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FOREWORD

This is a short story where hope meets love—without them, life is unbearable. Inspired by my own journey, Monen and Hope’s story reflects the quiet yet powerful secrets of life I’ve come to cherish.

Though I wasn’t privileged to experience a traditional parental upbringing, the knowledge that I was loved has filled my heart with a deep desire to love unselfishly. Through every joy and trial, God—my hope and strength—has been my guide. He gave me a heart that loves deeply and hopes relentlessly, teaching me to look for the best in people and the positive in every situation.

Hope and Love are what carry me through life’s challenges, and I pray you find them too.

Written by The Process, this story is not just for the sake of love between two characters, but an invitation for you to live life with hope, not fear. Without Hope and Love, life risks becoming little more than an echo—words spoken by distant voices from generations past. I hope this story helps you reflect on your own love and hope, finding them where you least expect them, but where they are most needed.

In the pages of this story, you will meet Monen, a man who has lost his way in the storm of grief, holding on to memories of his late wife with a heart torn between love and despair. And Hope—her name as much a promise as her spirit—a light that shone brightly through every dark moment, embodying the steadfast belief that even in loss, love can endure. Though Monen and Hope’s love was not born in an instant, it grew stronger with time, a quiet force that wove them together through years of joy and hardship. Their journey will remind you that love, though sometimes lost and fragile, always has the power to heal and restore, while hope can carry us through even the darkest of times.

CHAPTER ONE, LOVE

A week has passed since the departure of Pumpkin. My darling, my dearest.

"Hum," he sighed, a heavy, trembling breath escaping his chest as he pressed his lips together—like a man fastening the lid on a violently shaken bottle, fearing the eruption within. But for him, there was no containing it. If he loosened his grip, there would be an explosion—of words, of sobs, of tears that would never cease. If only they could summon her back, Monen would empty himself like a desperate runner sprinting towards an impossible finish line, knowing that winning meant holding her again.

"My wife," he exclaims, his voice a fragile whisper, then a broken cry. "How I miss you. Why, love, did you leave me?" The words fracture mid-air, swallowed by the silence that now governs his world.

Overwhelmed and disoriented, Monen grips the armrest, attempting to stand, but a wave of dizziness crashes over him. His body, weak with sorrow, surrenders, and he collapses back into the chair. The claret-red recliner welcomes him back, as if Hope had chosen it all those Christmases ago just for this moment. He stares ahead, lost, a sailor without stars to guide him. He searches for solace in the relics of their life together—the furniture, the books, the photographs—but each glance is a dagger, each memory a fresh wound. His unfocused gaze drifts across the apartment, and there, woven into every detail—the soft drapes, the lace-trimmed cushions, the faint scent of lavender lingering in the air—is her essence. His wife’s presence clings to the space like an unfinished whisper.

"Why, death, did you take her and not us both? Why steal my love and leave me an echo of myself?" he murmurs, knowing the void will not answer.

He closes his eyes. I miss her. I do. I miss her soft still–voice, gentle as a lullaby, yet strong enough to calm any storm. I miss her smile—so effortlessly warm, like dawn spilling through the cracks of a cold night. Oh, her face—serene, radiant—forever carrying the quiet wisdom that simplicity is the key to happiness.

CHAPTER TWO, HOPE

Hope lived her life according to her name. Wherever she went and whatever she did–no matter what trials life threw her way–she embraced every moment with an unshaken, radiant optimism. Always happy, always smiling, always hopeful, even in the face of adversity! – Like the golden sun defiantly piercing through the bitter grasp of winter frost, casting warmth upon a world cloaked in ice.

It was this unwavering positivity that not only brought them together but kept them bound until death, that inevitable thief, gently pried their fingers apart. “Till death do us part”–the solemn vow whispered beneath the breath of youth–had held firm for fifty-nine years. And no, theirs was not a love that struck like lightning at first sight. Nor was it a love fought for like warriors clashing on the battlefield of affection. It was not a childhood romance, delicately nurtured like a vine curling toward the sun.

Monen was not a man of patience, and at fifteen, ‘patience is a virtue reserved for the elderly’, he’d said whenever his parents advised him to be patience.

He had stormed into Woodwalk’s small-town farmer’s market one fateful evening, his arrival as abrupt as a windstorm tearing through a field of ripened grain. With reckless urgency, he darted left, right and forward like a Robin, passing vendors who were hastily selling off their remaining produce, their voices rising in calls of last-minute bargains.

The market, a living, breathing organism of chatter and barter, was preparing to exhale its final breath for the day.

And there, at the pulsing heart of Woodwalk’s bustling town centre, stood Hope–seventeen, poised, her hands moving with the rhythm of trade, yet her presence as calm and unwavering like the moon perched in an evening sky untouched and unbothered by the drifting clouds.

"Her long blonde hair, woven into a threefold cord, unravelled at the ends like the tails of four restless serpents, swaying with her every step. The evening sun caught her radiant green eyes, igniting them like emeralds kissed by fire. She wore skin-tight denim jeans, hugging her form like a second skin, and a wide-neck yellow jumper that slouched effortlessly off her right shoulder, revealing the smooth curve of her collarbone." Unlike many girls her age, Hope was a rare bloom in a field of ordinary flowers, pure in spirit and bright in nature. She was the kind of daughter parents prayed for, the kind of soul spoken of with admiration and warmth.

Monen, having slapped a few coins into Mr. Ward’s calloused palm, grabbed the last pumpkin, turning to leave as swiftly as he had come–like a bull charging through the remnants of a shattered gate.

"Hard luck," Hope said, just as they collided.

Time faltered. The world around them melted into the background as the pumpkin tumbled between them, plummeting toward the earth. It struck the cobbled ground with a splintering impact—a burst of orange flesh and seeds scattering like fragments of an unspoken fate.

Their eyes met.

Hope’s face, glowing like the first light of dawn, momentarily stalled the storm within Monen. His evaporating rage hesitated, like a startled beast caught between fight and surrender. He wanted to be furious. He wanted to let loose his frustration like a summer thunderstorm breaking against the mountains. But there she was–smiling, bright, untouched by his rough edges.

The hood of his oversized green jumper draped loosely over his head, as if obeying the silent command of his heart–to grant him an unimpeded view of the magnificent figure before him. His black baggy joggers pooled around his ankles, complementing the crisp contrast of his white-and-black trainers."

And suddenly, there was nothing left to be angry about.

‘You will reimburse me,’ he muttered, but the venom in his voice had weakened, defanged by something he did not yet understand. A whisper of hearts that his hasty mind had yet attune to.

He was relieved when the kind seller, anticipating the inevitable, extended a waiting 50-cent coin. Like a restless stallion released from its tether, Monen snatched the money, shouldered through the dispersing crowd, and vanished into the evening–his mind an untamed wilderness, his heart as restless as a soldier dismissed from a war he had not yet learned how to fight.

They were not strangers to one another. Woodwalk –a patchwork of farms and homesteads nestled between rolling hills– was a place where everyone knew of everyone. But their worlds could not have been further apart.

Monen was a wildfire, reckless and untamed. Hope was a gentle river, steady and sure. He was a storm. She was the calm after the storm.

Like night that never touches the day, like the moon that watches but never meets the sun, so were Monen and Hope.

And yet, in that fleeting moment, with a pumpkin smashed between them, fate had already begun to weave its threads.

Only something divine,– a force beyond reason, beyond time, beyond logic could have bridged the chasm between them.
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LOVE HAD NOT COME SOFTLY, nor had it been expected. But like the roots of an oak sinking deep into the earth, unseen yet unshakable, it had already begun to grow. 

CHAPTER THREE, MONEN

Whatever his shrouded plan was, he was utterly entwined in it, moving forward with the relentless detachment of a tide–giving no thought to the warm flickers of affection that still smouldered in his chest for Hope. Nor could he decide whether he dared to see her again. As if a man adrift in a fog, his mind wandered aimlessly, refusing to acknowledge the silent whispers of his heart. Was this a deliberate choice or a coward’s excuse to flee from the battlefield of love? He dared not knock on that ominous, creaking door.

Love demands action, and action demands the armour of bravery and the sword of courage, both of which lead to confrontation and humility, a dialect foreign to Monen’s tongue, an existence he had never called home.

His way had always been to slam the door so hard it rattled the bones of the house, shatter what was fragile, and walk away without looking back. And he was good at it. But Monen was no fool, nor was he blind to the nature of love’s demands. For though he had never been forced to offer love, he had been a recipient, and a recipient knows the weight of love, the way it lingers, even in the absence of words.

The next hour was spent deflecting and dodging the playful jeers of his friends, their laughter echoing like a chorus of mischievous spirits, as they teased him for returning empty–handed–no pumpkin in tow, no victory in his errand, only the ghosts of thoughts he refused to entertain.

CHAPTER FOUR, CONFRONTATION AND IN DENIER

Returning home empty-handed, Monen trudged along, his mind a battlefield of second thoughts. And no, not for failing to do the one thing his mother had asked of him in months—that was a fleeting guilt, an afterthought drowned beneath a heavier storm. "I tried," he muttered, but even to his own ears, it sounded like a feeble excuse. In the grand court of blame, he was innocent. The events that led to him returning home without a pumpkin were, after all, entirely beyond his control. Weren’t they?

The real war waged elsewhere. Whether he wanted to see Hope again—under better circumstances—was the question clawing at the edges of his mind, a question he dismissed as quickly as it came, like a flame snuffed out before it could spread. To entertain it would mean facing the uncertainty, the torment of the unknown.

Like a slothful man who dips his hand into a food bowl but let’s hunger gnaw at him rather than lifting it to his mouth, Monen decided against seeing her again. "Then I won’t have to suffer the slow agony of wondering if she felt the same or not," nor would he need to torment himself with the exhausting weight of expectation. He was the kind who talked himself out of opportunities, who let doors remain shut rather than risk finding them locked.

Besides, he thought bitterly, she hadn’t even said sorry.

"Hard luck," he recalled her saying. The words rang in his ears, hollow and dismissive, like a pebble tossed into a vast, empty canyon. Who says that? he wondered, his lips curling in silent indignation. "More like 'hard done by,’" he corrected under his breath, shaking his head as if to rid himself of the memory.

With a sigh, he plunged forward into the dusk, the road stretching before him like an endless ribbon of solitude, the crisp evening air biting at his skin as if punishing him for his thoughts. 

CHAPTER FIVE, LOVE MEET LOVE AND BEGOT UNSPEAKABLE JOY

Only the thought of the evening meal consumed his mind, as though the past hours had evaporated into nothingness. His steps, deliberate and slow, carried a weight of self-importance, as if he were an astronaut treading the surface of an alien world—each footfall carefully placed upon the footpath, reverberating with an unspoken grandeur.

Monen—the only child of a relentless, hardworking couple who owned and ran a modest
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