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Dedication
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For those who have loved deeply,

lost quietly,

and still chose to open their hearts again.

For the ones who keep walking through the rain

without rushing to find shelter —

because they’ve learned

that peace isn’t found in escaping the storm,

but in learning to breathe beneath it.

And for you —

the reader who met these pages

at just the right time.

May you remember:

after the rain,

the light stays.
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Author’s Note
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When I began writing After the Rain – Learning to Love Again,

I didn’t intend to tell a story about Magda.

I was trying to remember my own heart.

This book was born from quiet mornings,

from unanswered questions,

from the small, persistent wish

to find gentleness in a world that often rushes past it.

Magda arrived softly —

not as a character to be created,

but as a reflection of every person who has ever paused in the middle of their life

and whispered, “I want to feel again.”

She taught me — and, I hope, reminded you —

that healing doesn’t come with noise or drama.

It happens in slow moments:

a cup of coffee shared,

a window opened to the scent of rain,

a silence that no longer frightens us.

Through her, I learned that love is not a sudden revelation.

It’s a daily act of presence.

It’s listening instead of fixing.

It’s staying, even when nothing needs to be said.

If these pages have met you somewhere tender,

if they’ve made you breathe a little slower,

or reminded you that softness is not weakness —

then this story has done what it came here to do.

We all live through our own rains.

Some come as heartbreak,

some as change,

some as the quiet ache of beginning again.

But beneath them all,

light keeps waiting — patient, constant, forgiving.

Thank you for walking with Magda,

for letting her silence speak to yours,

for trusting this slow journey back to love.

May you find your own version of light —

not the one that blinds,

but the one that stays.

With gratitude,

Peter M. Haris
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Prologue – The Water That Remembers


[image: ]




Sometimes you think the light will stay forever.

But every light carries its own rain —

not to wash it away,

but to remind it where it came from.

When I closed that first gratitude journal, I thought I had arrived.

That peace, love, and clarity had finally found their place within me.

But the soul isn’t a permanent home —

it’s a breathing house.

Every now and then, you need to open its windows again

and let the light enter in a new way.

This book is not a continuation.

It’s a homecoming.

A return to the silences I once ignored,

to the glances I was afraid to meet,

to the quiet truths that whispered:

gratitude isn’t something you do —

it’s the way you exist.

If my first journey taught me how to breathe,

this one teaches me how to stay.

To stay when everything feels calm.

To stay when there’s nothing left to prove.

To stay when the light no longer dazzles,

but simply glows —

steady and gentle,

like a candle that never goes out.
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Chapter 1 – The Invitation
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Morning entered softly, as if it knew that my days no longer begin with noise.

In the kitchen, the kettle started to hum — that gentle sound that has become my rhythm ever since I learned to measure life through small rituals.

On the table lay my open notebook, waiting for today’s list —

three things every morning: something I smelled, something I heard, something I touched.

Today I wrote:

“The steam rising from coffee.

The hum of the street.

The cool metal of the railing.”

My gratitude list reminds me that I am here.

And I, Magda, am still here.

I opened the window a little.

A quiet breeze wandered through the hallway and moved the thin curtain.

On the sill, the jasmine my friend Maria left behind was blooming again — stubborn and alive.

I watered it and let its scent fill the room,

the way a memory lingers before deciding whether to stay or fade away.

On the fridge door, the blue magnet from the island still held an old note —

a single letter, M.

Once it meant light and sea.

Now it’s a letter in memory.

And yet, ever since Michalis called again,

that letter no longer glows from absence — but from hope.

My phone blinked on the counter.

I didn’t rush to look.

I waited until the coffee settled, until the small waves in the cup calmed.

Then, slowly, I turned it over.

A message.

"Sea Saturday – want to?"

Two words, a question mark, and a tone that asked for nothing.

I remembered his voice on the phone that day he found me inside my silence —

a silence that used to be cement, now turned to soil.

You hit soil and sink a little,

but then you find moisture, life.

I placed the phone back down.

Some answers need to pass through the body before they reach the fingertips.

Outside, the morning light stretched across the street,

making everything look new again.

A milkman passed on his bicycle;

his bell rang once — ding! —

a small reminder that the world insists on continuing.
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