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​​​​​​For those who often lose faith.
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​​An Angel’s Grace

Chapter 1 – Ashes and Silence

The town of Willow Creek had always been known for its quiet charm. Nestled in a valley and wrapped in rows of towering oaks, it was the kind of place where people greeted each other by name at the grocery store and children rode bikes along sidewalks without fear. But the wildfire had stolen much of that charm. Rows of blackened trees stood like skeletal witnesses, and the air still carried a faint bitterness that reminded Daniel Hayes of all he had lost.

Daniel Harper was a tall man in his late thirties, with the strong frame of someone who had worked with his hands most of his life. His dark hair, flecked prematurely with gray, often fell into eyes that seemed permanently shadowed by exhaustion. He hadn’t smiled much since the fire. His house — gone. His savings — nearly drained. And the greatest loss, though not spoken aloud, was Emily.

Emily had been his anchor. Her laughter had filled the corners of their modest home, her gentle wisdom guiding him when work as a clerk in a hardware store or the bills weighed heavy. The sickness had come quietly, stealing her strength before the fire ever arrived. By the time the flames devoured Willow Creek, Emily had already been gone a year.

Now, it was just Daniel and his daughter, Sophie.

At nine years old, Sophie carried both innocence and resilience in equal measure. Her light brown curls bounced in pigtails as she skipped along the cracked sidewalk, her small hand gripping Daniel’s larger one. She had Emily’s green eyes — wide, curious, and too often carrying questions Daniel didn’t know how to answer.

“Daddy,” she said softly as they passed the town library, its old stone exterior miraculously untouched by the flames. “Do you think the angels watched over our house?”

Daniel’s throat tightened. He crouched to meet her gaze. “I think angels watch over people, sweetheart, not things. And they’ve been watching over us.”

She nodded, accepting his answer, though her eyes lingered on the charred lot where their home once stood.

They were staying now in a small rental near Willow Park, a place Daniel could barely afford. The park itself was one of the few places that still felt untouched, with winding paths and benches shaded by oaks. Daniel found himself drawn there often, both for Sophie’s sake and his own.

It was on one of those benches that he first noticed the old man.

The man was gaunt, his clothes worn and weathered, his face half-hidden beneath a scraggly beard. Yet there was something steady about his posture, as though the hardships of life had not broken him, only shaped him. He sat quietly, watching the world pass by, a small leather satchel resting at his feet.

Sophie, fearless as always, tugged Daniel’s hand. “Why does that man sit there every day?”

Daniel didn’t know. He only knew that in the man’s stillness, there was both mystery and sorrow — and that somehow, this stranger would soon become part of their story.
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Chapter 2 – Quiet Encounters

[image: ]




Willow Park became their refuge in the weeks that followed. After school, Daniel would walk with Sophie beneath the tall oaks, the crunch of leaves underfoot, the air carrying hints of woodsmoke from fireplaces nearby. He told himself the park was good for Sophie — a place for her to run and laugh — but deep down he knew he needed it just as much. The park gave him space to think without the constant hum of bills and repairs waiting at home.

Each day, the old man was there. Sometimes he sat on the same bench, sometimes on another, always with that weathered satchel at his feet. He never begged, never spoke to passersby, never reached for anything. He simply was.

Daniel noticed details over time. The man’s face was a bit haggard, his hands, though scarred and calloused, were steady. His clothes, though tattered, were carefully mended, as if he valued order despite his circumstances. His eyes — when Daniel dared glance — carried a sharpness that felt out of place with his ragged appearance.

Sophie, being Sophie, grew curious.

One afternoon she tugged free from Daniel’s hand and skipped toward the bench.

“Hi!” she chirped.

Daniel hurried after her, embarrassed. “Sophie,” he said firmly, reaching for her shoulder. “Don’t bother—”

“It’s no bother,” the man interrupted, his voice low but surprisingly clear. He lifted his gaze toward Daniel, then back to Sophie. “Hello, little one.”

Sophie smiled, undeterred by the roughness of his voice. “Do you live here?”

The man chuckled, a sound that carried both humor and sadness. “Something like that.”

Daniel shifted uncomfortably. “Come on, Sophie. Let’s not—”

But the man spoke again, softer this time. “She reminds me of someone I knew once.” His eyes flickered with something Daniel couldn’t read.

There was an awkward silence. Daniel wasn’t sure whether to stay or walk away. Yet something in the man’s tone, a faint note of loneliness, kept him rooted.

Finally, Daniel cleared his throat. “I’m Daniel. This is my daughter, Sophie.”

The man gave a slight nod. “James,” he said simply.

It wasn’t much, but it was enough. The barrier between them had shifted, ever so slightly.

That night, after Sophie was asleep, Daniel sat alone at the small kitchen table of their rented house. The hum of the refrigerator was the only sound. He should have been paying bills, checking schedules, planning meals. Instead, he found himself thinking about James.

Why did a man with such sharp eyes and steady hands choose to waste away on a park bench? What was his story?
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Chapter 3 – The Weight He Carried
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The mornings were the hardest.

Daniel rose before dawn each day, quietly moving through the small rented house so he wouldn’t wake Sophie. He brewed coffee in the chipped old pot they had carried from their former home — the only familiar comfort left from before the fire. The steam rose, but instead of warming him, it only reminded him of all the mornings Emily used to hum while she poured her cup.

Now the silence was heavy.

He dressed quickly for work — slacks pressed enough to look professional, though the threads were beginning to fray. He managed numbers for a local hardware company, a job that demanded his focus but rarely sparked joy. Once, he’d dreamed of opening his own business. Now, dreams were luxuries he didn’t feel entitled to. His paycheck was steady, but it stretched thinner every month.

Bills piled on the counter. Rent, utilities, Sophie’s school needs, groceries. He’d given up small pleasures — dining out, new clothes, vacations — long ago. Even so, he always feared the day Sophie might notice what he’d sacrificed, that she might feel her childhood narrowing under the weight of his failures.

Despite it all, Sophie was his anchor. Her laughter had a way of breaking through the gray, even when his own heart felt like stone. She was resilient in a way that reminded him of Emily — curious, hopeful, trusting. Daniel often wondered if Sophie had inherited Emily’s light, carrying it forward where he could not.

But with that light came a responsibility that gnawed at him. Every decision he made now, every dollar he spent, wasn’t about him anymore. It was about her. Her future. Her stability.

And that was why James troubled him so much.

Why should he, a man struggling to keep his daughter safe, spend time worrying about a stranger on a park bench? Yet when Daniel saw James’s gaunt frame and sharp, watchful eyes, something stirred in him. A recognition, perhaps. The look of a man who had once carried weight, only to be broken by it.

That Saturday, Daniel and Sophie walked back to Willow Park. Sophie carried her sketchbook, clutched against her like treasure. She liked to sit under the elm and draw the birds, the fountains, the children who ran past.

And James, too.

Daniel had caught her glancing at him more than once, her pencil moving in small, deliberate strokes. She didn’t sketch him cruelly, with tattered clothes or unwashed hair. She drew him sitting tall, as though some hidden dignity still lived inside him.

Daniel watched her from the grass, conflicted. Was this innocence he should protect her from? Or compassion he should encourage?

As Sophie sketched, James shifted on the bench and coughed, a deep rattle that sent Daniel’s protective instincts flaring. He stood, ready to intervene, but James waved a hand dismissively as though to say, I’m fine.

Daniel didn’t believe him. He’d seen enough to know when someone was unraveling.

And yet, despite the warning bells in his mind, Daniel stayed. He couldn’t quite explain why.

Something told him James wasn’t just another stranger on the margins.

Something told him this story was only beginning.
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Chapter 4 – Echoes of the Past
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The bench in Willow Park had become a strange sort of meeting ground. Daniel didn’t set out to find James, but somehow their paths kept crossing. Sophie would tug at his hand after school, urging him toward the fountain, toward the elm, toward the man who never quite seemed to leave.

James had a quietness about him, a presence that drew Sophie’s curiosity. She would sit cross-legged on the grass, sketchbook open, sneaking glances at him as her pencil danced. James rarely spoke, but when he did, his voice carried a worn, steady weight.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
L\ ANGEL )

DAVID SILER





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.png
AN AN GEL S

DAVID SILER






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png
AN ANGEL’S
GRACE

After the loss of his wife, Daniel
struggles to provide for his young
daughter Sophie, Their lives are
thrown into further turmoil when
they encounter a homeless man
who holds a startling secret.

A heartwarming tale of loss,
healing, and unexpected grace.

DAVID SILER

Newsletter sign up at
www.website.com

1 |23455 7890| 0






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





