
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Between the Rain and the Light

Learning to Feel Gratitude Again

by Peter M. Haris

A journey from silence to sunlight — from what was lost,

to all that was quietly waiting to be found.
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Author’s Note

There are stories that arrive as storms — sudden, fierce, impossible to ignore.

And then there are stories that arrive as rain — gentle, steady, asking only that you listen.

This is one of those stories.

Between the Rain and the Light was written in the quiet spaces between moments —

in the stillness that follows loss,

in the slow rhythm of days that ask nothing but presence.

It’s not about perfection or certainty,

but about what happens when you choose to stay with yourself long enough

to see life begin again.

This book isn’t meant to be read quickly.

It’s meant to be felt.

Breathe with it.

Pause where the words echo.

Let the silence between sentences do its work.

If you are walking through your own rain,

may these pages remind you that the light is never truly gone.

It only waits — patiently —

for you to turn toward it again.

With gratitude,

Peter M. Haris

Prologue – Before the Rain

There are moments when life forgets how to move.

Not loudly, not in tragedy — but quietly,

like a held breath that never quite releases.

You wake up, and something is missing,

though you can’t name what.

The world looks unchanged,

but it hums at a lower frequency,

as if someone has dimmed the sound.

The sunlight that once poured freely through the window

now feels filtered — distant, unfamiliar.

Even the air moves differently,

thicker somehow, slower to reach you.

That’s where my story began.

Not in crisis, but in the long echo of it.

In the invisible pause that separates who you were

from who you are about to become.

Before the rain,

there was only restlessness —

a kind of quiet ache that settled in my chest and refused to leave.

I kept moving, talking, working, smiling —

as if momentum alone could save me.

But the truth was simpler:

I was exhausted from pretending I was fine.

The world loves the sound of strength.

It applauds survival,

but rarely asks what it costs to stay standing.

Then came the stillness.

And with it, the rain.

Not the kind that cleanses —

the kind that seeps in.

It rained for days,

the sky heavy with everything I didn’t know how to say.

And somewhere between one drop and the next,

I finally stopped running.

That’s where gratitude found me —

not as a lesson,

but as a whisper.

It didn’t arrive with sunlight or clarity,

but in the dim, trembling space

where I had run out of explanations.

It said, stay.

Just that.

No promises, no miracles.

Only the soft insistence

that maybe staying was enough.

This is not a story about sadness.

It’s a story about becoming.

About standing still long enough

to see what remains when everything else fades.

It’s about learning to breathe again,

to notice the small things,

to forgive the world for not being perfect —

and yourself, even more so.

Because somewhere between the rain and the light,

there is a place where life begins again.

And that’s where I found myself waiting.

Before the rain came the silence.

And from that silence, the light began to grow.
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Chapter 1 – The Day the Sky Went Dark
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There are days when life feels as if it’s holding its breath.

When the air is thick enough to make you slow down,

and everything — even the light — seems unsure of itself.

That morning began like any other,

and that was the strangest part.

Nothing catastrophic happened.

No explosion, no breaking news, no dramatic collapse.

Just a slow, almost invisible dimming of color,

like the world had quietly decided to turn itself down.

I woke to the sound of rain brushing against the shutters,

a soft rhythm that once comforted me.

But that day it sounded different —

like someone knocking from the other side of a wall.

I sat on the edge of the bed,

listening to the low hum of the refrigerator in the next room,

the tiny pulse of the clock on the shelf,

the echo of my own breathing in the quiet.

I thought: So this is what stillness feels like

when it stops being peace.

The apartment was dim,

the air carrying that faint metallic scent

that always comes before a storm.

The curtains hung heavy, as if even they were tired.

I walked barefoot through the living room.

The floor was cold; the world outside blurred behind fogged glass.

The coffee machine clicked as I turned it on.

For years, that sound had been a small act of comfort —

the ritual that began every day,

no matter how uncertain the world felt.

But that morning, the sound hurt my ears.

It reminded me of everything that continued

without needing me.

When the coffee was ready,

I poured it, forgot the sugar,

and watched the steam curl into the air —

a ghost that disappeared before I could follow it.

Outside, people were moving as usual.

An old man crossed the street with an umbrella.

A child in a yellow raincoat jumped over puddles.

Someone’s laughter drifted faintly from a nearby window.

It was all ordinary.

And somehow, that made it worse.

Because I wasn’t part of it.

The world had gone on living,

and I had quietly stepped outside of it

without anyone noticing.

I tried to speak aloud — just to hear my own voice.
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