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			Chapter 1: 

			The bulletin board

			Shelly wandered past the rows of books in the local library. 

			Tracing her finger over each one, Oh, how she loved reading. This was one of her favourite haunts, and something caught her eye. On the large vertical corkboard by the rows of nonfiction books were for sale pages, pinned to the board with a colourful drawing pin that the librarian had put alongside the board in a little box for anyone to use and a little tear of strips where you could take the seller’s details. 

			The item that caught her eye was a large, colourful poster; in bright purple letters, the words “writing Competition” nestled between two pen icons on either side of the words.

			Shelly’s heart flipped a little as she went closer to the board to read the poster.

			It read.

			Writing competition, please talk to a head librarian for an entry form—lots of fabulous prizes to win. The deadline is in one month. 

			Shelly wondered to herself, would or even could she enter? Was she good enough? Even though Shelly wrote freelance and had done many projects, this would be her first-ever competition. Her tummy was flipping as she made her way to the desk at the front of the library. She nervously crunched on some peanuts, which she always had a few in her pocket, for emergencies, of course. Her favourite salty snack. 

			She walked up to the librarian for an entry form, and so as not to chicken out in any way, she filled in her details and handed it back almost immediately with a lop-sided smile of triumph. She sighed inwardly. 

			The subject was open, so she could write anything she wanted; for her, as a freelance writer was a dream come true as usually, it was a sports event, a newsworthy charity bake-off, or something like that for the local newspaper. But the chief editor always told her what she needed to write. Now her imagination could run wild. 

			Shelly wondered how many would be entering the competition. She was worried if her writing was good enough.

			Still, Shelly’s sheer inquisitiveness pushed the thoughts away, and she smiled to herself and decided that on her way home, she would buy a new notebook to practice her writing. 

		


		
			Chapter 2: 

			The Meeting

			The notebook she had bought had a lovely shiny cover, with two butterflies connected by their wings, as if they had been entwined forever together.

			Shelly liked this, and as soon as she got home, she started to write. 

			For Shelly, it was easy to write and use her imagination.

			After an hour or two of writing, taking notes, and making a storyboard for the things she needed to add, she decided to take a break and go to the local park. The weather was warm and had just stopped raining, so the smell in the air was lovely. That fresh after-the-rain smell you get. 

			When she entered the park, she looked around to see if any of her friends were there, but there weren’t, just birds finding their nests and flowers still drooping from the rainfall. Huge globules of water balanced on the daffodils, like a yellow trumpet filled with water. The park was an overrun field of grass neighboured by various rare bushes. A fountain stood in the back right of the garden, offering an aquatic element of tranquillity enjoyed by birds. The flowers and plants are barely visible at first but offer a spectacular surprise when found; they’re a pit stop for bees. Here and there lies a stepping stone, beckoning people to explore the garden area and simultaneously showing them the best sights. 

			Sat on a bench looking somewhat lost sat an elderly lady. Now Shelly wouldn’t usually interfere with someone’s private sitting, but she looked so sad she just had to go up to her. As she walked toward the benches, she saw an elderly lady sitting on one of the benches with a sorrowful look. She had a book in her hand but didn’t seem to read it.

			“May I sit beside you a while,” Shelly said gently

			“Are you my friend?” the voice came back, her eyes wide as she looked at Shelly.

			“I am everyone’s friend” Shelly smiled at her.

			This considerably relaxed the lady, but Shelly thought she didn’t fit in with sitting on this bench alone. Where was her family? or a companion? 

			“My dear little one,” the elderly lady said, which made Shelly smile as she was much taller than the lady.

			“I am lost now and need to find my way home, but I don’t know how.” 

			“How long have you been sat here?” Shelly asked

			“That, my dear, I cannot tell you.” 

			This worried Shelly, as she sensed that the lady might have some dementia of some kind. And would probably be cared for by a loved one at home or in a senior centre for the elderly. It certainly seemed like it.

			“Do you have any ID in your bag?” Shelly suggested that the lady was clutching a bag that looked ancient and had been handmade long ago, with faded flowers and fabric, along with faded memories. Shelly felt sad for her and decided she would ensure this lady was home and safe before writing another word of her story. 

			“First of all, what is your name, dear?” the lady asked

			“My name is Shelly.”

			“Oh, that is my daughter’s name,” she said. A flicker of recognition came across her face. 

			Shelly took the bag and gently, with great respect, looked inside. It had a mixture of items, a small notepad, a half-eaten bag of nuts, and a letter, in its envelope, addressed to a Mrs June Hepworth, with an address Shelly recognized as one of the homes for the aged, which was at the opposite side of town. She had written an article on a charity bake-off there last year. Had she walked this far? And with dementia too?? Why didn’t the staff know or care? Thoughts ran through Shelly’s mind as she carefully put the things back into June’s bag.

			As Shelly now knew her name, June related stories of ages-old when she was younger, that she used to work in a fruit shop that also sold flowers, and that blue was her favourite colour. It was as if a switch was flicked on, and June just chatted away, telling Shelly all kinds of things. Shelly sat quietly listening but was worried that June should have been at home in the comfort of where she lived. She had no idea if June was hungry or had eaten anything that day or even how long she had been sitting here.
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