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Letting go paves the way for the very miracle you’ve been
waiting for.

Summer Sinclair stood on the front
lawn, watching as the final box of nursery items was loaded into
the church van. Six months of meticulously gathered hope—crib
rails, a changing table, a rocking chair, and a basket of hand-knit
blankets—was now headed to a different family. She reached out and
brushed her palm along the side rail of the folded crib in the last
box; its cool, smooth surface felt like a dream slipping
away.

She squeezed Thaddeus’s hand tightly.
“We did the right thing,” she whispered, her voice steady even
though her heart ached.

He nodded, wrapping an arm around her
shoulders and brushing a lock of black hair from her face. “Let
someone else use what we always dreamed of,” he said softly. “Maybe
it’ll help us move forward.”

Summer exhaled slowly. “I nearly
believed that once it was gone, I’d feel relief.”

He offered her a sad smile. “Grief
doesn’t work that way.”

They remained side by side as the van
drove off, transforming the vacant garage into a repository of
memories: ultrasound images, pastel artwork, and the gentle glow of
a nightlight. The ensuing silence felt heavier than the
anticipation that had once filled the space.

Yet, amidst the echoes of what could
have been, a glimmer of possibility flickered in Summer’s eyes. She
turned to Thaddeus, her gaze searching his for a shared
understanding that transcended words. In that moment of silent
communion, they both realized that while one chapter had closed,
another awaited its first hesitant steps toward the
light.

With newfound resolve settling in her
heart, Summer squeezed Thaddeus’s hand before leading him back into
their home. The nursery—now devoid of its carefully arranged
furniture and soft decorations—stood as a testament to their
unwavering hope and resilience. Like a gentle tide soothing the
jagged edges of loss, a sense of peace washed over them.

“We’ll create new dreams in this
space,” Summer said softly, her voice infused with
determination.

Thaddeus nodded, his eyes reflecting a
mixture of sorrow and budding optimism. Together, they began to
envision a future filled with possibilities.

In the following weeks, Summer and
Thaddeus adapted to life without the nursery’s shadow. They
redirected their energies toward their jobs—Summer at the graphic
design studio and Thaddeus at the law firm. On weekends, they
embarked on lengthy hikes, seeking solace for the persistent
restlessness in their hearts through fresh air and
exercise.

One morning, as they climbed a rocky
trail, Thaddeus stopped at a ridge overlook. He turned to Summer,
cheeks flushed from the climb.

“Do you remember October 12?” he
asked.

Summer’s breath caught. October 12 was
the day they’d assembled that crib two years ago—brackets clicked
into place, mattress nestled in its rails, a single mobile hung
above. That afternoon, they had snapped photos to
celebrate.

“I thought I could forget,” she said
softly.

He grinned. “You couldn’t have, and
neither could I.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out a
small, tattered photo. It showed the nursery on October 12, 2023,
with gentle afternoon light filtering through sheer curtains. “We
kept this locked away in our safe.”

Summer’s eyes shimmered. “I thought I
lost it when we sold everything.”

Thaddeus shook his head. “You don’t
lose hope that easily.” He folded the picture and tucked it away.
“One day, we’ll look back and see that date meant more than
sadness.”

She managed a small smile.
“Promise?”

“Promise.”

Thanksgiving arrived, bringing its
familiar pang of family gatherings and pregnancy news. Summer’s
mother served a favorite casserole, while her grandmother murmured
blessings. Thaddeus’s cousins fawned over bump photos on his phone.
Each joyful announcement pressed against a bruise still
healing.

Summer masked her discomfort with a
polite smile, excusing herself to the kitchen under the guise of
washing dishes. The clatter of plates and running water provided a
temporary shield from conversations inevitably gravitating toward
children and pregnancies.

As she scrubbed a stubborn stain from a
serving dish, Thaddeus slipped into the kitchen, his expression
soft with understanding. Without a word, he joined her at the sink,
taking over the rinsing as she dried each plate.

“Are you okay?” he asked quietly, his
gaze meeting hers in
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