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Chapter 1: Seafront Bookshop
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Lian Moore pulled the car over to the side of the road. After she turned off the engine, the sudden silence of the world was disorienting.

Three hours ago, she had been stuck in traffic on Route 95 outside Boston, some pop song playing on the radio, her mind drifting back to the empty apartment waiting for her. The engagement ring had been mailed back two weeks ago, but some things were still shoved in the deepest corner of her closet; she'd never found the energy to sort through them. Now, she sat in a rented Nissan, the window partly open, hearing only the wind and the faint, distant cry of seagulls.

She rested her forehead on the steering wheel and closed her eyes for a moment.

"You're here," she said to herself. Her voice sounded loud in the car's cabin.

Looking up, through the windshield, she saw it: "Seafront Bookshop."

She'd seen it in photos. Her great-aunt Emily had sent a postcard three years ago. On it, a string of shell wind chimes hung in the bookshop's doorway, and Emily stood beside it, smiling, her hair completely white, but her eyes bright. That was the last postcard. Afterwards came the lawyer's letter, a phone call, a will.

Now the bookshop was right before her.

The building was narrower than Lian had imagined, squeezed between a shop selling handmade soaps and a closed-up café, like it had been wedged in. But its color was warm—not the common New England white, but a faded seafoam blue. The window frames were painted a deep blue, the door a rich crimson, with a small chip of paint missing, revealing the grey-white wood underneath.

A window on the second floor was open, white gauze curtains billowing out and then settling back down.

Lian stared at that window for a while, wondering who had opened it. The lawyer said the keys had been sent to her, that the bookshop had been empty for three months, with only occasional cleaners coming in. No one had lived there.

She got out of the car. The trunk held only two suitcases: one for clothes, one for books. The book case was heavier than the clothes one. As she dragged them onto the wooden sidewalk, the wheels thumped and rattled over the planks.

A string of shell wind chimes hung on the door, just like in the postcard. The shells were bleached white by the sea wind, clinking together in crisp, tiny sounds. Lian stood at the door, rummaging in her bag for the key, the chimes spinning and tapping above her head.

The key went into the lock but wouldn't turn.

She tried twice. The door didn't budge. The wind chimes chimed merrily behind her, as if laughing at her.

"Lift it up," a voice came from beside her.

Lian turned. A woman in a checkered apron stood at the door of the soap shop, holding a rag, nodding at her. "The door's a bit old. You have to lift it up a bit before turning the key. Emily used to get stuck outside all the time."

"Thanks," Lian said.

She did as the woman said. Inserted the key, lifted the door handle slightly—and sure enough, with a click, the door opened.

The soap shop owner waved her rag and went back inside. Lian pushed the door open, the shell chimes clattering behind her.
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The bookshop had a smell.

Not a musty smell, not the sour smell of old books—Emily kept her shop in good order, shelves wiped clean, spines neatly aligned—but a more complex scent. Old paper, wood, sea breeze, and a hint of something else, something like lavender but not quite.

Lian stood at the entrance, letting her eyes adjust to the dim light.

The bookshop was bigger than she'd thought. From the outside, it looked narrow, but it stretched deep inside, all the way to the back, where a large window offered a glimpse of the sea. Bookshelves reached from floor to ceiling, with a ladder sliding on a track in the middle. The cashier's counter was an old wooden desk, holding an old-fashioned copper scale, a nearly dead potted ivy, and an enamel mug stuffed with a few pens.

Sunlight streamed in through the windows and door, dust motes dancing in the light beams.

Lian dragged her suitcases in and closed the door. The shell chimes fell silent.

She stood in the center of the bookshop and turned around.

At the bottom of the left bookshelf was a stack of newspapers, the visible date from last October. By the window on the right stood an armchair, a dark green blanket draped over its back, a scratch mark on its arm. A corkboard was nailed to the wall behind the cashier's counter, still holding a few postcards, a handwritten phone number, and a faded comic strip—a cartoon cat reading a book, with a dialogue bubble saying, "I only read hardcovers."

Lian walked over and ran her hand along the edge of the cashier's counter. The wood was scarred with scratches, and in one place, someone had drawn with a ballpoint pen, blue ink seeping into the grain, forming a crooked smiley face.

She suddenly remembered being eight years old. Emily had come back to Boston for Christmas and given her a copy of *The Secret Garden*. On the flyleaf, she had drawn just such a smiley face. Her mother had taken the book away, saying Lian was too young to understand it, that she could have it when she was older. Then it was forgotten. Lian had forgotten it too, until now.

The stairs behind her creaked.

Lian turned.

At the top of the stairs, a cat was coming down.

It moved slowly, each step deliberate and steady, its tail swaying gently behind it. Brown tabby, noticeably larger than an average cat, with tufts of fur sticking up from the tips of its ears, almost translucent in the light from the window.

A Maine Coon.

Lian didn't move. The cat didn't stop either. It descended the stairs step by step, walked past her, went up to the cashier's counter, jumped onto it, settled down beside the enamel mug, and then looked up at her, studying her.

Its eyes were a pale gold, pupils contracting to slits in the light.

"Agatha," Lian said.

The cat's ears twitched.

The lawyer had mentioned it. Great-aunt Emily had a Maine Coon named Agatha. The bookshop had an automatic feeder and a litter box, and someone came by regularly to care for her. If Lian decided to stay, the cat would stay too. If she decided to sell the bookshop, the cat would go to Edna Whitaker—Emily's friend, who was willing to take her in.

Lian didn't know yet whether she was staying or selling, so for now, Agatha still belonged to the bookshop.

She took a step closer to the cat.

Agatha didn't retreat, nor did she offer any welcome. She just sat there, watching her with those pale gold eyes. The look reminded Lian of her university advisor. Whenever Lian submitted a paper, her advisor would look at her like that first—a long look—before saying, "Have a seat."

"You're Agatha," Lian said again, as if confirming.

The cat lowered its head and began licking its paw.

Lian stood there, suddenly unsure what to do. She had driven three hours, dragged two suitcases inside, and now she was standing in an inherited bookshop, facing a cat that was ignoring her. Outside, the sea was grey-blue, a few small islands visible in the distance, the sun moving west.

What should she do first?

Move the luggage upstairs? Check the bookshop's inventory? Call the lawyer to say she'd arrived safely? Or find something to eat? The hard bagel she'd eaten by the roadside that morning was long gone, and her stomach was reminding her it was almost two in the afternoon.

The old telephone on the cashier's counter suddenly rang.

Lian jumped. Agatha didn't even twitch an ear.

The phone rang three times. Lian walked over and picked up the receiver. "Hello?"

"Lian Moore?"

A woman's voice, a bit husky, but strong and vibrant.

"Yes."

"I'm Edna Whitaker. Your great-aunt's friend. You've arrived?"

"Just got here."

"Are you hungry?"

Lian hesitated. "I'm okay—"

"Hungry is hungry, not hungry is not hungry. What does 'okay' mean? Your great-aunt said you always said 'okay' on the phone, and then you'd get a stomach ache from hunger and not say a word. Come down. I've saved a spot at Jeannie's Breakfast. The blue house by the pier. Do you know where it is?"

"I—"

"Doesn't matter if you don't. It's a two-minute walk. That's the good thing about a small town, you can't get lost. Half an hour, okay?"

Before Lian could answer, the line went dead.

She put the receiver back and looked at Agatha. Agatha was still licking her paw, thoroughly engrossed.

"Edna Whitaker," Lian said.

The cat ignored her.
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Lian went upstairs, dropped off her luggage, and quickly washed her face. Upstairs there were three rooms: one was her great-aunt's bedroom, with a bed made up in white sheets, flat pillows, and a stack of books on the nightstand; one was empty, just a single bed and a wardrobe; and one was piled high with cardboard boxes, the door half-open, its contents unclear.

She chose the empty room, put her suitcase inside, and didn't open it.

When she came downstairs, Agatha was still on the cashier's counter, but had shifted position—now she was lying beside the enamel mug, her tail hanging down, swishing back and forth.

"I'm going out for a bit," Lian told her.

Agatha closed her eyes.

Lian pushed open the door, the shell chimes sounding. As the door closed behind her, she glanced back.

The bookshop stood quietly there, its faded seafoam blue boards, its deep red door, the second-floor gauze curtains still billowing. Agatha appeared at the window behind the cashier's counter, watching her through the glass.

Just one look. Then she jumped down and disappeared.
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The pier wasn't far from the bookshop. Lian followed the sidewalk downhill, past the handmade soap shop, the closed café, a bait and tackle shop, and then the view opened up before her.

The bay spread out in front of her.

The sun was already past its zenith, shining on the water, shattering into fragments of light. The pier stretched out into the sea, bristling with masts on moored boats, all sails furled. A few seagulls stood on pilings, staring at the passersby. The air held a faint, clean scent of fish and salt.

There weren't many people on the pier. An old man sat on a bench eating ice cream, a yellow Labrador crouched beside him, watching intently. Two kids in hoodies whizzed by on skateboards, their wheels rumbling on the wooden planks. A woman slowly pushed a stroller, the child inside asleep, head lolling to one side.

Lian stood on the pier, looking at the sea.

Across the water, she could see an island, its hills a blaze of red and yellow—autumn at its peak. Acadia, she remembered the name from the map. Maybe she could go tomorrow. Or the day after. Or... whenever she wanted. For the first time in a long while, she had nothing she absolutely had to do. No reports to submit, no meetings to attend, no messages to return. Her phone sat quietly in her pocket, like an object she didn't need.

"Daydreaming? Over here!"

Lian turned.

Jeannie's Breakfast was a pale blue building, its door open, the scent of frying bacon wafting out. A woman stood in the doorway, around sixty, with short grey hair and a pair of reading glasses, behind which were sharp, lively eyes. She wore a checked shirt with sleeves rolled to her elbows, held a cup of coffee, and was waving at Lian.

"Edna?" Lian walked over.

"Got it in one. Come in, I've got a table inside." Edna turned and went in, then stopped and looked back. "Your great-aunt said you were quiet. She was right. What were you looking at on the pier?"

"The sea."

"You'll see the sea every day from now on. Come eat first. You've let yourself get too hungry, haven't you?"

Lian didn't argue. She was hungry, and her stomach had started to ache faintly while she was standing by the water.

The restaurant wasn't big, a dozen or so tables, almost all full. Fishing nets and life rings hung on the walls, the menu written on a blackboard in slightly smudged chalk. Edna led her to a table at the very back, by the window, overlooking the pier.

"Sit. I ordered you blueberry pancakes and eggs. Okay? Your great-aunt said when you were little and came to visit, blueberry pancakes were your favorite."

Lian thought for a moment. She couldn't remember ever coming here. Edna saw her expression and waved her hand dismissively. "You were only three, how could you remember? Your parents brought you once. Emily was overjoyed, carrying you up and down the pier, showing you off to everyone: 'This is my great-niece's daughter!' You were too little to know then. Coming back now is just right."

The waitress brought two coffees, placing one in front of Lian, one in front of Edna. Lian thanked her, picked up the cup, and took a sip. The coffee was hot, bitter, but perfect.

Edna watched her drink, not speaking, just watching. The look was a bit like Agatha's—not judgmental, but observant, as if assessing something internally.

"Your great-aunt's been gone three years now," Edna finally said. "I used to come to the bookshop often, to keep her company, during her last days. She talked about you a lot."

Lian's grip on the cup tightened slightly. "What did she say?"

"That you studied hard, worked at the university library, taking care of old things. That you had patience—always did, even as a child. Could read a book for hours, and then tell people about it afterwards. She said you would come."

Lian looked down into her coffee. "The lawyer said she left me the bookshop. I don't know... I don't know why she left it to me. We hadn't seen each other in years."

Edna didn't respond. The waitress arrived with two plates: one with a golden brown, fluffy blueberry pancake, blueberries bursting inside, purple juice seeping out; one with eggs, bacon, toast. Lian looked at the food, and her stomach gave another faint pang.

"Eat first," Edna said. "Talk after."

Lian picked up her fork. The pancake was still warm, soft as she bit into it, the tartness of the blueberries blending with the sweetness of the batter. It reminded her of something from childhood—not the visit to Bar Harbor, but something else. Her mother would occasionally buy blueberry muffins for breakfast, served with milk. Lian would sit on the high kitchen stool, eating and watching the snow outside the window. She was small then, didn't know yet what the future held.

She ate half the pancake, then the eggs and bacon. The ache in her stomach slowly faded. Edna didn't ask any more questions, just drank her coffee and watched the people coming and going on the pier outside the window.

"Who's that?" Lian asked, pointing with her fork after finishing the last piece of bacon.

A man was walking towards them from the pier, around fifty, dark-skinned, wearing old work clothes and carrying a bucket of fish. He didn't walk fast, but each step was steady, like someone used to moving on a boat.

"Sam Ford," Edna said. "Owns the pier. The Fords have been fishing here for three generations. His grandfather once rescued people with his fishing boat."

"Rescued who?"

"During the big fire in 1947. You haven't heard about it? The whole town nearly burned down. He and other fishermen used their boats to evacuate everyone to the other shore. After that, a lot of people in town remembered the Fords." Edna paused, sipping her coffee. "Sam doesn't like to talk about it, though. His wife died of illness a few years back. He's raised their daughter alone. Quiet, but kind-hearted. If you ever need to go to the island, you can ask him to take you."

Lian watched the man disappear around a corner at the far end of the pier.

"It's a small town," Edna said. "You'll get to know who's who, slowly. No need to rush. Just get the bookshop sorted. What you need to know, you'll learn in time."

Lian turned back to her. "You said you used to come to the bookshop often, during her last days. Did she... did she ever mention anything special in the bookshop? Any secrets?"

Edna's expression shifted, just for a moment, but Lian caught it.

"Why do you ask?"

"Nothing," Lian said. "Just... while I'm sorting things out, I wondered if there was anything I should know about. Anything to look out for."

Edna looked at her, a real look this time, as if trying to read something in her face. After a moment, she put down her coffee cup and said, "Emily was a good person. She helped a lot of people, never talked about it. If there's something in that bookshop, it's something she thought should be kept. You'll find it in your own time. What's meant to be found, will be found."

It sounded a bit cryptic. Lian wanted to press further, but Edna had already stood up, pulling some cash from her pocket and placing it on the table.

"My treat. You go back and rest, you must be exhausted from the drive. Got time tomorrow? I'll come by the bookshop and help you sort through some of the old books. Some are Emily's treasures, you might want to see them."

"Okay," Lian said, also standing. "Thank you, Edna."

Edna reached the door, then turned back to look at her. Suddenly she smiled. The smile softened her whole face, making her seem less like the commanding老太太 she'd appeared before.

"If your great-aunt could see you sitting here, eating blueberry pancakes, she'd be happy," Edna said. "I haven't seen her that happy in a long time. You're here now, that's what matters."

She pushed the door open and left.

Lian stood by the window, watching her figure disappear towards the pier. Sunlight fell on the wooden planks; a few seagulls squabbled over something, noisy and raucous. In the distance, Sam Ford's boat was slowly motoring out of the harbor, leaving a white wake behind it.
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When she returned to the bookshop, the sun had already sunk behind the buildings, and the street was dim. The bookshop's door was still that deep crimson, the shell chimes tinkling softly in the evening breeze.

Lian pushed the door open and didn't turn on the light.

Inside, it was darker than outside. The bookshelves were vague silhouettes. A little light still came from the back window; the patch of sea was dark grey, almost indistinguishable from the sky.

Agatha sat motionless on the cashier's counter, her face turned towards the cellar door.

Lian followed her gaze.

The cellar door was closed, as usual. But Agatha just stared at it, her tail completely still, like a statue.

"What's wrong?" Lian asked.

The cat ignored her.

Lian walked over, opened the cellar door, and peered down. The stairs were pitch black; she couldn't see anything. A chill rose from below, carrying the damp, stony smell of a cellar, and something else—very faint, barely perceptible, but definitely there.

She stood at the doorway for a while, her eyes slowly adjusting to the darkness. She could now make out the bottom few steps, and the cellar floor. Cement, stacked with some cardboard boxes, just like during the day.

Agatha jumped down from the cashier's counter, came to her feet, and also looked down. But she didn't go down. She just looked.

Lian closed the cellar door and turned on the light.

The bookshop brightened, everything back to normal. Bookshelves, cashier's counter, armchair, postcards on the corkboard—all just as they were during the day. Agatha turned and walked away, jumping onto the windowsill and starting to lick her paw.

Lian stood there, looking at the closed cellar door.

"I'll look tomorrow," she said, unsure whether she was speaking to the cat or to herself.

She went upstairs, washed up, and lay down on the bed in that empty room. The sheets were fresh, smelling of laundry detergent. From the window came the sound of the waves, rhythmic, steady.

Lian closed her eyes.
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She didn't know how much later it was when she suddenly woke up.

The room was very dark. The sound of the waves was still there, but another sound had joined it—very soft, like something moving. Coming from downstairs.

She lay still, listening.

Another sound. Like the creak of a floorboard being stepped on. Then silence.

Agatha had somehow jumped onto the bed and was now crouched near her feet, facing the door. In the darkness, her eyes reflected a faint glimmer, unnaturally bright.

Lian sat up quietly.

Downstairs was silent. Only the waves, and the distant sound of the wind.

She waited a while, but heard nothing more.

"Was that you?" she whispered to Agatha.

The cat didn't move, didn't make a sound. Just crouched there, staring at the door.

Lian lay back down, but didn't sleep again. She listened to the waves, to the occasional creak—it might have been the old house settling, or it might not have been. Agatha stayed there, crouched, until the window began to lighten.

Just before dawn, the cat finally lay down, curling up at Lian's feet, closing her eyes.

Lian stared at the ceiling and thought:

Great-aunt, what did you leave behind?
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Chapter 2: The Perfume Bottle in the Cellar


[image: ]


## 1

Lian didn't know when she finally fell asleep.

She only remembered that just before dawn, Agatha had finally lain down, curling up at her feet. Then the light filtering through the curtains grew brighter, the sound of waves mingling with the cries of seagulls. Someone in the distance started a boat motor—putt-putt-putt, a steady rhythm, like a heartbeat.

She opened her eyes. Agatha was gone.

A single brown cat hair lay on the pillow, glinting in the sunlight.

Lian lay still, listening to the sounds outside. Seagulls, the motor, and the wind—wind seeping through the cracks in the window, gently stirring the curtains. The sheets smelled of laundry detergent, but the blanket had an old, familiar scent, like cotton dried in the sun, like something from long ago.

She remembered the sound from last night. That single creak of a floorboard.

Maybe it was just the old house settling. Maybe Agatha had gone downstairs. Maybe it was nothing.

She sat up and went downstairs.

Agatha was on the cashier's counter, licking her paw. When she saw Lian come down, the cat paused, glanced at her, then continued licking.

The bookshop looked the same as last night. The shelves, the armchair, the postcards on the corkboard, the glimpse of the sea through the back window. Sunlight streamed through the glass panel in the door, casting a rectangular patch of light on the floor, dust motes dancing within it. Everything was normal, so normal that Lian began to think she might have misheard things last night.

She opened the cellar door and peered down.

The stairs were pitch black; she still couldn't see anything. That chill rose up again, carrying the damp, stony smell, and something else—the smell of old things, paper, wood, and a faint, indefinable something.

Agatha jumped down from the counter and came to her feet, also looking down.

"Do you want to go down?" Lian asked.

The cat didn't move.

Lian waited a moment, then closed the cellar door. Now wasn't the time. She hadn't eaten breakfast, hadn't washed up, wasn't ready to face that dark, hollow basement. Her great-aunt's bookshop would wait for her; the cellar would wait for her too.

She went upstairs, washed up, changed into a clean sweater, and got ready to go out and find some breakfast.

As soon as she opened the door, the shell chimes tinkled, and Edna was standing right there on the sidewalk.

## 2

"Up already?" Edna held a paper bag. "Brought you some pancakes. From Jeannie's. Eat them while they're hot."

Lian was startled for a moment, then took the bag. "Thanks. How did you know I just woke up?"

"The shop's not open yet." Edna glanced inside the bookshop. "Your great-aunt used to open at seven, even earlier in summer. But no rush for you. Take your time." She paused. "When you're done eating, come with me. I'll show you around town. You can't stay cooped up in the bookshop forever."

Lian looked down at the paper bag. The pancakes were still warm, their aroma seeping through the paper. She remembered what Edna had said on the phone last night: "Your great-aunt said you always said 'okay' on the phone, and then you'd get a stomach ache from hunger and not say a word." It was true. She'd always been like that, since childhood.

"Okay," she said. "I'll just eat the pancake first—"

"Go inside and eat." Edna had already pushed the door open, the shell chimes clattering overhead. "It's cold out here. You'll get chilled standing around."

Lian followed her in.

When Agatha saw Edna, she jumped down from the counter and went over to rub against her legs. Edna bent down and scratched her head. "Miss me?"

The cat let out a soft purr.

Lian stood by, watching this. Edna and the cat were clearly familiar with each other; the cat rubbed against her hand, tail held high. She suddenly remembered the lawyer saying that if she didn't stay, Agatha would go to Edna.

"Sit down." Edna straightened up, pointing to the armchair. "What are you standing for?"

Lian sat down and opened the paper bag. The pancakes were still warm, golden and soft, blueberries bursting inside, purple juice seeping out. Just as delicious as yesterday's lunch.

Edna settled onto the high stool behind the cashier's counter and watched her eat.

"Your great-aunt used to sit here a lot," she said. "When someone came to buy a book, she'd get up and help them. When no one came, she'd sit right here and read. Window open, sea breeze blowing in, she could sit all afternoon."

Lian chewed her pancake, saying nothing.

"Do you know why she opened a bookshop?" Edna asked.

Lian shook her head.

"She said books are the one thing that don't lie. People lie, but books don't. You open an old book, what's written inside is what's written inside. You can't hide anything." Edna paused. "She liked books, and she liked people. But she liked books more."

Lian thought of her own days in the university library. Special Collections, 19th-century local documents. Those old books, old newspapers, old letters—they didn't lie. They just lay there, waiting for someone to open them, to read them, to discover what was hidden inside. She did like them. More than she liked people, probably. Maybe it was hereditary.

"Your great-aunt collected a lot of books," Edna said. "Some are rare editions, some are just ordinary old books. But she read every single one, remembered every single one. If you're going to sort through them, you'll have your hands full for a while."

Lian finished the last bite of pancake, folded the paper bag, and set it aside.

"I'm planning to start sorting," she said. "Today."

Edna nodded, getting down from the high stool. "Alright then. First come with me, get to know the town, then you can get back to it. Won't take long."

## 3

Bar Harbor was smaller than Lian had imagined, and also more full.

Small referred to its scale—from the bookshop to the pier, five minutes. From the pier to Main Street, three minutes. From Main Street to the Jesup Memorial Library, four minutes. The whole town was like a pocket-sized model, everything squeezed together; if anything happened to anyone, the whole town would know within half a day.

Full referred to its details. Every shop had its own name, its own color, its own smell. The handmade soap shop had a pot of lavender by the door, its sweet scent wafting out. The café was closed, but a row of empty bottles sat on the windowsill, dried flowers tucked inside, the colors lovely in the sunlight. The bait shop had a string of floats hanging by the door—red, yellow, blue—that clacked together plastic-ally when the wind blew.

Edna walked quickly, pointing things out as she went.

"That's the post office. Your mail goes there. The mailbox key is in the left drawer of the cashier's counter, your great-aunt labeled it."

"That's the fire station. Old Jim worked there for thirty years, retired last year. Now his son's in charge."

"That's the hardware store. If you need to fix a shelf, see Old Mike. He can do anything."

"That's the church. Usually empty, but packed on Christmas Eve."

Lian followed along, trying her best to remember. But there was too much, flowing through her mind like water. She only remembered that the post office roof was red, the fire station door was white, a stack of lumber sat outside the hardware store, and the church steeple gleamed brightly in the sun.

They reached the pier, and Edna stopped.

"That's Ford's Wharf," she said, pointing to a wooden dock lined with fishing boats. "Sam Ford's. The man you saw yesterday."

On the dock, a man in work clothes was sorting fishing nets. He was bent over, moving slowly and carefully, folding the net bit by bit. A black dog crouched beside him, watching him work, its tail sweeping back and forth on the planks.

"Want to go say hello?" Edna asked.

Lian hesitated. She didn't know what to say. She'd only seen him through a window yesterday; was she supposed to just walk up and say hello today? Say what? *Hi, I'm the new bookshop owner, your dock looks nice?*

Edna was already heading that way.

Lian had no choice but to follow.

As she got closer, she could see Sam Ford's face. Around fifty, dark skin, deep wrinkles at the corners of his eyes, etched by the sea wind. Hearing their footsteps, he looked up at them.

"Edna," he said. His voice was low, flat.

"Sam, this is Lian Moore. Emily's great-niece, here to take over the bookshop," Edna said.

Sam looked at her and nodded.

"Hello," Lian said.

Sam nodded again. Then he went back to sorting the net.

The black dog came over, sniffed Lian's shoes, and wagged its tail. Lian bent down and scratched its
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