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A Magical Realism Romance



​Author’s Note

Some stories arrive like letters we didn’t know we were waiting for. This one came from wondering what it would mean to be known by someone who never met you—and to love someone you can only hold through ink and paper. I wrote this for anyone who has ever lost someone before they were ready, which is to say, I wrote this for everyone. May you feel seen.
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​THE FIRST LETTER





​Chapter One

​The Birthday That Changes Everything

The morning of my eighteenth birthday, I found an envelope on the kitchen table.

No stamp. No return address. Just my name in handwriting I didn’t recognize.

Eliza.

The ink was blue. The paper was cream-colored, thick, the kind you buy on purpose. My mother was still asleep upstairs—she always slept late on my birthday, a habit I never understood until later.

I turned the envelope over. The seal was already broken, as if someone had opened it and placed it there for me to find. But the house had been locked all night. I’d checked.

I should have called for my mother. I should have set it down and waited.

Instead, I pulled out the letter.



My dear Eliza,

You are eighteen today. I want you to know that even though I have never held you, I have loved you from the moment I knew you would exist.

Today you’ll wear the blue dress with the small tear on the hem—the one you haven’t told anyone about because you’re afraid your mother will throw it away. Don’t worry. She won’t notice.

You’re nervous about tonight. The party. The way Ben Morrison looks at you when he thinks no one is watching. I want you to know: he’s going to ask you to dance. Say yes. Not because he’s the one, but because you deserve to feel chosen.

I am so proud of the person you’re becoming.

With all my love, always,

Your father



I read it three times.

Then I looked down at myself.

The blue dress. The small tear on the hem, hidden under the fold of fabric. The tear I’d made last week when I caught it on the garden gate and told no one.

The party was tonight. Ben Morrison would be there—I’d been thinking about him all week but hadn’t said his name out loud to anyone.

Not once.

My hands were shaking when my mother came downstairs.



“Happy birthday, sweetheart,” she said, still half-asleep, reaching for the coffee pot.

I held the letter behind my back like a child hiding something stolen.

“Mom.”

She turned. Something in my voice must have told her, because her face changed. The softness drained away, replaced by something older. Something she’d been waiting for.

“You found it,” she said. Not a question.

“What is this?”

She sat down across from me. Didn’t reach for the letter. Just looked at me the way you look at someone before you tell them the truth.

“It’s from your father.”

“That’s not possible.”

“I know.”

“He died before I was born.”

“I know.”

“Then how—”

“I don’t know, Eliza.” Her voice cracked on my name. “I have never known. They started arriving the year you turned one. One every birthday. Always waiting on the table when I came downstairs.”



I sat down slowly.

“You’ve been hiding them from me.”

“I’ve been keeping them safe.” She reached into her robe pocket and pulled out a small brass key. “There are seventeen more. In the box under my bed. I was going to give them to you today anyway. All of them.”

Seventeen letters. One for every year of my life that I’d already lived.

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Because I didn’t want you to grow up waiting.” She wiped her eyes. “I wanted you to live your birthdays, not spend them watching the door.”



That afternoon, I sat on my mother’s bed with the box open in front of me.

Seventeen envelopes. All cream-colored. All with my name in the same blue ink. The handwriting is consistent, steady, real.

I opened them in order.

The first one, from when I turned one, was short:

My Eliza. You took your first steps yesterday. I wish I could have seen it. I know you fell twice and got back up both times. That’s who you are.
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