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Chapter One — The Calling at Dawn
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The light slipped through the curtains like a quiet hymn, touching the edges of the room as though it had been sent to wake not only my eyes, but my soul.

My first breath was a prayer — simple, humble, grateful.

I thanked the Lord for letting me see another sunrise, for the mercy of breath, for the gift of one more day.

And then I saw Him.

Someone stood beside me — not a stranger, yet unlike anyone I had ever known. Peace surrounded Him like morning mist on still water. His presence carried strength wrapped in gentleness.

He spoke only three words, soft as a breeze moving through the leaves:

“Come. Follow Me.”

My heart trembled. Not from fear — but from the deep knowing that nothing from this moment on would ever be the same.

I rose slowly, like a leaf carried upward by unseen hands. Gratitude walked with me. Hope stirred as an old hymn was remembered again.

We stepped outside.

The world was quiet, listening. Dew shimmered across the grass. The sky stretched wide, painted in soft colors that looked older than time. Somewhere, a bird sang, offering the morning back to God.

For a while, we walked in silence.

He did not hurry.

He matched my steps, patient as eternity.

Shadows began to rise from my heart — the ones I had tried for years to bury.

First came grief.

I remembered the sterile room, the long night, the prayer that felt unanswered. Loss had settled inside me like a stone I could not put down.

“Why did you let that happen?” I whispered. “I prayed. I believed. And still...”

He looked at me with sorrow more profound than my own, as if He had wept beside me unseen.

“I was there,” He said gently. “What you could not hold, I carried.”

His words didn’t erase the ache — but they wrapped it in something holy.

Then came loneliness.

Years of walking among people, smiling on the outside while feeling unseen on the inside. Crowded rooms, yet an empty heart.

“I’ve walked alone so long,” I said.

“You were never alone,” He answered. “You simply could not hear My footsteps yet.”

Warmth filled the silent places.

Then regret spoke.

Memories of wrong turns.

Words I should never have said.

Moments when I trusted myself more than God.

“I’ve failed too many times,” I said.

He stopped, placed His hand gently over my heart.

“The past belongs at the foot of grace,” He said. “Lay it down.”

Tears blurred the morning.
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