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Introduction


[image: ]




There are some streets that don’t appear on any map. Streets that seem to slide out of sight when you’re not looking directly at them, and only reveal themselves to those who truly need to find them. On one such street — narrow, cobbled, and always wrapped in the scent of rain and old paper — stood a little shop with crooked windows and a sign that creaked in the wind.

Holloway’s Bookshop, the sign read.

Most people hurried past it without a glance. The door looked too small, the windows too dusty, and the whole building leaned ever so slightly to the left, as though it were tired of standing straight. But if you ever stopped and looked closely, you might notice that the letters on the sign shimmered faintly, just for a second, as if painted with moonlight instead of paint.

Inside, the air smelled of ink, parchment, and something older — something almost like magic. Shelves climbed high into the shadows, packed so full of books that some had begun to spill onto the floor, forming little towers and tunnels of stories. A brass lamp glowed in the corner, even though no one had ever seen it plugged in. And at the back of the shop, behind a desk piled with half-read books, sat Mr. Holloway.

Mr. Holloway was the kind of man who looked as though he belonged in a story himself. His hair was as white as snow but always looked a little ink-stained, as though he had been leaning too close to his writing. He wore a velvet waistcoat with tiny golden buttons and spectacles that seemed far too large for his nose. His smile was small but kind, and when he looked up at you, it was with eyes that twinkled like candlelight.

No one quite knew how long he had owned the bookshop. Some said it had been there forever. Others claimed it appeared only on foggy days or when the town clock struck thirteen — a time that didn’t exist.

And then there was Elsie Moon.

Elsie wasn’t the sort of child who went looking for magic. She was quiet and curious, the kind of girl who liked reading beneath blankets and collecting interesting pebbles from the riverbank. She lived with her grandmother in a tall house filled with ticking clocks and the faint smell of rose tea. Her days were ordinary — or at least, they had been.

Until one rainy afternoon.

The sky had been grey all morning, but by the time Elsie left school, it had turned to silver mist and steady rain. She held her little red umbrella tight and hurried along the street, her boots splashing in the puddles. The wind tugged at her scarf, and she wished she’d stayed at home by the fire. But then, as she turned down a lane she didn’t remember seeing before, she noticed something curious: a door half hidden behind ivy, with a faint golden glow leaking from beneath it.

The sign above read: Holloway’s Bookshop.

Elsie frowned. She’d walked this way every day and never seen it before. The bell above the door jingled softly when she pushed it open, and the smell of paper and rain-washed wood filled her nose.

Inside, the shop was dim and wonderful. Books were everywhere — stacked on shelves, piled on tables, hanging open as if caught mid-breath. Somewhere deep within, a clock ticked softly, and Elsie thought she heard the faintest whisper, like pages turning themselves.

From behind a tall counter, Mr. Holloway looked up.

“Ah,” he said with a knowing smile. “You’ve found me again.”

Elsie blinked. “Again? But I’ve never been here before.”

“Oh, you say that now,” Mr. Holloway chuckled, his glasses sliding down his nose. “But books have long memories, my dear. Some remember you before you remember them.”

He nodded toward a shelf near the back, where a small beam of sunlight — or maybe magic — shone on a single book. Its cover was deep brown, bound in soft leather, and though the letters were faded, they shimmered faintly in gold.

Curiosity tugged at Elsie’s heart. She walked closer, brushing her fingers over the cover. The words rearranged themselves before her eyes until they read:

The Book of Lost Spells.

––––––––
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The moment she touched it, the air in the bookshop seemed to change. The lamps flickered, the clock stopped ticking, and a single page fluttered loose — glowing softly as it hovered in front of her.

Elsie’s eyes widened. The letters on the page began to move, swirling together to form a line that glowed brighter and brighter:

Spell One: To Find What Was Forgotten.

––––––––
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The golden light filled the shop, and for a moment, Elsie felt as though the ground beneath her wasn’t there anymore — as if she were falling into the story itself.

And just like that, the adventure began.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One: The Rainy Day Discovery
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The rain fell in endless ribbons that afternoon, thin and silver and soft as threads of silk. It danced across the rooftops and trickled down the cobblestones until the whole street shone like polished glass. Elsie Moon trudged along beneath her little red umbrella, her boots splashing in puddles that mirrored the grey sky. She was late getting home again — Miss Calloway had asked her to tidy the art cupboard after class, and although Elsie had enjoyed sorting the coloured pencils by shade, the rain had caught her before she could make it home.

The town of Windmere was hushed under the storm’s steady song. Windows glowed faintly behind curtains, chimneys smoked, and the air smelled faintly of wet leaves and baking bread from the shop around the corner. Elsie knew this part of town like the back of her hand — every crooked sign, every step in the pavement — yet as she turned onto Miller’s Lane that day, she felt a strange tug in her chest, as if something unseen was calling her name.
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