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When the Orchard Was Closed

A Stillwater Tea House Story

by LDS Production





Welcome to Greywater Bay

Greywater Bay is a quiet coastal town where people carry more than they often say.

Some arrive with grief.

Some with loneliness.

Some with questions that refuse to leave.

And sometimes, they find themselves sitting inside Stillwater Tea House, watching rain drift across the harbor while life slowly finds a way forward.

Each story in Greywater Bay stands alone, but together they form a collection of gentle reflections on friendship, loss, healing, kindness, and the quiet courage required to begin again.

Welcome to Greywater Bay.

A seat is waiting by the window.

Author's Note

This story began with a question.

What happens when something important disappears without explanation?

Most of us expect difficult experiences to come with reasons.

We want to understand what happened.

We want to know why.

We want the missing pieces.

But life does not always provide them.

Some doors close without warning.

Some conversations never happen.

Some questions remain unanswered.

When that happens, we are left with a choice.

We can spend our lives standing before a closed gate.

Or we can begin planting somewhere else.

When the Orchard Was Closed is a story about loss, uncertainty, unanswered questions, and the slow rediscovery of hope.

More than anything, it is a story about remembering that what we build is important—but it is not the whole of who we are.

Thank you for visiting Greywater Bay.

I hope you find something here worth carrying with you.

— LDS Production

About the Greywater Bay Stories

Greywater Bay Stories is a collection of interconnected standalone novels set in a small coastal town where ordinary people carry extraordinary burdens.

At the heart of the town stands Stillwater Tea House, a warm gathering place where conversations begin, friendships grow, and lives quietly intersect.

Each book explores a different aspect of the human experience:

Book 1

The Woman Who Bought Two Cakes

A gentle story about grief, misunderstanding, and the danger of judging lives we do not fully understand.

Book 2

The Letters Left Beneath the Lantern

A story about loneliness, connection, and the unexpected ways people leave kindness behind.

Book 3

The Man Who Always Stayed Until Closing Time

A quiet reflection on loss, companionship, and the importance of noticing the people around us.

Book 4

When the Orchard Was Closed

A story about unanswered questions, identity, resilience, and the courage to begin again.

Though each book may be read independently, together they reveal the heart of Greywater Bay—a place where healing often begins with a simple conversation and a warm cup of tea.
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An Ordinary Morning
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Gabriel Reyes wasn't expecting bad news.

That was what made it so difficult to understand.

The previous evening had been ordinary.

Before going to bed, he had checked his dashboard one last time, as he often did.

There had been new sales.

A few new orders.

Nothing dramatic.

Nothing life-changing.

Just enough to make him smile before closing the laptop.

Five years earlier, he would have celebrated every sale.

Now he simply nodded, satisfied that the orchard was still growing.

That was what he called it in his mind.

The orchard.

Not because he sold fruit.

Because every customer felt like a tree planted carefully by hand.

One order.

One review.

One conversation.

One season at a time.

Slowly.

Patiently.

The way orchards grow.

The next morning began like every other morning.

Coffee.

A quick look through the kitchen window.

Grey clouds hanging above the harbor.

The distant cries of seagulls drifting in from the sea.

Nothing unusual.

Nothing that warned him his life was about to change.

He carried his mug to the table.

Opened his laptop.

Signed in.

And waited.

For a moment, he thought the page had loaded incorrectly.

The dashboard looked wrong.

The numbers were gone.

The reports were gone.

The familiar menus had disappeared.

Gabriel frowned.

He refreshed the page.

Once.

Twice.

Three times.

The same message remained.

Your account has been closed.

The words sat in the center of the screen.

Simple.

Clear.

Final.

He stared at them.

His mind refused to cooperate.

There had to be some mistake.

The previous night, the account had been active.

The previous night, customers had still been placing orders.

The previous night, everything had been normal.

He refreshed the page again.

Nothing changed.

The message remained.

Cold.

Certain.

Unmoving.

Gabriel set his coffee down.

He had not taken a single sip.

His hands suddenly felt strange.

As though they belonged to someone else.

He checked his email.

Nothing helpful.

He checked again.

Still nothing.

He opened another tab.

Then another.

Then another.

Searching for an explanation that seemed to exist everywhere except where he needed it.

Minutes passed.

Then an hour.

Then more.

The coffee grew cold.

The room grew brighter as morning sunlight fought its way through the clouds.

Outside, Greywater Bay continued as if nothing had happened.

Cars passed along Harbor Road.

A fisherman unloaded supplies from his truck.

A woman walked her dog along the waterfront.

Somewhere nearby, a child laughed.

The world had continued.

His had not.

For five years, Gabriel had built something.

Not quickly.

Not easily.

There had been late nights.

Failed ideas.

Long stretches where nobody seemed to notice his work.

But he had stayed with it.

One day at a time.

One customer at a time.

One small step at a time.

And now a message on a screen informed him that it was gone.

No explanation.

No warning.

No conversation.

Only a decision.

He leaned back in his chair and looked at the words again.

Your account has been closed.

Five words.

That was all.

Five words where there should have been reasons.

Five words where there should have been answers.

Five words where there should have been a conversation.

The sentence seemed almost too small for what it had done.

The harbor remained outside the window.

The morning remained unchanged.

The gulls continued circling above the sea.

Yet somewhere between opening his laptop and reading those five words, Gabriel had stepped into a different life.

He simply did not know it yet.

For the rest of the afternoon, he remained at the table.

Sometimes staring at the screen.

Sometimes staring through it.

At one point, he found himself opening the page again, almost by instinct.

As if repetition could undo reality.

As if one more refresh might restore everything.

It never did.

Toward evening, he finally stood and walked to the window.

The harbor lights were beginning to appear one by one.

Small points of light against the gathering fog.

For years, he had imagined the future in simple ways.

A few more customers.

A few more good months.

Perhaps enough stability to stop worrying so much.

Nothing extravagant.

Just steady growth.

Now even those modest dreams felt strangely distant.

He rested his forehead against the cool glass.

Behind him, the laptop screen still glowed.

Waiting.

Silent.

Unchanged.

Gabriel closed his eyes.

A question had already begun forming in his mind.

It would return again and again in the days ahead.

The first of many.

Why?

The screen offered no answer.

The room offered no answer.

The harbor offered no answer.

Only silence.

And somewhere deep inside that silence, the first crack appeared.
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Seven Times
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Gabriel read the message seven times before he realized it contained no answer.

The first time, he was too shocked to understand it.

The second time, he searched for details.

The third time, he looked for instructions.

The fourth time, he looked for hope.

By the fifth, he was reading between the lines.

By the sixth, he was inventing lines that weren't there.

The seventh time was the worst.

Because by then, he finally understood that the message meant exactly what it said.

Nothing more.

Nothing less.

He sat back in his chair.

The room had grown darker without him noticing.

Outside, evening fog had begun drifting through Greywater Bay.

The harbor lights blurred behind a veil of mist.

Gabriel looked at the screen again.

There had to be something.

Some explanation.

Some hidden clue.

Some sentence he had overlooked.

People didn't just lose five years because of five words.

Did they?

He opened his email.

Again.

Nothing.

He checked the notification center.

Nothing.

He checked the help pages.

Nothing.

Every answer led to another question.

Every link led somewhere except where he wanted to go.

By nine o'clock that evening, he had convinced himself it was probably a mistake.

By ten, he was less certain.

By eleven, he was no longer sure what to think.

At midnight, he found himself scrolling through old records.

Sales reports.

Customer messages.

Reviews.

Photos.

Years of work stored in folders and spreadsheets.

Small pieces of evidence that his orchard had once existed.

The
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