
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1 – The First Blossom

 Clara arrives in town and meets Ethan among

blooming cherry trees.




Chapter 1: The First Blossom

The first blossoms of spring arrived overnight. One morning, the sleepy town of Willow Creek awoke beneath clouds of pale pink petals. Cherry trees lined the streets, their branches swaying gently in the warm breeze. After months of cold rain and gray skies, color had finally returned.

Clara Bennett stood beside a moving truck in the town square and stared at the blossoms dancing through the air.

“So this is Willow Creek,” she whispered. It was smaller than she expected. A bakery sat across from a flower shop. Bicycles leaned against fences. Neighbors waved to one another as if they had known each other forever.

For the first time in a long while, Clara felt hopeful. She had moved to Willow Creek to start over. Leaving the city behind hadn’t been easy, but she needed a place where life moved more slowly—a place where she could breathe.

A sudden burst of laughter caught her attention.

Across the square, a young man was helping a group of children hang colorful ribbons between trees. He moved quickly, climbing ladders, tying knots, and joking with everyone around him. The children adored him.

The elderly baker called out to him from her shop. “Careful up there, Ethan!”

The young man grinned.

“When have I ever fallen?”

The ladder immediately wobbled.

Everyone laughed.

Clara couldn’t help smiling.

Ethan jumped down from the ladder and landed safely. As he brushed blossom petals from his shirt, he noticed Clara watching. Their eyes met for a brief second.

Before Clara could look away, Ethan walked toward her. “You’re new here.”

It wasn’t a question.

Clara nodded.

“That obvious?”

“You’ve still got boxes.”

He pointed toward the moving truck.

“Oh.”

She laughed.

“Good point.”

“I’m Ethan.”

He extended his hand.

“Clara.”

His handshake was warm and confident. “Welcome to Willow Creek.”

“Thanks.”

Ethan glanced toward the square.

“You picked the best time to arrive.”

“The blossoms?”

“The blossoms, the sunshine, the spring festival next weekend.” His eyes sparkled as he spoke.

Clara noticed how alive he seemed.

Almost as if the season itself gave him energy. “Sounds like everyone here likes spring.”

Ethan looked up at the pink branches overhead. “No.”

A smile spread across his face.

“We love spring.”

For the next hour, Ethan helped unload boxes from the truck. He carried furniture, stacked cartons, and somehow managed to make even the most boring tasks entertaining.

By the time the truck was empty, Clara found herself laughing more than she had in months.

As the sun began to set, the town square glowed gold. The cherry blossoms looked almost magical.

Ethan wiped sweat from his forehead.

“Not bad for your first day.”

“I couldn’t have done it without you.”

“That’s what neighbors are for.”

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

A gentle breeze drifted through the square, carrying petals between them.

Clara watched one land on Ethan’s shoulder.

He didn’t seem to notice.

“You really like spring, don’t you?” she asked.

Ethan smiled softly.

“It’s the season that reminds me to start again.”

Something about the way he said it made Clara curious. There was happiness in his voice.

But there was something else too.

Something hidden.

Before she could ask, the church bell rang in the distance. Ethan stepped back.

“I should get going.”

“See you around?”

“Definitely.”

He began walking toward the street before turning around one last time.

“Oh, Clara?”

“Yeah?”

“Don’t miss the sunrise tomorrow.”

She laughed.

“Why?”

“Trust me.”

Then he disappeared down the blossom-covered road. That night, Clara unpacked until exhaustion forced her to stop. Before bed, she remembered Ethan’s advice.

The next morning, she woke before dawn and walked outside.

 

The town was silent.

Then the sun appeared above the horizon. Golden light spilled across the fields. The cherry blossoms glowed like tiny stars. And standing beneath the largest tree in town was Ethan.

Watching the sunrise alone.

Clara smiled.

Without realizing it, the first page of a new chapter in her life had already begun.




Chapter 2 – Days of Sunshine

 Their friendship grows during festivals, picnics, and long

summer afternoons.




Chapter 2: Days of Sunshine

The days that followed felt lighter than any Clara could remember.

Spring settled comfortably over Willow Creek. Flowers bloomed along fences, birds filled the mornings with song, and the town seemed to spend every possible moment outdoors. And somehow, Ethan was always there.

Whenever Clara visited the bakery, Ethan was helping carry flour sacks.

When she walked through the market, Ethan was setting up stalls.

When she stopped by the community garden, Ethan was planting seedlings with a group of children.

It was as if the entire town moved around him. “Does he ever rest?” Clara asked Mrs. Harper, the baker. Mrs. Harper laughed.

“Not in spring.”

“What does that mean?”

The older woman simply smiled.

“You’ll see.”

That answer only made Clara more curious.

One bright Saturday morning, Ethan appeared outside Clara’s cottage carrying two bicycles.

“You know how to ride?”

Clara crossed her arms.

“Of course I know how to ride.”

“Good.”

He handed her a helmet.

“Because we’re going on an adventure.”

“An adventure?”

“That’s right.”

“Do I get a choice?”

“Nope.”

Clara laughed and followed him.

The road wound through fields painted with wildflowers. Yellow, purple, and white blossoms stretched toward the horizon.

The air smelled fresh and sweet.

As they rode, Ethan pointed out everything he loved.

The oldest oak tree in town.

The hidden creek where children caught frogs. The hill with the best sunset view.

His excitement was impossible to resist. By the time they reached the top of the hill, Clara was breathless from both the ride and the laughter. Ethan dropped onto the grass.

“See?”

She looked out across the valley.

The view was breathtaking.

Rolling green fields sparkled beneath the afternoon sun. Tiny houses dotted the landscape.

Far in the distance, mountains stood against the blue sky. “Okay,” Clara admitted.

“You win.”

“I know.”

She tossed a flower at him.

He grinned.

For a while, they sat together in comfortable silence. The breeze played with the grass around them. Clara found herself studying Ethan.

The way he smiled.

The way he always seemed relaxed outdoors. The way sunlight seemed to belong to him. “You really love this place.”

“I do.”

“Why?”

Ethan thought for a moment.

“Because every spring feels like a second chance.” Clara looked at him.

“Second chance for what?”

His smile faded briefly.

Then it returned.

“For everything.”

Before she could ask more, he stood up.

“Come on.”

“Where are we going now?”

“The festival committee needs help.”

“Of course they do.”

The Spring Blossom Festival arrived a week later.

The town square overflowed with music, food, and

colorful decorations.

Children chased one another between stalls.

Musicians played cheerful songs.

Neighbors gathered beneath strings of lanterns.

Clara spent most of the day helping decorate booths.

Everywhere she looked, Ethan was busy.

He carried tables.

Fixed banners.

Helped vendors.

Played games with children.

Danced with elderly neighbors.

Somehow, he never seemed tired.

As evening approached, lanterns flickered to life.

The square glowed beneath hundreds of tiny lights. “It looks beautiful,” Clara said.

Ethan stood beside her.

“It does.”

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

Music drifted through the warm evening air. Then Ethan held out his hand.

“Dance with me.”

Clara blinked.

“What?”

“Dance.”

“I don’t dance.”

“Everyone says that.”

“Because it’s true.”

Ethan smiled.

“One dance.”

The band began playing a slow melody.

Around them, couples moved across the square. Clara hesitated.

Then she placed her hand in his.

His fingers closed gently around hers.

Together they stepped into the crowd.

At first, Clara stumbled.

Ethan laughed softly.

“Relax.”

“I’m trying.”

“No, you’re thinking.”

The comment made her laugh.

Soon she found herself moving naturally. The music carried them beneath glowing lanterns and drifting blossom petals.

For the first time in years, Clara forgot about the worries she had left behind.

The only thing that mattered was this moment. When the song ended, neither of them stepped away immediately.

Their eyes met.

Something unspoken passed between them. A feeling neither was ready to name.

Then fireworks suddenly exploded overhead. The sky burst with gold and silver light. Everyone cheered.

The spell was broken.

Clara looked up.

Ethan did too.

Neither noticed how close they still stood. Above them, spring painted the night sky with stars and fire.

And somewhere deep inside, a small seed had begun to grow.




Chapter 3 – August Skies

 As summer nears its end, Clara notices Ethan

becoming distant.




Chapter 3: August Skies

Summer arrived slowly, then all at once. The blossoms of spring gave way to fields of sunflowers. The days stretched long and golden, and Willow Creek basked beneath endless blue skies.

For Clara, the season passed in a blur of laughter, picnics, and afternoons spent with Ethan. They explored forest trails.

They shared lemonade on front porches. They watched sunsets from the hill overlooking the valley.

Every day seemed brighter than the last. And every day, Clara found herself falling a little more in love with him.

Though she hadn’t admitted it—not even to herself.

One afternoon in early August, the town gathered by the lake for the annual Summer Fair.

Children splashed near the shore.

Families spread blankets across the grass. Music floated through the warm air.

Clara sat beneath a large willow tree while Ethan helped organize a boat race.

As always, he was smiling.

As always, everyone seemed happy when he was around. But something felt different.

Small things.

The kind most people wouldn’t notice.

His laughter didn’t last as long.

His smiles faded more quickly.

Every so often, Clara would catch him staring into the distance. Lost somewhere she couldn’t follow.

When she asked if he was alright, he always answered the same way.

“I’m fine.”

Yet she wasn’t convinced.

That evening, they climbed their favorite hill to watch the sunset.

The sky burned orange and pink above the valley. The fields below shimmered in the fading light. For a while, neither of them spoke.

Then Clara broke the silence.

“You’ve been quiet lately.”

Ethan smiled faintly.

“Have I?”

“Yes.”

“I’m probably just tired.”

“You never get tired.”

That made him laugh.

A real laugh.

For a moment, Clara felt relieved.

But then the silence returned.

He stared toward the horizon.

The sun slowly sank lower.

“Ethan?”

“Yeah?”

“What happens when summer ends?”

The question escaped before she could stop it. He looked at her.

“What do you mean?”

“I don’t know.”

She shrugged.

“It just feels like you love summer so much.” His gaze drifted back to the sunset.

For several seconds, he didn’t answer.

Then he said quietly,

“Summer doesn’t stay.”

Clara frowned.

“No season does.”

“Exactly.”

The words carried a weight she didn’t understand. The following weeks passed quickly.

The days grew shorter.

The evenings became cooler.

The first hints of autumn appeared among the trees. And Ethan continued to change.

He still helped around town.

Still smiled.

Still greeted everyone warmly.

But the energy that had once seemed endless was fading. Like sunlight disappearing behind clouds.

One afternoon, Clara stopped by the community garden. She expected to find Ethan tending the vegetables. Instead she found his tools resting beside an empty garden bed. “Looking for Ethan?”

Mrs. Harper stood nearby carrying a basket. Clara nodded.

“He left early.”

“Is everything okay?”

The older woman hesitated.

Then she sighed.

"It happens every year."

"What does?"

Mrs. Harper glanced toward the distant hills. "The closer winter gets, the quieter he becomes." Clara's stomach tightened.

"Why?"

"I don't think that's my story to tell."

A few days later, a summer storm rolled through Willow Creek. Dark clouds covered the sky.

Rain tapped against windows.

The town stayed indoors.

Clara sat reading when she noticed a figure walking through the storm.

Ethan.

Without an umbrella.

Without a destination she could see.

He simply walked.

Head lowered.

Hands buried in his pockets.

As if he wanted the rain to hide him.

Before she could call out, he disappeared down the road. The sight stayed with her long after he was gone. At the end of August, Clara returned to the hill alone. The same hill where they had watched countless sunsets. The same hill where everything had felt easy. The grass swayed in the evening breeze.

The sky glowed gold.

But something felt different now.

The season was changing.

And so was Ethan.

As the sun slipped below the horizon, Clara made a quiet promise to herself.

Whatever burden he carried...

Whatever shadow followed him into autumn... She would find a way to understand it.

Because somewhere between the blossoms of spring and the sunsets of summer, Ethan had become more than a friend. And Clara wasn't ready to lose him to the coming cold.




Chapter 4 – Falling Leaves

 

 Autumn arrives and Ethan begins withdrawing from

friends and town activities.



cover.jpeg
WHEN INSPRING

¥

WHERE TOVE BEGINS AGALN






