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    Dedication

To the many people who have helped me on my journey to discover my true identity.

You have challenged and stretched me to become who I am today.

To you, Pastor David Croker who helped me to understand and get a revelation of the New Creation.

To Gary and Ruth Jones who cared for me and nurtured me to aspire to, aim for and never give up on my dreams.
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Discover other books by Sylvia Suhr—each one a vessel of healing, hope, and holy invitation. From spiritual memoirs to guided devotionals, these works are crafted to help you listen deeply, live boldly, and write your own legacy.
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Author’s Note
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I have always believed that the best stories come from the worst of times. The human spirit, stripped bare by suffering, reveals its most honest self when love is all that remains. Julian of Norwich, a woman who lived through the horror of the Black Death, understood this better than most. She wrote that 'All shall be well, and all shall be well, and all manner of thing shall be well'—words that sound almost impossible when the world is breaking. And yet, she believed them with all her heart.

This novel is not her story, but it is shaped by her courage. I wanted to take her quiet theology and place it in the hands of ordinary people—a scarred boy, a thief with a sharp tongue, a dying anchoress—and ask: what does it mean to live those words when everything is falling apart? That is what this book is about.

If, by the last page, you find yourself believing, even for a moment, that love is stronger than fear—then Julian has spoken to you, too.
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England, 1349. The plague devours cities and villages, leaving fear in its wake. Faith crumbles, families shatter, and hope feels like a foolish dream. But amidst the darkness, a few souls still believe in love—ordinary people making small, stubborn choices to care for one another.

This is Thomas’s story, a scarred boy who loses everything, and Juliana’s story, a woman walled into stone who whispers of a love that never leaves. It is also the story of anyone who has ever looked at suffering and asked, 'Where is God?' And, maybe, it is a story about finding Him in the only place He’s ever been, right here, in love that refuses to give up.
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Chapter 1: Ashes and Orphans
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The smell of death clung to Norwich like wet wool. It slid through streets, seeped under doors, wrapped itself around every breath. The bells of St. Andrew’s tolled again, another burial, another body burned. Thomas Aelfric counted the strikes without meaning to, like he always did now. Seven tolls. Seven dead this morning, and it wasn’t yet noon.

He sat on the cold stone step of his family’s house, knees drawn to his chest. The door was barred from the inside, but that didn't matter. Nobody would be opening it again. His father had been the first to fall, taken with fever and black swellings in his neck, then his mother, her hands trembling too much to hold the bread she baked for the last time. His baby sister, Alice, had coughed herself into silence two days ago. The house was quiet now, too quiet, except for the flies tapping against the shutters.

Thomas should have cried. He used to cry easily when he burned his hand on the bread oven last year. When Alice dropped his only wooden soldier and snapped its arm. Now there were no tears left. Only a hollow ache in his chest and an odd thought that circled in his head, over and over: If God cared, He wouldn’t let this happen.

He pressed his burned hand, now a shiny, scarred mess of puckered skin, against his knees and stared at the street. The plague cart creaked past, two men with rags tied over their faces shouting, “Bring out your dead!” as if anyone had the strength to answer. The bodies were stacked like firewood, their grey limbs jutting at awkward angles. He didn’t look for his family among them. He didn’t need to. He knew they were still inside, slumped where they’d fallen.

A dog darted from an alley, ribs sharp under its matted fur, sniffing at the cart before one of the men swung a stick at it. The dog yelped and bolted. Thomas wished he had the dog’s speed, its freedom to run away from this cursed city. But where would he run? Everyone said the plague was everywhere.

A voice startled him. “You going to sit there until they toss you on the cart too?”

Thomas looked up. A girl about his age, maybe a year older, stood on the step across from him. Her dress was too big, cinched with rope at the waist, and her brown hair hung in greasy clumps. But her eyes were bright, quick, the kind of eyes that didn’t stay still. She chewed on a piece of dried apple, watching him like he was a curious animal.

“What do you care?” he muttered.

She shrugged. “I don’t. But if you’re going to die, at least die with your belly full. Plenty of bread in the baker’s on the corner. No one’s alive to eat it.”

He narrowed his eyes. “That’s stealing.”

She snorted. “So? They’re dead. You want to starve for their good name?”

He said nothing. She bit off another chunk of apple and sat down beside him uninvited.

“I’m Elena,” she said, mouth full. “What’s your name?”

“Thomas.”

“Well, Thomas, you can sit here with the flies, or you can come with me. Your choice.” She stood, wiping her hands on her dress, already turning to leave.

Thomas looked back at the barred door, at the silence behind it. His family wasn’t coming back. The flies buzzed louder, like they agreed with the girl.
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