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            "We are all butterflies. Earth is our chrysalis."  

— LeeAnn Taylor, The Fragile Face of God 

 

 

"Who in the world am I? Ah, that's the great puzzle."  

— Lewis Carroll, Alice's Adventures in Wonderland 
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Chapter One: Valley Home
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"And the valley is my home," the car radio preacher concluded.

Garvey Wilham crested the hill just as the sign came into view—faded, but familiar:

Welcome to Valley Home

How did that preacher know?

This valley had once been his world. For eighteen years, it cradled his childhood: the streets where he biked to school, the park where summer felt endless, and the girl whose laughter once made him believe in something bigger than himself.

Seven years ago, he passed this very sign with a duffel bag slung over his shoulder and a bus ticket to Fort Hunter Military Base. The funeral had just ended. His mother’s casket was still fresh in the ground. Valley Home did not look back, and neither did he—until now.

He used to think he’d left this place behind, but maybe the valley had never let go—shaping him in silence, like a cocoon, waiting for his return. And now he was back—not for memories, but for something unfinished.

He was coming back for her. Janie Sinclair. His compass, his confidante. The girl who made this place feel like home. He hadn't heard from her for the past year. No letters. No phone calls. Just silence wrapped in time. Was she still here?

Garvey turned onto Elm Street. The years dissolved with every familiar landmark.

There was the old carousel, its chipped paint paling in the summer sun. The bandstand at Maple Park, where brass instruments once played long into quiet evenings. And there on the corner stood the Penfield Library, its bricks the color of rusted rose. He used to stop there after school—not for the books, but because she worked the front desk.

Garvey smiled. Some things never changed.

He eased his car up Spruce Street and parked in front of a small, faded green-colored house overshadowed by weeds. It sagged slightly on its foundation from years of waiting.

This had been his home.

Garvey stepped out and walked slowly up the path. A weathered "For Sale" sign tilted on the lawn, nudged by a warm breeze. He paused on the porch, glancing next door.

The Ramseys had lived there—Mr. and Mrs. Calendar Family, his parents used to joke. Their daughters are April, May, and June, and they have a son named August.

They were gone now, having headed for the East Coast like his father, Jonathan, who had traded his position at the local hospital for a private practice in Florida.

Garvey moved to the side window and gently wiped a patch of dust with his sleeve. The glass yielded a view into the empty family room, but in his mind, it echoed of birthdays, TV dinners, and his mother’s laughter.

And just like that, the ache came rushing back as he stood there, searching for ghosts.

"God, please help me," he prayed.

Then—a small shadow flickered across the side of the house.

A delicate butterfly descended from above and landed softly on his shoulder. Just for a moment, but long enough to feel like a lifetime. As if the valley itself—guided by unseen hands—had reached out to welcome him home.

Garvey looked skyward and winked up at the heavens.

He didn’t know why he did, but it felt right.

Back in the car, he rolled slowly through town. The Rialto still stood, its marquee sun-bleached but proud. The same place he and Janie once sat through an old movie marathon—three films and too much popcorn. Janie had described the theater, saying, "It's awful pretty.”

Then Garvey had joked, “You mean, it's pretty awful.” Smiling fondly at the memory.

Somehow the quaint, picket-fence charm still lingered. It was as though the town had been tucked into a time capsule that was never touched.
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