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Old​‍​‌‍​‍‌ cobblestones held onto the morning mist, and the mist was hanging on just for the sunlight to reach the harbor. The air tasted like salt and strong coffee—coming in through every window left open. Emma tightened her grip on the steering wheel and tried to calm her breathing. The life she had fled was following her, suffocating her more than the boxes that were stacked in the back of her truck. However, as she was driving through the sleepy coastal town, a thought came to her out of the blue and was as bright as the sun. Perhaps, this is the place where I start over again.

She drove past the town square, not seeing or looking for anything, just feeling the view. Soon she saw a sign: The Book Nook. Looking inside the window, the bookshelves seemed to be weighed down with heaps of old books, and their dust was miffed with time. A note stuck on the glass reading "Rare Editions Bought and Restored" was what made her look twice. She wasn't very sure of it but she did park her car there. First editions—totally impractical, but the mere idea of them kindled a little fire inside her, the part of her that she hadn't felt in ages.

When she entered the store, the small bell on the door let out a gentle sound. The sound was so light that it barely disturbed the silence that had settled inside. In the midst of the bookshelves, a man, appeared—he was tall and had gray streaks in his hair. He seemed to have been quiet for years and was not very sure how to communicate with the outside world again.

“Can I be of assistance?” His voice was calm and tentative, like he was trying it out for the first time after a long break.

“I’m just looking,” Emma replied.

He acknowledged with a nod, and then he turned and left her to her own devices.

She was going here and there between the shelves, and her fingers were all the time touching the spines until she saw a dark red book whose spine was broken and the gold letters were almost completely worn off. She took it in her hand and a tremor passed her. When she unfolded it, a paper that was quite yellow with time came out and landed on the floor.

The faded ink proclaimed:

“To the one who dares to begin again.”

Emma didn't move an inch. She had no idea of the author but the words seemed to be hers, a secret shared only to her. She looked around, half thinking that someone must be watching, but the man—Lucas, as per the name on the counter—was already gone in the back.

Perhaps the town had more to offer her than she had anticipated. Maybe, in such hidden places, there was still space for something new.

Once more the bell let out its sound. Another person came in, the sound of footsteps on the wooden floor, and the wind playing with the door that was left open. Emma raised her head but she could not see the person, just the sound, just the feeling that something was going to happen.

At that moment, she was feeling the heaviness of a new beginning.

She was also able to sense the very faint, almost insignificant, but still there, hopeful and reassuring, hopeful and ​‍​‌‍​‍‌reassuring.

Lucas always measured time by the sound of the shop’s bell. Morning would sneak in with the soft shuffle of customers, the hush after the door swung shut. That was how he kept track of things — not clocks or calendars, just the rhythm of arrivals and departures. The world outside kept changing, but inside, wrapped in the scent of paper and dust, he could almost believe it hadn’t.

He was putting away a stack of poetry books when she came in. The bell barely made a sound, like she was trying not to disturb anything. He didn’t look up right away. Years alone in the shop had trained him to move slow, to wait things out. But eventually he glanced over and spotted her by the window, hands tucked close, still holding onto the morning’s chill.

She didn’t look like someone passing through. There was a quiet about her, something unfinished, like a sentence with the last word missing.

“Can I help you?” he asked, aiming for steady and calm.

“I’m just looking.”

Her voice wasn’t cold. It had that far-off quality he recognized — people trying to disappear, but still hoping someone might notice them.

He nodded and went back to shelving, but he kept watching her out of the corner of his eye. She moved between shelves, fingertips trailing along the spines, searching for something — maybe a heartbeat, maybe a memory. She stopped at the history section, her hand lingering on a battered red book.

Then he heard it — the soft rustle of paper, a note slipping to the floor.

Lucas stopped, heart thudding. He knew that book. He remembered fixing it up, the loose page he’d meant to remove but never got around to. The handwriting wasn’t his, but the words were familiar.

“To the one who dares to begin again.”

He watched her read it. She didn’t smile or call out, but her lips parted, like the words had hit a nerve. She folded the note and put it back, careful, almost like she was saying a prayer.

Something changed in that moment. Nothing dramatic, just a subtle shift — but real. Lucas had built his life around silence, but this cracked it open a little. People could still surprise him. Stories didn’t always stay in the books.

The bell rang again. He turned, half-expecting something, but whoever came in didn’t say a word. The shop felt colder, the air heavier. Emma glanced up, uncertain. Lucas drifted toward the counter, his hand finding the edge, an old habit.

He tried to tell himself it was nothing, just another customer.

But he knew it wasn’t. Not this time.

The​‍​‌‍​‍‌ morning sun flowed through the glass windows, giving a beautiful touch of gold to the shelves. Emma ended up coming much earlier than planned. She was pulled in by something she couldn’t quite figure out. That note she found yesterday kept coming to her thought all night as if it was a half-forgotten tune.

Lucas was already there and he was arranging a pile of old paperbacks behind the counter. When the door bell rang, he looked up with a surprise at first but then his expression changed to something more familiar.

"You’re back," he said.

Emma gave a little shrug and smile. “I just couldn’t stay away. There is always something here that draws one.”

He responded with a low chuckle. “Absolutely. It’s like a virus under your skin.”

The shop was behaving as if it was different that day- quiet, almost like it was waiting. The walls were even seeming to breathe in. Emma rummaged through her bag, retrieving the aged leather-bound book which she placed on the counter between them.

“Here it is,” she pointed to the book “with the note.”

Lucas touched the cover with a few fingers but did not open it.

“It’s a long time since I saw it,” he said.

“You remember it?”

He puzzled over it for a bit. “Storing a vague memory of it in my head. I am not sure though how it ended up here which is the mystery.”

Emma was in the middle of turning each very careful page of the book when a dropped note landed on the counter. The note was written in a neat manner and it was very long loops of letters, probably by a person who was very meticulous and patient.

Reading it aloud, she said:

Not all tales are for reading - they are just for remembering.

The world went so small for that one moment and that one sentence was all that could be seen. Even the sound of the sea was very dim and the ancient shelves were steady.

Lucas moved closer and looked at the note more carefully. “The handwriting... it looks like my father's.”

Emma, looking at him, was very much surprised. “Your father?”

He confirmed it with a nod. “He was the one who gave birth to this place. It has been a long time since I saw any of his.”

The silence that came over them was not an uncomfortable one and yet it was very heavy, as if all people present were waiting for that something to break.

Emma looked at the note once more and was feeling its side with her finger. On the back, she saw very faintly just one word-if that was not almost completely lost in the ink it would have been clear as day.

Begin.

Her breath stopped. Lucas was looking at her and couldn't take his eyes off hers, they both came to the same conclusion.

They didn't have to say it. That one word was enough to say everything.the past was not over with them still. ​‍​‌‍​

The​‍​‌‍​‍‌ following day, the whole town was enveloped in a salty mist that proceeded to linger on the things as if it was an old habit of recalling a thought that you just can't get out of your mind.

Emma hastened across the square pulling her coat tighter, the sound of her boots reverberating softly on the cobblestones. A visit to the bookshop had triggered something very deep in her, something very old indeed, but she was not able to identify it.

She entered the town library by crouching her head, a round old building made of stone which had a smell of dust, salt, and secrets. The woman at the counter looked up; her silver hair sparkled in the light.

"Good morning," said Emma softly. "I need to find mementos or information about Henry Ward. He was a bookshop owner by the waterfront."

The face of the librarian brightened with recall. "Henry Ward... yeah, I remember him. He died a few years ago. A very kindhearted person. He was crazy in love with his stories,"

Emma was at a loss for words, but she gambled the next line. "Did he leave behind any kind of area? Maybe letters?"

"Do we have something to look at?" the woman said, standing up from her chair. "Let me escort you,"

They moved to the storage room. It was dim and chilly there, the smell of old days was still in the air, and the place was totally quiet. Dust particles were visible in a ray of light from the window.

The librarian pulled out a drawer labeled H. Ward, 1979-1992. There lay: yellowed sheets of paper, blurred news clippings, and a single brown envelope with the words Personal Correspondence stamped on it.

Emma with her heart racing took the letter all the way out. And within the letter, a photograph. Young Lucas is standing next to his dad outside the bookshop. The old wooden sign still hung above: Ward's Books.

However, it was not the picture that made her breath stop. On the reverse of the photo, in faint writing, was a single line:

Every story begins where another one ends.

She was feeling very uncomfortable. The note she had found in the book was of the same ink and was written by the same hand. It must have been the same hand and ink as the note in the book.

The librarian's voice pierced the silence. "You alright, dear?"

At first, Emma could not speak. She nodded. "I am fine but... finding it was like meeting it waiting for me,"

When she was outside again, the mist was already dissipating. The bookshop could be seen at the end of the road with its windows softly shining in the gray afternoon.





































































































































































































































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
BOOKSHOP
OHANCES






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
BOOKSHOP
CHANCES






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





