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Preface
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This novel began as a quiet exploration of grief, faith, and the surprising ways hope returns when we least expect it. I wanted to write a story that honors resilience, not as a loud triumph but as a soft shift, the kind that begins inside the heart before it appears in the world.

Margaret Mary’s journey was inspired by the idea that healing does not erase love, and that moving forward is not a betrayal of the past. The teachings of Neville Goddard became a guidepost throughout the writing of this book. His reminder that imagination and gratitude shape our inner world helped form the emotional backbone of this story.

This book is, at its core, a gentle testament to living in the end, trusting the unseen, and believing that even after great loss, life can soften and bloom again.





Table of Contents


	Chapter One: The Hollow Quiet

	Chapter Two: Storms That Break a Woman

	Chapter Three: A Whisper Through the Screen

	Chapter Four: Seeds in the Dark

	Chapter Five: Becoming the Woman Who Receives

	Chapter Six: The First Signs of Shift

	Chapter Seven: A Door Cracks Open

	Chapter Eight: Love Arrives Softly

	Chapter Nine: A Home Built on Hope

	Chapter Ten: The New Life She Imagined





	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One: The Hollow Quiet
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The crickets sang their familiar night song, a gentle chorus drifting through the open windows and settling over the quiet North Carolina countryside. The warm summer air carried the scent of honeysuckle and fresh earth, and fireflies blinked softly in the tall grass outside. The Sullivan farmhouse sat tucked between wide fields and a line of tall pines, the land stretching far enough that the night seemed to wrap itself around everything.

Margaret Mary Sullivan sat on the sagging couch, hands limp in her lap, breath thin and trembling. Three months had passed since James died, yet the ache in her chest felt as sharp as the moment it happened. The house that once buzzed with laughter and life now felt hollow, as if it were holding its breath.

She could still feel him everywhere.

His scent lingered in the hallway, warm and familiar. His boots remained by the door, dusted with red Carolina clay from the fields he loved. His flannel shirt hung on the bedroom peg, sleeves rolled the way he always left them. The floorboards still creaked beneath the slow echo of his steady stride. Every part of the home held pieces of him.
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