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Dedication

For the quiet hearts carrying grief no one can see.

And for the people who chose kindness
before knowing the full story.
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“Tea grows cold when people speak too quickly.”

— Stillwater Tea House

Author’s Note

There are some kinds of pain people do not know how to stand beside.

So instead, they whisper.
They assume.
They fill silence with stories.
This book was written for anyone who has ever felt misunderstood while carrying grief quietly.

It is also for the people learning how powerful small kindnesses can be.

Sometimes a gentle word,
a warm drink,
or one person willing to listen without judgment
can become a light during someone’s darkest season.
May this story remind us all to speak more carefully,
listen more deeply,
and leave room for compassion before certainty.
Welcome to Greywater Bay.

The tea is warm.
And there is always a seat waiting for you.
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​Chapter One: The Woman Who Bought Two Cakes
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Rain arrived early in Greywater Bay.

Not the loud kind.
Not thunder.
Just the slow, steady rain that seemed to belong to the town itself.
It slid quietly down old windows.
Collected in the cracks of the pavement.
Turned the harbor into a blur of gray light and moving shadows.
By seven in the morning, the streets were already wet.

Mei Lin stood behind the counter of the Stillwater Tea House, drying porcelain cups one by one while soft music played somewhere near the kitchen. The scent of black tea and warm sugar filled the room.

Outside, fishermen walked past with their collars raised.
Inside, the tea house glowed gold against the rain.
It was always busiest when the weather turned cold.

People in Greywater Bay did not know how to talk about loneliness.

So they talked about weather instead.

Mei Lin understood this years ago.

She placed another clean cup onto the shelf just as the front door opened.

The bell above it gave a soft chime.

“Morning, Mei.”

Mr. Holloway stepped inside, carrying rainwater on his coat and gossip in his eyes.

“Morning.”

“The harbor’s flooding again,” he sighed dramatically, taking his usual seat near the window. “Town council won’t do anything until someone floats out to sea.”

Mei Lin smiled faintly.

“That bad?”

“Worse.” He lowered his voice immediately. “You know who I saw this morning?”

Mei Lin already knew where this was going.

Still, she poured his tea without interrupting.

“That woman.”

There it was.

Nobody in Greywater Bay used Elena Vale’s actual name unless they were forced to.

Usually it was:

that woman.

Mei Lin placed the teacup down gently.

“She has a name.”

Mr. Holloway shrugged.

“Well. Elena, then.”

He leaned forward.

“She was standing outside the flower shop before sunrise.”

“And?”

“And buying white flowers.”

The way he said it made it sound criminal somehow.

Mei Lin wiped the counter slowly.

“People buy flowers every day.”

“Yes, but not like that.” His voice lowered further. “A whole armful of them.”

The tea house door opened again before Mei Lin could answer.

Two women entered together, umbrellas dripping onto the floor.

Within minutes, they were also talking about Elena.

Apparently someone had seen her walking near the cemetery last week.

Apparently she never answered calls.

Apparently she moved here because “something happened.”

Apparently she used to have a husband.

Apparently she didn’t anymore.

Apparently—

People loved that word.

Apparently.

It allowed them to say cruel things without responsibility.

Mei Lin listened quietly while steaming milk in the kitchen.

The strange thing was this:

none of them sounded malicious.

Not really.

Curious, maybe.

Excited.

Almost entertained.

As if Elena’s sadness had become the town’s favorite unfinished story.

Outside, the rain deepened.

And somewhere beneath all the voices, Mei Lin remembered another town.

Another room.

Another year where people spoke softly around her, believing soft voices hurt less.

She remembered learning that human beings rarely intended to be cruel.

Most of the time, they simply wanted explanations.

And when no explanation appeared—

they invented one.

The morning crowd slowly disappeared around ten.

The rain eased into mist.

For a while, the tea house became quiet again except for the ticking wall clock and the low hum of jazz from the old speaker near the shelves.

Then the bell above the door chimed once more.

Mei Lin looked up.

Elena Vale stood at the entrance.

She wore a dark coat, damp at the edges from the rain.
Her black hair was tied loosely behind her neck.
There was nothing dramatic about her.
Nothing dangerous.

And yet the room always changed when she entered.

People straightened slightly.
Voices softened.
Eyes lifted.
Not openly.

Just enough.

Elena seemed not to notice.

Or perhaps she noticed everything and was simply tired of reacting.

She walked quietly to the counter.

“The usual?” Mei Lin asked gently.

Elena nodded once.

“And two red bean cakes.”

Always two.

Mei Lin packed the cakes carefully into a paper box.

For a moment, neither woman spoke.

Then Elena glanced toward the window where the rain slid slowly down the glass.

“It’s colder today.”

Mei Lin looked outside.

“Yes.”

Another silence settled between them.

But unlike the others in town, Mei Lin never rushed to fill silence with questions.

Sometimes silence was dignity.

Sometimes silence was survival.

Elena reached for her wallet.

That was when Mei Lin noticed it.

A faint stain of white powder on Elena’s sleeve.

Pollen.

Flower pollen.

Elena followed her gaze briefly, then brushed the sleeve instinctively, almost embarrassed.

The movement was small.

But strangely careful.

As though the flowers had mattered.

Mei Lin handed her the cakes.

“Be careful walking home,” she said softly. “The roads near the harbor get slippery when it rains.”

For the first time that morning, Elena smiled.

It was not a bright smile.

Not happiness.

Just something tired and grateful.

“Thank you,” she said.

Then she left.

The bell above the door chimed again.

And almost immediately, one of the women near the window leaned toward another and whispered:

“See? I told you something was strange about her.”

Mei Lin looked down at the empty teacup in her hands.

Outside, Elena disappeared slowly into the gray rain, carrying flowers no one had asked about, and two small cakes for someone no one could see.

​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two: The Things People Notice
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By afternoon, the rain had stopped.

Greywater Bay looked softer after rain.
Not prettier.
Just quieter.
The streets carried that damp silver glow that only appeared for an hour before evening settled in. Shopkeepers dragged chalkboards back outside. Seagulls returned to the harbor. Somewhere in town, someone began playing an old piano with the windows open.

Mei Lin stood outside the tea house wiping down the small wooden tables near the entrance.

The town moved slowly around her.

Greywater Bay always looked peaceful from a distance.

That was the dangerous thing about small towns.

People believed kindness lived automatically in quiet places.

But silence and kindness were not the same thing.

Across the street, Mrs. Carter exited the bakery carrying two paper bags and immediately slowed when she noticed Mei Lin.

“You saw her this morning, didn’t you?”

Mei Lin continued wiping the table.

“I see many people.”

“You know who I mean.”

Of course she did.

Mrs. Carter lowered her voice anyway.

“She was at the florist for nearly an hour.”

“That doesn’t sound illegal.”

Mrs. Carter frowned slightly, as if humor had interrupted something important.

“Well... no.”

She hesitated.

“But don’t you think she’s strange?”

Mei Lin looked up calmly.

“Strange how?”

Mrs. Carter blinked.

People rarely expected follow-up questions to gossip.

“Well...” She shifted awkwardly. “You know. Quiet. Secretive.”

“Some people are.”

“And the way she dresses—”

“She wears coats.”

“You know what I mean.”

Mei Lin did know.

But she also knew










































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A GENTLE MYSTERY OF GRIEF, RUMORS, AND HUMAN KINDNESS

'31 The

"Woman *
~ Who Bought &)
['wo Cakes

-

In a town full of

AL whispers, one woman a
STORY THA . 2 g §
il carries a love story ‘.ﬂ'«

103 : ! " no one knows. ]

PERFECT
FOR FANS OF
COZY FICTION
AND SMALL-TOWN
STORIES

<Y

-
BOOK ONE OF THE
STILLWATER TEA HOUSE SERIES

AL
LDS PRODUCTION






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





