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Story: 

 

A Stranger I Met 

 

On a dreary afternoon in late October, I found myself wandering through the damp streets of 

a small, forgotten town. The rain had been persistent, and the cobblestone roads glistened 

with an eerie reflection of the overcast sky. My usual drive had been interrupted by a sudden 

detour, and now I was aimlessly exploring unfamiliar terrain. As I approached a quaint, but 

weather-worn bookstore, I decided to step inside for refuge from the relentless drizzle. 

 

The bell above the door chimed softly as I entered, and I was greeted by the warm, musty 

aroma of aged paper and leather. The store was small, with towering shelves crammed with 

books of all kinds. As I meandered through the narrow aisles, my fingers grazed the spines of 

countless volumes, each one whispering promises of forgotten worlds and hidden truths. 

 

In the far corner of the shop, an elderly man sat at a cluttered desk, engrossed in a well-worn 

book. His presence was nearly invisible amidst the stacks, but the way he held himself—

stooped but dignified—suggested a lifetime of stories and wisdom. I approached the desk 

with curiosity. 

 

"Good afternoon," I ventured, hoping to break the silence. 

 

The man looked up with a mild surprise, as if momentarily pulled from a distant memory. His 

eyes were a sharp blue, deeply set beneath gray brows. He smiled, revealing a set of teeth that 

had seen better days. “Salutations,” he replied, his voice a gravelly murmur. 

 

We struck up a conversation about literature and life, and I learned that his name was Arthur. 

He spoke with a cadence that suggested he was used to storytelling. Arthur had spent most of 

his life as a traveling librarian, moving from town to town, gathering and sharing books. His 

eyes sparkled as he recounted tales of the people he had met and the books that had changed 

his perspective. 

 

I marvelled at his experience and knowledge, as it some how opened my eyes to others 

stories, even in the most ordinary places. 

 


