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For Miss Libby,

Thank you, This chair is where all my stories came to life.

It became a place of thinking, imagining, and creating.

Thank you for the little red chair,

and for giving my stories somewhere to begin.
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​Chapter 1:

​A Quiet Morning
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The library was always quiet in the mornings.

Sunlight came in through the windows and settled across the shelves, warming the spines of books that had been read many times and others that were still waiting. This was the time of day that seemed the most calm.

Lindy volunteered at the library most mornings. She helped organize the books, sliding them back into place and making sure nothing was out of order. She liked the way the shelves looked when everything was where it belonged. It made the whole room feel comfortable and right.

Lindy was very particular.

She noticed when something felt slightly off—a book leaning the wrong way, a stack that didn’t quite line up, papers that needed straightening. Paying attention to small things was simply how she moved through the world.

When she finished each day, Lindy would set her backpack down at her feet and take a moment to admire her work before she left.

It helped her feel accomplished.

Inside her backpack were the things she needed most: a few notebooks, several pens, and a small snack or two. Lindy had learned it was best to always be prepared.

This particular morning, she decided to sit down for a moment and enjoy one of her snacks.

She plopped down in the nearest chair.

It was small and red and tucked slightly off to the side. The chair felt steady beneath her, and her feet touched the floor just right.

Lindy reached into her backpack and pulled out her snack, but before she could take a bite, a thought drifted in.

She paused.

The snack went back into the backpack, and out came her trusty notebook. Then she chose a pen—carefully. Lindy was particular about those too. Being left-handed meant the wrong pen could smear, scratch, or drag across the page.

That could turn a good idea into a big mess.

Lindy did not enjoy messes.

After carefully selecting her pen, she leaned forward and began to write, capturing the idea before it could disappear.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 2:

​Staying Late
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Lindy didn’t notice the time at first.

She wrote slowly, her pen moving across the page while the rest of the library stayed quiet around her. The chair held steady beneath her, and the words came one after another, easy and sure.

By the time Lindy looked up, the light through the windows had shifted.

“Oh,” she said softly.

She gathered her things quickly. The notebook went into her backpack, followed by her pens. She zipped it closed, slung it over her shoulder, and hurried toward the front of the library.

“I’m sorry!” Lindy called, already moving toward the door.

Miss Libby was waiting by the desk, keys in hand. “That’s alright,” she said, smiling. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Lindy waved and slipped outside, the door closing gently behind her.

Miss Libby turned to lock up and took a step toward the chair to straighten it. That was when she noticed the paper still resting on the seat.

“Oh—Lindy,” she called.

But the door was already closed, and Lindy was gone.

Miss Libby picked up the paper.

It was a short story, written neatly in careful lines. It was about a dog and his big adventure—about bravery, and getting lost, and finding the way back again.

Miss Libby read it once.

Then she read it again.

She smiled to herself and folded the paper carefully, setting it aside to return in the morning.
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​Chapter 3:

​Returned 
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Lindy arrived at the library the next morning right on time.

She had barely set her backpack down when Miss Libby appeared beside her desk, holding a folded piece of paper.

“I’m so sorry,” Miss Libby said at once. “I didn’t mean to read it, but you’d already gone, and—well—it was so good.”

Lindy stopped short.

“Oh,” she said, her ears warming. “I didn’t mean to leave it.”

“I know,” Miss Libby said kindly. “I hope you don’t mind. I really loved it.”

Lindy nodded, suddenly very interested in the floor. “Thank you,” she said quietly, tucking the paper away.

She went about her work like she always did, returning books and straightening shelves, but her thoughts kept drifting back to that folded page.

Miss Libby had read it. Miss Libby had liked it.

That thought felt a little crazy to her. Lindy shook it off and carried on.

When her work was finished, Lindy found herself back in the little red chair.

She unfolded the story and read it to herself, slowly and carefully. It sounded different now. Better, somehow. Before she could think too much about it, another idea nudged its way in.

Lindy reached for her just-in-case notebook.

She scribbled the idea down quickly, just enough so she wouldn’t forget it. Then she opened her regular notebook and began a new story, glancing at the clock every so often as she wrote.

This time, when the day began to wind down, Lindy noticed.

She packed up carefully, returned her pens to her backpack, and neatened her little space. The chair looked just as it had when she found it.

Before leaving, Lindy set today’s piece of paper neatly on the seat.

It was a story about a gerbil who was in a terrible hurry.

Then she smiled to herself and headed for the door.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 4:

​Looking Forward

[image: ]


Miss Libby began to look forward to the stories.

One afternoon, she mentioned them to John from the tea shop, reading one aloud while he waited. John smiled and asked if there would be another. Later, he told Ray down at the local general store, who said he might stop by sometime to see what Lindy was writing.

Miss Libby smiled every time she talked about them.

“They’re just little stories,” she would say. “But they’re very good.”

Before long, people began asking about them.

Lindy didn’t notice at first. She volunteered like always and found her way to the little red chair once she was finished. She opened her notebook and began to write, her pen moving steadily across the page.

When Miss Libby asked  if there might be another story that day, Lindy paused.

“I’m not sure,” she said honestly.

That surprised her.

Lindy was usually sure about things. She liked knowing what came next. That was just part of being so particular. But these stories didn’t work that way. They arrived while she was writing, and she never quite knew what would come out until it was already there.

That afternoon, she became so focused on the story in front of her that she didn’t notice John or Ray standing nearby. She wrote and crossed out words, leaned forward, and kept going until the page felt finished.

Only when she packed up her things did she realize they were there, waiting
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