a small, neatly lettered sign on the door: "New Hope Public Library - OPEN." His fingers lingered on the letters, tracing the careful brushstrokes he'd applied the previous evening. The paint was still faintly tacky to the touch. A flutter of nervous anticipation stirred in his stomach as he stepped back to admire his handiwork.

The library interior looked vastly different from when he'd first entered it a week ago. Gone were the dust and cobwebs, the stale air and grime-covered surfaces. Now, the wooden floor gleamed with a soft patina from hours of scrubbing and polishing. The bookshelves, though mismatched in height and width, had been painted a uniform warm brown that complemented the rustic character of the building.

The books, a mixture of classics, agricultural manuals, histories, and a few novels, were arranged neatly by subject. Rowan had spent hours categorizing them, creating a simple system that would be easy for the townspeople to navigate. A small desk for him sat in one corner, its surface polished and ready for the day's work. In the center of the room stood a larger table with two chairs for readers.

Rowan surveyed his work with quiet satisfaction. The transformation was remarkable, considering his limited resources. The space was clean, welcoming, and organized – exactly what he'd envisioned when he accepted the position.

Martha Jenkins was his first visitor, arriving with a small pot of wildflowers in a jam jar. Her substantial figure filled the doorway momentarily before she bustled in, her eyes widening as she took in the transformed space.

"Well, I declare," she said, her voice warm with approval. "You've worked miracles in here, Mr. Shaw. A real credit to the town."

Rowan felt a flush of pleasure at her praise. "Thank you, Mrs. Jenkins. I've done what I could with what was available."

"Martha, please," she insisted, placing the wildflowers on his desk. "These are just from my garden out back. Thought they might brighten up the place, though you've done plenty of brightening already."

"They're lovely," Rowan said, genuinely touched by her thoughtfulness. "And please, call me Rowan."

Martha nodded approvingly and began to wander between the shelves, running her fingers along the spines of the books. "My goodness, you've got quite a collection here already. Where did they all come from?"

"Most were donated by the territorial literacy society," Rowan explained, following her through the stacks. "And I've added a few of my own."

He showed her the simple borrowing system he'd devised – a ledger where patrons could sign out books. "They'll write their name here, the title here, and the date. When they return the book, I'll mark it as returned. Simple, but effective."

"Very sensible," Martha agreed, examining the ledger with interest. "And how long can folks keep the books?"

"Two weeks seems reasonable," Rowan replied. "Though I'm flexible, especially for those who live farther out of town."

Martha nodded approvingly. "That's thoughtful of you. Some of our ranchers don't make it into town but once a month or so."

She wished him luck and departed, leaving Rowan alone with the ticking of his pocket watch and the expectant silence of the library. He sat at his desk, opening the ledger to its first blank page, ready to record the day's transactions. The minutes stretched into an hour, and no one else came.

Rowan tried to occupy himself by re-cataloging some books, checking for any he might have misplaced in his initial organization. But his attention kept drifting to the door, ears straining for the sound of approaching footsteps or the creak of the hinges.

The silence of the library was broken only by the steady ticking of his pocket watch and the occasional sound of a wagon passing on the street outside. He felt a familiar wave of self-doubt washing over him. Perhaps New Hope wasn't ready for a library. Perhaps he'd misjudged the town's appetite for books and knowledge. Or perhaps – and this thought brought a deeper pang – they weren't ready for him.

He sighed, closing the book in his hands. The spine was cracked, the pages yellowed with age. It was a collection of poetry he'd brought from Boston, one of the few personal items he'd allowed himself when packing for this new life. The familiar weight of it in his hands brought some comfort.

Rowan reminded himself that building something new takes time. Rome wasn't built in a day, as his father used to say. He needed to be patient, to give the people of New Hope time to discover what the library had to offer. His gaze fell on Martha's wildflowers, a splash of color against the wooden walls, and he felt his determination solidify once more.

The creak of the door hinges startled him from his thoughts. Three children hesitantly peeked in: a girl of about ten with her hair in neat braids, a boy who appeared to be her younger brother around eight, and a smaller boy of about six clutching a wooden toy horse. Their eyes were wide with curiosity and a touch of uncertainty.

"Hello," Rowan said, rising from his chair and offering them a gentle smile. "Welcome to the New Hope Library. I'm Mr. Shaw, the librarian."

The children exchanged glances, the older girl seemingly designated as their spokesperson. She stepped forward, her chin raised with childish determination.

"I'm Susie," she said. "This is my brother Tom, and that's Davey Miller." Davey, upon hearing his name, clutched his toy horse tighter and half-hid behind Tom.

"It's very nice to meet you all," Rowan said, crouching down slightly to be at their eye level. "Would you like to look at some books?"

Susie's expression turned serious. "Ma said we could come see the library. Is it true we can really just take a book?"

Rowan nodded, understanding their confusion. "Not take forever," he clarified. "But you can borrow them, yes. As long as you promise to bring them back when you're finished, so others can read them too."

Their faces lit up with excitement, and Rowan felt a spark of satisfaction. This was why he'd come to New Hope, to share the wonder of books with people who might not otherwise have access to them.

He led them to a shelf with a few children's primers and illustrated storybooks he'd set aside specifically for younger readers. "These might interest you," he suggested. "Feel free to look through them and choose one you'd like to take home."

Young Davey Miller immediately pointed a chubby finger at a book with colorful pictures of animals. "That one," he said decisively, his earlier shyness forgotten in the face of such treasure.

Rowan carefully took the book down and showed it to Davey. "This is a book about farm animals," he explained, turning the pages slowly to reveal illustrations of horses, cows, and chickens. Davey's eyes widened with delight when they reached a page showing a horse similar to his wooden toy.
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