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Dedication
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For Crystal, my pink flower,

You are beauty in its purest form — not just in how you look, but in how you love, how you fight, and how you live without complaint.

You’ve shown me the power of kindness, the strength in vulnerability, and the courage it takes to bloom even in life’s hardest seasons.

I thank God for you every single day.

You will forever have a place in my heart.

— With all my love
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Preface
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Some people enter your life quietly, like a breeze on a warm day.

Crystal was like that — gentle, unassuming, yet impossible to ignore.

I didn’t know then that she would become one of the most important people I would ever meet.

I didn’t know that her laughter would become a sound I’d carry with me,

that her strength would inspire me on my weakest days,

or that her love would find its way into every corner of my life.

Crystal is my pink flower — delicate yet strong, rooted yet free,

blooming in every season, even the hard ones.

This is our story.

A story of friendship, of courage, of God’s grace.

A story of a rare soul who refuses to stop blooming,

and the person forever changed by knowing her.
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Prologue: The Bloom

I met her in a place most people only pass through — the clinic.

She wasn’t just part of the clinic... she was the clinic. The kind of presence that made the space feel lighter, even when the air was heavy with worry. She was there to train me, preparing me to take her position because she was leaving.

She told me later that she never gets close to anyone. Walls, boundaries, quiet distance — those were her ways of protecting herself. But somehow, without either of us trying, we connected. A quiet click. A knowing. And from that day forward, we’ve simply been us.

Her heart may be fragile, but her spirit is unshakable. In her, I’ve found one of the strongest, most genuine, and kindhearted souls I will ever know. And even though I know her time is limited, she lives every day like tomorrow is a rumor. She reminds me — without even trying — that beauty is not just in how you look, but in how you love.

She is my friend.

She is my pink flower.
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Chapter One: The First Petal
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The first thing I noticed about her wasn’t her smile — though it could light up a whole room — it was the way she carried herself. She walked with purpose, not rushing, not dragging, but as if each step had its own meaning. She was confident without being loud, warm without being overbearing.

At the clinic, she was the one everyone turned to when things got hectic. She knew every patient by name, and not just the ones on her schedule. She remembered birthdays, asked about kids, and somehow managed to make people feel like they were the only person in the room, even when the waiting area was full.

When she trained me, she didn’t just teach me the steps of the job — she taught me the heart of it. She’d say, “You can learn the system, but you can’t fake kindness.” And she lived by that. Every phone call, every appointment, every conversation was handled with the same genuine care.

She never let people get too close. She’d mastered the art of keeping her personal life in its own quiet corner. But there was something about the way we laughed together — those moments when we caught each other’s eye and just got it without saying a word — that slowly chipped away at those walls.

One day during training, in between patients, she looked at me and said, “I don’t usually make friends at work.”

I shrugged and said, “Me neither.”

We both smiled. We didn’t know it yet, but that was the start of something rare — a friendship that didn’t need constant proof to be real.

From then on, we became our own little team. Even after she left the clinic, we stayed connected. We weren’t the kind of friends who needed to talk every day. Life could get busy, but when we did talk, it was as if no time had passed.

She was the kind of person who’d give her last dollar without making a show of it. Who’d listen to your problems without rushing to give advice — sometimes she just listened, and somehow, that was enough. She could make me laugh even on the days when I swore nothing could.

And though her heart isn’t as strong as it should be, she is the strongest person I know. Strong in faith, strong in love, strong in spirit.

This was just the first petal — the first glimpse — of the beautiful, fierce, and unforgettable pink flower I was lucky enough to call my friend.
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Chapter Two: Weathering the Storm
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It’s one thing to hear someone say they have a bad heart.

It’s another to see what that actually means.

I remember the first time I saw her struggle. We had been laughing about something silly — the kind of laugh that leaves you breathless — when she suddenly went quiet. Her hand moved to her chest, and for a moment, the sparkle in her eyes dimmed. She tried to brush it off, but I could see it in her face. This wasn’t just being tired. This was something heavier.

I’d known about her condition. She never hid it, but she didn’t wear it like a label either. If anything, she went out of her way to make sure her heart didn’t define her. She refused to live like a patient. She lived like a person — and a vibrant one at that.

That day, she told me she was fine, and maybe she really was, but I could feel the truth hanging in the air: her heart was fragile, and so was time.

She once told me, “I don’t want pity. I don’t want people to treat me like I’m already gone. I just want to live my life — however long that is — on my own terms.”

And she does exactly that.

There are days she moves a little slower, days when rest isn’t a choice but a necessity. But there are also days when she’s unstoppable — planning get-togethers, trying new
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