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To those who thought they were just ordinary chairs...
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Chapter One: The Opening Scene – After the Doors Were Closed
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It was nearly ten o’clock at night, and the National Museum yawned quietly, like places that preserve memory without noise.

In its side wing, a short corridor led to a modestly sized hall—

carefully designed, yet without ostentation.

There were no grand chandeliers above,

no statues adorning the corners.

Only simple wooden doors,

and a refined plaque bearing its name:

The Chair Hall – Rare Pieces.

It wasn’t the kind of hall featured in visitors’ posts.

It drew neither the crowds of the Hall of Kings

nor the astonishment of the Weapons Gallery—

yet it still commanded its share of quiet respect.

The guard opened the door and stepped in alone.

A faint scent of aged leather and worn metal greeted him first.

The hall was rectangular, with calm gray walls

and intentionally dim lighting—

as if it were built to preserve silence, not to break it.

At the center of the room:

chairs.

Arranged in incomplete circles,

diverse in shape, material, and age.

Some stood on raised platforms,

others rested directly on the floor.

Each chair had a small identification tag

placed on an armrest or mounted nearby. Some read:

“Old chair – said to have been in a hall of rule”

“Wooden chair – used in a mid-century school”

“Metal seat – used in waiting areas – source uncertain”

“Wheeled chair – personal use – no further information available”

These were only a few examples from the many chairs filling the hall,

each carrying a distinct story and form,

none resembling the other.

The guard stood in the middle of the room,

casting a contemplative gaze—

as though seeing it all with new clarity for the first time.

He found it strange—yet strangely admirable—

that the museum had dedicated an entire space

to showcasing old chairs.

He had never imagined that faded seats

could become silent witnesses to entire eras.

At first, the idea seemed odd.

But then it intrigued him—

as if these weren’t mere pieces of furniture,

but figures from the past,

quietly holding the shape of their time with solemn dignity.

The intricate details,

the striking variety,

the quiet majesty that filled the space—

all of it made the place feel like something greater than a simple display.

The silence wasn’t ordinary.

It felt as though the room was holding its breath,

waiting for something.

The guard leaned back and closed his eyes.

And just as sleep began to weigh on his lids,

a faint sound cut through the stillness—
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