
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Gift

        

        
        
          BernsPen

        

        
          Published by BernsPen, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE GIFT

    

    
      First edition. June 9, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 BernsPen.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231166350

    

    
    
      Written by BernsPen.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Dedication
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To the teachers who walk among us unnoticed. To the souls who give all they have, even when the world looks away. To those who love without limits, forgive without hesitation, and leave behind a legacy that cannot fade.

And to Noel—in every form he has ever taken.
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Preface
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There are people who come into our lives and leave behind footprints that never fade. Some arrive as mentors, some as friends, and some—like Noel—appear when we least expect, teaching us not through lectures, but through the quiet grace of their actions.

This is a story about love. Not the kind written in grand gestures or fairy tales, but the love that changes lives in small, unnoticed ways. It is about sacrifice, faith, kindness, the unseen miracles of human connection.

Noel had nothing, yet he had everything. And Caleb, a boy on the edge of life and death, would soon learn that sometimes the greatest gifts do not come wrapped in ribbons, but in the form of one year with the right teacher.

What would you do if you had one year left to live? And what would you do if that one year could save another?
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PART 1: THE UNEXPECTED FRIENDSHIP

Chapter 1: The Boy and the Stranger
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The city hummed with quiet life, the distant rhythm of footsteps on pavement, the muffled chatter of passing strangers, the restless pulse of movement that never truly stopped.

Caleb had walked these streets a hundred times before.

Yet today, something felt different.

Maybe it was the crispness in the air, or the way the sunlight filtered through the trees in golden streaks.

Or maybe—just maybe—it was him.

The man sat alone, settled on the weathered park bench, posture relaxed yet firm.

He didn’t look lost.

He didn’t look troubled.

But there was something about him, something quiet, something steady, something that made Caleb hesitate.

He wasn’t sure why.

Maybe because the world taught you to ignore people like him, the ones who didn’t quite fit, the ones who sat alone without a destination, without a title, without a place that clearly defined them.

And yet, Caleb didn’t walk past.

He stopped.

He studied the man for a moment before clearing his throat.

“Do you live here?”

The man opened his eyes, and Caleb was caught off guard—not by sadness, not by weariness, but by warmth.

“I live wherever the day takes me,” the man answered simply.

Caleb frowned. “That doesn’t make sense.”

The man chuckled, stretching his legs out before him. “It does, once you stop expecting life to be a straight path.”

Caleb hesitated before sitting beside him, the weight of unfamiliarity pressing against him.

His mother would tell him not to talk to strangers. Especially ones like those with worn shoes and quiet smiles.

But Caleb wasn’t afraid.

He was curious.

“You never told me your name,” Caleb said after a long pause.

The man smiled.

“Noel.”

And just like that, something unseen shifted.

A connection was formed—not forced, not questioned.

Just quietly accepted.
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Chapter 2: Kindness in Small Things
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Caleb didn’t know why he kept going back.

Every day after school, he found himself wandering back to the same park, to the same bench, to the same man who never asked him why he had come. Noel was always there, feeding birds, watching the world move past him.

But today was different. Today, Caleb carried something with him.

A sandwich—wrapped hastily in a napkin, the bread slightly uneven. His mother had packed two for lunch. He didn’t eat the second one.

Noel looked up as Caleb approached, his weathered face lighting up with an easy smile.

“You’re back,” Noel said.
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