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A Note from the people who originally made this book possible.

I need your help with getting a book published. That’s what he asked me to do when I asked him if he needed anything. He didn’t want money, shoes or anything else that my family members in prison have asked for, so I told him ok.

I received a box with 53 composition notebooks and hundreds of drawings. I had no idea how I was going to type all of that. One of my autistic friends couldn’t stand that they were disorganized so she scanned them all into some computer program that turned his drunken chicken scratch into text. 

I can’t write a full letter much less 28 books and the outlines for 40 more. Jason doesn’t live in reality anymore. He lives in worlds that no one else but him can see. I have been able to get a glimpse of some of these worlds and I now know why he stays there. Sometimes dreams are all you have when reality is no longer safe.

I hope you enjoy this book and I hope it helps you. I want to apologize for any issues with the editing ahead of time. It was edited by a retired marine who drives a truck and an old man in his 70s. At least the cover looks good.

This is the first of Jason’s faith themed books. We have a few more that we are working on.

Thank you again for reading this book. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Acknowledgements


[image: ]




I would like to thank everyone for or getting my books edited and published for me. I know it had to be hard. My writing looks like a drunken chicken with pencils attached to its feet did it. I am surprised that I didn’t get arrested and deported by the INS for writing an alien language. And last, I would like to thank the State of Oklahoma and the Oklahoma Department of Corrections for giving me all the free time to dream about a world where I actually might be worth something. I may never get out of prison, but at least prison worked for someone. It worked for me, so please give rehabilitation a chance

Jason Bales
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Michael Harris is a man haunted by his past, by the tragic loss of his wife and daughter, by his own self destructive choices, and by the guilt that refuses to release its grip. Homeless and lost, he drifts through life until a chance encounter with a winning lottery ticket changes everything. But instead of using the money for himself, Michael does something unexpected, he buys an abandoned church. What begins as an impulsive decision soon transforms into something far greater. As he opens the doors to those in need, the church becomes a sanctuary for the broken, the weary, and the forgotten, just as Michael himself once was. But can one man truly escape his past and find redemption, or will the ghosts of his mistakes come back to test him once more?
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The bar was dimly lit, its air thick with the smell of cigarettes and stale beer. Glasses clinked in rhythm with the hum of conversation, and the jukebox played a worn out country tune in the corner. It was a typical Saturday night, and for Michael Harris, it was the only night of the week that felt like his own. He sat at the far end of the bar, nursing his second bottle of whiskey as if it were the last thread of comfort he could hold onto.

Michael didn’t think of himself as an alcoholic. No, he preferred the term “reliever of burdens.” He worked hard all week, swinging hammers and putting up walls under the sweltering sun. His body ached from the physical labor, and each sip of whiskey dulled the sharp edges of his life, the bills, the mortgage, and the arguments with his wife, Jordan. It made things simpler, if only for a few hours.

He swirled the amber liquid in his glass, watching the ice melt into tiny streams, and let out a long, tired sigh. The bartender, a familiar face by now, gave him a nod. Michael returned it, grateful for the silent understanding they shared, no words needed, just the quiet companionship of two men who’d seen better days.

At home, Jordan was probably putting their daughter, Emily, to bed. Michael hated how often he missed those moments, the stories before sleep, the goodnight kisses, the whispered promises of “See you in the morning.” But Saturday nights were his. After a long week, he needed the escape. He convinced himself it was the only way he could get up and do it all over again come Monday.

The thought of Sunday morning nagged at him, though. Jordan had asked him earlier that day if he’d pick them up for church. It was the same request every week, and every week, he made the same halfhearted promise. Sure, I’ll be there.

But deep down, Michael knew he probably wouldn’t show. He’d sleep off the hangover, like always, and Jordan and Emily would walk to church on their own. They always did.

He hated the guilt that followed, but it wasn’t strong enough to pull him away from the bottle. Tonight, as he poured himself another glass, he told himself he’d make it up to them next week. Maybe he’d take them out to lunch after the service. Maybe buy Emily that doll she had been eyeing, maybe... but not tonight.

As the night wore on, the bar filled with laughter and the low murmur of weekend conversations. Michael leaned back in his chair, letting the warmth of the alcohol settle over him like a blanket. For a moment, he closed his eyes and let himself forget about everything, the bills, the pressure, and the broken promises.

He wasn’t a bad man, he told himself, just a tired one. Everyone needed an escape, and this was his.

He downed the rest of his drink, signaling for one more, and glanced at the clock. It was nearly midnight. 

Next week, he thought again. Next week, I’ll be there.

The bartender slid another glass in front of him. Michael lifted it to his lips and took a long, slow sip, savoring the burn as it traveled down his throat. Tonight, he was in control. Or at least, that’s what he told himself.
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A Missed Promise
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The morning sun slipped through the cracks in the old curtains, casting a faint glow across the bedroom. Jordan Harris stirred, rubbing the sleep from her eyes. She reached out to the other side of the bed, hoping to find Michael, but all she felt was the cold emptiness of a sheet left untouched. A familiar pang of disappointment settled in her chest.

He’s still out there somewhere, she thought, pulling herself up with a sigh.

It was Sunday morning, a day she had hoped would be different. Michael had promised, just like every week, that he’d be there to take her and their daughter, Emily, to church. But deep down, Jordan knew better. She had heard the same promises too many times before, and each one was followed by the same result.

She glanced at the clock. It was already past eight. Maybe he’s just running late, she tried to convince herself, but the empty driveway outside told her otherwise.

Jordan moved quietly through the house, not wanting to wake Emily just yet. She knew what she had to do, what she always did when Michael didn’t show. The walk to church wasn’t far, but it was the principle of the thing that stung the most. She had wanted them to go together, as a family, something they rarely did anymore.

In the kitchen, she brewed a pot of coffee, the aroma filling the small space. The quiet of the house was comforting, but also a reminder of the growing distance between her and Michael. It wasn’t always like this. There had been a time when they were happy, when Saturday nights meant a movie on the couch, popcorn, and laughter. But those nights had faded, replaced by Michael’s growing need to escape into a bottle.

Jordan looked down at the cup of coffee in her hands, her reflection wavering on the surface. She wasn’t angry anymore, just tired. Tired of hoping, tired of waiting for things to change.

He’ll come around eventually, she told herself, though even she didn’t believe it.

The sound of tiny footsteps behind her pulled her from her thoughts. Emily appeared in the doorway, her blonde hair tousled from sleep, rubbing her eyes.

“Mommy, are we going to church?” Emily asked, her voice soft and innocent.

Jordan smiled, setting down her coffee. “Yes, sweetheart, we’re going. Go get dressed, and I’ll get your shoes.”

“Is Daddy coming with us today?”

The question hung in the air for a moment, and Jordan’s heart ached at the hope in Emily’s voice. She knelt down and brushed a strand of hair from Emily’s face, forcing herself to keep her smile steady.

“Not today, sweetie, but he’ll come next time,” she said, the words feeling hollow even as she spoke them.

Emily didn’t press further, only nodding as she ran off to her room to change. Jordan watched her go, wondering how much longer Emily would keep believing the excuses, how long before she too would stop hoping for Michael’s return.

The clock ticked louder in the quiet kitchen, each second reminding Jordan of what had become their reality. She gathered Emily’s shoes and her own things, slipping into her simple Sunday dress. A glance out the window confirmed what she already knew, Michael wasn’t coming home this morning.

Once Emily was dressed in her little blue church dress, Jordan helped her into her shoes and took her hand. Together, they stepped out into the morning air, the faint chill of early spring still lingering.

The walk to the church wasn’t far, but each step felt heavier than the last. Jordan’s thoughts wandered back to Michael, wondering where he was, what he was doing, and whether he even remembered the promise he’d made the night before.

She knew he wasn’t a bad man. Michael loved them both, in his own way. But the alcohol had become his escape, a wall between him and the life they’d built together. And no matter how much she tried, Jordan couldn’t tear that wall down alone.

Emily’s small hand in hers brought her back to the present. The little girl skipped along, her innocence a bright contrast to the weight Jordan carried inside. 

As they neared the corner where the church steeple came into view, Emily looked up at her mother with a bright smile.

“Maybe Daddy will come next time, Mommy.”

Jordan swallowed the lump in her throat, squeezing Emily’s hand a little tighter.

“Maybe, sweetheart,” she whispered.
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The Tragic Accident
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The walk to church had always been peaceful for Jordan and Emily. The gentle breeze rustled through the trees, and the sound of birds chirping above filled the otherwise quiet Sunday morning air. Emily skipped alongside her mother, the little girl’s infectious joy offering Jordan a brief escape from the disappointment she felt in Michael’s absence.

They were only a few blocks away from the church now. The white steeple stood proudly against the bright blue sky, a familiar sight that always gave Jordan a sense of peace. She glanced down at Emily, who was humming softly, her small feet bouncing on the pavement.

“I bet you’ll get a gold star today for memorizing your Bible verse,” Jordan said, smiling at her daughter’s enthusiasm.

Emily beamed up at her. “I hope so, Mommy! I practiced all night!”

Jordan squeezed her hand, her heart swelling with pride. In moments like these, she could almost forget the troubles at home, almost.

But then, in the distance, there was a sound, a low rumble, growing louder, a car, and moving way too fast.

Jordan turned her head toward the street, her smile fading. The car was coming around the bend, swerving from side to side. Her heart leaped into her throat as the screech of tires pierced the morning air. Instinctively, she pulled Emily closer to her, stepping farther from the curb.

The car was too close, too fast, too out of control.

In an instant, everything slowed. Jordan’s body tensed as she realized what was about to happen, her heart pounding in her ears. She heard Emily’s frightened gasp, felt her daughter’s tiny fingers gripping hers tightly. 

She wanted to scream, to shout, to do something, but there was no time.

The car veered toward the sidewalk.

It hit them with a force that sent Jordan’s world spiraling into darkness.

Michael woke up later than usual that Sunday morning, a dull ache throbbing in his head from the night before. The motel room was still dim, the curtains drawn, blocking out most of the sunlight. He groaned, rubbing his temples as he tried to piece together the fragments of the previous night. 

His phone lay on the nightstand, untouched. He knew there were probably messages from Jordan, asking where he was, reminding him of the promise he had broken yet again. He couldn’t bring himself to look at it just yet. 

Instead, he dragged himself out of bed and into the bathroom, splashing cold water on his face, hoping it would wake him up enough to start the day. But the water didn’t wash away the guilt that had settled deep in his chest. He had let them down, again.

The room was quiet, too quiet. Jordan and Emily were already at church by now, he figured. The thought of them walking there without him made his stomach turn, but he pushed the feeling aside like he always did. There was always next week, always another chance to make it right.

He stumbled back into the room, grabbing his phone. He didn’t even bother to check the time before dialing Jordan’s number. The phone rang once, then twice.

No answer.

He tried again, his unease growing, still no answer. 

Michael frowned, setting the phone down. Jordan was probably still in church, maybe had her phone on silent. He told himself it was nothing to worry about. They’d be home soon, and he could apologize for not showing up, again.

He went to the microwave and made himself a cup of coffee, trying to shake off the heavy feeling in his chest. But something was gnawing at him, a sense of dread he couldn’t quite explain. The house felt too still, too empty.The minutes ticked by, and Michael found himself pacing back and forth in the hotel room, glancing at his watch every few seconds. Where were they? Why hadn’t Jordan called back?

And then, the phone rang.

It wasn’t Jordan’s number. It wasn’t a number he recognized at all.

“Mr. Harris?” The voice on the other end was calm, but there was an edge to it that made Michael’s blood run cold. 

“Yes, this is him,” he replied, his heart racing now.

“This is Officer Ramirez with the Granite Police Department. I’m afraid there’s been an accident.”

Michael’s knees went weak, the phone nearly slipping from his grasp. “What... what kind of accident?”

“I’m so sorry to inform you, but your wife and daughter were involved in a car accident this morning. They were struck by a drunk driver on their way to church.”

The words hit Michael like a freight train, knocking the breath from his lungs. His mind refused to process what he was hearing.

“No... No, that can’t be right,” he whispered, his voice cracking. “They were just... they were just walking...”

“I’m so sorry, Mr. Harris,” the officer continued, his voice soft, almost apologetic. “Your wife and daughter didn’t make it.”

Michael’s world shattered in that instant. The phone slipped from his hand, crashing to the floor with a dull thud. His legs gave out, and he collapsed onto the kitchen floor, gasping for air as the realization sunk in.

Jordan and Emily were gone.

Gone because he wasn’t there, gone because of a broken promise.

The sobs came hard and fast, his chest heaving as the guilt and pain overwhelmed him. He had failed them. He had failed his family in the worst way possible, and there was no way to make it right. 

No next week. 

No second chances.

The world around him spun, and Michael screamed, a raw, guttural sound of anguish that filled the empty house, echoing off the walls.

But no one was there to hear it.
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A Life in Ruins
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The days following the accident blurred into a haze of pain and disbelief. Michael moved through each moment like a ghost, numb to the world around him. The funeral passed in a fog, people offering condolences, hands on his shoulder, voices muffled as though he was underwater. He stood over the graves of his wife and daughter, the fresh earth a sharp reminder of everything he had lost. 

And yet, he couldn’t cry. Not there. Not in front of everyone.

His tears, when they came, were always in the dead of night when no one was watching. Alone in the house that no longer felt like home, he would lie awake in their bed, staring at the empty space where Jordan used to sleep, the silence unbearable. He replayed that morning over and over in his mind, torturing himself with what ifs. What if he hadn’t stayed out drinking? What if he had kept his promise and picked them up for church like he said he would? What if he had been there and they had never walked that fatal path? The guilt consumed him.

Every corner of the house reminded him of his failure, Emily’s bedroom with her favorite toys still scattered on the floor, Jordan’s half read books on the nightstand, the coffee cups she had washed and set on the counter. Everything was exactly as it had been when they had left that morning, except now, they were gone, forever.

Michael tried, for a while, to push through the grief. He returned to work, but his heart wasn’t in it. He’d stare blankly at his design table, the hum of conversation around him a distant drone. His coworkers stopped by, offering kind words and awkward silences, but none of it mattered. The life he had known, the one he had taken for granted, was shattered beyond repair.

Before long, he stopped going to work altogether.

His boss left voicemails, each one more insistent than the last, but Michael didn’t care. Nothing mattered anymore. He spent his days drifting through the house, lost in memories, unable to escape the guilt. The house itself became a prison, its walls closing in on him, suffocating him with the weight of his loss. And so, one day, he simply left.

He walked out of the house without a plan, without direction. He didn’t bother locking the door, didn’t take anything with him. He just walked. The streets of Granite, Oklahoma, were quiet, but every step felt like it was taking him further from the man he used to be. People passed him by, but no one noticed him, just as he wanted. 

It wasn’t long before days turned into weeks, and weeks into months. The money in his bank account dwindled, but he barely noticed. His house, unpaid for and unattended, was repossessed. His belongings were boxed up and sold. Everything that had once tethered him to a normal life was gone, just like Jordan and Emily.

Michael had become a ghost in the very town he had once called home. He slept on benches, under bridges, wherever the night found him. His once neatly trimmed beard grew into an unkempt tangle, his clothes torn and stained. He had no desire to look at himself in the reflection of shop windows or passing cars, because he no longer recognized the man he saw.

At night, he was haunted by their faces. He’d see Emily’s innocent smile in his dreams, hear her voice calling out for him. He’d see Jordan’s disappointed eyes, the way she had tried so hard to hold their family together, only for him to let them down. He woke up drenched in sweat, shaking from nightmares that felt all too real.

Alcohol became his only solace. It numbed the pain, dulled the sharp edges of reality. It was easier that way, to drink until he couldn’t think, until the memories faded into a blurry mess. He spent whatever little money he could scrape together on bottles of cheap whiskey or beer, anything that could drown out the noise in his head.

The seasons changed, but Michael remained the same, lost, broken and alone.

One winter night, as he lay curled up on a park bench, the cold biting through his thin jacket, he wondered if this was what he deserved. Maybe the punishment for his failure, for not being there that morning, was to live out the rest of his days in this endless cycle of pain. Maybe he wasn’t meant to be happy again. After all, what kind of man abandons his family, lets them die and then carries on as if he has a right to live?

He shivered, pulling the jacket tighter around himself as the wind howled through the trees. The sky above was clear, the stars distant and indifferent to his suffering. For the first time in months, Michael let himself weep, deep, wrenching sobs that echoed into the empty night. He cried for Jordan, for Emily, and for the life they never got to live. He cried for the man he once was, and for the man he had become.

By the time morning came, his tears had run dry, and the park was filled with the distant sounds of life continuing without him. Families walking their dogs, children playing on the swings, people going about their days, unaware of the broken man lying on the bench.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE DOOR

JASON BALES





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





