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The Interview

Faith Morgan had been to a lot of job interviews in her thirty-two years, but none quite like this one.

The house was beautiful—a sprawling Victorian on the outskirts of Savannah, with wraparound porches and magnolia trees draping the lawn like gentle guardians. It was the kind of house that appeared in magazines, the kind that suggested old money and careful preservation.

It was also, according to the agency that had sent her, a house in crisis.

"The father is... difficult," Mrs. Patterson at the nanny placement agency had warned. "Daniel Ashford. Widower, two children, ages seven and five. His wife passed away two years ago, and he's been through eleven nannies since then. Eleven, Faith. The longest one lasted three months."

"What happened to the others?"

"Some quit. Some were fired. Some simply stopped showing up." Mrs. Patterson had leaned forward conspiratorially. "The children are troubled, understandably. The father is withdrawn. The whole household is grieving, and nobody seems to know how to stop."

Faith had taken the job anyway. Not because she was desperate—though she was, a little, having just ended a five-year stint as a nanny for a family who'd relocated overseas—but because something in the description called to her. Troubled children. A grieving father. A house that needed healing.

If there was one thing Faith Morgan knew how to do, it was heal.

Now, standing at the front door with her single suitcase, she took a deep breath and rang the bell.

The door opened to reveal a housekeeper—older, kind-faced, with worry lines etched deep around her eyes. "You must be the new nanny. I'm Mrs. Chen. Please, come in."

The interior of the house was as beautiful as the exterior, but there was something missing. Something intangible. Faith had spent enough time in family homes to recognize the difference between a house that was lived in and a house that was merely occupied. This one felt like the latter—elegant but hollow, maintained but not loved.

"Mr. Ashford will see you in his study," Mrs. Chen said. "The children are in the garden with me. I'll bring them in after you've spoken with their father."

The study was at the end of a long hallway, behind a heavy oak door that Mrs. Chen knocked on with obvious hesitation.

"Come in."

Daniel Ashford was not what Faith had expected.

She'd imagined someone older, perhaps, or more visibly broken. Instead, she found a man in his late thirties, tall and dark-haired, with the kind of face that would have been handsome if it weren't so guarded. He sat behind a massive desk covered in papers, and he didn't stand when she entered.

"Miss Morgan." His voice was flat, professional. "Please, sit."

She sat in the chair across from him, noting the framed photographs on the wall—a beautiful blonde woman laughing in the sunshine, the same woman holding a baby, the woman with two small children on what looked like a beach vacation. His wife. The children's mother. The ghost that haunted this house.

"I've reviewed your credentials," Daniel said, not looking up from the file on his desk. "Five years with the Morrison family, excellent references, degree in child psychology. You seem overqualified for a nanny position."

"I prefer the term 'family caregiver.' And qualifications don't intimidate me, Mr. Ashford. Neither does grief."

That made him look up. His eyes—gray, she noticed, the color of storm clouds—fixed on her with sudden intensity. "What do you know about grief?"

"I know it doesn't follow a schedule. I know it affects everyone differently. And I know that children who've lost a parent need stability, patience, and someone who isn't afraid of their pain." She met his gaze steadily. "Mrs. Patterson told me you've had eleven nannies in two years. I'm not interested in being number twelve and gone. I'm interested in helping your family heal."

"My family isn't your concern."

"With respect, Mr. Ashford, your family is exactly my concern. That's what you're hiring me for."

Something flickered across his face—surprise, maybe, or grudging respect. "The previous nannies had many opinions about my family. None of them lasted."

"The previous nannies weren't me."

They stared at each other for a long moment. Faith felt the challenge in his gaze, the test he was giving her. She'd seen it before in grieving parents—the protective walls, the defensive hostility, the fear that anyone who got close would eventually leave.

"My children are difficult," he said finally. "Lily is seven, withdrawn, refuses to speak most days. Oliver is five, prone to tantrums, has been expelled from two preschools. They've been through trauma, and they've had countless people come and go from their lives. They don't trust easily."

"Neither do you, I imagine."

"No. I don't." He set down the file. "I'm not looking for a friend, Miss Morgan. I'm looking for someone who can manage my children while I work, who won't make promises they can't keep, and who understands that this is a job, not a mission."

"What if I said it could be both?"

"I'd say you're naive."

"And I'd say you're afraid." She stood, surprising herself with her boldness. "Mr. Ashford, I've worked with grieving families before. I know how to navigate loss without making it worse. But I also know that managing isn't the same as healing. Your children don't just need someone to watch them—they need someone to show them that life can still be good. That love doesn't always leave."

"Love does leave. That's exactly the problem."

"No. People leave. Love stays, if you let it." She extended her hand. "I'd like the chance to prove that to your children. And maybe, eventually, to you."

Daniel stared at her hand for a long moment. Then, slowly, he stood and shook it.

"The job is yours, Miss Morgan. But don't say I didn't warn you."

"I won't. And please, call me Faith."

"Faith." He said it like the word itself was foreign to him. "I suppose that's appropriate."

"Why?"

"Because faith is exactly what this family has lost."

He walked her to the door of his study, and Faith felt the weight of what she was taking on settle across her shoulders.

This house needed more than a nanny.

It needed a miracle.

And Faith Morgan had never been one to back down from impossible tasks.
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Broken Family

The children were exactly as difficult as Daniel had promised.

Faith met them in the garden behind the house, where Mrs. Chen had been supervising what appeared to be an aggressive game of destroy-the-flowers. Oliver, the five-year-old, was systematically beheading roses with a stick, while Lily sat on a bench, staring at nothing, her small face blank as a wall.

"Children," Mrs. Chen called out with obvious relief, "this is Miss Faith. She's going to be your new nanny."

Oliver looked up from his destruction, assessed Faith with suspicious eyes, and announced, "You're going to leave. They all leave."

"I'm not planning on leaving."

"That's what the last one said. And the one before. And the one before that." He returned to his roses. "You'll leave."

Lily didn't speak at all. She looked at Faith briefly, then turned back to whatever distant world she inhabited, her small hands folded in her lap, her eyes seeing something no one else could.

"They're wonderful children," Mrs. Chen said, the lie so transparent it was almost funny. "Just a little... adjustment period."

"Of course." Faith sat down on the bench next to Lily, not too close, giving her space. "I understand adjustment periods. I've had a few myself."

Oliver abandoned his roses and marched over. "What's wrong with your face?"

"Oliver!" Mrs. Chen gasped.

"It's a fair question." Faith touched her cheek, where a faint scar ran along her jawline—a souvenir from a car accident fifteen years ago. "I was in an accident when I was a teenager. This is what healed wrong."
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