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In a quiet town nestled between the whispering woods and the hush of distant mountains, there lived a boy who knew the world not by what he saw—but by what he felt, heard, and held within. Edward was only six years old when doctors gave a name to the darkness slowly creeping into his eyes: retinitis pigmentosa. It was a name his mother, Scarlet, had to learn to pronounce through tears. A rare, degenerative condition. No cure. No promises.

By the time he was eight, Edward had memorized the colors of his mother’s eyes, the shape of the moon above their roof, and the bluebird that sang outside his window each spring. But that year, something extraordinary entered his world. A German Shepherd pup, all oversized paws and boundless loyalty, bounded into his life—a gift from Scarlet, who worked double shifts as a nurse just to keep their world afloat. Edward named him Beeno. From the very first moment, Beeno became more than a pet; he became Edward’s anchor, his guardian, and eventually, his guide through the growing shadows.

Scarlet never stopped trying to brighten the corners of her son's dimming world. She read to him until her voice cracked, painted pictures with words he could no longer see, and carried both her exhaustion and his hope like folded laundry. Their small home echoed with resilience, even when money ran thin or when Edward quietly asked what color his dreams used to be.

Then came the discovery—one that would change the rhythm of Edward’s life forever.
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​Chapter 1: A World of Darkness and Light

[image: ]


The world was a canvas of winter wonder—pure, untouched, and shimmering beneath the sun’s gentle glow. Snowflakes tumbled from the pale sky like pieces of lace, spinning and dancing on invisible threads before melting into the thick, white blanket that cloaked the earth.

Laughter echoed—bright, youthful, and free.

Edward ran through the snow-covered field, his boots crunching with every step. The cold nipped at his cheeks, sharp but invigorating, and his breath formed soft, silver clouds that vanished into the crisp air. He scooped up a handful of powdery snow, the chill biting into his bare fingers, and flung it toward the golden-black blur bounding beside him.

Beeno barked joyfully, leaping sideways to avoid the snowball. His thick coat shimmered with flecks of frost, his strong legs carrying him in excited circles around Edward. Every detail was vivid—his warm brown eyes, the way the light caught in the dark bands of his fur, the playful energy in every movement. Edward could see it all. He could see Beeno.

He could see everything.

The snow sparkled beneath his feet, each step leaving behind delicate imprints. The sky stretched endlessly above, painted in soft hues of blue and gold, and the trees stood like silent guardians in the distance, their branches heavy with snow. The world felt endless, radiant. Alive.

But then... it all began to slip.

The colors blend together, the clarity fading like ink in water. The bright white dissolved into a smudged, suffocating gray—then black. The laughter fell silent. The warmth of the sun evaporated. He reached out into the nothingness, desperate to hold onto it.

And then—

BEEP! BEEP! BEEP!

Edward shot up, heart pounding, the sharp cry of the alarm clock slicing through the quiet.

A wet tongue pressed against his cheek.

“Beeno,” he murmured, a weary smile tugging at his lips.

The German Shepherd let out a low, comforting whine and nudged Edward again, his breath warm and familiar. Edward reached out instinctively, his fingers threading through Beeno’s thick fur, grounding himself in the present. The dream had felt so real—so impossibly vibrant. But now, like always, he was back in the darkness. The same darkness that greeted him every morning.

He touched the shields over his eyes—soft, protective, but ultimately useless against the truth.

Retinitis pigmentosa.

It had started as a distant idea, a term whispered in doctor’s offices. At first, it meant nothing to him. But over the years, it crept in quietly, dimming his world piece by piece. Now, at fourteen, Edward lived in that silence, that shadow, every day.

And yet, he wasn’t alone.

Beeno had been by his side since the beginning—since the day Scarlet, his mother, placed the tiny pup into his lap. He’d been only eight then, with fading vision and more questions than answers. His mother, a nurse, had already known what lay ahead. She'd seen the signs, the slow descent. She had prepared him the only way she knew how—with love, strength, and Beeno.

The bond between boy and dog had been immediate, unspoken. Beeno wasn’t just his guide. He was his compass, his eyes, his anchor in a world that no longer held light.

Edward sat up slowly, still tangled in the remnants of the dream. Beeno pressed against his side, steady and patient. In the distance, the comforting hum of morning stirred the house. He heard the clinking of dishes, the muffled thud of footsteps moving across the floor.

Then, his mother’s voice, warm and laced with fatigue, floated from the kitchen.

“Edward, honey? You’re up?”

“Yeah, Mom,” he called back, reaching toward the nightstand. His fingers found the familiar curve of his cane, but he left it. With Beeno, he didn’t need it.

The shepherd nudged him gently, guiding him as he swung his legs over the side of the bed. His feet touched the soft carpet, and together, they moved through the narrow hallway, the path etched into Edward’s memory.

As they stepped into the kitchen, the scent of fresh coffee and eggs wrapped around him like a blanket. His mother was already dressed in her scrubs, her chestnut curls pinned up neatly. Though he couldn’t see her, Edward could feel her eyes on him—eyes that carried both pride and worry.

“Morning, sweetheart,” she greeted, sliding a plate in front of him.

“Morning, Mom,” he replied, his voice low as he reached for his fork. The eggs were warm, the toast slightly burnt—just the way he liked it.

“You remember your appointment today, right?” she asked casually, though her voice held a soft edge of concern.

“Yeah,” Edward said quietly. He didn’t need the reminder. It was the same hospital, the same routine, the same sterile hallways that smelled like antiseptic and hope long gone. They ran the tests, gave the updates, offered kind smiles—but nothing ever changed. There was no reversing this. No miracle waiting just around the corner.

Beeno huffed gently under the table, sensing his unease.

Edward reached down, brushing his hand over the dog's head, grateful for his presence.

Scarlet sat across from him, her hands wrapped around a mug, her eyes studying her son’s face like she was memorizing it all over again.

“I know it’s hard, sweetheart,” she said softly, “but you’re not alone.”

“I know,” Edward replied, still stroking Beeno’s fur.

And he did know.

Because even when the world was dark, even when the silence became too loud and the future too heavy, he had Beeno. He had his mother. He had love.

And somehow, in that love, there was still light.
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​Chapter 2: The Weight of Unspoken Truths
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The car slowed to a gentle stop, its tires crunching against the gravel of the hospital’s familiar lot. Outside, the world bustled with the quiet chaos of morning—cars pulling in and out, doors opening, voices rising and fading like passing waves. But inside the car, a heavy silence settled between Edward and his mother.

Scarlet shifted into park, her hand lingering on the gear. She stared ahead for a moment, her knuckles pale against the steering wheel, then let out a breath that seemed to carry more than just air—it carried weeks of worry and sleepless nights.

“We’re here, sweetheart,” she said, her voice soft, steady, practiced.

Edward nodded. He didn’t speak. He didn’t need to.

His hand reached instinctively for Beeno’s collar, fingers brushing the worn leather. The familiar warmth of Beeno’s nose found his hand before he could call out. The golden-black German Shepherd always knew where they were. Always knew when Edward needed him the most.

Scarlet stepped out first, closing the driver’s side door with a soft click before circling to the passenger side. She opened Edward’s door gently. Beeno jumped down gracefully, landing without a sound. He turned, standing tall beside Edward like a quiet sentinel, alert and calm.

Edward exhaled deeply, inhaling the sterile breeze. Even outside, the air carried the unmistakable scent of antiseptic and hospital linens. That faint clinical trace always clung to the entrance like a warning or a memory.

Together, the three of them moved forward—Edward, Beeno, and Scarlet.

As they approached the hospital’s sliding doors, a familiar voice called out from the front entrance.

“Morning, Nurse Scarlet! Morning, Edward! And of course, good morning to you, Beeno.”

It was the security guard—a kind man with a voice as warm as a wool coat in winter. He had known them for years and never failed to greet them, even on the hardest days.

Edward gave a small nod. “Morning.”

But his voice was quiet, weighed down by something he didn’t quite have the strength to name. The closer they got to the hospital, the heavier his chest felt, as if every step peeled back another layer of hope he had tried to stitch together in sleep.

Beeno came to a stop just outside the sliding glass doors. He knew the routine. Here was where he waited—always just here, by the side of the guard, alert and still, until Edward returned.

Edward knelt beside him, burying his hands into the thick fur along Beeno’s neck. It was soft and warm, grounding.

“I’ll be back soon, boy,” he whispered, pressing his forehead briefly to Beeno’s.

The dog let out a soft whine but remained in place, his eyes following Edward as he stood and turned toward the doors. He didn't move, didn’t pull away. Loyalty radiated from his stillness.

Inside, the hospital was a world of white walls and sterile light. The floor
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