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    To those who have ever sat quietly beside someone listened without fixing, without rushing, without needing to be seen.

This story is for the drivers of healing, the quiet mentors, the unexpected lighthouses.

For every cup of taho shared in silence, every notebook filled with unsent letters, and every moment that reminded us: We are not broken - just becoming.

And to my readers, may you find your own Reginald, or become one for someone else.

Berns Pen
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Chapter 1: The Interview
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Reginald San Jose didn’t expect much from the day. He’d ironed his shirt the night before, polished his shoes with a bit of cooking oil, and arrived fifteen minutes early—just enough to show respect, not desperation.

The building was sleek, the kind that made him feel like he should whisper. He sat in the lobby, hands resting on his knees, watching people walk past in clothes that looked expensive but uncomfortable.

He was fifty-two. Had driven vans in Dubai, pickups in Riyadh, and tricycles back in Laguna. He’d lost his wife and daughter in a fire while he was overseas. That part he didn’t talk about. Not unless someone asks. And no one ever did.

“Sir Reginald?” the receptionist called.

He stood, nodded, and followed her to a small lounge where a young woman sat with sunglasses on indoors. She looked like someone who hadn’t slept, hadn’t eaten, and hadn’t stopped pretending everything was fine.

“Jane Castillo,” she said, not offering a handshake. “You’re here for the driver job?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Reginald replied. “I can drive anything with wheels. Even a kariton, if needed.”

Jane blinked. “You’re... older than I expected.”

Reginald shrugged. “Still got good eyes. And I don’t text while driving.”

She didn’t laugh, but her mouth twitched. “Have you worked with celebrities before?”

“No, ma’am. Mostly families, company vans. I drove a sheikh once. He liked silence.”

Jane leaned back. “Do you talk much?”

“Only when asked,” he said. “But I can hum if the car feels too quiet.”

This time, she laughed just a little.

“What do you do when your boss is having a bad day?”

Reginald scratched his chin. “Drive smoother. Avoid potholes. Maybe stop for taho.”

Jane tilted her head. “Taho?”

“Always helps,” he said. “Warm, sweet, cheap. Like a hug in a cup.”

She stared at him for a moment, then nodded slowly. “You start tomorrow.”

Reginald smiled, just a little. “Thank you, ma’am.”

As he walked out into the afternoon sun, he didn’t think much of it. Just another job. Another person drives around. But something about her—tired eyes, guarded voice—stuck with him.

He didn’t know it yet, but she’d start asking questions soon. And he’d answer them the only way he knew how: simply, honestly, and without trying too hard.
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