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For those who believe that love and faith 

can heal even the deepest wounds.

For one whose presence once taught me

that grace can live even in goodbye.

For those who believed when I doubted —

and for the angels who walk quietly among us.

❧

To my Kelsi —

you may not have wealth,

but you have everything I need in my life —

your grace, your prayers, and your love.

To my Tiffany —

you bring healings to the body, 

and let Our Lord give healings to the soul.

To my Daniel —  

you shine sunlight into our lives, 

and light up the whole world around you. 

To my Colin —
you may not have saved my life,
but you’ve shared the journey, the purpose,  

and the brotherhood that made it whole.

To my Jalen and Sabrina —
half a century of friendship turns into a lifetime of fellowship.  Defying distance, thank you for walking each step with me.
❧  Acknowledgments  ☙

My heartfelt thanks to my friend, Professor Alvin. Your generous Foreword gave this book its first voice and offered a wisdom far deeper than anything I could have asked for. You noticed things that even I, as the writer, did not fully recognize while I was writing.

To my sister Rachel— you have walked with me through every stage of life: from childhood confidante to the one who believed in my work long before I understood it myself. When I need a sister, you’re staying right behind... you know my story. Now I give you my ideal version.

To my family and friends, whose steady encouragement sustained me through every chapter and every late-night revision — thank you for believing in this journey long before it became a book.

To the members of my church fellowship — thank you for your prayers, your patience, and for reminding me that grace often arrives through community.

To the real people whose kindness and friendship inspired many of these characters—you are the unseen angels behind this story.

Above all, I thank my Lord, whose mercy and wisdom guided my heart more surely than any outline or plan.
Without His grace, there would be no Grace of an Angel.

❧

A brilliant researcher designs a device to restore sight and movement, believing technology can heal what faith cannot. But when his own invention fails to save him, he discovers that the truest healing comes not from perfection, but from grace.

Grace of an Angel follows a journey where science meets spirit, and an imperfect invention becomes the vessel of something far greater — a reminder that sometimes, the miracle isn’t in what we create, but in what we’re given.

❧
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❧  Foreword : the Gift of Grace ☙

[image: ]


I’ve spent most of my life writing academic books and teaching sociology—analyzing how people relate to one another and how belief shapes behavior. But when it comes to novels, it’s been decades since I last read one. In high school, I could lose myself in a story for hours, turning page after page long after midnight. Later, life, work, and family responsibilities left little room for that kind of escape.

So when my friend Francis, the leader of my fellowship group at church, handed me his manuscript and asked me to write a preface, I didn’t quite know what to expect. A retired engineer with no background in literature—he wrote a novel? My curiosity got the better of me. I promised to read a few pages, and a few pages turned into an all-night reading session.

To my surprise, Grace of an Angel pulled me in from the start. It reminded me of the quiet joy I once found in fiction, and of the way a good story can illuminate truths that sociology alone cannot capture. Walking my usual 10,000 steps the next morning, I found myself still thinking about its characters and what they revealed about love, purpose, and healing.

What struck me most about Grace of an Angel is how naturally it weaves together three strands rarely joined so seamlessly: romance, technology, and faith. At its center is the invention of the “Eyes of an Angel,” a breakthrough that uses AI to help the blind walk independently, the paralyzed move again, and stroke patients regain their voices and strength. Yet the novel doesn’t celebrate this as a mere triumph of science—it roots it in compassion, human connection, and spiritual purpose.

As someone who is not a Christian, I was especially moved by how faith is portrayed in this book. It is not preached; it is lived. Fraser, the inventor, doesn’t see his intelligence as self-made glory but as a gift entrusted to him. His faith grows through people — through love, disappointment, and forgiveness — much as meaning emerges in any human community. This, to me, is where the story finds its moral strength.

And the characters—Fraser and Kelsi, Sarah and Jordan, Britney and Dillon, Summer and Colin—linger in the mind long after the final page. They aren’t just names on a page, but people who feel alive, with emotions and struggles we can relate to. They are not perfect heroes but human beings we recognize: uncertain, flawed, hopeful, capable of grace. The coma storyline in particular left a strong impression on me. Not only does it build real tension; it also captures how healing often comes not only through science but through patience, sacrifice, and the mysterious persistence of love.

When I asked Francis whether these characters were drawn from people he knew or from pure imagination, he just looked at me and smiled.

In the end, Grace of an Angel is more than a novel about invention or faith. It is a story about seeing—seeing others with compassion, seeing oneself with honesty, and seeing life as a web of relationships where intellect and emotion, science and spirit, reason and faith coexist rather than compete.

For me, it rekindled both the pleasure of reading and the curiosity that first drew me into sociology—the study of what makes us human. I finished the book feeling grateful, thoughtful, and quietly uplifted. I truly enjoyed it, and I believe you will too.

— Alvin Y. So, Ph.D.
Professor Emeritus, HKUST
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❧  Reflection : from a Sister’s Heart  ☙
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Some years ago, quite unexpectedly, I began receiving a stream of reflective essays Francis had written about life since settling in California after college. 

Growing up close in age, we had been playmates and confidantes. Blessed with an aptitude for mathematics and physics, his dream had always been to become an engineer and scientist. Those aspirations were fulfilled as he built a successful engineering career, started a family, and took on a spiritual leadership role within his church community.

As I read through his essays, I was struck not only by how clearly he could articulate his thoughts, but also by his willingness to share the triumphs and trials of his work and personal interactions. I never imagined my engineer brother could also be such a fine writer.

After the essays came the early manuscripts—pages of a story he intended to expand into a novel. Those pages kept me mesmerized. The characters felt familiar and deeply human, reminding me of friends and experiences I could relate to. I saw ambition, humility, failure, compassion, and hope—the emotions we all live through. 

And unlike the occasional sour notes in some of his earlier essays, this story was told without bitterness.

As his sister, it has been gratifying to see Francis transform his reflections into grace through storytelling. 

With the release of this novel, your characters are now ready to meet a broader audience. 

Bravo, dear brother—your literary dream has set on sail. Your time has come to shine.

—Rachel M. Leung
Resident, Evanston, Illinois
Retired Finance and Strategy Manager
University of Wisconsin, BBA
Cornell University, MBA

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

❧  Preface  ☙
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The idea for Grace of an Angel began years ago when I read that scientists were training a monkey to play video games using artificial intelligence.

The news left me wondering—if AI can teach a monkey to play, could it one day help people heal?

That question stayed with me and grew into a story about the meeting point of technology, compassion, and faith. It became a journey of discovery—not just for its characters, but for me as well. It taught me that science can open the eyes, but only grace can open the heart.

Grace of an Angel follows a young researcher whose creation—the Eyes of an Angel—was born first from ambition but made whole through compassion. What began as a device to help others see and move again became something far greater: a bridge between science and the soul.

Fraser’s brilliance is not measured only in discovery, but in the humility that lets faith shape his reason. His mind designs what his heart dares to believe possible.

Through Eyes of an Angel, Katie and Charlie find new life, and later Patrick recovers his voice and strength. Even when Fraser himself faces death, his invention—as small as a wedding ring—becomes his salvation—imperfect in form, yet completed by the tears of the women who love him.






The characters and events are fictional, but the emotions that drive them are drawn from real life—moments of failure, hope, and second chances that I’ve witnessed or lived myself.

I’ve learned that miracles do not oppose science—they work through it. They remind us that intellect without compassion is incomplete, and faith without action remains a dream. When the two meet—when brilliance listens to the heart—healing becomes possible.

If this story leads you to see wonder in both creation and Creator, then grace has already done its quiet work again.


—  Francis
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Chapter 1  The Christmas Illusion
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Magic or Technology?

    

In the computer lab of U.C. Berkeley, a young man wearing a funny-looking bike helmet attached to a pair of thick goggles is busy typing at his computer.

Then he switches his screen to a tennis match. He stands up, picks up a tennis racket, and swings as he watches Rafael Nadal return a blistering serve.

Then his phone rings.

“When are you going to pick me up?” a girl’s voice comes through.

“In half an hour,” the man replies.

After he hangs up, he switches his screen to an art competition. He watches an artist sketching a portrait in close-up, studying every stroke attentively.

Finally, he closes his laptop, puts everything into his backpack, and steps out.

— ✦ —

Over two hundred people fill the church auditorium. Fraser walks slowly onto the stage, standing next to a piano. He sets down his backpack, turns around, and looks at his audience.

It's Christmas time, and Tri-City Church is holding a celebration event. After the choir and a short skit, the highlight of the evening begins — a magic show. Fraser leads a cell group at the church while pursuing his PhD in AI development at UC Berkeley. Known within the church community for his computer expertise and communication skills, he isn't recognized for performing magic or playing musical instruments. His decision to lead a magic show comes as a surprise to all his friends.

"Good evening, brothers and sisters. May the Lord's peace be always with you," Fraser says as he picks up the microphone. "You're probably wondering why I'm up here. I can't sing, I can't dance, and I can't play guitar or piano. If I attempt any of these, you'd all leave in real time!" Even on stage, Fraser carries himself more as a friend than a performer, his humor breaking down the distance between him and the crowd.

As the audience laughs, he steps to the front of the stage and asks, "I need a volunteer who can play piano really well. Anybody?"

A girl sitting in the front row immediately raises her hand. "Fraser, let me be your assistant. You know I can play!"

"Hey Kelsi, of course you play well. But I need someone who doesn't know me for this act, and most people know you're my friend..." Fraser looks at her with a smile and then turns his gaze further into the audience.

"How about you in the third row on the left side? Can you come up here?" He waves to a girl with her hand up, sitting next to an elderly couple. The girl starts walking onto the stage.

"Here he goes again! Always looking for chances to meet pretty girls!" Kelsi mumbles to herself. She's a graduate student at UC Berkeley, pursuing an MBA. She met Fraser in the cafeteria six months ago when he placed his tray across from her table and introduced himself. Since then, they have become good friends, gone on quite a few dates, and she even attends church with him. Although she isn't a Christian, she likes him — probably more than she's willing to admit.

Back on the stage, Fraser addresses the girl. "Seems you come to worship quite often, but we haven't met. I'm Fraser. What's your name?"

"I'm Sarah. My parents and I come every Sunday for the first worship. We're leaving as you're coming in," the girl replies with a friendly smile. "Now, what would you like me to do?"

Down below the stage, Kelsi shifts uncomfortably as she watches Sarah smile at Fraser. Sarah is undeniably pretty.  Jealousy is new to her; she’s surprised that one smile from Sarah could stir such a storm inside. Fraser has mentioned he'll be performing an act but hasn't explained what it will be. Now he picks a pretty girl as his assistant. She wishes she is the one on stage, but now she can only watch.

"Sarah, it seems you're quite good at playing the piano. Do you remember how you started learning?" Fraser asks as he leads Sarah to the piano bench." Did you learn from a teacher or teach yourself through YouTube?"

"I have a piano teacher. She's been teaching me for seven years," Sarah responds as she sits down. "What would you like me to play?"

Fraser doesn't answer immediately. "Most of my friends know I don't play piano," he says, glancing at Kelsi and smiling. "I'm a bad student and struggle to learn, no matter how good the teacher is. But I've discovered that I can actually play piano quickly." 

He reaches into his backpack and pulls out a biking helmet attached to a pair of goggles. "I've discovered I can replicate finger movements just by watching someone play once—I'm a visual learner. So, pick your favorite piece, about three to four minutes long, play it, and see if I can repeat it."

"But we thought this is a magic show!" someone in the audience calls out. “And you're playing the piano?"

"In the eyes of the Lord, none of us can perform magic but Him!" Fraser deftly evades the question. "For a guy who doesn't play piano, sitting down and playing a song is already magical, especially after hearing it only once." He puts on the helmet with goggles." This helps me to focus... 'and I will be still and know You're God'..." he hums and steps to the left side of the piano, watching Sarah's slender fingers rest on the keys. He takes a deep breath and says, "You may start now."

Sarah begins playing "Theme from Love Story." Fraser watches closely, his head barely moving. Meanwhile, Kelsi thinks, why is she picking this song? This is our song! I've played this with him at least three times! She recalls Sarah's smile at him.

Sarah plays very well, close to Henry Mancini's version, but she hits a couple of wrong keys, perhaps intentionally. When she finishes, the audience claps loudly. She stands up, faces the audience, takes a bow, and steps down.

Fraser takes her place at the bench. "Now it's my turn. Dear Lord, we all know only You can perform miracles, but please give me strength and power to complete this act, in Your honor." For Fraser, every experiment is also a prayer — a bridge between the mind’s logic and the heart’s faith.

He rests his hands on the keys, stays still for a few seconds, and starts playing.

The audience thinks they're hearing a recording of Sarah's performance from earlier, even catching the same few wrong notes Sarah has slipped in on purpose during her performance. Kelsi can't believe her ears. He tells me he doesn't play piano, and he can play like this? What else is he hiding from me?

"... she fills my heart with very special things, with angel songs, and wild imagining..." Suddenly Kelsi hears him start singing softly, away from the microphone. Since she's sitting in the front row, the words are clear to her. It feels like he's singing just for her, and she's touched.

Suddenly the music stops, ending a bit earlier than when Sarah finished her piece.

The audience is silent for a moment before bursting into applause. Is he singing to me? Kelsi wonders, mesmerized. Then she hears his cell group brothers yelling, "Hey, keep singing... Kelsi, walks onto the stage..." They've all seen Fraser and Kelsi together often enough to immediately know who he's singing to. Fraser rarely sings, and when he does, it must mean something.

Fraser stands up, turns around, and takes off his helmet. "Oh Lord, thanks for letting me finish this piece... and please, let the brothers down there shut up..." He laughs, looking at Sarah. "Thanks, Sarah, for giving me an easy piece. To be honest, I've heard this song several times, but I've never played it. Honor to our Lord!"

He looks up, raising his right hand. "There's another person I should thank for playing this song to me before... Kelsi, come up here. You're also going to help me with my next act." He turns around and extends his hand to Kelsi, looking at her softly.

Heat rises to Kelsi's cheeks as the congregation calls her name. But when Fraser reaches out his hand, she stands up without a second thought and joins him. She has no idea what Fraser will say next, but she feels warm and excited. At the same time, two guys come from the back of the stage, each carrying an easel with charcoal pencils and paper. Fraser asks them to place one easel facing backstage and the other fifteen feet away, perpendicular to the first.

"For those of you who believe I know how to play piano and pretend I don't, you will be convinced of my visual learning ability by my next performance." Fraser gently grabs Kelsi's hand and leads her to stand in front of the first easel.

"Kelsi, besides playing the piano, I know you're a talented artist too. So please draw whatever you like on this canvas, and I'll try to draw the same on the other canvas. By standing there," he points to the spot in front of the second easel," I can only see your hands moving, but I can't see your canvas, at least not clearly. Now think of something you'd like to draw." As he puts on his helmet, he says softly, "You know how I love to see you draw..."

While the audience laughs, he steps in front of the second easel and picks up the charcoal pencil. "I'm ready when you are."

Kelsi closes her eyes for a few seconds, then picks up her pencil.

Nobody knows what Fraser is looking at through his goggles — Kelsi's lovely face or her delicate hands. But it's fascinating to see both of their hands moving in unison, fifteen feet apart. Kelsi is facing the audience, so no one can see what she is drawing. The easels are placed at the far back of the stage, making it impossible to see what Fraser is drawing either. After five minutes, Kelsi puts down her pencil and stands up. At the same time, Fraser also puts down his pencil, takes off his helmet, and stares at what he has just drawn. He doesn't say a word but looks bewildered.

Two guys come out from backstage. One takes Kelsi's easel, turns it around, and places it at the front of the stage for everyone to see. It shows a caricature of a young man's face, with exaggerated thick eyebrows and a large mouth with an unshaved chin. Everyone can recognize that she’s drawing Fraser, and some start laughing and cheering.

As Kelsi looks at Fraser anxiously, the other guy takes Fraser's easel, turns it to face the audience, and puts it down. She sees a caricature of a young girl's face, with exaggerated large round eyes, a dimple on the chin, and thin, smiling lips. It's a picture of her.

Being a girl in love, she feels very sweet but somewhat confused. “Why is he drawing a picture of me when he says he's replicating my drawing? I know he's not a good artist, but he draws so well...” 

Before she finishes her thoughts, a church brother stands up. "Fraser, you've just shown us two hidden talents we never knew about, but this isn't magic. We know you two will become one eventually, but today you are supposed to draw yourself, not her!"

Another church brother stands up. "Hey Fraser, do you have an announcement to make?" Everybody bursts into laughter.

Fraser stands up slowly, looks up, and says quietly, "Lord, I don't know why I can't trace Kelsi's hands, but there must be a reason. Thank You for letting me finish today's program." He walks toward Kelsi, holds her hand, and turns around to face the audience.

"I'm sorry our telepathy doesn't work this time, Andy," he says jokingly to the first brother. " I should have known what she is drawing. I always do." He chuckles. "Maybe I didn't expect her to draw me in front of everybody? Gosh, thank you Lord for giving me such a wonderful Christmas present!"

He takes Kelsi's other hand, holds them both in his palms, and kisses her on her cheek. Everybody starts laughing and clapping. Kelsi can only look at him softly and smile. 

Sarah forces a smile, clapping along with everyone else. She tells herself she’s happy for them — and she is — but a sharp little ache surprises her, catching her off guard. Why does it bother me that he looks at Kelsi that way? She bows her head quickly, whispering a prayer for grace, ashamed of the thought.

Fraser then speaks to the second brother. "Yes, Michael, I do have an announcement to make... No, it's not what you think... We will meet for our next fellowship this coming Sunday, and I'll bring my signature mochi cakes to share!"

Everybody laughs as Fraser and Kelsi walk off the stage.

Sarah, standing next to the stage, notices that Fraser has left his backpack. She immediately picks it up and rushes to Fraser and Kelsi.

"Fraser, you left your backpack!"

"Oh, thanks!" Fraser takes the backpack and puts it on his back.

Sarah then turns to Kelsi. "You draw very well! So lively and you captured his features perfectly!" she says.

"Why, thank you! You play piano very well too! You're Sarah, right? I'm Kelsi." The girls shake hands and smile at each other.

​✝  ✝  ✝
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