
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


# THE FRACTURED LIGHT

## A Novel
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*“We do not see things as they are. We see them as we are. And sometimes, what we see is just enough light to keep walking.”*
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## PROLOGUE: THE WEIGHT OF SHARED PURPOSE

The clinic windows wept frost. Outside, the Vermont treeline stood black against a sky the colour of wet slate. Inside, the heat hissed through baseboards, fighting a losing war against the cold.

Aris Thorne didn’t look up from the chart. “Elevated cortisol. Tachycardia. Pupils dilated. The body’s screaming, Silas. It’s just that the scream doesn’t always make sound.”

Silas poured coffee from a dented thermos. Steam curled between them, thick and slow. “The body screams so the soul doesn’t have to.”

Aris finally met his eyes. “The soul doesn’t register on an EKG.”

“No.” Silas handed him the cup. “But it’s why the pump keeps beating.”

They stood in silence. Two men who had shared a zip code, a childhood, and a thousand quiet mornings. One measured what broke. The other held what remained.

Outside, a crow called. The clinic door chimed. Another day began.

—-

[image: ]


## CHAPTER 1: THE QUESTION OF THE BROKEN ENGINE

The road to the Vance farmhouse hadn’t been plowed since November. Aris navigated the ruts in the clinic truck, wipers slapping against sleet. Silas rode passenger, hands folded over a leather-bound breviary he hadn’t opened in ten miles.

“Spontaneous remission,” Aris said, breaking the quiet. “It happens. One percent of pediatric neuroblastoma cases. The immune system wakes up, clears the rogue cells. We call it grace. You call it biology. Either way, it’s math.”

Silas didn’t look at him. “Math doesn’t pray.”

“Prayer doesn’t shrink tumors.”

“Maybe not.” Silas finally turned. His voice was soft, but it carried. “But it keeps the parents from breaking while they wait for the math to finish.”

Aris gripped the wheel. The defroster whined. He thought of Elara’s last scan: lesions receding, neural pathways reknitting like frost melting off glass. He’d written it up as *unexplained clinical stabilization*. Silas had called it a miracle.

They parked. The farmhouse porch sagged under snow. Through the window, Aris saw the girl sitting up, drawing with crayons. Alive. Breathing. Unburdened.

Silas opened the door. Cold air rushed in. He didn’t cross himself. He just stepped forward.

Aris followed. He didn’t know why he felt the need to measure the air in the room. He only knew he couldn’t look away.

Elara’s mother stood in the kitchen, wiping counters that were already clean. Her hands trembled. “She woke up Tuesday. Just... woke up. The fever broke. The breathing evened. Dr. Vance from Burlington said it’s rare. We’re calling it an answer.”

Aris nodded. Set his bag on the table. Ran his fingers over the MRI disk. “I’ll review the sequence. If the pathways are rebuilding, we’ll know within days.”

Silas knelt beside Elara’s chair. Didn’t touch her. Just rested his palms on his knees. Closed his eyes. Whispered something too low for Aris to catch.
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