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Change could be one envelope away.

Dedication: This book is dedicated to everyone who’s had a One Envelope experience—the moment everything changed with just a few words, a letter, or a decision that couldn’t be undone.

Summary:

In the quiet town of Laboche, Marty harbors dreams of a life beyond the ordinary. Despite his aspirations, he faces repeated setbacks that leave him disillusioned and questioning his purpose. Choosing to move on, Marty immerses himself in the rhythms of daily life, finding solace in the familiar.

Years later, a shocking revelation forces Marty to confront truths that challenge his understanding of identity, love, and destiny.
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The sun dipped low, setting the sky ablaze with streaks of orange and red, bleeding into the fading blue. A few birds wheeled frantically overhead, cutting across the light. A cool wind whispered through the trees that blanketed the mountainside and forest, rustling leaves in quiet conversation. 

From his perch on a thick log, Marty watched the evening settle over the valley. Below, the cows and horses at Mr. Minty’s farm ambled lazily in the pasture. Down the dirt road, the Garvey kids pedaled their bikes, kicking up little clouds of dust. Ms. Kathy sat on her porch swing, nodding as Mrs. Janie spoke from the bottom step, her hands animated with whatever gossip she was sharing. 

Marty took it all in with a sense of calm reverence. The quiet beauty of his small community never failed to center him. He let out a long sigh, resting his hand on the log he planned to chop—tomorrow. Next to it sat a fresh pile of wood he’d split earlier in the day. 

Rising slowly, he stretched, satisfied with the day’s labor. The work was done. He started walking toward the small brown cabin that he and his family called home. 

A crunch of gravel behind him caught his ear. 

“Evenin’, Mart!” called a voice. 

He turned to see his neighbor, Mr. Burke, approaching with his usual easy stride.

“Howdy, Mr. Burke,” Marty replied. 

“You got a good haul done today,” Burke said, eyeing the pile. “That should get you through this cold spell.” 

“Yep, that’s the plan,” Marty said with a grin, continuing on towards the cabin. 

Inside the cabin, warmth greeted him. His father, Marty Sr., sat in a chair by the fireplace, one hand wrapped in a bandage. 

“You through, Mart?” his father asked. 

“Yeah, Papa. I think we’ll make it through the cold front just fine. I left one log—I’ll get to it in the morning.” 

“Thanks, son,” his father said, nodding with quiet pride. 

Marty made his way to his room. He undressed, flicked on his small hand radio, and let the twang of country music fill the space. Stepping into the shower, he let the hot water wash over him. The soap lathered thick, the steam curled upward, and for a moment, everything else disappeared. 

After washing his hair, he stepped out and faced the mirror. Water dripped from his hair as he stood straight, eyes locked on his reflection. 

“Dr. Marty Miller,” he said aloud. 

He smiled, then tried a different smile. Then another—testing which one felt most real. 

Dry and refreshed, he pulled on a clean shirt and shorts, warm socks on his feet, and wandered into the kitchen. The rich scent of liver, rice, and peas filled the air. Cornbread, fresh from the oven, made its buttery entrance right on cue. 

“Hi, Mom,” Marty said, easing into a chair at the table covered in its red and white checkered cloth. 

Ms. Mary, his mother—“Miss Mary” to everyone else—turned from the stove with a knowing smile. 

Marty inhaled deeply and thought, Now... what’s for dessert? 
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Marty walked the long gravel road that wound out of his quiet little community. The morning air still held the bite of lingering cold, and though his worn denim jacket gave some comfort, it no longer zipped all the way. He’d had it since he was fifteen, and since then, he’d stretched upward four inches and broadened out by at least six. 
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