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    For those who walk quietly through life, seeking meaning in ordinary moments,and for every companion—human or animal—who reminds us that love, guidance, and wonder are always along the way. 

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Some roads are ordinary, yet every step holds a story.Some companions appear briefly, yet leave footprints on the heart.And some mornings arrive quietly, only to teach a lifetime in a single walk."
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Prologue
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Birthdays used to be loud.

Cake. Candles. Friends calling past midnight.

Noise that tried to convince you that you mattered.

But at fifty-three, birthdays arrived differently.

They came like dawn in Antipolo —

quiet, pale, and honest.

Rev Alcantara woke before his alarm. The house was still. Even the electric fan hummed as if it did not want to disturb the morning. He lay on his back and stared at the ceiling, feeling the weight of a number that did not frighten him... but did not comfort him either.

Fifty-three.

Not young enough to pretend.

Not old enough to disappear.

He reached for his phone. Messages had already arrived. Short greetings. Emojis. Cake icons. Some sincere. Some automatic. He smiled, then placed the phone face down.

Today, he did not want noise.

Today, he wanted to walk.

The decision felt small. Almost insignificant. But inside him, it felt rebellious. Instead of riding a jeepney or booking a tricycle, he would walk to church. From his house, along Sumulong Highway, all the way to St. Pio.

He had done it before in his younger years.

Back when walking was exercise.

Back when life felt ahead of him.

Now, walking felt like remembering.

He stood up slowly, feeling the faint stiffness in his knees. His body had begun speaking a language he was still learning to accept. Not pain exactly — just reminders.

You are not twenty anymore.

He washed his face. The mirror showed a man with lines near his eyes. Lines earned from laughter. From worry. From staring at distant things too long.

“Happy birthday,” he whispered to his reflection.

It sounded less like celebration.

More like acknowledgment.

He dressed simply — light shirt, worn jeans, comfortable shoes. No perfume. No special preparation. He wanted the morning air to be enough.

Before stepping out, he paused at the doorway.

There was something about leaving the house before sunrise that felt sacred — like stepping into a blank page before the world began writing on it.

He locked the door behind him.

The sky was still undecided between night and day.

And for the first time in years, Rev Alcantara felt something stirring inside him.

Not regret.

Not ambition.

Not even prayer.

Just a quiet question.

Have I lived well?

He began to walk.
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Chapter 1: Before Sunrise
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Sumulong Highway at dawn did not belong to cars yet.

It belonged to mist.

The air was cool and gentle against his skin. Streetlights flickered lazily as if unsure whether to surrender to the coming sun. In the distance, the faint outline of Metro Manila shimmered beneath a pale horizon.

Rev walked at an unhurried pace.

Not the stride of a man chasing something.

But the rhythm of someone listening.

A few joggers passed him — younger men, earphones plugged in, chasing calories and deadlines. One of them nodded politely. Rev nodded back, suddenly aware of the quiet difference between their energies.

They were running toward something.

He was walking with something.

The road slightly inclined, and he felt his breathing deepen. He welcomed it. There was honesty in physical effort. The body never lied.

As he walked, memories began surfacing uninvited.

His twenties — reckless and hopeful.

His thirties — building, striving, proving.

His forties — surviving disappointments he never spoke about.

And now, his fifties.

Refining.

He passed a closed coffee shop. A stray plastic bag rolled across the pavement. Somewhere, a rooster declared ownership of the morning.

Rev placed his hands in his pockets.

There was a subtle ache in him he could not name.

It was not sadness.

It was not joy either.

It was the feeling of standing at the middle of a bridge — able to see both where you came from and where you are headed — and realizing the distance between the two is shorter than you imagined.

“Am I behind?” he murmured to the empty road.

Behind whom?

The successful classmates posting retirement photos?

The younger musicians trending online?

The men who seemed certain about everything?

He stopped walking for a moment and looked at the horizon.

The first streak of sunlight pierced through the clouds.

For a brief second, the sky turned gold.

He felt it then — a quiet, stubborn gratitude.

He was alive.

Breathing.

Walking on his own feet toward a chapel he had visited many times before.

Perhaps success was not always forward movement.

Perhaps sometimes, success was simply continuing.

He resumed walking.

Somewhere ahead, St. Pio waited.

And though he did not know it yet, something else was waiting too.

Something with four legs and patient eyes.

And somewhere beyond that, an old man with a question that would gently rearrange the way he understood God.

But for now, there was only the road.

And a fifty-three-year-old man learning how to walk it again.
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Chapter 2: The Chapel of Quiet Questions
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By the time Rev reached St. Pio Chapel, the sky had softened into a pale wash of blue and gold.

The chapel stood there as it always had — simple, welcoming, unpretentious. The statue of Padre Pio near the entrance seemed almost alive in the gentle morning light, hands open, as if in perpetual understanding.

Rev paused before entering.

He was not out of breath.

But something inside him was.

He dipped his fingers into the holy water font and made the sign of the cross slowly — not out of habit, but intention. Each movement felt heavier this morning. More deliberate.

In the stillness of early Mass, the chapel felt larger than usual.

A few elderly women were already seated in the front pews, rosaries moving faithfully between their fingers. A young couple sat quietly in the middle, their shoulders barely touching. An old man knelt in the corner, eyes closed as if speaking to someone only he could see.

Rev chose a seat near the back.

He knelt.

And for a moment, he said nothing.

No rehearsed prayer.

No birthday request.

No bargaining.

Just silence.

The kind that reveals more than it hides.

He stared at the altar.

When he was younger, his prayers were loud inside his head. Full of requests. Plans. Urgency.

Lord, help me succeed.

Lord, protect my family.

Lord, fix this mistake.

Now his prayers felt different.

They had fewer words.

More listening.

He exhaled slowly.

“Thank You,” he whispered.

Not because everything in his life was perfect.

But because it wasn’t.

He thought of the dreams that came true.

The ones that didn’t.

The people who stayed.

The ones who quietly left.

Fifty-three.

He had outlived some of his fears.

But not all of them.

The choir began the entrance hymn softly. The priest walked toward the altar. The rhythm of the Mass unfolded — familiar, steady, grounding.

As the readings were proclaimed, Rev found himself drifting — not out of boredom, but into reflection.

Faith.

What did it mean now?

Was it simply attendance?

Ritual?

Comfort?

Or was it something braver?

The homily spoke about love — patient love, forgiving love, love that chooses kindness when pride wants the last word.

Rev listened carefully.

He had known love in many forms.

Romantic love that once felt like fire.

Companionate love that felt like shelter.

Parental love that felt like responsibility wrapped in fear.

But divine love?

That one he was still figuring out.

During the consecration, when the chapel fell into sacred stillness, Rev felt something tighten in his chest.
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