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For Mr. Garner and Mr. Reynolds -  

Thank you.   



“And the Bell Didn’t Ring” 

 
It was cold that day. That’s what she could remember. It was cold, but the 

bookshop exploded with warmness when she walked inside.  

It was a cold day in January. The bookshop, crammed to its capacity with endless 

volumes of Austen, Twain, Yeats, Shakespeare, Dickens, and Poe, was bursting at the 

seams. The Victoria Waverly Bookshop’s motto was, “We are always full, but there is 

always room,” and that’s how Lorna ran it. 

Lorna and Jesse Pritchard, brother and sister, brown of hair, conducted the 

business of the Victoria Waverly Bookshop with pride and esteem. The Victoria 

Waverly was their baby, their prized possession, and they kept it running day and night, 

always dusting here and shining there. William, the siblings’ younger employee, took 

great satisfaction from his work, and provided the shop with its gem and crowning 

glory: the bell.  

It was a miniature replica of the seventh carillon in the Kirk of St. Nicholas in 

Aberdeen, and it hung from the window above the coat rack in tiny humility. It was a 

special bell, a bell that never rang in any order, or at any designated time. It seemed to 

ring only for itself, of its own accord, sometimes rapidly and multiple times, and 

sometimes quietly and simply. That’s because this bell had a secret, a secret that only 

the Pritchard siblings knew, and would never tell. They kept it with knowing smiles and 

a single finger to the lips as if to silence themselves for fear of spoiling such an 

invigorating knowledge. Not even William was permitted to know, it was kept hidden, 

and contently so.  

The shop, each day, was filled with the aimless twinkling of the bell, sparkling in 

the sun and chiming happily throughout the day. Customers came and went, passing 

through the endless, endless rows of books, stacks of books, miles of books. The shop 

smelled like paper, a reader’s favorite scent. It smelled like a crackling wood fire, the 



scent of home and comfort. The shop smelled like earth, a quiet and simple scent for the 

ones who find peace in a corner, between pages.  

One day, the shop changed, and was never the same again. What made it so 

began many, many years ago…  

 

 

 

Richard came in often, a favorite customer. He ranked above other customers 

because he wasn’t just a customer, he was a regular.  

Every time he entered the shop, smiles grew wider, lights grew brighter, and the 

books seemed to shuffle excitedly on the shelves, hoping he’d pick them up and read 

them to entertain himself.  

“Hello, Richard,” said Lorna cheerfully, “How is Daisy?”  

- ring! 

“Well as always, Lorna,” Richard replied with a grin.  

- ring! 

“Richard, hello,” Jesse said, swinging around the corner.  

- ring!  

“I’ve got something new for you.” 

Lorna handed Jesse a book, its spine not yet bent, and Jesse presented it to 

Richard.  

- ring! 

“It’s a Catherine Wood novella” - ring! - “by a young lady from Andover. An 

excellent and riveting title, just finished it myself.” 

- ring! 

“Thank you, Jesse. Thank you, Lorna,”  

- ring! -  

“I’m thrilled to borrow it.” 

“Nonsense!”, Lorna cried.  



- ring! 

“It is on us, a gift from the Victoria Waverly to you.” 

“Oh, but I couldn’t-” 

- ring! 

“You must, you are our best customer.” 

- ring! 

“Indeed,” Jesse chimed in, “You keep this shop alive.” 

- ring!  

“Well, if you insist,” Richard replied, beaming.  

He clutched the book close to his heart, and the Pritchards could see the joy in 

his eyes. He was their favorite customer, and for good reasons. 

- ring! 

Then, a sad look crept across the face of Richard.  

“I’m afraid I’ve come to tell you that I won’t be coming back for a long while. 

Possibly… a very long while.” 

The Pritchard siblings stared at him, as if hoping to believe they’d merely 

imagined the words just uttered to them. 

“You can’t mean that, Richard,” Jesse protested, “You’re one of us. You’re 

practically a Pritchard yourself. Your name is a part of ours, Richard. You can’t mean to 

go.” 

- ring! 

Richard nodded solemnly and scratched the back of his head. “I’m sorry to go, I 

wish I didn’t have to, but Daisy’s sister has fallen ill, and she needs our care.” 

Lorna drew in a sharp breath. “You mean Maxine? She’s ill?” 

- ring! 

“No,” Richard replied, shaking his head, “Not Maxine, she’s in Paris 

permanently, sending money for the expenses, otherwise she’d have come. No, it’s 

Daisy’s younger sister, Loreena. She’s a frail thing, only fourteen. We worry that…” 



He drew in a troubled breath. “The doctor says that her heart was weakened by 

her childhood bout of scarlet fever, and she only barely survived that. Now, she’s worse 

off.” 

The bookshop seemed to grow cold and silent as Richard uttered the mercenary’s 

name. 

“Typhoid.” 

Lorna gasped and held a hand to her chest, as if to ensure her heart did not stop 

beating.  

“Dear Lord,” she murmured. 

Jesse asked, “I see then that you must go, you must go at once. Tell us, is there 

anything we can do? Any way we can help?” 

Richard gave a weak smile, placing a hand on Jesse’s shoulder. “No, thank you 

Jesse. You’ve done enough for Daisy and for me. I’m afraid this is the only 

compensation I can offer.” 

From his waist jacket, Richard drew a small sparkling item. 

- ring! 

“A pocketwatch?” Lorna said. 

Richard nodded. “If the watch stops and I still have not returned, write a book for 

me.” 

- ring! 

“Richard?” 

Giving a knowing smile, he said, “Perhaps, one day, an idea will reveal itself to 

you. You run a bookshop, so fill it with something of your own.” 

- ring! 

Jesse took the watch with both hands and said, “Thank you, Richard.” 

A glistening tear slipping down her face, Lorna embraced her friend, saying, 

“You and Daisy take care of yourselves. We’ll miss you so dearly.” 

Richard nodded, saying, “Thank you, Lorna. You and Jesse will also be greatly 

missed.” 



“Write to us, won’t you, Richard?” Jesse said, “We must know how you and Daisy 

and little Loreena fare.” 

“Say you will,” Lorna pleaded, “If you didn’t we could never bear your absence.” 

- ring! 

With a hand on the shoulder of each Pritchard, Richard said, “I promise I will 

write as often as time will spare me. Please, promise me one thing.” 

“Do tell us,” Lorna said. 

Richard bent down and brought the sibling’s heads close to his, whispering, 

“Never, ever, let the Victoria Waverly’s doors close.” 

The brother and sister glanced at each other and nodded in firm agreement.  

Richard said, “Now, my friends, it is time for me to go. Say you will remember 

me, I would so despise being forgotten.” 

“We could never forget you, Richard,” Lorna whimpered. 

Jesse said, “Our shop will not be the same without you, but we and William will 

see to it that it will always remain open.” 

Richard nodded, taking his hat and coat from the rack, and sparing a glance 

upward.  

“And blessed be that bell, let it forever maintain its esteem.” 

And so, Richard left, and the bell didn’t ring. 

 

 

 

The day was cold. That’s what she remembered.  

Lorna stood by the window, the letter crushed in her quivering hands.  

Lorna and Jesse Pritchard, brother and sister, brown of hair, stared at the small 

section of paper addressed, To the Owners and Operators of the Victoria Waverly Bookshop. 

William had delivered the letter to their hands, in addition to the Catherine 

Wood novella, blissfully unaware of the news it contained. 



“Read it, Jesse,” Lorna whimpered, passing the letter to her brother, holding the 

long-frozen pocketwatch in her hand.  

Jesse took a deep breath and read aloud, 

 

To the Pritchards of Limerick Street: 

And so, I am alone. Loreena gone, Richard has followed. 

We wish you well, 

Daisy 

 

From the window above the coat rack, there was a gentle tinkling sound, one not 

heard for many, many years.  

And the Pritchards watched as their beautiful bell, the pride and joy of the 

Victoria Waverly, fell to the ground with a nearly inaudible clink, one that gripped the 

breath of its owners in a tight grasp. 

Lorna reached down and took it in her small hands, and cried at the sight of the 

unsightly crack, cutting down through the precious bell.  

Jesse placed his arm around his sister as she cried, and he said, “It’s time for the 

book. It’s earned its place now.” 

Lorna sniffled and nodded, calling William to fetch the newly-bound, red velvet 

book, written in her own and her brother’s hand. 

Taking the book in her hands, Lorna walked towards one of the bookshelves, old 

and worn from old favorites. On it, she placed the book, the only one of its kind. 

She and her brother looked at each other and nodded solemnly, returning to their 

work. Jesse’s shoulders no longer stood straight and tall behind him, and Lorna now 

lacked the spring in her step for which she had affectionately been known. 

The siblings walked away from that old bookshelf, and away from the red velvet 

book with the copper stamp that read, The Pleasance and Perpetuity of Youth. 

 



The End 


