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​Scene 1 – The Forgotten Bookshop

The rain had been falling all afternoon, a steady curtain of silver that blurred the world outside and made the streets shine like sheets of dark glass. Elena tightened her coat around her shoulders as she hurried across the narrow alley, her boots splashing in shallow puddles. She had not meant to be out this long. What was supposed to be a brief walk to clear her mind had turned into a slow wandering through the older part of the city, the part where the streets curved like questions and the buildings leaned toward one another as though whispering secrets overhead.

When the storm grew heavier, she sought shelter, and that was when she saw it—a shop she had never noticed before. Its windows were fogged, its wooden sign faded nearly to illegibility. The word Books could just barely be read, carved into the wood as though reluctant to reveal itself. The door was painted once, perhaps in green, though time had gnawed the color down to dull grey. Something about it stopped her, a peculiar pull that had no explanation.

Elena pushed open the door. A brass bell jingled faintly, the sound oddly muffled as though swallowed by the dust inside. The air smelled of parchment and damp wood, of places forgotten by sunlight. The shelves rose high, crowded with books of every size, their spines cracked, their titles faded. Some leaned against each other for support, as if tired from holding so many years within their pages.

She brushed a strand of wet hair from her forehead and let her gaze wander. She had always loved bookshops, though this one felt different. Not merely old, but ancient, as if it had been waiting long before she was born. Her fingers trailed along a row of hardcovers, and for a moment she imagined she could feel a faint vibration beneath her touch, as though the books themselves were alive.

“Looking for something in particular?”

The voice startled her. Elena turned to find the shop’s owner—a man who seemed almost part of the furniture. He was tall, his back slightly bent, with eyes sharp and restless behind a pair of round spectacles. His grey hair was pulled back neatly, though his clothes were worn, the cuffs frayed. He studied her with an intensity that made her feel as if he were not seeing her as she was, but as someone she might one day become.

“Just... shelter from the rain,” she answered with a small smile.

“Ah,” he said, and returned the smile, though it did not quite reach his eyes. “Then let the books keep you company until the storm decides otherwise.”

He drifted back toward the counter, moving with the quietness of someone used to being overlooked. Elena continued through the aisles. She did not know what she was searching for. Perhaps nothing. Yet her hands seemed guided, pulling her deeper into the labyrinth of shelves until she reached a narrow corner where the light barely touched.

There, on a shelf lower than the others, sat a slim volume bound in worn brown leather. Unlike the others, it had no title on its spine. It looked as if it had been waiting, forgotten, for years. Elena knelt and slid it free. A film of dust lifted into the air.

She opened it.

The pages smelled of time itself—faint ink, fragile paper, something sweet like dried flowers. The book appeared to be a collection of poems, handwritten rather than printed, though no author’s name was given. Some lines were smudged, as if by tears or rain. As she turned the pages, something slipped free and fluttered to the ground.

Elena picked it up.

It was a letter. Folded carefully, sealed once perhaps with wax that had long since crumbled away. The paper was yellowed, fragile, and yet it felt oddly warm in her hand. Her heart beat faster as though she had stumbled upon something not meant to be seen. She glanced toward the counter, but the old man was nowhere in sight.

The storm outside raged, but within the bookshop, silence wrapped around her like a cloak. With a breath she did not realize she had been holding, Elena unfolded the letter. The ink had faded but was still legible, each line written in a hand that was elegant, steady, almost aching with emotion.
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