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  A Letter to the Reader

  
  







Dear Reader, 




Welcome.




You’ve just opened a collection stitched together by grace—stories that speak not only to the heart of redemption, but to the God who makes it possible.




Redemption doesn’t arrive in perfect packages. It shows messy, slow, and unexpected. Sometimes it comes through a note you didn’t expect. The door reopened. A past confronted. A voice reclaimed. In these pages, you’ll find all of that—and more. Every story in this volume echoes with truth:

You are not too far gone. Too broken. Too late.




There is a God who sees us “while we are still a long way off” and comes running. These characters, like many of us, had to wrestle with shame, loss,silence, and second chances. But what binds them together is not how they fell—but how they were lifted.




So read slowly. Reflect deeply. Let your own redemption story rise up and echo between the lines.








  
  
  The Echoes of Faith Series

  
  







Echoes of Faith is a collection of fictional short stories rooted in spiritual truth. Each story captures the beauty of grace, the struggle of brokenness, and the redemption only God can bring.








  
  
  The Gospel Singer’s Redemption

  
  







Delores “Dee” Whitaker had a voice that could shake the rafters and stir souls. Once, she had been the queen of gospel, traveling the world, recording award-winning albums, and leading congregations in worship. But that was years ago. Now, at sixty-three, her voice had grown hoarse, her body weary, and her heart burdened with regret. Fame had faded, and with it, so had her faith.

For years, she turned to alcohol to silence the pain of being forgotten. The people who once cheered for her no longer remembered her name, and the industry she had given her life to moved on without her. But the deepest wound came from the strained relationship with her daughter, Rachelle.

Rachelle had grown up in the shadows of her mother’s stardom, neglected by a woman too busy serving the Lord on stage to serve her at home. As a child, she watched her mother praise God in front of thousands but come home too exhausted to tuck her into bed. And as Delores drowned her loneliness in a bottle, Rachelle walked away—not only from her mother but from faith itself.

The only bridge between them was Rachelle’s ten-year-old daughter, Zora. A bundle of joy with an old soul, Zora adored her grandmother. She loved listening to Delores’ old records, singing along to every note. She was the only one who still saw her as the legend she once was.

One afternoon, Zora stopped by for an unannounced visit. “Grandma Dee!” she called as she let herself into the small, dimly lit apartment. The smell of liquor clung to the air.

Delores, in one of her drinking stupors, lay on the sofa with an empty bottle beside her. She had fallen asleep with a cigarette in hand, and the smoldering ash had burned a small hole into the cushion. Zora’s eyes widened in fear.

“Grandma, wake up!” she shook Delores, who stirred and mumbled, her mind clouded with alcohol.

A flicker of movement caught Zora’s eye—a presence in the room, unseen yet felt. And then, as if guided by unseen hands, a gust of wind from the open window pushed the cigarette to the floor, where it fizzled out on the hardwood. The danger had passed—but Zora had seen enough.

Tears streamed down her face as she ran out the door.

That night, Delores awoke to a firm but gentle voice. “Delores Whitaker, do you know how close you came to losing her?”

A man stood in the moonlit room, his presence both commanding and peaceful. His eyes held sorrow, but his face radiated warmth.

“Who—who are you?” Delores stammered, clutching her robe around her.

“A messenger,” he replied. “You have been given many gifts, Delores. A voice that lifted nations, a platform that brought souls to God. But the greatest gifts are the ones you turned away from—your family, your faith, your own daughter.”

Delores felt her throat tighten. “I never meant to push Rachelle away. I just… I just didn’t know how to be both. A singer and a mother.”

“And now your granddaughter is paying the price,” the angel said. “She could have been hurt tonight. And it would have been by your hands.”

The weight of his words crushed her. She broke down in sobs. “What do I do? How do I fix this?”

The angel extended his hand. “Start where you left off. Call upon the One who gave you your gift in the first place.”

Delores swallowed hard, then hesitated. “The cigarette… the fire… it should have spread. But it didn’t. Why?”

The angel’s eyes softened. “Because God is merciful. He sent me to intervene. The wind that knocked the cigarette from your couch? That was not chance.

That was His hand, preventing a tragedy you would have never forgiven yourself for. But mercy does not mean you are without responsibility. He saved Zora tonight—but now you must choose to save yourself.”

For the first time in years, Delores fell to her knees. “God… if You’re still there… if You can still hear me… help me.”

The room filled with a peace she had long forgotten. And in that moment, she knew—God had never left her. She had left Him.

The next morning, Delores called Rachelle. It wasn’t easy. It took days, then weeks, for Rachelle to even consider a conversation beyond pleasantries. But Delores was patient, persistent. She went to counseling. She poured out every bottle in her apartment. She even joined a church—not as a singer, but as a servant.

Months later, on a quiet Sunday morning, Delores stepped onto a church stage for the first time in years. She wasn’t performing. She wasn’t trying to reclaim her fame. She was simply worshiping. And as she sang, she spotted Rachelle in the congregation—tears streaming down her face, Zora holding her hand.

After the service, mother and daughter embraced. It was the first time in decades that they truly saw each other.

And then came the twist Delores never expected. “Mama,” Rachelle whispered, “I know how hard addiction is. I’ve been sober for three years. I was too ashamed to tell you.”

Delores pulled her daughter closer, realizing in that moment that they had both been fighting the same battle—just on opposite sides of silence.

That night, Delores sat at her piano, playing softly. Zora curled up beside her, humming along. For the first time in a long time, Delores didn’t need the world’s applause. She had something greater.

She had faith. She had a family. And she had another chance.








  
  
  Second Chance

  
  





The doors of the county jail creaked open one last time for Christian Magnum.

At twenty-five, his steps outside felt like he was learning how to walk again. He had traded his orange jumpsuit for a plain white T-shirt and jeans his grandmother, Mama Nell, left for him. The sun, brighter than he remembered, hit his face like a second baptism.

He looked up at the sky. “Thank You,” he whispered.

Christian was a smart, quiet kid from West Haven. But the streets were loud. His dad left early, and his mom worked herself into an early grave, and by fifteen, survival meant rolling with the wrong crew. By seventeen, he was arrested for robbery. At twenty-one, he was back inside again—this time, for assault during a drug deal gone sideways. No one died, but someone could have. That was the wake-up call.

In prison, Christian met Chaplain Dorsey, a silver-haired man with laugh lines around his eyes and the calm of someone who knew storms firsthand.

“I see something in you, son,” Dorsey had said. “You’ve still got purpose. God hasn’t thrown away the clay.”

Christian read Scripture out of boredom, then curiosity, then conviction. The parable of the Prodigal Son hit him hardest—the idea that someone could squander everything, yet still be welcomed home.

Now free, Christian had a new mission: make amends, one day at a time.

Mama Nell lived on the corner of Walker and 3rd. She was waiting on the porch when he arrived, arms crossed, her full chest rising with a breath. “You got my house keys?” she asked flatly.

Christian smiled sheepishly. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Then go wash your hands before touching anything.”

Mama Nell didn’t do hugs, but her love ran deep. She had prayed for him daily—sometimes with tears, sometimes with grit. She gave him the back room, a plate of hot cornbread, fried chicken, candied yams, collard greens, and one rule: “You better walk with the Lord in this house.”

One week later, Christian found work at Rebuild, a community center run by ex-cons and former addicts who had turned their lives around. They offered after-school programs, job training, and a boxing gym for at-risk youth. Jay Sparks, the founder, had been to prison himself and didn’t sugarcoat anything.

“You mess up, we hold you accountable,” he told Christian. “But if you fall and get back up? We’re here for you.”

Christian cleaned floors, folded chairs, and kept his head down. In time, respect followed.

One afternoon, while running errands for Rebuild, he saw one of his old crew members across the gas station parking lot.

“Yo, C! I got work for you if you want it. Easy money, just like old times.”

Christian’s pulse quickened. He remembered the rush, the power, the lie of control. But then he thought of Mama Nell. Of Chaplain Dorsey’s quiet words: “Grace isn’t just about being forgiven—it’s about choosing different
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