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The TOWN of MIRACLES

The Sheriff sitting in his cruiser parked in an empty school parking lot stared across the street as the nicely dressed people greeted each other as they walked into the church for Sunday mass. Father Michael stood at the front entrance, warmly clasping hands and patting shoulders as his flock filled past him. 

William reached for his coffee cup and took a sip, followed by a big bite of chocolate glazed donut. His favourite.  As he looked on, he couldn't help but shake his head. A small part of him wondered if Father Michael was still waiting for him, too. 

With that thought, the father's eyes drifted across the street and gave a wave. William raised his coffee cup in acknowledgment and looked away.  Without thinking, his thumb found his wedding ring and slowly spun it around his finger, a habit he'd never been able to break.

At that moment, the radio crackled to life, “Sheriff, we’ve got a 10-95 at Miller’s Diner on Church Street. People are pretty shaken up over there.” 

“10-4, on my way.” 

The sheriff pulled into the parking lot to find a crowd of people swarming the diner with a couple of news trucks. A low murmur rippled through the onlookers as every head turned toward his cruiser. Flashbulbs popped in the afternoon haze, casting jittery shadows across the pavement. William’s stomach tightened. Old habit, his hand dropped to the holster at his right hip, checking the weight of his gun before reaching for his cowboy hat. He stepped out of the cruiser and pushed his way through the crowd toward the booth at the far end of the diner. Seated there was Earl Whitaker, an elderly man who had been declared legally blind for years. 

Earl looked up at William, “Sheriff.” 

For a heartbeat, William couldn’t move. Earl had been legally blind for as long as he’d known him, and now the old man was looking straight at him. Really looking. 

Instinct clawed at his composure, but he forced himself to stay professional. He turned towards the crowd.

“I want everyone to wait outside. Or better yet, leave while I talk with Earl. Your cooperation is appreciated.” 

It took a minute for the crowd to clear, as a few folks grumbled under their breath as they headed for the exit. Earl was still calmly working through his eggs when the last of the crowd drifted out. William stepped closer.

“Now that we’re alone. May I sit down, Earl?” Earl nodded towards the seat across from him. William took off his hat and set it on the table before sliding into the booth. For a moment, Earl didn’t look at him. He just started out the window; fork paused halfway to his mouth. William followed his gaze out the window. The sky was washed in deep oranges and soft pinks; the kind of sunset people stop what they’re doing to notice.
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