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A Personal Word:


Writing a new story is like embarking on a journey. At first, we know only that we are about to depart — but the destination may remain forever unseen. We stand on the platform with our suitcases packed, unaware of which paths we will take, whom we will meet, or which trials await us. We do not know whether storms or sunshine will accompany us, whether we shall return with unbroken hearts — or changed ones. And perhaps that is what defines every true journey: it is never as beautiful as in our memories. The same is true of a book.


The Favored One of Heaven was — and still is — such a journey.


I knew what I wanted to tell — yet never where the story would lead me. What began as a simple reflection on the meaning and meaninglessness of life soon grew into something far greater. With every sentence, every scene, every question I dared to ask anew, doors opened to truths that even I had not foreseen — truths that were not always easy to bear. The more the story expanded, the deeper I fell into it. I did not merely write it — I lived it. I felt with my characters, endured their doubts, their hopes, their pain. And while I wrote, the pulse of the world burned itself into my thoughts.


I watched. I listened. I saw too much that should never have been. And so, one question began to haunt me: Can a book change anything? Can words bring light into darkness? Can I create something that not only entertains, but moves, touches — perhaps even transforms? Can I give the reader a moment to pause, to breathe deeply — and to see the world differently, if only for a heartbeat? We have values that humanity once learned through bitter suffering — and yet we discard them today as if they were mere relics of a bygone age. Justice. Compassion. Humanity. Love of one’s neighbour. We speak of progress, yet we stand still. We raise our voices for freedom, yet bind ourselves with indifference. We believe the world is changing — but we forget the most essential thing: the ability to truly see one another. Without prejudice. Without greed. Without hate.


This story is a journey into the depths of our own being — into the heart itself. What we find there is what each of us must decide for ourselves. And I hope this book touches the reader as deeply as it touched me while I wrote it. There are stories that entertain us. There are stories that move us. And then there are those rare ones that reach beyond — stories that are not merely read, but felt.


The Favored One of Heaven is such a story.


When I set these words to paper, I knew the path ahead would not be easy. For this book is not simply a tale of fate, faith, and justice — it is a search for truth. What does it mean to be human? Where does our responsibility begin — and where does it end — toward the world that surrounds us? Are we truly condemned to live within a spiral of hatred, greed, and violence? Or is it within our power to rewrite the story — every single day?


This book speaks of a journey that reaches far beyond its pages — a journey that reminds us that the greatest miracles often dwell within the smallest gestures. That hope is not a word, but a choice. That a life lived for others is never lived in vain.


The Favored One of Heaven is not an easy story.


It challenges, it confronts, it lays its finger upon wounds we prefer to hide. Yet in the end, one message remains — one that has never been more vital than today: Love is the only truth that endures.


I wrote The Favored One of Heaven from the very depths of my heart — and that is how it should be read.


With the heart.


This story is built upon truths we cannot soften. Those who read with care, who feel between the lines, will sense that much of what is written here has already become our reality — even if we have learned to look away. Because it is easier. Because it feels safer. But perhaps — just perhaps — it is time to lift our gaze. To step into a story that does not simply wish to be told — but to be shared. May this book not only accompany its readers, but awaken something within them.


May it raise questions — and perhaps offer one or two quiet answers.


With gratitude and hope,


Marc Lin









Love is the only power worth striving for.


Love is the one and only thing …


that we can carry with us …


wherever we may go …


wherever our journey begins


and wherever it shall end.


All else is nothing.


Marc Lin









This Book:


… is written for all those who seek more than just a story.For those who do not merely wish to be entertained, but are willing to embark on a journey – one that makes them laugh and weep, that stirs anger and unmasks hatred, but also opens the heart and reveals love in its purest form.


When the reader closes this book at the end of the story, I hope they will pause. Take a deep breath. Perhaps with tears in their eyes – perhaps with a smile. And then be able to say: “What a story… what a journey!”


For that is what this book is meant to be – more than words on paper. I hope it offers suspense and entertainment, but even more than that, I wish it might change the way we see the world. That it may encourage us not to accept as truth everything the media and politics feed us each day, but to move through these times with reason, foresight, and an awakened mind. For if there is one thing we must never forget, it is this: we are merely guests upon this earth – and yet we so often act as though it belonged to us alone.


This story was written with the heart – and only those who read it with the heart will understand its true potential.


We, at the publishing house, hold one firm belief: a good book must do more than tell words – it must achieve three things, just as City Without Light once did:




	It must pull the reader out of everyday life and offer refuge.


	It must touch the heart and compel one to feel.


	And it must leave behind a memory that remains – long after the final page has been read.




If The Favored of Heaven fulfils even one of these, then this book has achieved more than we ever dared to hope for.


Because sometimes, a single story is enough to change a thought. And sometimes … a single thought can change the world.


It can never harm -


to believe in the good that still abides in this world!


Marc Lin









Acknowledgements:


GABRIELE GÜNTHER


My deepest gratitude goes to you, Gabriele Günther, for taking on the immense challenge of editing and revising The Favored One of Heaven over so many months. I am fully aware that this task was far from easy. Page by page, word by word, you worked with tireless dedication to ensure that this story could appear in its finest form. Without you, The Favored of Heaven would hardly have been possible.Thank you for your meticulous work, your patience, and your boundless commitment. I look forward to beginning the next great adventure with you.


ANDREAS STEGLICH


Your discerning eye as the final proofreader guided this story through its last stretch. With patience and precision, you hunted down inconsistencies and corrected my oversights. Your contribution has been of immeasurable value.


Thank you!


ROBERT “RÖBI” WÄLCHLI


To spot errors, chase commas, and tirelessly examine every line — that was your mission. I know it was hard work, yet you accomplished it with remarkable mastery.


Thank you!


Whether we truly uncovered every last detail, only Heaven itself may know. But we gave our very best — and in the end, I hope it is the story that stands in the light.


MARC UTIGER


He was the one who often gave me courage when my own began to fade. Your honesty, your intuitive understanding of my story, and your steadfast support helped me to believe — in myself, and in what I have created. You encouraged me to bring this story to its end.


Thank you for everything.









THANK YOU:


… to all those who encouraged me to keep going – even when I no longer wished to, when I could no longer see the meaning, when doubt consumed me and my strength was fading. You were there in the moments that mattered most, and for that, I thank you from the depths of my heart.


________________________________________


Beyond that, I wish to express my gratitude to all the artists who have inspired and accompanied me throughout the years. Their works, their voices, and their melodies carried me through dark times, helped me to find the emotions that give life to my stories.


MIREILLE MATHIEU, PETULA CLARK, DALIDA, JUDY GARLAND, LARA FABIAN, DORIS DAY & ELVIS PRESLEY


Without these remarkable artists, much of what I have written would never have been possible. Their music has been a constant source of inspiration — a bridge to the feelings that made this story come alive.


JAMES HORNER, JOHN WILLIAMS, CHRISTOPHER YOUNG,


HANS ZIMMER, JERRY GOLDSMITH & PATRICK DOYLE


My gratitude also goes to these great film composers — and to the many others I cannot name individually. Their music allowed me to step into the very moods I needed to write “The Favored of Heaven” with my heart. Without their melodies, I could not have felt certain scenes as deeply as I did.


THANK YOU!


A thousand times over. For every helping hand, for every word of encouragement, for every act of kindness and support — and for the love that gave me the strength to tell this story at all.


Marc Lin









Author’s Note on the English Translation …


When the publishing house decided to release my novel “Günstling des Himmels” (The Favored One Of Heaven) in English, I was filled with both joy and apprehension. Joy, because my story would reach readers beyond the borders of my own language – and apprehension, because this book is more than mere words to me; it is a part of my being. I began asking myself countless questions:




	Would the translation truly reflect the words I once wrote – my tone, my rhythm, my heart?


	Would the emotions that shaped every line still be felt in another language?


	Would the meaning remain intact, or fade in translation?


	Would each word carry the same weight, the same beauty, that I so carefully chose?


	Would readers notice that the novel was originally written in German?


	And most of all – would the translation live up to my expectations?




With these questions as my companions, I embarked on a journey that became far more than a simple act of translation. Several tools – and people – accompanied me along the way. A professional translator, who worked tirelessly for weeks, immersing herself in the spirit of the story. DeepL, a remarkable program that provided a structural guideline, though its soul was of another nature – more suited to reports than to poetry. Artificial Intelligence, which at times helped me to refine nuances, at other times dared to rewrite them. And finally, an English-speaking colleague whose linguistic sensibility and literary intuition guided me through the last crucial steps.


Despite all this support, the process was anything but simple. From a single German source emerged four distinct versions – each with its own voice, its own strengths and flaws. The professional translation carried emotion, yet was often shaped by the translator’s own world – her family, her mood, her daily life. DeepL offered precision, but not soul – excellent for a business report, yet unsuited for the breath of an epic novel. The AI was unpredictable – sometimes inspired, sometimes mechanical. And my colleague added yet another human tone, a warmth that technology could never reproduce.


In the end, I found myself holding four translations of one story – each one different in texture and truth. For instance, one chapter of 2,549 words in German became 2,478 through DeepL, 1,942 through the translator, and even fewer through AI – which often rewrote entire passages, as if my book had begun to develop a life of its own. Despite my repeated plea not to omit a single word, sentences were shortened, meanings altered, and emotions rephrased – all with the best of intentions, yet not without loss. At times, I felt as though I were chasing my own creation, trying to bring it back home. To make things even more challenging, I do not speak English well enough to judge which version came closest to my heart’s intention. And yet – after all the trials, revisions, and sleepless nights – I now dare to hope that this English edition has preserved the essence of my story: its depth, its grace, its longing for love and humanity.


I hope, with all sincerity, that as you read, you will feel what I once felt when I wrote these words in my native tongue. May the spirit of this book reach you – beyond language, beyond translation.


Thanks!


Marc Lin









Dedication:


I dedicate this book to


Jesus!


To Peace,


to Love,


and to Humanity. 


May these virtues find their way into every heart,


so that the Grace


which begins within us


may one day fill the entire world.


Marc Lin
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The Favored One of Heaven


They have learned nothing …





Chapter 1: Not of This World …


In a far-off place, immeasurable to our imagination and far removed from this Earth, our story begins. There, where the expanses are without end, where galaxies never collide, in another kingdom. Here is the place where the destiny of humankind takes its beginning and is ordained. For all time. In a chamber of incomparable beauty, suffused entirely with gentle white, a majestic aura prevailed. The light returned upon itself in a warm, calming sheen that filled the whole room. Figures in immaculate, snow-white attire stood about an imposing table whose height—more than one metre twenty—seemed to symbolise the infinity of being.


The tabletop, a glass construction of fascinating elegance, was set firmly within the massive frame. The presences in white let their gaze fall through that pane down upon the Earth. With a single, almost casual movement of the hand they drew aside the cover of clouds that had veiled the view. Beneath it appeared green meadows, wide fields, and villages where homesteads pressed close to one another. The throbbing cities, which from this height looked like tiny silos, came into sight as well. From so great an elevation everything appeared as a carefully arranged miniature landscape, a delicate artwork of creation. But this structure was no ordinary table. It was a gate to the world, a magical window that revealed more than images. It was a living hologram, a marvel that disclosed humanity in its totality and in all its deeds. The beings in white observed with vigilant attention every incident, every single motion. This table served not only for contemplation; it was the command centre of destiny itself. Here the great decisions were taken that would shape life on Earth for all time.


One of the figures stepped forward and laid his hand upon a sensor set in the table. His sonorous voice broke the reverent hush of the chamber:


“I believe the time has come.” His features darkened as he spoke. A very aged bearer of fate approached the table slowly and deliberately. With a deep, melancholic sigh he replied:


“Has the moment truly arrived already?”


“I fear it has, my Lord,” answered the first, with the faintest of nods.


“No. It is too soon. Far too soon,” objected Beatitude, her gaze troubled. But Fate raised his voice, heavy and full of regret:


“We must send him down, whether we will it or not. A postponement is no longer possible.” Fortune looked gravely around the circle.


“Do you truly believe this is already necessary, my Lord?”


“It will soon be too late if we do not act now. You all know how little time remains to us. The moment is almost past …” affirmed Fate, turning his anxious gaze upon the glass.


“I am convinced we should wait,” interposed Love gently. Yet Fate shook his head, the concern in his eyes unmistakable.


“You know the day of decline is fixed. The twenty-first of December, 2012, will come more quickly than any of us would wish,” he observed, pressing his lips together in sorrow. Truth, often uncomfortable in her clarity, lifted her limpid voice:


“I do not believe that humanity deserves yet another reprieve. Look upon the world. Men murder, they lie and deceive, they sow hatred and greed. They destroy everything that was entrusted to them. Why should we save them? Let humankind go down; perhaps that is the course of things.” Love, however, replied with care:


“Must someone truly descend? Is there no other way?” Fate inclined his head with grave mien.


“Yes. Soon there will be no free souls at all. And when that happens, our own end will be sealed.” Beatitude asked softly:


“And where are the souls now?” Providence answered in a tone saturated with gloom:


“Our enemies hold them captive. Every single soul is claimed by the darkness.” Love was aghast.


“But why can we not, as before, intervene from above?” she asked, her eyes full of concern.


“Because this time everything is different,” explained Destiny.


“Every soul must once go to Earth to fulfil its task. That is the law of the highest instance. There is no exception, neither for humans nor for us.” Fortune shook her head.


“I still consider this deployment premature. Far too soon,” she insisted, a warning in her voice.


“Do not forget: our enemies use every inattention, every weakness, every delay to their advantage. They regard our negligence as their greatest boon …” The Destiny reminded them with a furrowed brow.


“You mean this is truly necessary?” Love voiced her doubt. She recognised the danger drawing near and paused in fear.


“The dark forces grow stronger. We can no longer hesitate. The time for action has come, whether we will it or not,” said Fate in a voice that made the impending calamity unmistakable.


“I still say it is premature,” Beatitude persisted.


“The destiny of all that is earthly lies in our hands alone, as does the struggle against what is evil upon that Earth. The evil that seeks again and again to overcome us must not prevail,” observed Life, deeply thoughtful.


“Against hatred, sorrow, fury, sickness, violence, falsehood, misfortune, and all the blood that is shed by the minute, there is but one single weapon with which we may stand,” Fate made plain, and a deep sigh escaped him that echoed through the room like thunder.


“We must not forget pestilence and death,” Life warned with drama.


“Quite so; and against all this evil there exists only one force that endures …” Fate continued, his voice heavy with care.


“I know very well which force that is; it is I. I am the power to overcome all this, far beyond any imagination,” declared a delicate, almost fragile being with a gentle yet resolute voice: Love herself.


The figures were silent for a small eternity. Silence drifted like a soft whisper through the eternal realm. At last Life itself spoke, with careful tone, as if it would weigh every word:


“We know that the only weapon against the darkness is love. True and upright love. Nothing else can conquer all this evil, and such is the Destiny of us all. It is time that we begin to love with such strength that only love remains, and remains forever.” Beatitude nodded gravely, her eyes full of sorrow as she received the words of Life. She pressed her lips together in grief and cast a serious glance at the other aides, who now listened intently. Love, a slender being with eyes that mirrored the glow of the stars, took one step forward and, equally concerned, asked:


“And what shall we do?” Fate, a tall, venerable figure with an aura that testified to unending wisdom, rose slowly. With a voice like the murmur of a deep river he said:


“We here in this realm have our tasks to fulfil, and that task consists solely in protecting the world below, together with humankind, and in saving all, whatever any of us may think of it.” Health, a powerful figure with radiant skin and a stern gaze, clenched her fists. Her voice cut, full of anger, as she retorted:


“I am still of the opinion that we should leave humanity below to itself. Their foolishness will surely lead them to their end. They will not rest until they have destroyed everything. We need only wait.” But Fate shook his head heavily, his voice trembling slightly with effort:


“No. That is not our office. As I have said, we are all responsible for the welfare of humankind, and not the other way round. Others see to other things.” A long silence followed before Health, her shoulders still tight, asked:


“And what do we intend to do?” Fate took one step forward. The room seemed to grow denser while he spoke:


“We shall perform our duty and send a messenger to Earth. Now.”


“To save what will not be saved?” Mercy asked aloud, with a trace of cynicism.


“Yes. So it is.” Love stepped forward, and though her voice was gentle, an unshakeable resolve lay within it:


“What a heavy task to impose upon the messenger. But I am ready to accompany him, no matter how hard his way may be.” Health, once more inflamed, cried out:


“A humanity that tramples health underfoot, with drugs and a life of excess? No—let them eradicate themselves. We need only wait and watch.”


“Our Favoured One shall receive the charge to save the world and mankind. That is our task,” Destiny said with solemn clarity.


Meekness, who until now had remained silent, shook her head. Her mild voice sounded full of concern:


“That will be no easy undertaking.” Hope, a shining figure with a shimmering aura, sighed heavily and closed her eyes before she spoke:


“You know we have tried this once before, and humanity failed miserably. And so it will happen again.” Fate looked at her for a long time before answering gravely:


“We must. We have no other choice. Providence requires it.” Health, her brow furrowed, asked again:


“And how do you intend to send our Favoured One to Earth?”


“In the same way as all who went before,” answered Fate, who was also called Fortune’s Hand and, next to the Almighty, held the highest rank in the eternal realm. His voice was calm, yet within it lay a resolve that could not be overlooked.


“Oh no. Please not that …” cried Health dramatically, raising her hands in protest.


“He must come into the world as every creature does: by birth.”


“Do not do this to him,” Fortune protested sharply, pain in her face.


“Why? All others in the world had to endure the same, as did the last messenger. In the same manner shall he now be born as well.” Fate remained grave, though a faint concern lay in his eyes. Health, no less sorrowful, stepped forward:


“Can we not simply send the messenger down to Earth as a guest, as we ourselves sometimes go?”


“No!” came Fate’s reply at once, unambiguous.


“He must undergo the trials appointed to him, as must all dwellers upon Earth. If he succeeds, humanity shall receive a chance and be permitted to continue. If he fails, what we have prophesied will come to pass. The world will be no more. For all eternity.” A heavy silence settled over the assembly. The bearers in white stood motionless about the immense table, upon whose glass lay the living hologram of the Earth.


Scenes shifted like shadow-pictures: peaceful landscapes, ruined cities, radiant hope beside desolate despair. Fate spoke again, his voice grown firmer:


“It is decided. We must send our Favoured One. His path will not be easy, yet he is our last hope. The struggle begins now.” Love stepped forward, her gentle features reflecting concern.


“But is humankind ready to receive him? Will they recognise and accept him, or will they—as once before—reject him?” Hope spoke now, her calculations sounding cool and matter-of-fact:


“Our Favoured One will require at least twenty-two years upon the Earth to fulfil his task.”


“For us that is only twenty-two simple days. Yet time presses. On Earth it is the year 1990. Only those years remain to us,” noted Fate, falling into thought. Fortune lifted her hands in a mixture of frustration and worry and said bitterly:


“Twenty-two years? That is far too long. What are we to do with our enemies in the meantime?” Beatitude came closer, her voice measured:


“Until then it is for us to fight the dark powers upon the Earth and to protect our Favoured One with all our strength—above all from the greatest foe that has enslaved humankind for millennia.”


“Pray consider: our Favoured One is the saviour of the world. If he fails, it is the end for us all. With him our own fate will be sealed—final and irrevocable. You know the prophecy,” Fate said with utmost gravity.


“The venture will fail, as it did once before,” Fortune murmured.


Fate looked at Beatitude with a strangely sober gaze.


“I am perfectly aware.”


“Do not forget, my greatest enemy is my brother,” Beatitude sighed, and her face darkened.


“I know. We all have brothers, and each of them is our foe.” Fate lowered his eyes, his voice heavy:


“That fact troubles me most. I remember the oath well.” Beatitude nodded thoughtfully.


“Your brother has brought us—far too often—excessive sorrow.” Fortune replied, reflective:


“He is Misfortune, after all. And we could not be more different.”


“We are all more than aware of this. Yet not only Misfortune holds sway over the world. Our other brothers too are gaining influence,” sighed Fate, turning to Love.


“Your brother, Hatred, does his part to enslave humankind.” Love bowed her head; her voice was quiet and sad:


“Yes. My brother contributes greatly to plunging the world into chaos,” and she gave a slight nod.


“We must stand against it. At any price. Therefore our Favoured One shall now be born.” The Destiny spoke with emphasis and turned to Hope:


“And where precisely shall we have him see the light of day?” Hope rose.


“Why?” she asked, not understanding. Beatitude stepped forward and pressed urgently:


“In what place shall he come to maturity? Shall we choose a land already poisoned by our enemies, or one in which people are still humane—loving, merciful—and still believe in the good?” And like all the others she did not take her eyes off Fate. Hope:


“And where precisely shall we have him see the light of day?” Hope rose.


“Why?” she asked again, still uncomprehending. Beatitude stepped forward and, with insistence, asked:


“In what place shall he come to maturity? Shall we choose a land already poisoned by our enemies, or one in which people are still humane—loving, merciful—and still believe in the good?” And like all the others she kept her gaze fixed upon Destiny.









Chapter 2: The Choice ...


Providence regarded the bearers of destiny for a long while, then spoke with careful clarity.


“Let us choose a place with wisdom.” Fortune, its brow deeply furrowed, shook its head.


“Mankind has never learned its lessons. They repeat their errors endlessly, blind to everything that might yet redeem them.” Fate lowered his gaze to the glass pane that displayed the hologram of Earth. Slowly an image formed upon it, a small, unassuming place, almost magical in its seclusion.


“Perhaps…” Destiny murmured thoughtfully.


“Yet we must not abandon hope. Our Favored of Heaven shall be born where the darkness cannot reach him at once, a place that grants him time to grow, to gather strength.” Upon the pane a town appeared, ringed by gentle hills and dense forests. It radiated a sense of timelessness, scarcely touched by the haste and ruin of the modern world.


Hope stepped forward, her eyes fixed upon the scene, her voice low yet brimming with resolve.


“Yes. Here he can grow in safety. The people there still preserve a fragment of what we once called human.” She pointed to the chosen place, her stance charged with quiet conviction. Fortune nodded slowly, though with evident reluctance.


“It may seem safe, but we know darkness lurks everywhere. Our enemies will not rest until they have found him.” Destiny lifted his hand, and the light upon the glass faded with a gentle flicker. A silence heavy as stone filled the hall before Providence spoke again.


“Then it is settled. He shall pass through Earth’s trials as every other must. We shall stand at his side, even when he cannot see us.” The words fell with such weight that the chamber itself seemed to bow beneath them. The bearers of fate exchanged grave looks, a mixture of determination and silent worry. They knew this was only the beginning of a long and perilous journey, for the Favored, and for them all. Truth, who until now had remained silent, raised her voice, clear, unwavering.


“You know the darkness will muster all its powers to destroy him. Our enemies will be subtler than ever before. They will weaken him, isolate him, force him to doubt himself.”


“So it may be...” Love answered softly:


“…but as long as a spark of light burns in his heart, he will not be undone. The darkness may be strong, yet it can never devour all.” Destiny stepped back, his form heavy with responsibility.


“So it is decreed. Our Favored of Heaven shall be sent to Earth. From this place his path begins, and with it …our final hope.” Providence turned to his companions, his gaze steady.


“He shall receive from us the best of gifts. Give him all that makes life upon Earth endurable and worthy. You, Knowledge, grant him intellect and discernment. Love, bestow a pure heart. Hope, give him trust and confidence. Health, grant him strength, vitality, and endurance. Goodness, bestow mercy.” Fate’s voice rose, solemn as a hymn.


“And I shall guide his steps, ensuring that my brother, my greatest foe, Chance, does not undo what must be done. Let us prepare his way into the world, that Earth’s story, like our own, may yet find a good end.” Fortune studied him closely. Destiny asked, utterly grave:


“What is it? Do you see other perils, ones I may have overlooked?” Health answered sharply:


“Our Favored One must not be made to endure the same torment as the last Favored of Heaven we once sent.”


“Yes...” Destiny replied,


“…we must end the strife with our brothers once and for all. If the world is to be saved, it will be only through this boy. He is our shared hope, and our destiny.”


“You know well what will happen when our adversaries, the greatest foes of mankind, learn who he is. They will hunt him to his last breath, like a beast driven to slaughter...” warned Hope, her voice taut with fear.


“We shall keep watch over him, vigilant and untiring. I will go now, to set his story in writing with our authors...” Destiny declared, sorrow shadowing his features.


“I myself will see that he is loved...” vowed Love.


“And I, his well, being...” added Health.


“And I, his brilliance and his wisdom...” Life promised with a nod.


“I will tend to his fortune.”


“And I, to his blessedness...” Goodness affirmed. Providence rose in solemn majesty.


“Come. Let us deliberate whom we shall send as our Favored upon the Earth.” Love asked gently,


“We are to choose?”


“Yes. Assemble the Grand Council. A decision must be reached without delay.” With that command, the bearers of fate proceeded with dignity to the council chamber. There they debated long and fiercely until, at last, the choice fell upon one particular angel.


With the decision made, Providence returned to Hall of Determinations. Hundreds of tireless assistants labored in a hall that stretched beyond the eye’s reach, seemingly without end.


The guardians sat in endless ranks, each desk aligned precisely, stretching to the horizon, typing Earth’s decrees upon their typewriters. They were, one and all, the authors of humankind’s story.


“I require another physician, to be born...” called an elderly author with a gray beard.


“Yes, I will see to it...” replied a younger colleague, scarcely lifting his eyes from the keys.


“I need another policeman, a Black man...” demanded another.


And so each of the scribes composed the story of the mortals, shaping the lives of those bound to their destiny. Together they wove the chronicle of all that was to be lived and endured upon Earth.









Chapter 3: Gabriel...


Providence stepped before his workers and spoke in a measured, deep voice.


“My helpers, I ask for your attention!” Providence paused a moment, letting the words resound through the hall. At once the rhythmic clatter of typewriters ceased, and a strange, almost tangible silence spread over the vast chamber. With grave mien, Providence continued.


“The time has come. We shall send a Favored One down to Earth, one who is to save the world!” A murmur arose, but a bold author cried aloud.


“So soon?” Providence nodded firmly.


“Yes! Time is pressing! Souls are running out, and if mankind’s story is to be saved… I must act now!” The last words echoed emphatically through the endless hall.


Another of the destiny, bearers, a slight figure with piercing eyes, dared to ask.


“And who shall be chosen? Who will be sent to Earth?” Providence paused, letting his gaze wander over the tense faces. After a long silence, he declared.


“We have long debated… and reached our decision. Out of all the angels we chose the one we believe can bear and endure the burden laid upon him. There is only one who is equal to this task!” A faint murmur swept the ranks until an elder scribe, his brow marked with worry, cautiously asked.


“And who… must go?” The fear of being chosen was plain in his eyes.


Providence let the tension rise deliberately before answering in a slow, solemn voice.


“We have chosen Gabriel!” A collective gasp filled the hall. Relief washed through the others, only for every gaze to turn upon the named one, who staggered back in shock.


“No! No! Not I!” he cried, his voice breaking with despair. Panicked, he tried to hide behind his typewriter, yet his form trembled visibly. Providence’s eyes fixed upon him.


“So it is, Gabriel. The choice has been made: It has fallen upon you!”


“No! Please not! Not me!” he begged, his eyes searching frantically for escape.


“It is a high honor granted to you!” Providence replied with a trace of compassion, yet his tone remained resolute. Gabriel stumbled forward, nearly falling, and cried.


“Please not! I have been there before! Life was unbearable to me!” His voice broke with anguish. Providence answered, unwavering.


“It is for that very reason you are the right choice. You know what awaits. Only you can fulfil this mission.”


“No! No! I do not wish to return to that world! I have felt its pain! Please, no!” He fell upon his knees before Providence, his voice trembling with fear.


For a moment there was utter stillness. Then Providence spoke with heavy heart.


“As I said… we are agreed that only you can carry out this mission. We would never lay such a burden upon you if there were another way!” Gabriel shook his head fiercely.


“But I will not! I cannot go again to Earth! Spare me this path, life was too bitter, suffering too deep!” His voice rang out panicked, almost childlike in despair.


Providence lowered his gaze as if to share his pain, yet his words remained unyielding.


“I too am grieved… that we must send one at all. But we have no choice. You must be sent!”


“I will not! Please!” Gabriel cried one last time, but his plea fell unheard.


“It is decided!” Providence declared. Gabriel’s breath came heavy before he asked with a trembling voice.


“And when… must I go?”


“Now!” came Providence’s terse reply. The Chosen One shook his head violently, desperation spilling from his lips.


“No! I must finish the tale of this young family, they are to have a child!” His voice was pleading now. Providence looked at him for a long moment before answering softly yet with unshakable clarity.


“Yes… and that child shall be you!” The Favored of Heaven stared, eyes filling with tears.


“No! Let me finish their story! They waited so long for a child. Please! I am the author of their tale, I must bring it to a good end!” Providence nodded slightly, his voice tender.


“Yes, Gabriel. I know the chronicle of this family. You have written it well. And now you shall be their child… to carry their story forward.” He looked upon him like a father sending his son into exile. Gabriel collapsed upon his knees, sobbing.


“No! This cannot be! Please!” Yet Providence remained steadfast.


A low humming rose through the chamber as the final decision sealed itself. Providence stepped forth, majestic in bearing, his voice firm and unshakable.


“No more protest! The choice is made! Accept it!” His gaze, sharp as a blade, held unrelenting upon the Favored One. Gabriel, the Favored of Heaven, trembled with refusal. His eyes searched desperately for a way out, yet the walls of destiny were unbreakable.


“I will not… I cannot! Send another, Nathan has never gone, nor Emmanuel, nor Nathanael! Spare me!” His voice shook with lament. Providence, unmoved as an ancient oak in the storm, spoke with deep, piercing tone.


“You shall be sent to Earth, to save mankind… this is your fate! You have exactly twenty, two days to prepare.” The words struck like thunder through the hall. Gabriel nearly collapsed.


“But this family, to whom I wished to grant felicity… what will become of them? I am their tale!” His voice bore the sorrow of one who knows he is about to lose what is dearest. Providence answered without mercy.


“It is precisely through you that they shall receive it!” Gabriel shuddered.


“And who will write their life then?” he whispered. Providence raised a hand and pointed toward the countless scribes, laboring tirelessly.


“Look around you!”


“Why?” Gabriel asked in despair, searching their faces, the many scribes striving not to meet his eyes.


“We all shall weave your tale. You are not alone. Now go!” Providence commanded, his voice brooking no contradiction. Gabriel looked upon the hundreds of helpers. Their faces were grave, yet in their bearing lay something unspoken, a vow of silent loyalty. With a deep sigh, he nodded, the weight of destiny heavy upon him. He knew now he had no choice but to bend to it.


“Prepare yourself… to be born. To save mankind, and the world.” Two angels appeared, their wings shimmering in golden light. Silently they stood at Gabriel’s side, one taking each arm. Before they carried him away, Gabriel cried out.


“Providence?!” The ruler turned back.


“Yes, my son?”


“One plea, my Lord!”


“Speak!” Providence urged, patient yet unyielding. Gabriel fell once more to his knees, tears streaming as he pleaded.


“Write me, I beg you… a story that is bearable, a life worth living!” Providence gazed long at him. A shadow of sadness passed over his stern face.


“That I cannot promise. But this I vow: We shall all watch over you. We shall guide your steps and grant you hope when you need it most.” The words were gentle, yet carried the inevitability of law.


The Favored of Heaven closed his eyes as the angels lifted him gently, firmly. They bore him toward the Gate of Birth, where warm light awaited, soothing, yet heavy with responsibility. Once more he turned back, his voice trembling.


“What if I fail?” Providence answered, every syllable filled with infinite gravity.


“Then we all are lost.” The words branded themselves into Gabriel’s spirit, a haunting echo to accompany him upon his new journey.


As the angels bore him onward, Gabriel cast one last look behind. The scribes bent again over their typewriters, the quiet tapping the eternal rhythm of mankind’s story. Providence, high upon his dais, gave him a final nod, grave, yet with a glimmer of silent hope.


Then Gabriel was clothed in the darkness of transition, ready to be born, to fulfill his calling.


Thus they sent the Favored of Heaven into the world, that he might walk his destiny, as foretold.









Chapter 4: The Game of Determinations …


Conscience and Reason stepped reverently before Providence. Their features were marked by grave reflection, their bearing one of inward solemnity.


“Our Favored has arrived, my Lord, and will soon behold the light of the world...” Conscience declared in a voice borne of unwavering resolve.


“Very good! Thus shall a new chapter in the history of the world be opened...” Providence replied, his troubled mien reflecting the weight of his responsibility.


“You alone, my Lord, determine the moment of his birth...” added Love with gentle urgency.


“Is everything prepared?” asked the Determiner, his probing gaze resting heavily upon the bearers of fate.


“Not yet...” Reason answered with the precision of a blade that cut through the silence.


“Then let us set to work without delay...” Providence commanded with an insistence that brooked no contradiction.


“Exactly why we are here...” Reason agreed at once. Providence let his piercing gaze sweep over his helpers.


“What is the exact purpose of this gathering? What remains yet to be accomplished?” Love inquired timidly.


“By when must… the Earth be saved?” Life asked with utmost gravity, a strange mood settling over the vastness.


“Does it remain at twenty-two units of time, equal to twenty, two earthly years?” Conscience pressed. Providence answered in a tone dark as thunder.


“The day of downfall is fixed: December twenty, first, 2012. Upon this date the end of the world is foretold!” The words seemed to summon the calamity itself.


“But… can we truly alter a destiny once foreseen?” Reason asked, the weight of doubt pressing heavily upon his shoulders.


“Every prophecy may be swayed by true and steadfast love! And this, at the very least, we shall attempt! Now, let us embark upon the venture. May victory be solely ours!” Destiny raised his hands in solemn invocation.


“A reckless undertaking! Should our enemies learn of the boy’s presence upon Earth, he will no longer be safe!” Conscience warned with an urgency none could ignore.


“We are all aware of this danger...” Fortune nodded, his hands restless, searching for steadiness.


“Our enemies will leave nothing undone to thwart mankind’s salvation. Their aim is clear: inevitable ruin...” Love spoke, her voice trembling with concern.


“We know it all too well...” Providence retorted, his eyes narrowing to slits.


“But to sit idly by and watch humanity hasten toward its end… that I shall never permit! This defeat shall not be the end of our existence!” Providence’s tone bore such gravity that even the boldest doubt fell silent.


A heavy stillness settled over the assembly, vast and suffocating, until at last Health spoke.


“But our enemies will lie in wait for our Favored, everywhere, at all times!”


“We know the dangers that lurk for us all...” Providence nodded, and the shadow of a deep sorrow crossed his face.


“This tale grows hopeless!” Reason warned in a tone that seemed to smother every trace of hope. Destiny stepped forward, his voice piercing through the weight of the moment.


“We must save this world! Each of us bears an adversary. Reason stands against Unreason. Conscience contends with Recklessness. My own adversary is Chance. Love struggles with Hatred, and Knowledge braces itself against Ignorance. Goodness carries Ruthlessness as its counterpart. We are all divided, and time presses hard to reveal who shall triumph at last: the Good, the Bad, or even the Evil. In the end, only one will remain. We have twenty, two units to bring this contest to our favor!” His words reverberated, and once again a crushing silence wove itself like a web across the gathering, dense and stifling. This time Reason broke the hush, her voice steady and insistent.


“There will be sacrifices on both sides!”


“Sacrifices?” Providence asked, as though weighing the meaning of the word.


“Many. Innocent ones!” Conscience remarked, his eyes seeking Providence’s with solemn admonition.


“Since the dawn of history there have been sacrifices. The story of mankind began with murder, and that bloodstain threads itself like a crimson cord through all ages. This shedding of blood must at last find its end, if possible, forever!” Providence declared in a voice filled with dark resolve. His words resounded like tolling bells.


“How often have I tried to avert calamity! Yet mankind refuses to understand!” Fortune lamented, his voice quivering with pain.


“We ought to have acted sooner!” Love confessed, her words full of remorse. Grace admitted sternly.


“We ought never to have let it come this far!”


“It is too late for corrections! Nothing may be altered afterward. Only the Now remains to us!” Reason sighed, her bitterness unmistakable.


Providence added, his gaze fixed into the distance as though beholding the end already near.


“The path to mankind’s salvation is perilous, steep, and long, as it has ever been!” His voice carried the weight of inexorable certainty.


“Our Favored must face these dangers. It is his destiny, and ours, to save this world. This is our only, our final chance, and we must not squander it!”


“If he fails, we are lost, and with us mankind itself!” Providence warned, his words like a cold wind cutting through every heart present. The gathering froze. Then Reason lifted her voice, clear and commanding.


“How do you envision the destiny of our Favored?”


“That we shall decide together...” Providence replied, letting his gaze sweep once more across his helpers.


“What must this boy endure? What must he know, what must he accomplish? Which trials await him, and what must he overcome?” Conscience asked, his voice calm yet piercing.


“His earthly vocation, the trade he shall learn, is a decision we may still defer...” Providence declared with emphasis.


“But one thing is clear: he must bear a nature that grants him access to the hearts of all men, gentle, full of goodness and love. Yet he must also be strong, steadfast, and unyielding!”


“Such qualities might weaken him in a world like this...” Conscience warned, his tone heavy with concern.


“Nevertheless, they are indispensable!” Providence affirmed with unshakable conviction.


“That is impossible! You forget, my Lord… the free will of mankind, this is the source of all our sorrow!” Conscience cried, his intensity holding the assembly spellbound.


“Indeed. Who knows the human species better than we?” the sovereign answered with a knowing smile, tinged with melancholy.


“And what else should the Favored possess?” Conscience pressed, his tone as deliberate as a judge pronouncing final judgment.


“Yes, we must agree upon what gifts he shall be given, and must be given!” Reason spoke slowly, her words steeped in deep reflection.


“He shall have a gift that he may pass on!” Fortune proposed, his gaze glimmering for a moment with both hope and doubt.


“And what endowments shall we grant him?” Love asked gently, her expression tender. Conscience stepped closer, his brow furrowed.


“The same as the last Chosen One?” he asked expectantly. Providence answered in his deep, steady voice.


“The same? Yes, that seems a wise course.” Conscience nodded firmly.


“Very well. I shall make all necessary arrangements.” Reason cast Providence a reproachful glance, which he at once perceived.


“What troubles you?” Destiny asked, his words echoing in the hush.


“I fear we shall not keep our Favored long concealed upon the Earth...” Reason exhaled, weary of the eternal struggle.


“We must shield him with all that lies within our power!” Health urged with unwavering insistence.


“If the Favored should fail, then, as already said, we are lost. It is our duty to do all we can!” Fortune, standing with head bowed, murmured darkly.


“Our enemies are waiting already!” Conscience raised his head, his voice laden with concern.


“Let us not forget, they too will send a favored one, with no purpose but to bring ours to ruin.” Providence sighed deeply, his gaze falling upon the glass table that once more revealed the Earth below.


“Our enemies need do nothing. Mankind alone wreaks enough destruction. A single glance at the world suffices to see what awaits our Favored: greed, hatred, wrath, murder, and war.”


“Mankind… alas...” Reason agreed sadly, a shadow passing over her face. Yet Providence straightened, his voice strong and insistent.


“As I have said, we shall know how to protect him and give him the means he requires.” Reason lifted her eyes, her gaze weighed down by memory.


“Forget not: we were forced to sacrifice the last Favored bitterly! All that was dark and evil mankind vented upon him!” The words were laden with pain, as though the wounds of the past still lay open. Providence nodded gravely, his solemn voice breaking the silence.


“We have not forgotten that disaster. Even now we bear the scars. But this time it shall be different!” After this pledge Destiny paused briefly, then spoke with renewed resolve.


“This time we shall endow our Favored with all that he needs to fulfill his calling. We must convene a council without delay. Inform the Great Council!” Conscience bowed lightly and answered.


“As you wish, my Lord.” Providence let his gaze pass once more around the circle, his eyes resting briefly upon each present.


“Then let us determine his destiny!” His words were clear, emphatic, and a resolute silence filled the chamber.









Chapter 5: The Violinist …


And so it came to pass. All the principal bearers of destiny gathered in the Great Council Chamber and discussed the fate of their Favored.


“I ask each of you to grant him the finest qualities! Give him true love. Health, well, being, constitution, resilience, and strength of will. A clear conscience, probity! Intelligence and immeasurable knowledge! Mastery of every tongue...” decreed Providence. Together they deliberated how the course upon Earth should unfold.


While Heaven counseled, the Earth prepared itself for a new life. In a small, modest brick house a boy would soon behold the light of the world. Helen and Mark Aros, his future parents, suspected nothing of the Heavenly gift that had been allotted to them.


Helen was in the kitchen when the labor pains began. A stabbing pain cut through her body, and she reached for the telephone to call her husband. Without hesitation, Mark put everything aside at the firm, left the building, and sped home. Only twenty, five minutes later he reached the little brick house they had built together with modest means and great love. It was not large, but it was filled with memories and their shared hopes.


The house was Mark’s great pride. The warm brick walls radiated coziness, and the window frames, which Helen had painted in light colors, lent the home an inviting air. Though it was no villa, it was a dwelling that gave the two of them contentment and a sense of shelter.


The garden behind the house was Helen’s world. With tireless devotion she tended the plants, trimmed the shrubs, and made certain the flowers were always in full splendor. She had a particular fondness for roses of every hue, whose fragrance filled the garden. She was especially proud of the old cherry tree that each spring set a sea of snow, white blossoms. For Helen the garden was far more than a hobby, it was her refuge, her paradise.


“Here I find Heaven on Earth...” she would often say as she cupped the fragile blossoms with a protecting hand. The plot behind the house measured eight hundred square meters, a harmonious composition of flowerbeds, fruit trees, and small paths leading to hidden seats. It was a place that seemed almost magical, and anyone who entered felt the love and care Helen had poured into it.


After two painful miscarriages, the garden had become even more of a refuge to Helen. Every plant she nurtured became a symbol of her hope, an expression of her unwavering faith in new life. When the doctor told her she could not have children, she plunged into deep sorrow. Yet in her garden she found solace and steadiness. The earth, the plants, the blossoms, all this gave her a task, something on which to lavish her love. The garden became her stay, a place where she found peace and where she could express her love in another way.


But Providence had other plans. And thus this small garden, this quiet paradise, would soon witness a wonder: the birth of a Favored, appointed for the world.


The modest brick house and the splendid garden made their home one of the loveliest properties in the area. The neighbors marveled at the blooming idyll and the care with which everything was kept. For Helen and Mark, however, it was far more than a pretty place, it was the expression of their shared dreams and of their love.


Helen was a violinist; her passion for music had revealed itself in earliest childhood. At the age of four the bright little girl began to unlock the secrets of tone and melody. Her parents, Martha and Albert Bergman, recognized early on their daughter’s extraordinary talent and fostered it with unconditional devotion. Helen, the second child of the family, adored her brother Casper, two years her senior. To her he was a shining hero, one she admired and sought to emulate.


The siblings grew up in modest yet loving circumstances, where music pulsed softly through the day. Albert, their father, taught at the Boston Conservatory. His profession brought little wealth, yet it allowed him to live his love of music. At the conservatory he had once met Martha, a gifted piano student with a passion for the classical repertoire. She was four years younger than he, and from the instant their eyes met, the world sounded different to them both.


Their love kindled like a delicate song that begins softly and swells with every bar. Yet their bond had to remain hidden at first, for Albert was Martha’s instructor. Secretly they met in dusty practice rooms and empty halls, where they spoke of music and art and found their hearts entwined. Their shared passion became an invisible cord that made them inseparable. But the happiness of this young love was overshadowed by betrayal.


Martha’s best friend, driven by jealousy, reported their relationship to the administration. The ensuing scandal shook the school, and Albert was dismissed with immediate effect. For him it meant not only the end of his position but the loss of a community he cherished deeply. Yet Martha placed her love for Albert above all else. She resolved to abandon her studies and follow him into a new life, a life they would shape themselves, marked by music and the strength of their affection.


After his dismissal from the conservatory, Albert fell into a dark season. His world seemed to lie in ruins. But Martha remained at his side, steadfast and unshakable, a lighthouse in the night. In this period of suffering their bonds were forged to something indestructible.


For more than a year Albert searched for a new post that would honor his love of music. At length, as if by a turn of Providence, a position as conductor with the Boston Symphony Orchestra fell vacant. Martha urged him to apply, but Albert hesitated, plagued by doubts.


“I am not a conductor...” he repeated again and again. “I am a teacher.”


“Albert...” she said gently, “you have the chance to shape the music as you feel it, to let it sound as your heart understands it, with the passion that defines you.” Those words touched something in him. At last he dared, and he applied. To his surprise, he was chosen. At first he struggled to settle into the role. The spotlight that had once been foreign now burned upon him; the stage, fright was immense, and he felt as though suspended between worlds, before him the musicians, behind him the audience. Yet with time he grew into the calling.


He began to love the collaboration with the players, the shared creation and experiencing of music that was more than a mere assemblage of notes. Under his baton the pieces came to new life, and with every rehearsal and every concert Albert discovered he was not only a teacher but a maker of soundscapes that touched hearts and set souls ringing.


In this new role Albert grew not only as musician but as man. He learned to work with extraordinarily gifted and often sensitive personalities. These people were highly talented and yet vulnerable. At the smallest reversals they faltered, and Albert became for many a moral support.


Often he witnessed musicians blocked, unable to play when fate struck or the muse fell silent. In such moments Albert’s patience was called upon. With empathy and zeal he helped them find their way back to music. Most often he could draw them out of crisis, only rarely did he face the bitter truth that some had fallen to drugs or other addictions and could no longer be saved.


“Music is passion, and so it must be played, freely and strong in spirit...” was Albert’s maxim. He demanded this not only of himself but of his musicians. With this philosophy he shaped the orchestra and made something singular.


Albert dreamed of raising his orchestra to one of the best in the world. Yet the dream was hard to realize. Many promising young talents turned away, not because they lacked passion, but because life beckoned. They longed for an existence not ruled by hours of practice, iron discipline, and many privations. To master music was like learning a language: a road of labor, marked by industry and endurance. But endurance was what many lacked. Instead they chose an easier life and did not see that they were bartering away their gift like something tossed carelessly aside.


There came a time when the orchestra had shrunk so far that it was, in numbers, little more than a band. Albert despaired, for he stood on the brink of closing the doors of his life’s work forever. But he could not bring himself to do it. With unwavering zeal he combed the country, always searching for new talent. He visited music schools, conservatories, even village fairs, hoping to kindle in the young a love of music. Yet often he met obstacles: parents whose children possessed extraordinary gifts but had neither the means nor the opportunity to cultivate them.


One night, as he lost himself in thought, an idea came. Why not found a music school of his own, one that would offer a chance to children with talent but without funds? Martha, his wife, agreed with enthusiasm. It was a decision they took together when at last they were allowed to marry, after long years of waiting and many arguments with Albert’s conservative parents. The wedding was simple, a small celebration among close friends, yet full of joy. For Martha and Albert only their love and their shared vision of a future mattered.


With their modest income they purchased a small piece of land outside the city, a farm they transformed into an oasis of music. On these ten thousand square meters they made a world of their own. Providence seemed truly well, disposed toward them: the orchestra gained a special renown through the performance of film music. Composers such as John Williams or James Horner came in person to record pieces for Spielberg films with them. These successes enabled Albert and Martha to keep their school alive.


Three years after their wedding another wish was fulfilled. Martha became pregnant, and soon Casper, a sturdy, lively boy, saw the light of day. Two years later came Helen, whose birth was filled with joy and hope. The children grew up happy, amid music, nature, and a family full of love.


Music was the essence of their bond, and they bequeathed this passion to their children. Helen in particular revealed an extraordinary gift. Her violin became the soul of the Bergman home. When she played, warm, living tones filled the rooms and wrapped the family in an enchantment that made the burdens of the day fall away. While Casper became a deft carpenter with a love for wood, Helen remained faithful to her violin. Albert perceived the fire in her and fostered it with dedication. By twelve she played the works of the great composers, and her name was spoken with reverence in musical circles. Her interpretations, such as Tchaikovsky’s Violin Concerto, Allegro moderato, moved audiences to tears. When Helen played, it was as though she wrapped the world in a cocoon of sound, a space where only music and emotion existed.


One evening, while she performed Puccini’s Madama Butterfly, something unforeseen occurred. During “Un bel dì vedremo” a young man sat in the audience, a tall, slender youth with curly blond hair, blue eyes, and an engaging smile. His name was Mark Aros, and in the very moment Helen’s bow caressed the strings, he fell irrevocably in love with the young violinist.


After the concert he searched desperately for a chance to confess his feelings. But Helen, who never granted a fan admittance, would not receive him. Disappointed yet undaunted, Mark swore he would find another way to win her attention.









Chapter 6: Love in Yearning …


Four times Mark attended Helen’s concerts, and each time he tried to reach her. Yet access was denied him again and again. On the last evening, desperate and hopeful at once, he hurled a splendid dozen red roses onto the stage. Helen, surprised and delighted by the gesture, gathered the blossoms to herself, yet she remained unreachable. No letter, no word, no meeting. Mark, even that evening, had to leave the concert hall alone. Resigned but unbroken, he muttered to himself.


“Oh! I’ll have to think of something else if I’m to see her!” Yet some time would pass before Mark found a way at last to stand before Helen, while her hour of triumph drew near without halt.


In the meantime Helen became a celebrated star. Offers for concert tours from around the world fluttered into the house. At first the young violinist refused them outright, saying.


“I’m no rock star!” But in time Carnegie Hall in New York came knocking, as did the London Symphony Orchestra, and before such glittering stages even Helen could not say no. At last she agreed, by then she was eighteen and ready to carry her music into the world. Her father Albert, however, was far from pleased. Long and heated discussions followed before he let her go, heavy at heart.


“Make your music your life, Helen...” he said at last, his voice threaded with concern. She begged him to accompany her, but Albert could not abandon either his orchestra or the school. In the end they agreed that Martha, Helen’s mother, would travel with her. And so mother and daughter set out on a yearlong tour around the globe.


On the world’s great stages Helen played, a darling of the public who touched hearts with the magic of her music. Her violin told stories anyone could understand without a single word. Yet while she conquered the world, she had no inkling there was one who waited for her, quietly, patiently. Mark, now twenty, two, was a young man of striking appearance, slender, athletic, with golden curls and a disarming smile that drew many admiring glances. But for him only one woman existed: Helen. From the moment he heard her play, he was lost. Her image, her music, her aura, all of it had sunk deep into his heart.


Mark was a lover of words, a student of literature and the English language. Yet his thoughts kept straying from his books to Helen and the longing to be near her. One day, after long research into her family, he whispered to himself.


“That’s the way. That’s how I’ll win her.” With this resolve he enrolled at her father’s music school to take piano lessons, in the quiet hope of coming closer to Helen that way. But music was foreign to him, his fingers stiff and unskilled. Albert perceived at once that Mark lacked any talent for the piano. Yet the money for the lessons was welcome, and he tried nonetheless to teach the unmusical pupil.


Mark, however, had no idea that Helen would be on tour another year yet. Had he known, he might have devised another plan. Instead he bravely endured six months of piano lessons that seemed to him as arduous as climbing a mountain with no summit.


Albert strove, with boundless patience, to lead the young man to the keys, but progress remained scant. For Mark, though, all this was secondary. It was not music that drove him, but hope, love, the hope that one day he would stand before Helen and that she would see in him more than a hopeless piano student.


During the months of their acquaintance, Albert and Mark fell into easy accord. Often they would talk, and Albert spoke with pride of his daughter Helen, whose talent and success filled him deeply. To Mark these accounts were like precious drops he drank in eagerly.


“As soon as Helen is back, you must absolutely meet my daughter...” Albert promised him one day with a smile. But before her return, Providence had other plans.


Almost a year later the moment finally came. On a radiant afternoon at two o’clock Martha and Helen landed at Boston Airport. Their homecoming resembled a triumph. The press was already waiting to receive the celebrated violin virtuoso like a film star. A specially ordered stretch limousine stood ready to carry Helen and her mother to their next engagements. As Helen stepped into the limousine, she turned to her mother with a question.


“Why isn’t Papa here?” Martha, visibly exhausted from the long journey, explained.


“He wanted to pick us up, but I’ve asked him to meet us at the Hotel Boston. That’s where our last appointment is, and afterward we can finally go home.” It was already evening when Helen and Martha arrived at the hotel at seven. Overjoyed at the long, awaited reunion, Albert had invited Mark to accompany him. The two men waited in a splendid hall where guests refreshed themselves with salmon canapés and champagne. The atmosphere was elegant, almost like an opera ball. Mark wore a plain black tuxedo, Albert white tie and tails. When Martha and Helen entered the room, in gowns of simple yet striking elegance, every eye turned toward them.


The joy of reunion between Albert and Martha knew no bounds. They embraced as if to make up for the long months of separation in a single moment. Mark, meanwhile, stood a little apart and regarded Helen with a look that said more than words. Albert noticed and led the young man to his daughter.


“Helen, this is Mark Aros, a new piano student… and he very much wanted to meet you...” he said by way of introduction. Mark, slightly embarrassed, spoke up.


“Your father has praised you so highly that I felt I must see the one who inspires such pride.” Helen, surprised by his courteous manner, smiled politely and replied.


“Pleased to meet you.” Mark, his heart beating faster with excitement, searched for a fitting gesture and asked hesitantly.


“May I tempt you with one of the hors d’oeuvres?” Helen, amused by his courteous uncertainty, answered almost in a whisper.


“Yes, gladly.” Together they went over to the platters. Watching from a little distance, Albert turned with a grin to Martha.


“I’ve never had a student as utterly talentless and unmusical as that boy!” Martha looked at him in surprise.


“Then why are you teaching him?”


“He pays good money...” Albert admitted with a shrug.


“That doesn’t sound like you at all. You never take students without talent...” Martha remarked, still astonished. Albert smiled, thoughtful.


“I don’t know either. The boy is different. We understood each other at once. It’s as if there were something… I can’t explain it.”


“You should be a businessman...” Martha said with a teasing smile.


“Why?”


“Because you even charge for your company...” she quipped, and the two laughed heartily.


The evening unfolded in high spirits, a worthy close to a successful but exhausting tour. Late at night Helen turned to her father.


“Papa, I want to go home. I want to sleep in my own bed at last.” When she took leave of Mark, she shone with the courteous reserve of a young woman quite aware of her own allure.


“It was nice to meet you...” Helen said with a gentle smile. Mark mustered all his courage and asked.


“Shall we see each other again?”


“Who knows?” she answered vaguely.


“But now I’m tired. Forgive me.”


“But of course...” he replied politely.


“I wish you a pleasant time...” she said with a slight nod.


“Shall I drive you home?” Mark asked at once, ready to do anything for that simple beauty. He watched Helen smile, and within him grew a firm resolve to see her again.









Chapter 7: The Blink of An Eye …


That evening, Mark fell for Helen, utterly, irrevocably, and without hope. To her, however, he was nothing more than a stranger, a shadow lost amidst the brilliance of her triumphant return. There was no hint of affection, not even a trace of tenderness. When Mark offered to drive her home, she declined with a disarming smile and the words:


“Thank you, that is kind! But we have a limousine that takes us wherever we desire!”, and with that, she left him behind.


He stood, intoxicated, bewildered, and yet consumed by longing.


“To die … now!” his thoughts whispered. As Mark bade her parents a courteous farewell, Albert remarked casually:


“I shall return home with my wife and daughter in the car. You do not mind if I leave you here alone, do you?” Mark nodded, though his heart grew unbearably heavy.


“No … not at all.” Albert smiled contentedly.


“Good. Then I shall see you tomorrow, as always, for the piano lesson?”


“Yes, with pleasure...” Mark agreed, and their paths parted.


In the stretch limousine, at last bound for home, Helen leaned back wearily and groaned:


“How glad I am to return home! Finally, to sleep again in my own bed. These hotel mattresses are unbearable … my back will be grateful!” Martha sighed in agreement.


“And I as well! This endless traveling, always living from a suitcase, it wears one down in the end.”


“Not to mention all those dreadful hotels we had to endure...” Helen added with a faint laugh.


Albert, seated across from his beloveds, let out a quiet sigh, his eyes filled with longing.


“It is so good to have you both home again. A whole year without you was far too long.” Helen smiled faintly, yet her reply bore a solemn note.


“Do not rejoice too soon, Papa.”


“Why?” he asked, his brow furrowing.


“I have already received an offer for a new tour. And there will also be a CD recording.”


“Heavens! No … do not say it!” cried Martha, visibly distressed.


“When is it supposed to be?” Albert asked, alarmed.


“In five weeks...” Helen admitted hesitantly. Martha looked at her in shock.


“So soon? You have not already agreed, have you?” Helen lowered her eyes, avoiding theirs.


“Yes … in truth, I already have.” Albert shook his head, his expression darkening.


“I do not know if I can endure being without you for so long once again...” he lamented.


Martha, sensing the rising tension in the car, closed her eyes and spoke in a tired voice:


“Best that we all sleep on it and discuss it tomorrow in peace. I am too weary for such a quarrel tonight.” Helen nodded.


“You are right. Tomorrow will do...” she said, turning her gaze toward the window.


Suddenly, a piercing scream tore through the silence. Helen clutched her hands to her face, as if to shield herself from an inevitable doom.


In the next instant, in that single second, a mere blink of an eye, a truck smashed into the limousine with crushing force. The violent impact split the vehicle as though it were but a branch in a storm. Metal shredded, glass rained down, and the once, luxurious car was reduced to a wasteland of wreckage.


From afar, the scene that met the police and rescue workers was one of horror. The sight of the torn, apart limousine and the mangled truck made even seasoned men pause.


“Is anyone alive in there?” murmured one officer in disbelief as he surveyed the ruins.


“The drivers of both the limousine and the truck are alive...” reported a medic gravely. Another helper muttered under his breath, almost as if to himself:


“Perhaps it would have been better had they not survived.”


“What do you mean by that?” the policeman snapped.


“To carry the weight of such an accident … that is a nightmare I would wish upon no man...” the medic answered with downcast eyes.


“Are both drivers blameless?” the officer pressed.


“The investigation will tell. But there are other victims. A woman was taken to hospital with grave injuries. Two other passengers …” he paused, his voice faltering before he continued tonelessly:


“… were taken straight to the morgue.” Who are the victims?” asked the officer, his voice tight with incredulous curiosity.


“Yes …” came the terse reply.


“Judging by the car, they must have been prominent!” the policeman remarked.


“Indeed! The Bergman family!” came the answer.


“Martha and Albert Bergman, together with their daughter!”


“Helen Bergman? The famed violinist?” asked another officer, as the gravity of the moment struck him.


“Yes, and the chief conductor of the Boston Symphony Orchestra.”


“How tragic …” whispered the officer, his breath caught in his throat.


“So Helen … she is the one who survived?”


“Yes, but whether she will pull through lies in the stars. Heaven alone knows what awaits her.”


“May Heaven be merciful...” the officer murmured.


“She looked dreadful...” added the helper, his voice heavy with sorrow.


“Do we know the cause?” asked the officer after a moment.


“It seems the truck driver ran a red light …” answered a medic.


“A fatal mistake …” whispered the officer.


“Fate’s greatest enemy is chance!” murmured the paramedic, more to himself than to the others.


“What do you mean?” asked the officer in confusion.


The helper sighed, shaking his head.


“Ah, nothing … only something my mother used to say.” The policeman nodded, then instructed the crew to clear the road as swiftly as possible.


Mark had scarcely reached home when the news blared from the radio like a scream and cast his world into darkness. Without hesitation, he rushed into the night, driving straight to the hospital, to the one soul who held his heart as no other ever had. The streets blurred as he sped along, driven by a single hope: Helen.


In the waiting room, wrapped in barren silence and the cold of uncertainty, Mark sat hour after hour. He could not tell how long he had been there, his hands clasped, his burning eyes closed in silent prayer. The news of Martha and Albert Bergman’s death had struck him like an incurable wound, hollowing him from within. In despair, he wondered if Fate pursued some hidden design, but the more he pondered, the less sense the tragedy seemed to hold. A gnawing guilt consumed him, as though he had somehow failed them.


Meanwhile, a team of doctors fought for Helen’s life. The hours of surgery stretched endlessly, and each hushed whisper of passing nurses made Mark’s heart leap, with fear, with hope. At last, when night had already brushed against the edge of dawn, the attending physician approached him, eyes weary, expression grave.


We have done all that lies within our power...” the doctor began heavily.


“Now it is for Heaven to decide whether she will see the coming day.” Mark sprang to his feet, his face a mask of dread and anguish.


“Is she … is she gravely injured?” he whispered, though he already knew the answer. The doctor sighed deeply before speaking:


“Yes. It is most grave. It is a miracle she still lives at all.” Mark’s knees nearly gave way beneath him, yet he steadied himself, his voice trembling:


“Will Helen recover?” The doctor paused before answering:


“I cannot tell you that. Not now. She has sustained numerous injuries, among them severe fractures … above all, to her hands.” Mark’s chest tightened as though pierced by unseen knives.


“Her hands?” he breathed, his words barely audible.


“Her fingers are all broken...” the doctor explained slowly.


“We had to fix each one with screws and wires. It will be a long and arduous recovery.”


Mark bowed his head, his hands clawing helplessly at the air, as if he could ward off the words themselves.


“But … but she will use her hands again? She is a violinist! She must play!” The doctor looked at him, long and searching, before answering at last:


“I do not believe she will ever play the violin again.” The words struck Mark like a blow to the face.


“Do not say that!” he cried, his voice breaking with fear and despair.


vIt is not in my hands. Time must be given its chance. For now, all that matters is that she survives the night … which, to speak plainly, I doubt. Prepare yourself for the worst...” the physician urged gently, seeking to calm him. Mark gasped, his eyes brimming with tears.


“You mean … Helen will die?” The doctor met his gaze with a sorrowful weight. I do not know. Her fate lies not in our hands. As I said … Heaven alone will decide.” Stricken by the gravity of it all, Mark looked at the doctor in desperate appeal. Within him, hope and fear waged a merciless battle, whether Helen would find the strength to live on.
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Chapter 8: Fate’s Greatest Enemy …


The young doctor looked at Mark once more, yet he could offer no words capable of easing the tragedy of that night. Every sentence seemed inadequate, every comfort too frail to soften the weight of such loss.


“It is perhaps best if you go home now …” the doctor finally spoke, his voice gentle, almost pleading, as he searched the young man’s eyes, still burning with desperate hope. But Mark gave the faintest shake of his head, his hope clinging stubbornly within.


“Someone must be there when she awakens! The girl has no one else left!” His voice was broken, laden with a grief that words could scarcely carry.


“There is nothing you can do for her tonight. Come back tomorrow … it is already so late in this night … and a little rest would do you good as well...” the physician urged, his tone steeped in compassion, as though promising that life might yet hold some small mercy.


Mark whispered hoarsely:


“I cannot … leave her now!” And tears, silent witnesses of his inner storm, ran down his cheeks.


“You must use what remains of this night for yourself, so that tomorrow you may be of some worth. I fear what lies ahead will not be easy. Go home, rest a little, do it for all our sakes...” the doctor said firmly, though never harshly.


Mark stared at him for a long while, as if trying to wrest the meaning of those words into his soul. At last he spoke:


“Yes, you are right.” It was not agreement, but the capitulation of a heart that saw no other path. He gave a weary nod and left the hospital. Outside, the night was still, yet to Mark it roared with sorrow, heavier than anything he had ever known.


But the very next morning, Mark was again seated in the same place within the hospital, exactly where he had been hours before. His gaze fixed upon the wall, yet his soul was steeped in prayer. He waited. Waited for a miracle.


“Heaven, do not let her die...” he whispered so faintly it vanished like a breath into the air. His thoughts strayed again and again to his old piano teacher, who had once taught him that music was more than sound. The loss of that mentor, that friendship, had been another fracture in his already broken heart.


Suddenly the door of the waiting room opened. A young man entered, his face kind, his posture upright, but a shadow lingered in his eyes. He walked toward Mark with purpose, as though compelled by some inner summons.


“Good day...” he said, his voice clear. Mark looked up, returned the greeting with the slightest nod, though his mind seemed far away, entangled in grief.


“I am Helen Bergman’s brother...” the stranger said abruptly. Those words struck Mark like an unexpected chord shattering silence.


“You did not know Helen had a brother, did you?” the man continued, his tone calm, yet carrying the soft challenge of revelation.


“No …” Mark whispered, astonished.


“I left home three years ago. To be precise, I suppose I was the black sheep of the family …” said the stranger, his name was Casper. His words held both wistfulness and a trace of irony.


“Ah …” was all Mark could muster, as he studied the man who now sat across from him.


“My father could never accept that I had no gift for music. I had no talent, yet he refused to see it. Alas!” Casper’s voice bore the weight of one who had been long misunderstood.


“I have no talent either...” Mark admitted, and a faint, bitter smile flickered over his lips.


“Everything at home revolved around notes, melodies, composers. My sister was made to practice the violin each day beyond all limits. My mother played piano, my father rearranged scores for her. The house was sometimes so choked with music it became unbearable. And I? I was forgotten in the midst of it all. How often I stood in the kitchen, hungry, while no one thought to prepare a meal. All were consumed by music!” Casper’s voice trembled as the memories rose.


“I can well imagine …” Mark whispered softly, his tone filled with compassion. Casper sat beside him and continued:


“Often I could not even study for my courses, so constant was the din. Worst of all were the evenings when my father invited colleagues from the orchestra, and together they discussed how the new program’s scores were to be played. Those were hours near to torment. And so I chose to leave. After completing my apprenticeship as a carpenter, I went on to qualify as an engineer in wood technology. But to my father, such a path was worth nothing.” He ended with a sigh that weighed down the air between them.


“An engineer, that is something to be proud of! Black sheep do not usually earn degrees...” Mark replied with a faint smile, respect shining in his words.


“My father thought otherwise. Anything not bound to music was to him trivial, dispensable. His world was melodies and scores, and anyone who did not devote himself to that ideal was met with a coldness more wounding than words could ever be. It was as though he built invisible walls against all who did not revere the notes that ruled his life. Just as in Hollywood, those who could not read music were no musicians! Even Charlie Chaplin learned that bitter truth...” Casper explained with a hollow smile that never reached his eyes.


“Truly shameful...” Mark murmured, shaken by the cruelty of such rigidity.


“Our last quarrel was the reason I left home. A year ago I took a post on an oil rig, earning good wages. Yesterday, in the night, came the news of my parents’ deaths. I took the first helicopter from the Gulf of Mexico and came straight here from the airport...” Casper said, his voice heavy with grief, each syllable like a stone rolled from his chest.


“I am so deeply sorry for what has happened...” Mark said with heartfelt sincerity.


“Thank you. But can you tell me what truly occurred?” Casper asked, his eyes searching Mark’s face for answers.


“I know only this: a truck, ignoring a red light, struck the limousine that carried your parents and sister. Fate … its greatest enemy!” Mark’s voice softened, as though unwilling to deepen the other’s pain.


“I do not understand …” Casper murmured, his brow furrowed. Resigned, bitter, Mark explained:


“Chance is Fate’s fiercest adversary, intruding upon its course.”


They were the very words spoken by the policeman at the scene the night before.


“And how is she, my sister?” Casper asked quietly, as though dreading the answer.


From what the doctors say … not well...” Mark admitted, his voice trembling under the weight of unspoken fears.


“What am I to take from that?” Casper demanded softly.


“She still lies unconscious. Beyond that, I know nothing...” Mark confessed, fighting back tears.


“Perhaps that is better.”


“Why do you say so?” Mark asked in surprise, seeking Casper’s eyes.


“Because thus she feels no pain. And the suffering awaiting her does not yet exist...” Casper replied, his words borne of a man well acquainted with life’s darker paths.


“It will be a sorrowful awakening...” Mark murmured. He searched desperately for words to comfort him, but between them yawned an abyss grief could not bridge.


Yet within that shared sorrow, a quiet bond grew, a mute understanding that needed no words. Long did the two men speak, and in the darkness of their mourning they found, if not solace, then at least a glimmer of companionship.


Day after day, Mark came and kept vigil at Helen’s bedside. He spoke to her of all that had transpired, read aloud to her, told her of small, ordinary things. At times he simply sat in silence, holding her bandaged hand, as though his very presence could draw her back into life.


On the third day after the accident, Casper entered the hospital room, his steps hurried, his eyes burning with restless urgency.


“Come, quickly, into the corridor!” he urged, almost pleading.Mark gently laid Helen’s hand back upon the bed and followed without hesitation. Outside he asked, voice laden with worry:


“What is it?” His eyes searched Casper’s troubled face.


“We cannot wait any longer!” Helen’s brother’s words quivered beneath the weight of inevitable decisions.


“Wait for what? I do not quite understand...” Mark said, confusion plain in his gaze.


“We must lay my parents to rest. We cannot hold on until my sister awakes, if she ever does...” Casper said, his voice breaking as though even he feared the finality of his words. Mark stared at him, horrified.


“Do not say such things! Helen will recover, I know it! She must!”


“Perhaps. But until then, we must bury our parents. We cannot delay any longer!” Casper insisted, his face stern with sorrowful resolve.


“Can the funeral not be postponed, until Helen awakens?”


“No! I must return to the oil rig, and someone must also see to my parents’ estate. Life goes on, for us all. Whether we wish it or not.”


“I do not understand...” Mark said softly, struggling to grasp the weight of it.


“I cannot tend to the house as well. The garden, the plants, all require care, despite everything.”


“I will look after the house … until Helen wakes...” Mark promised, his voice calm though his eyes betrayed the burden of the vow.


“I must be back on the rig next week. Until then, and until Helen returns to us, someone must keep everything in order...” Casper explained, tears running down his cheeks. Mark regarded him with both pity and determination.


“The house is no problem … but for everything else, I lack the skill.”


“Then I shall give you all you need, all powers of attorney, the keys to the house, whatever is required!” Casper said urgently, his words near to pleading.


Mark looked at the face of Helen’s brother, drawn with both hope and despair, and answered in disbelief:


“How do you imagine this to be?”


“Shall we not, at least, call each other by our first names?” Casper offered, his voice softening toward reconciliation.


“But you hardly know me. You know nothing of who I am, I could well be a scoundrel.”


“You cannot be a bad man...” Casper replied without hesitation, his words bearing the ring of unshakable truth.


“And why not?” Mark asked, brows furrowed.


“Because a man who keeps daily vigil at my sister’s bedside, without question … such a man can never be evil.” Mark interrupted, awkward, almost ashamed of such gratitude:


“I do not know …”


“I will remain three more days, and then I must return, whether I wish it or not. I cannot, even if I desired, extend my stay in Boston...” Casper declared, his voice straining like a bridge beneath too heavy a load.


“I do not know … whether I can, or wish, to do this...” Mark murmured, his dark brows knitted in grief. The conflict within him seemed to speak louder than the words upon his lips.


“I must see to my parents’ burial. Whether I like it or not, it cannot be delayed...” Casper said, though sorrow dimmed his resolve.


“But to lay them to rest without Helen, that is sacrilege!” Mark cried, aghast, his voice quivering.


“What am I to do? The doctor told me, it may be weeks, even months, before she awakens. We cannot keep our parents unburied so long!” Casper protested, his words a bitter surrender to time’s cruelty.


“If they were cremated … and later …” Mark began hesitantly, knowing even as he spoke that the suggestion would be rejected.


“Never!” Casper cut in firmly.


“Why not?” Mark asked, bewildered.


“Because my parents were devout. To burn the body is a sin. Three days, and then burial, that is their faith.”


“Ah …” Mark breathed, struck silent by the truth.


“For that reason alone, the dead must rest...” Casper said, his eyes glistening not with anger, but with profound sorrow.


“How tragic this all is...” Mark whispered, closing his eyes for the briefest instant, as though to block out the pain gnawing at his mind.


“Tell me what I ust do!” Casper’s voice was lost, a plea seeking anchor where none could be found.


Mark answered with infinite sadness, his words drowned in tears that blurred his sight:


“I have no counsel to give …”


“But I cannot delay any longer! Endless waiting is no kindness, even to those who wish to bid them farewell. There are so many who must, who yearn, to pay their last respects!” Casper explained, bearing the crushing weight of duty he could not set aside.


“It is all unbearably sorrowful...” Mark nodded, and the two men sat in the silence of their shared grief, struggling to fathom the heartache of the moment. At last they began, in hushed tones, to discuss how this painful matter might be set in order, knowing well that no choice could lessen the sorrow.









Chapter 9: The Wish ...


Two days later, Casper arranged the service for Martha and Albert Bergman. It was a day marked by deep sorrow and equally deep reverence. Hundreds of people poured into the church to bid their final farewell. Friends, neighbors, colleagues, and musicians from the entire region had gathered to pay their last respects to the Bergmans.


The symphony orchestra, once conducted by Albert, played a heart, rending selection of pieces, meant to honor the Bergmans’ eternal love for music. The melodies could scarcely have sounded more plaintive; each note seemed like a droplet of grief, falling into the hearts of the listeners. They floated through the hall, bathed in candlelight, and created an atmosphere at once solemn and unspeakably sad.


Casper himself stood at the altar throughout the entire ceremony, his shoulders heavy with the responsibility he bore. He spoke only a few words, yet his voice trembled with emotion as he thanked the congregation and honored the memory of his parents. It was a moment that deepened the bond among those present, softening the sharpness of grief for a fleeting instant with the warmth of shared remembrance.


And yet Helen did not awaken. Her absence lay like a heavy shadow upon the service, an unspoken sorrow reflected in the eyes of all who gathered.


Already the next day, Casper had to return to the oil rig. The farewell was painful, both for him and for Mark. But before he left, Casper extracted a promise from Mark: he was to care for the house and everything else as long as Helen remained asleep.


“Please, Mark, I need you! Someone must watch over everything. You are the only one I can entrust with this!” his brotherly plea sounded.


Mark, aware of the weight of such responsibility, hesitated. In his heart he felt uncertainty, even fear of the great task that loomed before him. Yet Casper’s urgent words and the desperation in his eyes finally moved him to relent. With a sigh and a heavy heart, he gave his hesitant assent:


“Yes!”, a word born of duty and compassion. Casper laid a hand on his shoulder, a gesture of gratitude and trust, before he departed with one last lingering look back at the house. The moment was quiet, but the meaning of the promise hung heavy in the air.


Every evening, after his studies, Mark seated himself at Helen’s bedside to keep her company. It was a silent yet unyielding gesture of true love. But the girl would not awaken. It was as if she knew, even in sleep, that the life awaiting her held nothing good in store. Three long weeks passed before Helen at last opened her eyes.


At her side was Mark, whose devotion from that moment onward never faltered. He became the greatest support in her life. Yet the path was arduous. The girl fought to overcome the shadows of her suffering. The cruel truth that she would never again play the violin became a bitter pill she could scarcely swallow. Often Helen would whisper in pain:


“Why did I shield my face in that accident and not my hands?” Her words echoed endlessly in her lament. The loss of her parents, coupled with the acceptance of her fate, marked the darkest time of her life. To accept that she would never again play her beloved music was almost unbearable. Helen sank into a deep abyss of despair, and the days seemed to dissolve into endless darkness.


Yet, as life demands, it moved forward, for Helen and for Mark as well. Slowly, step by step, the two drew closer. After her rehabilitation, Helen could not, and would not, return to her parents’ home. The memories were too heavy, the sorrow too overwhelming. Thus, she asked Mark and her brother to sell the estate. Together they sought out a small apartment, which they soon made into their new home.


Nearly a year passed before a buyer for the Bergmans’ villa was found. A year and a half after that fateful night, less than a month after Mark’s graduation, the two were married. With the money from her parents’ inheritance, Mark bought a small plot at the edge of a forest. There he had a brick cottage built, a refuge, a sanctuary for their wounded souls.


In this new environment, Helen discovered a fresh passion: the garden. With devotion she gave herself to flowers, trees, and shrubs. Nature became her comforter, her healing balm. The garden, soon overflowing with life and color, became a mirror of her rekindled joy. Often she lost herself in that green paradise, which she tended with love and proudly proclaimed to be the most beautiful place on earth.


Yet one day, in the quiet hours between trees and blossoms, another longing stirred within Helen, a yearning she could not ignore, one that would ultimately lead her onto a new and painful path.


The young woman wished for a child. Nothing in life did she desire more. For Helen, it seemed the only cure for her deep inner wounds. She was convinced that a small life would help her rise above her sorrow. But fate decreed otherwise, and Helen did not yet know that this wish would plunge her into fresh grief.


As it was, she did not become pregnant. Mark tried everything to fulfill her desire, but whatever they attempted, Helen remained childless. The doctors were baffled and found no explanation. It was as if life itself had set itself against her longing.


Helen left no stone unturned in her hope. Hormonal treatments, artificial insemination, even the thought of hiring a surrogate mother, she began to explore every possibility. Her hope for a child of her own grew nearly fanatical, and Mark had to stand by helplessly as his wife nearly broke beneath her unfulfilled yearning.


He could do nothing, and the knowledge of that became his deepest torment. It tore his heart apart to see the woman he loved suffer so. Her despair became his own, and he tried everything to distract her, pouring all his love and strength into the effort.


Mark, a teacher of literature, used his long holidays to travel with Helen. Together they explored the world. She showed him Paris, London, Berlin, Rome, Moscow, Athens, and all the other great cities she had once seen only fleetingly during concert tours, always rushing from one hotel to another. Now the world was to be theirs. And indeed, on these journeys Helen seemed to forget her grief, at least for a time.


Especially in Paris, the city of love, fortune seemed to be with them. Helen became pregnant.


Never before had Mark seen his wife so happy. Her eyes sparkled, her steps were light, and she seemed surrounded by a new radiance. Yet fate had a heavy trial in store: Helen suffered a miscarriage. The pain that consumed her was indescribable. Her faith in life, in heaven itself, was deeply shaken.


Once again Mark tried everything to lift her spirits, to help her forget. But Helen’s longing for a child only grew stronger, day by day. Desperate, she sought refuge in her garden. She devoted herself to the greenery, the flowers, and the trees with a dedication that was almost like prayer. Yet the pain remained.


Time passed, as though standing still, and the unimaginable happened: Helen conceived once more. Hope and joy returned, and the world began to turn again. But once more fate was unkind. In the fourth month, Helen lost her child again. The loss was too great, and she fell deeper than ever before into depression, a pit from which no path seemed to lead.


Mark, tirelessly at her side, tried everything, but nothing could heal Helen’s heart. At last, at the nadir of her despair, Helen summoned the strength to make a decision. She recognized that life could not continue this way, and she told herself:


“Well then, if fate, if heaven wills it so, then we must accept it.” And she resolved to be strong.


From that moment on, she clung to those words. She held fast to her faith in God and the goodness of the world, and little by little, she began to regain her inner strength. The road was not easy, but in acceptance and in faith, Helen found a new purpose in life.


A full year passed, and she found peace, fulfillment, and a deeper faith in God, and ultimately in her life and her husband. Her greatest task, she realized, was to make him happy, and in that she found her own happiness. She recognized:


“Only one who can renounce personal happiness may truly be happy.” And so she bore her grief. New tasks arose for Helen, and she decided, as once her father had, to give music lessons to needy children. The joy she saw in the eyes of those little ones as they made progress hour by hour became her greatest reward. With each melody they learned, Helen found a little more peace, and for moments she was able to forget her bitter fate.


Yet one morning she was overcome by a daily dizziness. Concerned, she sought a doctor. His gaze was kind, almost radiant, as he gave her the news she had always secretly longed to hear:


“You are four months pregnant, and everything is perfectly in order!” he assured her with a smile.


Helen’s heart seemed to stand still for a moment before it began to beat with such force that it almost overwhelmed her. This time she knew: this child would be born. She felt a strange, almost otherworldly bond with the life inside her, a love and trust that cast every fear into shadow.


From then on, Helen gave everything to protect this life. She lived each day with care, watched her diet, and sought peace in her beloved garden. There, among flowers and trees, she found the strength she needed.


Months later, while standing in the kitchen, labor pains suddenly set in. A stabbing pain shot through her, and she clung to the countertop for support. At once she called Mark, who left everything behind. Exactly twenty, five minutes later he rushed into the little brick house, his face drawn with worry and determination.


“Come, hurry! I think it’s time!” Helen cried, her voice trembling with pain and excitement. She leaned heavily against the counter, her hands gripping its edge as the contractions shook her body.


Another twenty, five minutes passed, during which time itself seemed frozen, until Helen at last lay in the delivery room. The long hours of effort and hope had reached their climax, and a new chapter of her life began, one that would change their world forever.
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Chapter 10: A New Child of Earth…


Exactly one hour later, Helen lay in a delivery room, its white walls and sterile light creating a cold, clinical atmosphere. The hum of machines and the muted voices of the midwives formed the backdrop to Helen’s pain, filled gasps. Her lovely face was twisted in agony as she clutched Mark’s hand, its warmth the only anchor against the storm of her contractions. Minutes later, a small, sturdy boy entered the world.


A new child of earth was born, one destined to change the world, forever.


From the very moment of his birth, everyone present felt his unusual presence. It was an intangible impression, as though Fate itself had sent him forth with a singular purpose. No one could possibly foresee that this boy would one day leave behind a story that would live on eternally in human hearts. At once Helen cradled him in her arms, whispering with breathless joy to her husband:


“Look at him! Is he not beautiful? Like an angel… the most beautiful child I have ever seen!” And indeed, it was not only her conviction, but also that of the midwife and the nurses, who could not tire of gazing, enchanted, at the infant boy.


“Yes, he is!” Mark’s face shone with uncontainable happiness. In that warm hospital room, for the two of them, the world was reborn. And soon, that little boy would be called upon to save it.


Helen, with the scarred hands left to her by the terrible car accident years before, gently stroked the tiny head of the two, hour, old child. She remembered all too vividly those dreadful moments, when shattering glass had torn her skin and she believed she would never again know joy. Yet now, with her son resting against her, the scars bore a new meaning: they were the proof of her struggle, and of the miracle that now filled her life with light. Tears of happiness welled in her eyes.


“Don’t cry…” Mark whispered tenderly, wiping the shining tears of joy from her radiant, deeply moved face.


“I can do nothing but weep… with happiness!” she confessed in a trembling breath.


“I feel the same…”


“Never had I believed we would hold a child in our arms, after all that has happened…” she sobbed.


“All that suffering is forgotten now...” Mark declared softly, smiling.


“Just look at him! Our very own flesh and blood! Now that I hold him, I can neither believe it nor grasp all this joy!” she stammered, her eyes brimming.


“You may, you must...” was all the new father could say as he gazed upon his wife and son. Never had he seen her so radiant, nor felt more deeply the truth of unconditional motherly love.


A stout nurse, who had served this house for more than thirty years, entered the room after a faint, unnoticed knock. Her name was Hildegard Demeier, a woman with a warm smile and unwavering dedication to her patients. In her long career she had witnessed countless births, and each time the miracle of life touched her. But this moment felt different, as though the happiness that filled the room had also transformed her own heart.


“Well now, the young man must be taken back to the nursery, and you should try to rest and sleep...” she urged gently, stepping toward the bed. Never before had she seen people happier than these three, gathered in that single room. Within those plain walls, such pure and wondrous love shone forth that her own heart trembled in an unfamiliar way.


The light above the bed seemed warmer, brighter, almost alive, flooding the room in golden glow. It was as if the very radiance sought to mirror the joy and love that pervaded this moment. The soft beams fell upon the newborn’s face, making his delicate features appear all the more serene, casting upon the scene an almost heavenly aura.


All present felt the calming power of that light, as if it were a silent witness of their bliss, keeping watch above the bed. Never before had the nurse felt such love in her heart as she did in that simple hospital room. The sight etched itself upon her soul, never to fade, quietly but forever transforming her.


“I am not tired yet...” Helen replied with a smile, her gaze fixed on her son, who slumbered peacefully, safe and warm in her arms.


“You should rest nevertheless. It has been a long and strenuous day for everyone...” the nurse said with gentle concern.


“Is he not beautiful?” Helen asked, never lifting her eyes from the boy.


“Yes, he truly is. The most beautiful child I have ever seen...” the woman declared with firm sincerity, as she gently took the infant into her arms.


“Take care of this angel...” the mother pleaded, surrendering the little one most unwillingly from her embrace.


“I shall… carefully, I promise. Is that not so, little man?” the nurse whispered, holding the newborn as though he were her very own, smiling, her gaze as enchanted as the mother’s. At the door she paused, turned, and asked softly after a moment’s thought:


“What name shall this boy bear?” Her eyes rested upon the radiant parents. Helen looked at her husband, and he replied with a smile of joy:


“I have given no thought to what our child should be named. I am only grateful that he came into the world healthy, that Heaven has shown such mercy and granted us this gift of happiness.” Helen hesitated, then answered softly:


“But I have thought of a name…”


“And what would that be?” Mark asked eagerly.


“Well, I wish for him to bear the name Gabriel. It means: man, strength, hero of God. Gabriel is the ‘Favored One of God’, the archangel of annunciation, resurrection, and grace. For his second name, I want Nathanael. Nathanael was among the first disciples called by Jesus Himself. Yes, our son shall be named Gabriel Nathanael...” Helen said, tears of emotion streaming down her cheeks.


“A beautiful name! So you shall be called Gabriel, and now we shall lay you down to rest…” the nurse said softly, bending lovingly over the child.


“And you should go home now and find some rest. From this day forth this boy will transform your life entirely, so a few hours of sleep can only do you good. Is that not so, little one?” she added with a smile before leaving the room with the newborn.


A week later, Helen was allowed to return home with her little angel. While his wife and child still remained at the hospital, Mark had used the time to prepare the nursery with loving care and to make the house safe for a child. With painstaking effort, he smoothed the railing of the stairs leading upstairs until no splinter could ever prick small hands. He cleaned the house thoroughly, even sought to quiet the creaking floorboards, creating an atmosphere of peace for their new life.


A beautiful story began within the walls of that small brick house. Helen blossomed in her role as mother, and together they realized that there was nothing on earth more wonderful than to love a child, to give it safety and warmth. They resolved to raise their son with values far removed from wealth and social ambition, values that endured, promising a life of meaning.


Gabriel brought immeasurable joy into their little home by the forest’s edge. He became a blessing upon their lives, one that made them forget the sorrows of years past.


The family’s happiness seemed boundless, and Fate itself appeared kind. Mark was appointed Professor of English Literature, an honor that filled him with pride. Helen, meanwhile, found her greatest joy in being a mother. In addition, she continued to give music lessons to the poorest children of the neighborhood, a calling that gave her both joy and a means to share hope with others.


The years passed, and it seemed as though Heaven itself watched over Gabriel. Invisible yet ever present, a protecting hand was laid upon him, and no evil was permitted to touch him. Soon, he would be called to fulfill his destiny.









Chapter 11: A Mother's Fear ...


Seven years had passed since the day Gabriel first saw the light of this world. Helen had long sensed that her son was unlike other children. She could not explain it precisely, nor shape it into words, but his very presence awakened within her a love so boundless she had never before experienced anything like it. That same warmth and goodness was felt by all who spent time with him. At school, he distinguished himself by his unshakable attentiveness and limitless curiosity. Nothing escaped his keen gaze, he longed to know everything, to explore, to experience, to understand.


Gabriel was remarkable not only in nature, but also in appearance. His curly blond hair, his flawless, gently sun, kissed skin, and his radiant blue eyes drew people in without resistance. His smile overflowed with kindness, his voice was soft, and his words ever careful and measured. Wherever he appeared, harmony filled the space, quarrels fell silent, and peace stole into the hearts of those nearby.


Most striking of all was his smile, one that shone with goodness and love such as Helen had never seen on another human face. The gentleness of his voice, the careful choice of his words, his manner of dealing with others, these transformed everyone around him. Any quarrel, any spark of conflict, was extinguished simply by his presence. Wherever Gabriel went, harmony and concord filled the room.


One day Helen noticed more than ever the warmth and radiance that surrounded her son, a gentleness and a goodness that seemed to envelop him. Yet in her heart a quiet fear began to stir. What if this child, whose love and purity appeared without end, should be harmed by this harsh and merciless world? A world so often greedy, deceitful, and violent? That fear would not leave her. She dreaded that one day her boy might break beneath the cruelty of mankind, and this bitter worry became her constant, silent companion.


And so, one day, Helen stood before her husband, her eyes filled with sorrow and foreboding, her voice trembling as she spoke:


“I do not want our boy to go to school any longer!” Mark stared at her in astonishment, almost disbelief. His dark brows drew together in a mixture of confusion and concern, as he answered quietly, yet firmly:


“But that we cannot do!” The gravity of her plea stopped him short. His forehead creased with furrows that spoke of far more than surprise.


“I cannot bear to see all these bad influences from other children pressing upon my boy!” Helen insisted. Her voice was pleading, yet beneath it ran a thread of unwavering determination. Mark drew a long breath before replying, his tone gentle but resolute:


“You know we cannot shield him from every hardship in this world. He must also experience life, Helen. He must learn to feel, to perceive, just as we had to. He will weep as we wept, and he will come to understand the strength and weakness of humankind. This is the world as it is. No matter how hard it is for us, we cannot protect him from all suffering. Alas!” And he sighed deeply.


He stepped closer, his words warm with concern, and drew her gently into his arms. Yet Helen refused to be soothed.


“I want him privately taught. A teacher of his own!” she demanded. Her voice was firm, though her eyes brimmed with tears of strain and fear. Mark slowly shook his head, his brow still heavy with thought.


“Helen, you cannot deny him that social bond! He must learn to live with others, to find friends, to have people around him. He must share in the lives of others. Only so will he learn how to live with them, with humanity itself...” he said softly. His wife looked at him, her lips trembling.


“I am afraid! You know what Jesus said of the children! And that is precisely what we must prevent, that they be bound and broken by our society, forced into something they were never meant to be!” Helen sobbed miserably, tears coursing down her worried face. Mark gazed at her intently. His voice, always so calm, grew quieter still:


“I understand you, Helen. Every mother who loves her child knows fear. But I am convinced Gabriel is something truly special. His uniqueness will guide him along the path Heaven has appointed for him. We can only accompany him, give him the right values. We can only show him what it means to be human and compassionate. But the path itself, he must walk it alone. Just as every creature on earth must.” Helen wept softly, her love and her fear waging war within her.


“But…” she whispered again, yet Mark’s gentle voice cut carefully through her doubts, calm, without harshness, yet firm:


“No, Helen! No buts. Our task is only to do what parents must do. No more, and never less!”


He held her close, as if to gather every worry into his embrace. Her tears dampened his shirt, yet there was no helplessness between them, only a quiet agreement, born of love and hope. The silence around them was thick, full of meaning, an unspoken understanding where every unsaid word was still known. No fear, no doubt could break this bond. Their closeness was filled with a deep mutual understanding, carried by their love for their son and the hope that he would find his place in the world.


And so, special as he was, Gabriel grew up like any other child, once Helen finally accepted that this was best for him. His parents raised him with discipline and gave him a foundation of deeply rooted faith. Yet Helen’s anxiety never left her entirely. The fear that this harsh world might one day change her son, or even destroy him, remained ever present in her heart.


By twelve, Gabriel himself began to feel that he was different. When he entered a room, conversation ceased, and all eyes turned toward him. His unusual presence shone like light, irresistibly drawing others near. Still, no one yet knew that Gabriel was not only extraordinary, but that he carried within him a divine mission.


One Wednesday, when Gabriel was fourteen, a sudden, inexplicable unease stirred in him. Without hesitation, he ran home, straight into the kitchen, where he found his mother lying unconscious upon the floor.


“Mama… what is it? Mama, say something!” he cried in panic, dropping to his knees beside her. His hands trembled as he reached for the telephone to call for help.


Within minutes, an ambulance arrived. Two paramedics rushed into the house, examined Helen, and carried her away on a stretcher. Gabriel stood frozen, rooted to the spot, as the scene unfolded before him.


At the hospital he sat with his father in the waiting room. Time seemed suspended as they sat in silence side by side. At last Gabriel spoke, his voice trembling:


“What is wrong with Mama?” Mark looked at him, his own uncertainty and fear plain in his eyes.


“I do not know, my boy. I simply do not know.”


“Will she die?” Gabriel asked softly, his words shattering the heavy silence. Mark swallowed hard.


“Let us hope it will not come to that...” he said, closing his eyes for a moment in grief. But Gabriel persisted.


“But… when people go to the hospital, they often die, don’t they?” the boy asked, his gaze locked on his father. Mark furrowed his brow, struggling to keep his composure.


“Why do you think so?”


“In my class, there is a boy whose mother was taken to hospital. She never came back…” Gabriel whispered, his voice trembling with fear. Mark sighed and laid a hand upon his son’s shoulder.


“The hospital is a place of healing, my boy. It exists to help people, not to lose them!” Yet Gabriel could not be calmed.


“Why must people die at all?” he asked earnestly, his eyes searching his father’s face. Mark was silent for a long moment before answering:


“This is a question to which no one has a truly satisfying answer. But perhaps… it is Heaven’s will.”


“But that makes no sense!” Gabriel protested. Mark nodded thoughtfully.


“Sometimes it seems senseless, that is true. But we must trust that each person has a task here. Our life is a journey, and in the end we return to where we once came from.”


“But why?” Gabriel pressed. Mark placed his hand gently upon his son’s shoulder.


“Because the good Lord has ordained it so. Why exactly remains His mystery. I can tell you no more, my boy. But this I can give you: live your life in such a way that you can always stand by it. Be honest, be true, and let yourself be guided by love and kindness. That is all we can do.” Mark fell silent, and for a time there was only quiet between father and son. After some moments he looked Gabriel in the eyes and added:


“I know it does not sound like a complete answer. But perhaps that is how we discover meaning, by living our own lives consciously, with open hearts.” He nodded gently, his thoughts heavy with concern for Helen.









Chapter 12: Heaven’s Will …


The boy lifted his gaze, only moments ago fixed on emptiness, and looked at his father just as the heavy door opened. It slid aside without a sound, and a man in a snow, white coat stepped in. On his name badge stood: Doctor Martin O’Donnell. His manner was calm, almost gentle, like one who has learned to approach the suffering of others with care.


“Good day, I am Doctor O’Donnell...” he introduced himself, his voice at once steady and compassionate. Mark and Gabriel rose almost at the same time, as if moved by an unseen force. Wordlessly they shook the physician’s hand, a brief clasp, accompanied by silent tension.


“How is my wife?” Mark asked without preamble, his voice wavering between fear and a hope that could scarcely find purchase. The doctor looked at him, not long, yet long enough that time itself seemed to stretch for a moment. Then he spoke:


“I would like to tell you the truth, without any varnish.”


“I insist...” Mark replied, his tone firm, as if some part of him already knew what was coming. Dr. O’Donnell drew a barely audible breath before speaking the words that would change everything:


“Your wife’s kidneys have ceased functioning entirely. Her blood can no longer be purified. The body has begun to poison itself. This condition will escalate, her organs will fail one after another and, in the end, there will be death.” Mark involuntarily stepped back, as though struck.


“No… that cannot be!” he managed, his voice brittle, like glass on the verge of shattering. His hands trembled, grasping for purchase in a world slipping from beneath his feet. Gabriel stood like a frozen shadow. His eyes were wide, yet no word crossed his lips. Within him raged a storm that made no sound.


“Had you found your wife but an hour later...” the doctor added softly:


“… She would no longer be alive.” It was no turn of phrase. It landed with the full weight of truth. Dr. O’Donnell stated it matter, of, factly, but his gaze betrayed how keenly he understood its gravity. He was a man familiar with suffering, and yet every encounter with death seemed to change him anew. He had been accustomed to delivering cruel truths to those who still held out hope. Once he had worked in pediatrics, the field that was his passion. But after watching, again and again, as he could not help the children, forced to witness their dying, he began his career as a pediatrician full of idealism, with the hope of saving lives. The young faces that slipped through his fingers left marks upon his soul. He fled, not cowardly, but exhausted, into general medicine, in the quiet hope of escaping constant nearness to death. Yet sorrow found him here as well, in other forms, on other faces, but with the same bitter finality.


And so he stood before father and son, two people to whom he could give nothing more than the truth, sharp, clear, inexorable as a sword, cutting through every hope. Mark stared at the doctor as if his voice were not of flesh and blood, but born of mist and a far, off time. The words seemed unearthly, tearing him from every certainty that had borne him until now. It was as though a window in his life had been thrown open, and a cold, unstoppable wind swept away everything that had just stood firm.


Gabriel, small beside his father, clung more tightly to his hand, so tightly his fingers hurt. But to let go was unthinkable. The air in the room was heavy as lead, so oppressive it seemed scarcely possible to draw breath. And yet they had to breathe, had to hear, to understand, to grasp, even though everything within them cried out to close their eyes.


“What… what does that mean?” Mark asked at last, his voice trembling, as though speaking through a vacuum of fear. Dr. O’Donnell drew a quiet breath, the breath of a man who knows that each sentence will open wounds, and yet no silence could heal.


“The kidneys are highly specialized filters...” he began calmly, his voice neither feigning pity nor retreating into emotionless fact.


“They cleanse the blood by filtering waste from the body. That process no longer functions in your wife.”


“Poisoned blood?” Mark echoed, stunned, his brow furrowing as if his mind would resist what it had heard.


“Exactly. A person’s blood passes through the kidneys about three hundred times a day, roughly fifteen hundred liters filtered daily. When this function fails, as in your wife’s case, toxins accumulate in the blood. They spread, stealthy, relentless, until they involve other organs. And at the end there is complete organ failure… and death.” The doctor fell silent. No sound was heard but the pale ticking of a wall clock and the labored breathing of the three people in the room. Gabriel stared at the physician with wide, panicked eyes. His face suddenly seemed far too young for such a cruel message.


“And why… why did we not notice?” he asked, his voice scarcely more than a breath. Dr. O’Donnell turned to the boy with a look weighted by years of experience and quiet exhaustion.


“Because it often happens gradually. The body learns, for a long time, to live with it. Fatigue. Loss of appetite. A certain pallor. All signs, but they seem harmless. Until it is too late. Until the body itself sends the alarm, by fainting, by complete collapse, as happened today to your mother.” Gabriel lowered his head. Tears stood in his eyes, yet he would not let them fall. He was old enough to know what dying means, but still too young to comprehend that it can also come for those he loves.


“Can my wife be helped?” Mark asked, one last hope, as though this single question could undo all that had been said.


Dr. O’Donnell slowly shook his head. The moment was still, and the soft rustle of his coat as he did so sounded, in that room, like a verdict.


“There is, alas, no simple solution...” he said with measured voice, one that sounded almost like a prayer, a prayer none would answer. Mark tried to comprehend, but the words would not settle, would not shape themselves into anything graspable. They drifted through his mind like fog, cold, heavy, without direction, without hold. Everything in him resisted what he had heard, as if his reason would make a last attempt to shut the doors against a truth that had already taken residence in his heart.


“What can we do?” he asked at last. His voice no longer sounded like a man’s, but like an echo from another world, fragile, lost, near despair. The doctor lowered his gaze, as if he too felt pressed down by the shadow of the words to come. He drew a deep breath and continued quietly:


“There are measures… dialysis, medications… we can buy time. Perhaps days… perhaps weeks. But that is no lasting solution. The kidneys, and the remaining organs, will fail. Piece by piece. At some point the body will not go on. And… there is no way back.” Mark stood as if turned to stone. His body did not move, yet a storm raged within him. His eyes searched for purchase, somewhere on the wall, at the window, in Gabriel’s face, now looking up at him with pupils painful to behold.


“And after that?” he asked softly, scarcely audible, as though forcing himself to look the darkness in the face. The doctor nodded, almost imperceptibly, and his voice now sounded like a faint bell in fog:


“…We will do everything to ease her pain. To make each breath as bearable as possible. We will stand by her. But the course is… unstoppable. In the end… as I said… there will be death.” A deep, choking moment ensued. The world seemed to stand still. No sound, no rustle, no knock. Only the doctor’s silent gaze, now lowered, for the last words had wounded even him. Outside the window, daybreak paled the sky. It was as if Heaven itself had lost its color, like the life that, slowly, inexorably, was dying.


Gently, Gabriel tugged at his father’s sleeve, as though that small gesture alone might save him from the force of words that lay like shards within their souls. Mark looked down at him, seeking steadiness in the tear, stung eyes of his son, and found only his own helplessness reflected back. Wordlessly he sank onto the nearest chair; his legs would scarcely hold him. His breathing grew shallow; his shoulders quivered, as if battling an invisible weight. The silence was so dense that even their quiet breaths sounded like noise in a room filled with pronounced finalities.


“Is there anything we can do to prevent it?” Gabriel suddenly asked, his voice carrying a desperation that struck even the doctor. The boy’s young heart refused to accept that someone like his mother might simply vanish. The physician answered with sobering clarity:


“Alas, no… her kidney is destroyed.” Gabriel’s eyes flickered; his thoughts hunted frantically for an escape, for rescue.


“Can you not simply remove the ruined kidney and let her live with one?” he asked, a spark of hope still unextinguished.


“There are such cases, yes. If only one kidney is damaged, the other can suffice. But in your mother’s case… both organs are too severely compromised.” The doctor spoke with calm, almost soothing tone, like one who knows that words rarely help, and yet must be spoken.


“No! Do not say that!” Mark cried, his outburst a pure act of fear, not of death, but of life without her.


“I wish I could give you a different answer. But in this hour, it is better to know the truth. A comfort built on falsehood crumbles the instant the light of reality touches it.” Mark fought for composure.


“And… what can we do?” The doctor drew a deep breath, as though he too must summon courage before speaking:


“There remains but a single possibility… a transplant, a donated kidney.”


“A donor kidney?” Mark repeated, his heart racing.


“Yes. But it is not simple. A suitable organ must be found. And that can take time. Months. Years.”


“Do we have that time?” Gabriel asked, his voice a trembling thread between hope and fear.


“Probably not...” the doctor answered quietly.


“Is truly nothing else to be done?” Gabriel breathed, though his question already carried the knowledge that it was only a final cry.


“We shall place her on dialysis… but your mother, your wife, is likely too weak for the process...” the doctor said, his words sounding suddenly like the entrance of a stern, if rescuing, angel.


“Dialysis?” Gabriel asked, bewildered.


“An artificial kidney. It filters the blood, takes over what the body can no longer do. The blood is cleansed, toxins removed. The harmful substances are taken away; the necessary ones retained. A life on borrowed time.”


“How often?” Gabriel whispered.


“Three to four times a week. For four to five hours at a stretch.”


“So long?” He turned to his father for help. “But that… that is no life at all!” Mark could scarcely answer. His lips trembled. Tears stood in his eyes, and he could no longer hold them back.


“Dialysis exists to make life possible, with limitations, yes. But it is better than surrendering...” the doctor explained gently.


“But… it’s no life...” Gabriel cried, and now the tears ran over his cheeks. “It is only… a kind of vegetating!” The doctor nodded slowly.


“Perhaps. Yet the alternative is, as I have said, death. And dialysis grants time. Time for hope. For farewell. For life.”


“No. Pray that she survives the night. Tomorrow… we shall see.” Mark closed his eyes. His lips quivered.


“Pray?” he asked, bitter, toned.


“Yes...” the doctor said simply. “The situation is very grave. All that remains to us is prayer… and hope.”


“So… there is no chance?” Mark repeated, as if in a trance.


“As I said… the situation is critical...” the doctor affirmed. He stepped closer and briefly set a hand upon Mark’s shoulder.


“Go home with your son. And… be ready. If she comes through… every hour will be a gift.” Helen’s husband bowed his head. His shoulders sagged.


“Oh… Heaven...” he whispered, as everything slipped from his grasp.


“I am so very sorry, truly...” O’Donnell said, looking at the man before him with open compassion.


“Even more am I...” Mark breathed, drawing his son into his arms, the boy now weeping without restraint in the embrace of a father striving to be strong though the world collapsed around him. The doctor’s last words lay over the room like a heavy veil:


“Tomorrow we shall see. In these seconds… it is only a matter of your wife surviving the night. Go, be at home, and be there for her should she awaken.” He inclined his head, turned, and left the room with a step both resolute and full of sympathy. The door closed softly, a sound that echoed in their hearts like a final judgment. Scarcely had the doctor gone when Gabriel’s pent, up fear broke like a dam:


“Mama will die! I knew it! These hospitals are death! A place of dying!” he cried, with that bitter desperation known only to a child who feels the unthinkable before he fully understands it.


Mark turned to him slowly, his eyes wet. He set his hand gently upon Gabriel’s shoulder, a gesture that held more comfort than a thousand words.


“Ah, my son…” he said quietly, almost inaudibly. “We must hope it will not come to that.” His gaze was fixed, as if on a distant emptiness known only to one who is about to lose what he loves most. Wordlessly they left the hospital, a construction of stone and glass that now seemed to them a dark palace to be endured. Every step toward the exit was a step along a corridor filled with fear and uncertainty.


Night draped itself over the city like a heavy cloak. No light burned in Gabriel’s room. Only the wan glow of the moon slipped through the curtains, sketching silver patterns on the floor. He sat upon the bed, knees drawn up, brow pressed to them. His small hands were clasped so tightly that the knuckles shone white. No sound was heard but the ticking of the wall clock, the ticking of time, which none could alter.


“Please…” Gabriel whispered into the dark.


“Please, dear God… please… do what You can. Let Mama live! I… I will do anything You wish. Only please, please do not take Mama from me!” He squeezed his eyes shut so hard that tears burst forth like water from a shattered vessel and rolled down his cheeks.


“Gabriel has asked for help!”, the words rang soundlessly through the stillness, not spoken, but borne on the power of a heart that touched the Heavens.


In that moment, somewhere between hope and despair, a faint draft slipped through the tilted window. It was only a breath, scarcely felt, yet Gabriel lifted his head.


“Was that You?” he whispered into the darkness, as if some answer might be hidden there. Far away, in the fabric of the night, two forces met: Reason and Fate. Reason stepped forth, troubled, her voice clear yet stirred by inner turmoil:


“Gabriel has asked for help!” Fate did not answer. Not yet. It stood still, listening, weighing, unfathomable. The hour had not yet come. But one thing was certain: something had moved in that night, if only in the whisper of a child’s prayer that cut through the dusk like a beam of light.









Chapter 13: Testing …


Fate, a majestic yet unapproachable figure, turned slowly, as though its very movement traversed infinity itself.


Its voice was deep and resonant, a blend of authority and mystery, as Destiny gazed at Reason and asked with solemn weight:


“And what was his plea?” Reason, ever clear and orderly, stepped forward. Her gaze was sharp, her posture impeccably upright. With a voice imbued with certainty and tinged with regret, she declared:


“His mother is gravely ill, and he begged Heaven for help!” A silence followed, as if time itself had been forced to halt. At last Fate spoke again, its words striking like a falling hammer:


“And what suffering must this woman endure in full?” Reason, also known as Prudence, Reflection, Understanding, did not hesitate. In a measured, precise tone, she replied:


“Acute renal failure!” She nodded gravely. Fate inclined its head, as though listening to an invisible melody. Then, with a solemn voice that seemed to reverberate through eternity, it posed the question that bore the weight of infinity itself:


“Ah! And what has the Author decreed for this soul?” The reply from Reason came swiftly, like a sentence already written, yet marked by sorrow:


“She is to die!” Fate straightened, its presence filling the chamber. A warm radiance emanated from it as it pressed further:


“I see… must we truly claim her soul already?” Its gaze turned to Prudence, who slowly nodded, her words carrying an unwavering conviction:


“Yes! We should!” Another silence stretched forth, so deep that even eternity seemed in danger of dissolving within it. But Destiny, undeterred by urgency, asked again, this time with a more contemplative tone:


“Can we not grant this woman a reprieve?” Understanding shook her head, a trace of sternness and unyielding will in her stance:


“No! Her soul is already pledged, and she must continue in our story!” Fate stepped closer, its voice now an insistent whisper, like the murmur of a storm:


“We are Heaven itself; we can do all things! We are the bearers of Fate… we decide… over life as well as death!” A flicker of resistance edged Reason’s reply:


“But to do so, we would need to rewrite another story upon the Earth!” Plainly, she was displeased.


Destiny paused, pondering a moment, before turning with solemn gaze to its companions:


“For what specific reason… must this woman die?” Reason stepped forward, her words like the recital of an immutable law:


“We all wished to send Gabriel into his first trial!” Providence furrowed its brow, a hint of displeasure in its tone as it responded:


“Through the death of his mother, of all things?” Reason, embodiment of logic and order, held Fate’s gaze and explained steadily, with firmness:


“Gabriel must learn that every life on Earth ends in death… he must accept it, and only by inflicting this pain upon him, by letting him feel it, can we make him understand!”


Destiny paced slowly across the chamber, its form seeming to grow in intensity with each step. At last it halted, speaking in a low yet piercing tone:


“There must surely be other ways to let him suffer… if suffering be needed at all!” Reason raised her hands, as if framing her words in an invisible outline:


“But we cannot keep the woman alive any longer. Her kidneys have already failed, and in this story a donor organ is not foreseen. Moreover, as I have said, her soul is destined for the making of a new angel!” She nodded gravely. Fate turned to Reason with a resolute gaze, its voice sharpened:


“Then another must die in her place!” A shadow crossed Reason’s face as Prudence replied:


“It is exceedingly difficult to find good and upright souls in that strange world below. Least of all souls even remotely pure of heart. She is one of the best we have ever found with which to create a new angel!” Providence stood still, her eyes gleaming like two stars in the darkness.


In that moment it seemed as though all existence held its breath, while Destiny pondered Reason’s words. Fate rose taller, its form undefined yet permeated with a majestic presence, and cast its gaze into the distance, as if certainty itself might behold the course of Earth’s story with its own eyes.


“Reason, your arguments are sound. But what of mercy? What of hope? Can we truly claim that Gabriel will grow only through suffering?” Reason paused, then answered hesitantly:


“Fate, I understand your doubt. Yet man learns through sorrow, through loss. Gabriel will one day be strong enough to bear this pain, and from it he will emerge as a leader, a light for others. This is the path written for him!” Destiny inclined its head.


“Written, you say? And yet is it not we alone who inscribe these lines? What if we spare him this pain? What if we grant him hope instead? Could he not grow likewise, through love, rather than through loss?” Reason sighed heavily.


“It is tempting. But the mother… she is a soul whose place is already appointed. Her life is complete, her course leads to us. Should we intervene, another soul must be taken in her stead, and such a shift could unsettle the balance.” Certainty advanced toward Reason with slow, deliberate steps.


“Balance, Reason, is not a rigid line. It is a river, a cycle. If we alter it, we can find another way to restore the scales. Tell me, are there truly no other trials that could teach Gabriel what he must learn?” Their eyes met, each bearing the weight of eternity. A soft whisper filled the chamber, and a third voice arose. It was Hope, her presence gentle yet compelling.
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