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      Standing next to her, I follow her gaze. There is indeed a little cabin nestled in the trees next to the river. Walking distance from the bookstore.

      It looks like something out of a storybook.

      “I’ll take it,” I say.

      “Excuse me?”

      “The bookshop. The cabin. I’d like to buy it.”

      “But we haven’t even discussed a price.”

      “You said it was a steal,” I say. “How much?”
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      Grace Lane

      

      A faded postcard from twenty-five years ago.

      Postmarked Aspen Ridge Village, Colorado.

      That’s all I had to go on, but the old bookstore featured on that postcard hadn’t been hard to find with a quick Internet search.

      I drive up in front of what looks like a storefront from the last century right there set back a little on Main Street and turn off the car motor.

      It’s sort of what I expected, but then again… Picking up the post card from the passenger seat, I give it a quick glance then look out the windshield again.

      The main difference between then and now, I’d say, is the trees.

      The photo on the post card was taken anywhere from twenty-five to thirty years ago. The half a dozen blue spruce trees were probably no more than four or five feet tall at the time the photo was taken.

      Now. There are only four blue spruce trees left and they stand taller than the two-story building.

      It’s early October and the leaves in the neighboring maple trees hold a hint of color. Reds and yellows mixed in with the green.

      I open the car door and step out. I know it’s cold outside, but the chilly air hitting my skin is surprising nonetheless.

      When I’d driven out of Houston three days ago, the temperatures there had been in the nineties. I grab my coat from the backseat and slip into it. Hands in my pockets, I walk up the stone pathway toward the door.

      The sign over the door reads simply Village Books.

      I’m in the right place. No doubt about that.

      It wasn’t readily noticeable at first, but now I can see the disrepair. One of the stones along the walkway is cracked and part of another is missing.

      A shutter on one of the windows is loose. The glass is smeared with grime. And the building looks abandoned.

      The door is locked, so I walk along the front porch and peek in one of the windows.

      It doesn’t look abandoned. Not exactly.

      There are a few stacks of boxes inside. It looks like someone is in the middle of packing things up. It almost looks like they were packing and got interrupted in the middle of it.

      Maybe it looks abandoned because it’s closed. It’s late afternoon, so it seems like it should be open.

      I turn and look toward the street. A couple of young people huddled in their coats, probably tourists from the looks of them, walk hurriedly past, not even looking in my direction.

      An older man, most likely a local, walking a solid white husky walks past and holds up a hand, giving me a friendly wave, as he passes. I hold up a hand to wave back.

      I consider asking him about the bookstore, but before I can decide whether I want to or not, he’s walked on past, making a right onto a side street.

      I turn back to the door, looking for some sign indicating if and when it might be going to open back up, but there aren’t any signs posted of any kind.

      I pull out my phone and open up the internet to check the hours.

      Permanently Closed.

      Closed?

      How had I missed that when I’d first searched for it? I guess I hadn’t checked the hours. Maybe I just missed it.

      It’s almost dinnertime and I need to find a room for the night. Learning about the bookstore may take more time than I had anticipated.

      Just as I’m heading back to my car, someone in a bright red Jaguar sports car pulls into the parking lot and parks next to my Honda sedan.

      I hesitate. Maybe this is someone who knows when the bookstore will be opening back up.

      A woman with long straight blonde hair, maybe in her thirties, gets out of the car.

      “Hello,” she says, smiling at me.

      She’s wearing a red pantsuit and high heels.

      “Hi,” I say.

      “I was driving past and saw your car. Texas. You drove up from Texas?”

      “Yes,” I say. “I just got into town.”

      “The bookstore is closed,” she says. “But I guess you can see that.”

      “I see. How long has it been closed?”

      “It’s been closed for about six months. I’m actually here to take some photographs.” She holds up her phone as she walks up to me. “It’s about to be on the market. You wouldn’t happen to be looking to buy a bookstore, would you?”
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      Grace

      

      It all makes sense now. First of all, this woman has the look of a realtor. I haven’t seen anyone else in town wearing business attire, much less heels. Not even at the coffee shop where I’d stopped to grab a bottle of water and use the restroom.

      The sports car and the blonde hair along with the friendliness scream realtor.

      But… the bookstore is going up for sale?

      “It’s not something I’ve ever considered,” I say in answer to her question about being in the market for buying a bookstore.

      “Oh. Well. Let me tell you.” She lowers her voice. “It’s a steal.”

      “Why?”

      “No heirs. It’s being handled by the county and quite frankly, they just don’t want to have to deal with it. So they’re letting it go for practically nothing.”

      There are decisions in life that I’ve agonized over. Like the first time I decided to get highlights in my hair. That seemed like a big decision at the time.

      There are other decisions that I’d asked others to weigh in about. Like deciding whether I should go to the University of Houston or go to college at Auburn. I’d ultimately decided to stay in Houston for college and I’d lived at home while I got my undergrad degree. Smart financial decision on my part.

      Then there are the impulsive decisions I’ve made. One of those decisions was to go on a date with Daniel. That, in a roundabout way, got me here, to this moment. Sort of. There were actually a lot of factors in that, but I’m not sure I would’ve actually been standing here at this moment if it hadn’t been for Daniel.

      Maybe I’m becoming more impulsive since I turned twenty-five.

      “I might be interested,” I say.

      It would’ve been hard to miss the surprise on the realtor’s face, even if she did quickly turn that surprise into a delighted smile.

      “Well, come inside. Let me show you around.”

      How could I say no? I drove all this way to find out more about this bookstore and here is a woman holding the key, offering me a private tour.

      “Okay,” I say.

      “My name is Constance Fleming,” she says, handing me a business card with her name and photo on it. “I’m the local realtor here in Aspen Ridge Village.”

      “I’m Grace Lane,” I say, not offering her any additional information.

      “It’s nice to meet you Grace Lane,” she says, then adds. “from Texas. I can hear the accent. Not bad, mind you, but just a little.”

      “Are you from here?” I ask as she puts the key in the lock and opens the door.

      “Born and raised.”

      We step inside the bookstore and I feel an instant connection to it.

      I was right about the boxes. There are several half-packed boxes and enough dust to suggest it’s been awhile since anyone touched them.

      “It looks like someone’s been packing things up,” I say.

      “The previous owner. It’s my understanding that he was thinking about leaving here. I didn’t know him all that well, but it’s a small town and people talk, you know. Anyway, I heard he was going to close up shop and go be with a woman he knew when he was a young man. Just juicy gossip fodder.”

      I walk up to the six-foot long checkout counter and run a hand along the smooth wood. “It looks original,” I say. Not that I would know, but it’s definitely not modern. It’s got little scars. A burn mark from a dropped match. A faint ring from a mug stain. Scratches.

      “It is. Oak. Maybe.” She runs a hand along the counter.

      “Huh.” I’ve never met a realtor who didn’t at least pretend to know everything about a property she was selling. But she did admit that the county was handling the estate and I don’t think she was ready to actually start showing it. I just happened to be here.

      “You said there weren’t any heirs. He wasn’t married?”

      “Now that’s a question I can answer. He never married and I never heard anyone say anything about him seeing anyone. He put everything into this bookstore.” She waves a hand with a flourish around the room.

      I wander away from the counter to a little booklined nook in the back. A fireplace on the back wall. Two comfortable and worn loveseats along with three armchairs that look comfortable for curling up and reading.

      “I think they had book club meetings back here,” she says.

      “Oh? Did you ever go to one of them?”

      “Oh no. I’m not much of a reader.”

      “I see. The fireplace looks like it burns real wood.”

      “It does. There’s a family just outside of town who provides all the firewood for everyone. They’re quite reasonable.” And there’s the sales pitch I’d been expected. Subtle, but there all the same.

      A wide staircase leads up to a second floor.

      “What’s up there?” I ask.

      “I don’t know. Let’s go up there and see.”

      I follow her up the stairs, which she navigates with surprising ease considering her high heels.

      The second floor is one big room with a little coffee bar with a coffee maker, sink, and an empty refrigerator with a clear door.

      The room has more bookcases and a picture window providing a stunning view of the snowcapped mountains in the distance.

      “It looks like a private reading nook,” I say, running a hand over a recliner. The bookcases up here have more than just books. Little personal items scattered about here and there. A little model of an old steamboat. A couple of candles. A clear vase and a little painting of a grove of aspen trees on one of the shelves.

      No photographs.

      An open book lies face down on a little wooden table next to the recliner.

      Constance is looking at her phone. “Yes. It does,” she says, not looking up.

      “What happened to him? To the previous owner?”

      She glances up at me. “I was told he died suddenly.”

      I walk to the window and look out over a bubbling stream a few yards away.

      It’s October and the leaves are starting to turn. I can imagine how beautiful this view must be when the leaves are out in full color. The ground must be covered in snow for the winter months after that.

      There’s a wood burning fireplace up here, too.

      Two fireplaces. One for customers and a private one for the owner of the store. This must have been his private collection of books.

      I wander to the nearest bookcase and glance at the titles. Science fiction. Romance. Cozy mystery.

      I smile to myself. Not one of those highbrow, stuffy fellows who own bookstores in the movies and looks down his nose at commercial fiction. No. This bookstore belonged to a man that I probably would have liked.

      A normal man who read normal books.

      “I’m so sorry for the distraction,” Constance says, looking up from her phone and tucking it into her pocket.

      “That’s okay.”

      “I was just reading a message from the sheriff. Sheriff Henry. He says that whoever buys the bookstore also gets a private apartment.”

      “A private apartment? Where?”

      “Apparently it’s behind the bookstore.” She walks to the window and looks out. “There,” she says, pointing. “It’s actually a cabin nestled along the river.”

      Standing next to her, I follow her gaze. There is indeed a little cabin nestled in the trees next to the river. Walking distance from the bookstore.

      It looks like something out of a storybook.

      “I’ll take it,” I say.

      “Excuse me?”

      “The bookshop. The cabin. I’d like to buy it.”

      “But we haven’t even discussed a price.”

      “You said it was a steal,” I say. “How much?”

      “Let’s go to my office and take a look at the paperwork. Like I said, it’s not even listed yet. So you’d save on the listing fees.”

      “Okay,” I say. “Let’s talk.”

    

  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/kathryn-kaleigh-6-x-9-in-12.jpg






OEBPS/images/time-3.jpg





