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Other Stories from Greywater Bay

If you enjoy quiet stories about ordinary people carrying hidden burdens, you may also enjoy:

The Woman Who Bought Two Cakes

A story about grief, rumors, and unexpected kindness.

The Letters Left Beneath the Lantern

A story about loneliness, handwritten letters, and the words that help us stay.

Each Greywater Bay story can be read on its own, but together they form a larger portrait of a small town where people often know more about one another than they realize.

Author's Note

Some people keep photographs.

Some keep letters.

Some keep receipts from places they no longer visit.

And some keep folders.

Not because the papers inside are important to anyone else, but because they hold pieces of a life that once mattered.

This story began with a simple question:

What do we keep when we are afraid of forgetting?

The answer, I suspect, is rarely about paper.

It is usually about people.

Thank you for spending time in Greywater Bay.

I hope these pages remind you of someone worth remembering.

— Jocelyn Wong

Welcome to Greywater Bay

Greywater Bay sits along a quiet stretch of coastline where fog drifts in from the sea and rain often arrives without warning.

There are old bookshops here.

Small bakeries.

Tea houses filled with stories.

People who have lived here their entire lives.

And people who arrived carrying things they never quite learned how to put down.

This is not a town known for dramatic events.

Its stories live in conversations, misunderstandings, memories, and the small choices people make every day.

Most visitors come looking for answers.

Most leave carrying different questions.

Dedication

For those who keep old things.

Not because they are valuable.

But because they remind us that someone once cared.
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Chapter 1: The Representative
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Thursday afternoons were dangerous at Stillwater Tea House.

Not because of the puzzles.

The puzzles were harmless.

It was the people.

More specifically, it was what happened whenever people became convinced they were correct.

Every Thursday at two o'clock, Puzzle Day transformed otherwise sensible adults into highly competitive versions of themselves.

Retired teachers debated crossword clues as though national policy depended on the outcome.

Mr Harris routinely accused puzzle creators of deliberate sabotage.

Mrs Bennett maintained that she was not competitive while simultaneously keeping track of everybody's scores.

And Noah had long ago learned that serving tea while people argued about word puzzles required a surprising amount of diplomacy.

The tradition had started six years earlier.

One rainy afternoon, Mei Lin had placed a small sign near the counter.

THURSDAY PUZZLE AFTERNOON

Tea. Puzzles. No prizes.

Bragging rights only.

Nobody had expected much.

A handful of people came the first week.

A few more arrived the second.

Within months, Puzzle Day had become one of the busiest afternoons of the week.

Greywater Bay had apparently been waiting for an excuse to argue politely with strangers.

The tea house was full by half past two.

Rain tapped gently against the windows.

Steam curled from teacups.

Puzzle sheets covered tables.

The harbour beyond the glass disappeared and reappeared behind drifting mist.

It felt like a normal Thursday.

Which was why Noah noticed something wasn't normal.

He looked around the room.

Then looked again.

Then frowned.

Mrs Bennett noticed immediately.

"What's wrong?"

Noah looked toward the corner table.

"The chair."

Mrs Bennett followed his gaze.

The chair beside the window sat empty.

She blinked once.

Then twice.

"Oh."

Across the room, several other people had noticed too.

Nobody said anything.

But they noticed.

The way people notice when a familiar clock stops ticking.

Or when a painting disappears from a wall.

The chair belonged to Peter Holloway.

Not officially.

No sign carried his name.

No reservation existed.

Yet everyone knew.

Peter always sat there.

Every Thursday.

Without fail.

For six years.

Rain.

Wind.

Power cuts.

One memorable flood.

Peter had attended Puzzle Day through all of them.

Once he had arrived soaking wet and twenty minutes late carrying a completed crossword.

He claimed he had solved it while waiting for the rain to stop.

Nobody had believed him.

Mostly because it sounded exactly like something Peter would do.

Noah glanced at the door again.

"Maybe they're running late."

Mrs Bennett closed her book.

"Perhaps."

The bell above the entrance chimed.

Half the room looked up.

A tourist entered.

Several people immediately looked back down.

The tourist appeared mildly offended.

Three minutes later, the bell rang again.

This time it was a delivery driver.

The collective disappointment was impossible to ignore.

Mei Lin hid a smile behind the espresso machine.

At ten minutes to three, the door opened once more.

This time Margaret Holloway stepped inside.

She carried a blue folder under one arm and an umbrella under the other.

Rain glistened on her coat.

The room relaxed visibly.

Not because Peter was with her.

He wasn't.

But because someone finally was.

Margaret looked around and laughed.

"Oh dear."

Noah frowned.

"What?"

"You all look as though someone forgot to announce the exam results."

Mrs Bennett smiled.

"Where's Peter?"

Margaret lifted the blue folder slightly.

"He sent a representative."

The room laughed.

Even Noah.

Margaret walked toward the familiar table beside the window.

Peter's chair remained empty.

The blue folder landed gently on the table.

Noah immediately became suspicious.

"What's in there?"

Margaret sat down.

"Evidence."

"Of what?"

"That Peter has already completed today's puzzle."

The room groaned.

"No."

"That's not fair."

"Today's puzzle hasn't even started."

Margaret opened the folder.

Inside were puzzle sheets covered in neat handwriting.

Notes.

Corrections.

Comments.

Observations.

And, apparently, complaints.

She turned to one page.

A note had been written beside Clue Fourteen.

Mrs Bennett adjusted her glasses.

Noah leaned closer.

Margaret read aloud.

"Clue Fourteen remains ridiculous."

The room erupted.

Noah pointed dramatically.

"I wrote Clue Fourteen."

Margaret continued reading.

"Who keeps allowing this?"

Laughter spread through the tea house.

For the first time all afternoon, the empty chair beside the window felt slightly less empty.

Outside, rain continued falling over Greywater Bay.

Inside, Puzzle Day finally began.

And somehow, despite his absence, Peter Holloway was already winning.
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Chapter 2: Everybody Has a Peter Story
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By three o'clock, Puzzle Day had stopped being about puzzles.

This happened surprisingly often.

Mei Lin considered it one of the event's defining features.

People arrived intending to solve clues.

They usually left discussing entirely different things.

Today, apparently, the subject was Peter Holloway.

This was largely Peter's fault.

Even when he wasn't present.

Especially when he wasn't present.

Noah looked around the room.

Then pointed at the blue folder.

"I have a theory."

Mrs Bennett sighed.

"That never leads anywhere good."

"I think Peter is cheating."

Margaret didn't even look up from her tea.

"That's not a theory."

"It's an accusation."

"Good point."

The room laughed.

Noah folded his arms.

"I mean it."

"He completed the puzzle yesterday."

"Yes."

"Before anyone else even saw it."

"Also yes."

"Suspicious."

Margaret turned a page.

"You sound jealous."

"I am jealous."

"Thank you for your honesty."

"You're welcome."

For a few moments, everyone returned to their puzzle sheets.

Rain drifted across the harbour.

Tea cups clinked softly.

A pencil rolled off a table and immediately caused more excitement than the crossword.

Then Mr Harris looked up.

"You know what Peter did for me last winter?"

The room immediately relaxed.

Everyone recognized the tone.

Story time.

Margaret smiled.

"Oh dear."

"What?"

"Whenever someone starts a sentence like that, I know I'm about to hear something Peter never told me."

Mr Harris pointed at her.

"Exactly."

The retired fisherman settled deeper into his chair.

"My car broke down near the marina."

Several people nodded.

Greywater Bay vehicles had a complicated relationship with reliability.

"It was raining."

"Naturally," said Mrs Bennett.

"It was freezing."

"Also naturally."

"I called a tow truck."

Mr Harris paused.

"It couldn't come until the next morning."

Noah winced.

"That sounds unpleasant."

"It was."

Mr Harris stirred his tea.

"Then Peter appeared."

"Appeared?" Noah asked.

"Like some sort of puzzle-solving ghost?"

"More or less."

The room laughed.

Mr Harris smiled.

"He drove me home."

"That's nice."

"He came back the next morning."

Noah blinked.

"Why?"

"To help me collect the car."

Margaret looked surprised.

"He never mentioned that."

"He made me promise not to mention it."

The room grew quiet for a moment.

Not sad.

Just thoughtful.

That sounded exactly like Peter.

Mrs Bennett turned a page.

"He helped me assemble a bookshelf once."

Noah looked impressed.

"Successfully?"

"No."

The room erupted.

Mrs Bennett smiled.

"We had to do it twice."

"Did he apologize?"

"He brought cake."

"Reasonable compensation."

"I thought so."

The stories continued.

One after another.

Small stories.

Ordinary stories.

The sort of things that rarely made headlines and somehow mattered more because of it.

Peter carried groceries.

Peter drove people home.

Peter checked on neighbours after storms.

Peter helped find a missing dog.

Peter attended school concerts that weren't even related to his family because a nervous child wanted more people in the audience.

At some point Noah noticed something.

Nobody talked about Peter's puzzle victories.

Nobody talked about how quickly he solved clues.

Nobody talked about how
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