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The rain began at four in the afternoon, just as it always did in Liora.

It was not a dramatic rain. No thunder. No sharp wind. Only a steady, patient fall, tapping against windows and rooftops as if the town itself was breathing in a slow, familiar rhythm. People in Liora rarely looked up when the rain came. They simply adjusted their coats, held their bags closer, and continued walking—because some things, when they happen often enough, stop feeling like events and start feeling like memory.

Elias Rowan was alone in his shop when the rain started.

The bell above the door had not rung since noon. The narrow street outside was empty, its stones darkened by water, reflecting the muted yellow of the streetlamps even though the sun had not fully disappeared yet. Inside the shop, the air smelled faintly of dust, old paper, and magnetic tape—a scent Elias had grown into, the way other people grew into the smell of coffee or perfume.

He stood behind the counter, carefully rewinding a cassette tape with a pencil.

The tape was old. Its label had faded to an unreadable gray, the ink long surrendered to time. Elias did not know what was recorded on it. He rarely did. People brought him tapes and radios to fix, not to explain. And he never asked.

That was how he lived his life as well—repairing what he could, accepting what he couldn’t, and never prying too deeply into the things that came broken into his hands.

The shop was small, barely wide enough for two people to stand comfortably between the shelves. Wooden racks lined the walls, filled with cassette tapes arranged by genre, decade, and sometimes by instinct rather than logic. Radios of all sizes occupied the lower shelves—some polished and functional, others cracked, silent, and waiting. Above them hung a single round clock, its glass scratched, its ticking loud in the quiet room.

Tick.
Tick.
Tick.
Elias glanced at it.

Four o’clock exactly.

He returned the cassette to its case and set it aside with a small nod, as if thanking it for its patience. Then he wiped his hands on a cloth already stained with years of use and leaned against the counter.

There were days when the silence in the shop felt heavy. Today was not one of them.

Today, the silence felt like it was holding its breath.

Elias had learned to recognize that feeling.

It had followed him since he was a boy, trailing behind certain moments, certain places—always quiet, always subtle. A sense that something was about to arrive, or perhaps return. He had never spoken about it to anyone. Not because he feared being misunderstood, but because the feeling itself seemed fragile, like a sound you could hear only if no one named it.

The bell above the door rang.

Elias straightened immediately.

The sound was soft, almost apologetic, as if the bell itself had hesitated before announcing the presence of a visitor. Elias looked up—and for a brief moment, the rest of the shop seemed to fade.

She stood just inside the doorway, rain clinging to her coat, her hair slightly damp at the ends. She hesitated, one hand still holding the door open, as if unsure whether she was allowed to enter.

“I’m sorry,” she said. Her voice was light, but not careless. “Are you still open?”

Elias nodded. “Until six.”

She smiled, relief passing quickly across her face. “Good.”

The door closed behind her, and the bell rang again—this time louder, more certain.

Elias noticed things before he thought about them.

He noticed the way the clock above him skipped—not stopped, just skipped—a fraction of a second, like a breath caught too long. He noticed the faint scent that followed her in, something clean and cool, like rain settling on warm stone. And he noticed the quiet that came with her, not empty, but full—like a room waiting for music.

She stepped further inside, looking around with open curiosity.

“I didn’t know places like this still existed,” she said.

“They do,” Elias replied. “Just not loudly.”

She laughed softly at that and walked along the shelves, her fingers hovering near the cassette cases without touching them. “It feels like time slows down in here.”

Elias watched her from behind the counter. “Most people say that.”

“And you?” she asked, turning toward him.

“I think time behaves differently depending on who’s watching it.”

She tilted her head. “That’s an interesting way to avoid answering.”

Elias allowed a small smile. “It’s the only way I know.”

She came closer to the counter and set her bag down, careful, deliberate. Her coat was a faded blue, worn at the cuffs. There was something unpolished about her appearance—not careless, but unconstructed, as if she had dressed herself for comfort rather than for being seen.

“I’m Mira,” she said. “I just arrived in town.”

“Elias.”

“Do you own the shop?”

He nodded again. “Inherited it.”

“From someone you miss?” she asked gently.

The question was simple, almost casual. And yet it landed with uncanny precision.

“Yes,” he said after a pause.

She didn’t push further. Instead, she glanced at the clock on the wall. “It’s stopped.”

Elias followed her gaze.

The clock’s second hand was frozen between ticks.

His chest tightened—not in fear, but in recognition.

“It does that sometimes,” he said carefully.

Mira studied it for a moment longer, then smiled. “Maybe it just needed a rest.”

She reached into her bag and pulled out a small radio, placing it on the counter between them. It was portable, plastic casing slightly cracked near the antenna.

“It doesn’t work,” she said. “I was hoping you could fix it.”

Elias picked it up, turning it over in his hands. The radio felt warm, as if it had been held close for a long time.

“Where did you get this?” he asked.

Mira hesitated. Just briefly. “It was given to me.”

“When?”

“Long ago,” she said. Then, softer, “I think.”

Elias met her eyes.

There it was again—that feeling. The quiet stretching, the air thick with unspoken things. He could sense it now clearly, brushing against him like a familiar ghost. A trace.

“I can take a look,” he said. “It might take a day or two.”

“That’s fine,” Mira replied. “I’m not in a hurry.”

The clock on the wall ticked once.

Then again.

Time resumed its place, obedient once more.

Elias set the radio behind the counter and wrote her name in his ledger.

“Mira Ellowen,” she said, spelling her last name carefully.

Ellowen.

The name settled into the room, into the wood, into the shelves, as if it had always been there.

“I’ll come back tomorrow,” she said, lifting her bag.

Elias nodded. “I’ll be here.”

She paused at the door, her hand on the handle. “Elias?”

“Yes?”

She smiled, something quiet and grateful passing over her face. “Thank you for keeping places like this alive.”

Before he could reply, she stepped outside. The bell rang. The door closed.

The rain swallowed her almost immediately.

Elias stood still for a long moment.

Then he looked at the counter.

A faint mark remained where the radio had been placed—just a shadow in the dust, already fading.

Outside, the rain continued to fall.

And the town of Liora, once again, remembered.
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Mira did not return the next morning.

Elias told himself he had not been expecting her. Customers came and went in Liora without pattern, without promise. Some left radios behind and never came back. Some forgot their names were written in his ledger at all. It was normal. It was ordinary.

And yet, when noon passed and the bell above the door remained silent, Elias found himself glancing at the entrance more often than necessary.

The rain had stopped sometime before dawn, leaving the town rinsed and pale under a thin autumn sun. Outside, the street shimmered faintly, puddles catching fragments of sky like broken mirrors. Inside the shop, Elias worked with the radio Mira had left behind, its casing opened carefully on the counter, its insides exposed like a quiet confession.

The radio was old, older than it looked. Its components bore the gentle wear of long use, not neglect. Someone had taken care of it once—cleaned it, tuned it, carried it close. Elias traced a finger along the wiring, frowning slightly.

“It shouldn’t be broken,” he murmured.

And yet, when he turned it on, the speaker offered only silence. No static. No hum. Just absence.

He adjusted the dial slowly.

For a moment—just a moment—he thought he heard something beneath the quiet. A breath. Or perhaps the echo of one. Then it was gone.

Elias shut the radio off and leaned back in his chair.

He had felt this before.

Certain objects arrived already carrying weight, as if they had absorbed something from the people who owned them. He could never explain how he knew. He only knew that some repairs required more patience than skill, more listening than fixing.

The bell rang.

Elias looked up too quickly.

It wasn’t Mira.

A man stood in the doorway, tall and thin, his coat too large for his frame. He smelled faintly of cigarettes and damp wool.

“Radio repair?” the man asked.

“Yes.”

The man nodded and stepped inside, glancing around with polite disinterest. “You’re new here, right?”

Elias shook his head. “I’ve been here my whole life.”

The man looked surprised. “Really? Huh. I’ve lived in Liora for ten years and I don’t remember this place.”

Elias smiled faintly. “That happens.”

The man didn’t question it. People rarely did. He placed a battered transistor radio on the counter, explained the problem in simple terms, paid in exact change, and left.

When the bell rang again and the door closed, the shop returned to its quiet.

But something had shifted.

Elias felt it in the way the air rested heavier near the counter, in the way the clock’s ticking sounded slightly off-beat. He glanced at Mira’s radio again, then at the ledger.

Her name sat there neatly in ink.

Mira Ellowen.

He turned the page back, scanning old entries. Names crossed out. Names circled. Names left untouched, unresolved.

Mira’s name stood alone.

As afternoon approached, the light softened, slanting through the front window in long bands of gold. Elias closed the radio casing and set it aside. He had done all he could for now.

It was then that the bell rang again.

This time, he did not look up immediately.

“Hello?” Mira’s voice said, gentle and uncertain. “Am I late?”

Elias lifted his head.

She stood in the doorway, sunlight behind her, her silhouette framed in warmth. Her hair was dry now, loose around her shoulders. She wore the same blue coat, unbuttoned this time, revealing a pale sweater beneath.

“No,” he said. “You’re right on time.”

She smiled as if that answer mattered more than it should have.

“I was worried,” she said, stepping inside. “I didn’t know if coming back the next day was... expected.”

“It’s always expected,” Elias replied. “Just not always fulfilled.”

She laughed quietly and approached the counter. “So? Is it working?”

“Not yet.”

“That’s okay,” she said quickly. “I wasn’t hoping for a miracle.”

Elias studied her face as she spoke. There were small things he noticed now that he hadn’t yesterday—the faint shadow beneath her eyes, the way her smile didn’t linger after she stopped speaking, the careful distance she maintained from objects, from places, as if she didn’t want to leave too much of herself behind.

“It’s a strange radio,” he said.

Mira nodded, unsurprised. “It always has been.”

“Who gave it to you?” he asked.

She
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