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FOREWORD

	(from the desk of the Postmaster)

	Some stories aren’t written to be read.
They’re written to be released.

	This book isn’t about me, not really.
It’s about the letters—the ones tucked into drawers, hidden in coat pockets, whispered into the night and never sent. The ones we wrote and rewrote in our heads. The ones we didn’t know how to finish.

	You’ll find pieces of strangers here. Their hopes, regrets, confessions, and apologies. Some of them never got an answer. Some found peace in the writing alone. Others... returned with a reply that changed everything.

	I was never meant to be the Postmaster. I just wandered in, one autumn afternoon, and never left. The letters were already waiting.

	If you’re holding this book, maybe a letter is waiting for you, too.

	Take your time.
Open each one gently.
And remember: even if it was never sent, it still mattered.

	—AUTHOR
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PART I: THE ARRIVAL

	 

	Chapter 1: The Key

	Layla Maren, 33, inherits her great-aunt’s home in a remote mountain village. Burned out from her publishing job and reeling from a broken engagement, she arrives expecting silence—but finds a crumbling post office with lights still flickering and a brass key labeled “Let them speak.”

	I didn’t know people still died with keys in their coat pockets.

	Great-Aunt Clara had. The key was brass, a little tarnished, shaped like something out of a fairy tale—too old to be practical, too solid to be forgotten. The woman from the law office handed it to me in a white envelope, like it was something sacred. I slid it out and held it in my hand, heavy and cold. Attached was a faded tag with four words written in blue ink:

	“LET THEM SPEAK. —C.”

	No address. No instructions. Just that.

	They said Clara had died peacefully, which is what people say when they don’t really know. No husband, no children. Just a crumbling cottage and an unused bank account. No digital footprint except an email address she never answered. I hadn’t seen her since I was a child, and even then she had seemed like someone plucked out of another time. She had kept bees. She wrote letters with wax seals. She smelled like lavender and dust.

	Now she was gone, and the key was mine.

	The road to Velin Hollow curled through the kind of mountains that made your ears pop. The cottage sat near the top, tucked into a slope as if it had once tried to roll downhill and gotten stuck. The town didn’t appear on any of my maps, and when I asked at the gas station below, the clerk had just looked at me and said, “Still someone living up there?”

	The trees thickened the higher I went. My phone signal vanished. The rental car made sad little wheezing noises with every curve. I kept expecting to see something—a town square, a diner, a gas pump—but all I saw were pine needles and the same faded wooden sign nailed to a tree:

	Velin Hollow. Pop. ???

	No number. Just question marks.

	It was nearly dark by the time I reached the house. Or maybe it wasn’t a house exactly. From the outside, it looked like an old train station that had been converted into a home: a long front porch with wooden columns, high arched windows, a rusted mail chute embedded in one side. Moss climbed the stone walls. Wind chimes made of spoons and copper keys twitched in the breeze.

	I got out of the car and just stood there for a minute, listening. No traffic. No voices. Just the wind and the soft creak of the chimes.

	And then I saw it.

	Tucked to the left of the cottage was a second structure. A small building with a wooden sign, faded to almost nothing.

	I stepped closer. Brushed the dirt off.

	Post Office.

	The words were barely legible, hand-painted in curly, uneven script. The door was locked. I tried the key from Clara’s envelope, and after a few clicks and a reluctant groan, it opened.

	Inside, the air smelled like paper and time.

	There were no computers. No electric lights. Just wooden shelves filled with letters. Some in envelopes, some tied with string, some yellowing at the edges. A single writing desk sat under the window, its surface scattered with fountain pens, candle stubs, and a brass stamp press shaped like a bird in flight. Behind it, a wall of cubbyholes—most full.

	It didn’t feel like a place that had been abandoned.

	It felt like someone had simply stepped out for tea and forgotten to come back.

	I stood there for a long time, not touching anything. Just listening. I don’t know why, but I whispered when I finally spoke.

	“Clara… what is this?”

	I didn’t expect an answer, of course.

	But just then, one of the letters slid from a cubbyhole and landed softly on the floor.

	I stared at it. My hands didn’t move.

	Then I bent, picked it up. The envelope was pale blue. On the front, in the same handwriting I’d seen on the key’s tag, were the words:
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