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To those who kept believing, even when the dream faded.
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And to the roots that waited patiently, hidden beneath the silence.
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Prologue – The Keeper of Quiet Things
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Clara Moore had resided in the quaint town of Greystone Bay for nearly two years, and it seemed the town had woven itself into the very fabric of her existence just as deeply.

The days now unfolded softly, like the delicate petals of a flower blooming at dawn — in the comforting ritual of cups of fragrant lavender tea poured before the first light of sunrise, in the gentle rustle of pages turned beneath sun-dappled glass, and in the rhythmic dance of her fingers as they dusted the spines of books that hadn't felt the warmth of a reader's touch in decades. The bookshop, a sanctuary filled with the rich scent of aged paper and whispers of stories past, had become her heartbeat, her breath. It was no longer merely a place of refuge; it had transformed into something profoundly intimate — a home not just for her physical being, but for the fragmented parts of her soul that had once withered away in the grip of grief and a haunting silence.

And yet, the very silence that cradled these moments had begun to shift and evolve.

It all began with a solitary book. A slender, pale volume that arrived not through the familiar dream-shelf but slipped silently through the mail slot, wrapped in twine and imbued with an essence of hope. There was no name to accompany it. No sender. Just a single pressed feather nestled within its pages and the alluring scent of clove wafting through the air.

Inside the book lay a dream that was foreign to her — one she had never encountered, never read, never truly felt — a vision of a girl poised at the edge of a burning bridge, cradling a violin that bore no strings. Clara didn’t recognize this peculiar memory; it didn’t belong to anyone she knew in town. She was certain of that.

So she made an unexpected choice.

In a surge of instinct, she sent it away — to an address she somehow knew, even without a trace of how that knowledge materialized.

The letter that returned weeks later was unadorned, yet crackled with an electric joy that ignited her spirit: 

“I don’t know how you knew. But thank you. I remembered the music. I remembered me.”

And from that moment, it began to happen again. And again. A florist in Lisbon, a boy who once sketched star maps in Johannesburg, a baker’s daughter in Kyoto who dreamed vividly in color yet had forgotten she could still paint with her hands.

Somehow, the dreambooks began to transcend the borders of Greystone Bay, reaching out to the world beyond.

At first, Clara kept this new phenomenon close to her heart. She confided in no one, not even with her cherished friends Mae or Jonah, despite their tangible awareness of the shift — the subtle hum reverberating through the walls, the way the wind seemed to speak in new, enchanting syllables as it wove its way through the ivy.

The dreamtree behind the bookshop had begun to reflect these changes as well.

What once held seven carved doors, each etched with a distinct symbol, now hinted at the existence of something else — an eighth. Not yet a full door, but rather the promise of one. It shimmered faintly beneath the bark, a shape desperately trying to remember its being.

With that shimmer arrived an undercurrent of something else: a slow, almost imperceptible dread.

Not every dreambook would open to her touch now. Some resisted her reach vehemently, while others sang too loudly for comfort. And one — just one — had ignited into flames the moment her fingers brushed against it.

She had carefully swept the ashes into a glass jar, placing it reverently near Sybil’s old chair, a silent tribute to the mystery of the dreams.

Visitors began arriving from beyond the town’s borders. Polite. Curious. Initially quiet. Then one snapped a picture. Another penned a blog post.

Clara found herself searching for unfamiliar names online during the lonely hours of the night, devouring the stories of strangers who claimed they’d “heard whispers of a shop where dreams speak back.”

She endeavored to carry the weight of it all with the grace that Sybil would have embodied. But on certain nights, she found herself sitting beneath the dreamtree, a soft whisper escaping her lips:

— Am I still the right one?

It never responded. Not directly.

But last night, as she meandered past the shelves before retreating to bed, she noticed a book that had somehow evaded her attention. A fresh arrival, cloaked in rich green silk.

Its spine bore no symbol. But on its cover, there curled a single, shimmering thread that twisted like smoke against the fabric.

And beside it, inscribed in an unfamiliar hand: 

"She is coming. She remembers nothing — except what was stolen."

Clara pressed her palm against the book’s surface, feeling an unexpected warmth radiate from it.

It was alive. 

It was waiting.
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Chapter I – The Book Without a Name
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It arrived on a Tuesday. The kind of Tuesday that carried the crisp scent of sea salt mingled with the warmth of sun-drenched paper, perfuming the air with an unmistakable touch of possibility. Clara had just opened the back windows to invite the soothing breeze to dance through the shop when she felt it — that familiar hush that settled in just before a dreambook made its appearance.

The air itself changed.

Not colder. Not warmer. Just aware.

With a sense of instinct guiding her every movement, Clara turned slowly, her heart quickening. There it was.

Not perched on the usual dream-shelf where the books revealed themselves like shy confessions, but rather resting upon the old poetry display near the door. That particular section was reserved for luminaries like Yeats, Neruda, and letters never sent — pieces of words that had waited long for someone to discover their essence.

And yet, the book sat there, weighty with certainty, as if it had always belonged in that very spot.

Clara approached it, her hands quiet and reverent, her fingertips tingling just above the leather cover. It was a pale shade — not white, but rather the soft color of pressed ash, embodying a smoky texture that caught the morning light and refracted it in gentle hues.

No name.

No spine.

No threads binding it together.

Tentatively, Clara opened the book.

And there she saw a bridge, engulfed in flames.

That was all.

Page after page revealed sketches in charred ink: a long, arched bridge spanning over dark waters, completely consumed by fire. There were no figures, no destination to be found. Only the flickering flames, dancing furiously. On one page, the flames took on the ethereal shape of wings, capturing a fleeting sense of freedom. On another page, a violin lay at the center of the bridge, untouched by the inferno but slowly melting into wisps of smoke.

Clara’s breath caught in her throat as a complex scent began to rise from the pages — rich sandalwood intertwined with citrus and a haunting undercurrent of sorrow.

It wasn’t the most vivid dream she had ever encountered. It didn’t hum with life. It didn’t cry out a name or show a memory like the others had. But something profound swelled within her — beneath the words, a part of her knew this dream didn’t belong to anyone in town.

And yet... it belonged somewhere.

For three long days, she kept the book closed. It sat beside the register, a curious enigma that refused to reveal its secrets. Visitors came and went, each one passing it by without a glance. Not even the sensitive souls — neither Jonah nor Mae, nor even Mr. Everett when he strolled in searching for star maps and a soothing cup of chamomile.

On the third evening, Clara found herself seated at Sybil’s old desk, the book lying expectantly before her. "Where are you meant to go?" she whispered, though there was no flash of light, no resonant voice from the dreamtree.

But the name Amaya floated into her mind, elusive but familiar, like an echo of a melody she had long forgotten. Without hesitation, she wrote it down. Beneath it, another name surfaced — an address. Not a recollection from memory. Not a conclusion from logic.

Lisbon, Portugal.

She blinked, her hand trembling slightly as she penned the name. She had never set foot in Portugal. Never met anyone from there. 

Still, she wrapped the book in thick parchment, securing it with a sapphire blue thread, and tucked a note inside, bearing a simple message:

"This may belong to you. No need to respond unless it feels right. — From a keeper of dreams.”

The next morning, she mailed it, her heart thrumming in her chest as it had the first time she submitted her poems to magazines in college — back when she still believed in the magic of words to find their proper reader, even without tangible proof.

Then, life continued, and she soon forgot about the book. Not from disinterest, but in that trusting manner one has when they place a pebble in a stream, letting the current carry it off into the distance.

Two weeks passed.

Then came the letter.

Not an email. A true letter. Cream-colored paper graced with elegantly looped handwriting.

The note read:

“Clara — I don’t know how you found me. But I saw it. The bridge. I painted it years ago and never showed anyone. I had stopped dreaming. But I
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