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Chapter 1: Cinnamon and Silence
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The smell of cinnamon filled the air,
But not even sweetness could strip despair.
I stirred the batter, blinked back tears,
Baking through my breaking years.
Owen was gone—no note, no fight,
Just dreams he chased into the night.
Said California called his name,
And I was just a passing flame.
I smiled through dough, I shaped each bun,
Pretending I was still the one.
He said he loved me, then he lied—
Left autumn warm but cold inside.
He spoke of plans, of things to prove,
And left me stuck, unable to move.
How do you bake with hands so sore,
When every song reminds you more?
Still, I opened shop at half-past eight,
Wore my apron, masked my state.
Customers came with cheerful eyes,
While I served heartache in disguise.
Behind the glass, I placed each treat,
A life half-lost, a taste half-sweet.
And though the town still called me “dear,”
No one saw the ghosts in here.
But flour’s forgiving, and ovens hum,
And grief bakes quiet when hands go numb.
So I kneaded silence into bread,
And tried to rise from what he said.
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Chapter 2: The Man Who Never Left
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The bell above the door gave way,
To footsteps echoing in the day.
No wind, no rush, no thunder cried—
Just someone she had not denied.
He wasn’t new, he wasn’t bold,
He didn’t shimmer, shine, or scold.
He simply came, like seasons do—
The man whose presence always grew.
He placed his coat upon the chair,
Brushed flour off her braided hair.
She didn’t flinch, she didn’t speak—
But felt the calm he’d always keep.
He poured two cups, the mug was chipped,
She smiled a little, barely sipped.
“Still too much sugar?” he would tease,
And filled the silence with small ease.
He found a wrench beneath the sink,
And wiped his brow with thoughtful blink.
He patched the shelf she meant to fix,
Then turned to stir the biscuit mix.
They didn’t speak of where she’d bled,
Or of the words that he had said.
No mention of the man who ran,
Just butter, dough, and steady hands.
He asked about the cinnamon,
The walnut glaze, the morning sun.
He watched her move—her quiet ways,
And knew she'd fought through darker days.
She caught his glance, then looked away,
Unready still to let things stay.
But still he stayed, without demand,
A tea-stained heart, a working hand.
By noon the counters gleamed anew,
The jars refilled, the windows too.
And though no vows were ever spoken,
She knew some bonds need not be broken.
He tipped his cap, then paused the door,
As if to ask, yet nothing more.
She nodded once, her eyes still wet—
For he’s the man who never left.
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Chapter 3: Ghosts of the Table
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The table still bore etch and mark,
Of meals once shared from dawn till dark.
The knife lines deep, the candle’s stain,
A silent map of joy and pain.
She set two plates, then cleared just one,
Out of habit, not for fun.
The chairs sat still in quiet row,
A dinner paused from years ago.
The radio played something low,
A crackling tune from long ago.
She hummed along, then let it fade,
As memory wrapped her like a braid.
She found a photo in a drawer,
The corners bent, the edges worn.
Owen’s smile, her lips mid-laugh,
A moment frozen, cut in half.
She touched the glass, then looked away,
Some pictures hurt when left on display.
She didn’t cry, she didn’t flinch,
But grief had settled inch by inch.
She baked a cake she used to make,
His favorite one with almond flake.
She swore she’d toss it once it cooled,
But something soft in her was fooled.
The scent of sugar filled the air,
But not enough to make her care.
She watched it rise, then turned her face,
And felt the hollowness of space.
The past was sweet, but sharp and thick,
It left behind a heavy brick.
And though she walked from what they were,
She couldn’t yet walk past the blur.
By midnight, silence wrapped her tight,
The cake untouched beneath the light.
And though she swore she’d moved ahead,
She still set dreams at that old thread.
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Chapter 4: Where Laughter Lingers
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The bakery woke with morning light,
A golden beam that spilled just right.
She opened blinds, released the air,
And found small peace still living there.
Liam returned, just past the bell,
His presence calm, his pockets full.
With paper bags and two warm cups,
He offered breakfast, muffins, trust.
“Your shelves are bare,” he said with grin,
She raised a brow, invited him in.
Together they stocked, they swept the floor,
And laughter lived where ache had poured.
He teased her apron, smudged with jam,
She called him lazy, joked he’d scram.
They danced around with light banter,
Like nothing hurt, like hearts don’t splinter.
A customer walked in at ten,
An old woman with kind hands and pen.
She asked for “something soft and sweet,”
Melody offered cranberry wheat.
And as the woman left with joy,
She whispered, “You should marry that boy.”
Melody laughed, her cheeks aglow—
“Oh, he just helps... and eats the dough.”
But something flickered in her tone,
A question forming all its own.
Could laughter patch what once was torn?
Could friendship spark from days forlorn?
Liam just smiled, cleaned his face,
And found a chair, his favourite place.
She handed him a slice of pie,
And neither one could meet the eye.
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Chapter 5: His Name in the Wind
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The breeze blew in with scattered leaves,
A rustling song through window eaves.
She stood alone beside the sill,
And whispered, “Owen,” soft and still.
It wasn’t grief that pulled his name,
But memory’s slow, reluctant flame.
A thought that clung, a sound, a scent,
The echo of a love long spent.
She took a walk, apron removed,
Through streets that once held every move.
The bookstore sign was cracked and worn,
The place they dreamed they'd someday own.
She passed the bench near Willow Creek,
Where he first kissed her on the cheek.
Where Liam joked and threw small stones,
And where they laughed like kings on thrones.
The wind grew brisk, the sky turned grey,
Like old regrets that wouldn't stay.
She crossed her arms, picked up her pace,
Still haunted by his ghostlike face.
Back home, she found a letter there,
Tucked gently near her rocking chair.
No name, no stamp, just lines of ink—
It made her breath stop short and sink.
“I never stopped thinking of you.
I know I lost what once was true.
If you ever bake that almond pie—
You’ll know I’m near. Just look outside.”
She sat down slow, the letter pressed,
Against the place beneath her chest.
She didn’t cry. She didn’t speak.
She simply baked that pie that week.
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