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Author’s Note
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This book did not begin with a plan.

It began with a noticing.

A noticing of how life changes not through revelations, but through repetition; not by answers, but by endurance; not by endings, but by staying. I did not set out to tell a grand story. I wanted to tell a true one—the kind that lives quietly inside ordinary days and does not announce its meaning as it passes.

The chapters you’ve read are not milestones. They are moments. Small thresholds crossed again and again: learning to wait, learning to forgive, learning to rest, learning to let go without leaving. This is a book interested less in what happens than in what remains.

Much of what matters most in a life cannot be rushed or summarized. Love matures slowly. Faith thins and deepens. Grief teaches without instruction. Grace arrives unnoticed and changes everything anyway. I wanted the structure of this book to reflect that truth—to slow down, to soften, to resist the urge to conclude too quickly.

If you’re looking for a tidy arc or a decisive ending, this book may feel unconventional. That is intentional. Real lives do not resolve; they continue. What feels like stillness from the outside is often the deepest movement of all.

This book is an offering to anyone who has lived long enough to know that endurance can be tender, that quiet can be generous, and that “enough” is not a compromise but an arrival.

If something in these pages feels familiar, it is because you have already lived it—or are living it now.

Thank you for staying with the story.

— The Author
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Dedication
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To my wife Lizette

Thanks for your love and dedication

Thank you for staying
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Chapter One — The First Time I Knew
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I don’t remember the exact day I met her. I remember the feeling instead. Some things don’t announce themselves. They arrive quietly and wait to see if you’re paying attention.

We were sitting across from each other, cups on the table between us, steam rising and disappearing as fast as it formed. Someone had introduced us, said our names, then stepped away as if they knew this part wasn’t theirs.

“So,” she said, smiling slightly, “what do you do with yourself?”

It wasn’t a clever question. That’s what made it disarming.

“I work,” I said. “Mostly too much.”

She laughed softly. “That sounds familiar.”

There was no performance in her laugh. No checking to see how it landed. She just laughed because something was funny. I noticed that immediately.

“And you?” I asked.

She shrugged. “Same. I try to keep things going. Family, work. Life.”

The way she said life told me she knew it wasn’t simple. I liked that she didn’t pretend otherwise.

We talked about ordinary things. Where we grew up. What tired us out. What we liked when we were alone. She listened without interrupting, without waiting for her turn. When she spoke, she chose her words carefully, like they mattered.

“You don’t say much,” she said at one point, not accusing, just noticing.

“I’m thinking,” I replied.

“About what?”

“About how easy this feels.”

She looked at me for a second, then nodded. “Yes,” she said. “It does.”

That was it. No big declaration. Just agreement.

I walked home that day with a calm I couldn’t explain. Not excitement. Not nerves. Calm. Like something had shifted slightly into place. I didn’t phone anyone. I didn’t need to. It felt private, like a thought you don’t share yet because it’s still becoming itself.

When I saw her again, a few days later, she waved first.

“I was hoping you’d be here,” she said.

“So was I,” I answered, surprised at how true it felt coming out of my mouth.

We walked together, slow, without any destination in mind.

“You believe in God?” she asked suddenly.

“Yes,” I said. “I think I do.”

She smiled. “That’s an honest answer.”

“I pray,” I added. “Probably more than I act on it.”

She nodded again. “I think God understands that.”

Back then, I believed that too. Faith was simple in those days. I hadn’t learned yet how heavy it could become.

Spring was in the air. You could feel it in the way people lingered outside, in the way birds perched like they were waiting for something. At one point she stopped and pointed to a dove on a fence.

“Look at that,” she said. “It’s waiting.”

“For what?” I asked.

“For its other half.”

I smiled. “You sound very sure.”

She looked at me. “Some things don’t need proof.”

When I got home that night, I lay awake staring at the ceiling. Nothing dramatic had happened. No kiss. No confession. Just conversation. And yet I knew something had started.

The next time we met, I told her.

“I’ve been thinking about you,” I said, awkward but honest.

She didn’t see me. She didn’t pretend surprise.

“I know,” she said. “I’ve been thinking about you too.”

We didn’t rush. We walked into love slowly, carefully, like people who knew life could turn rough without warning.

One evening, sitting side by side, she said, “I’m not perfect.”

I laughed quietly. “That makes two of us.”

“I mean it,” she said. “I don’t give up easily, but I don’t bend forever either.”

“I’m not looking for easy,” I said. “I’m looking for real.”

She took my hand then. Just held it.

“Then we should be honest with each other,” she said. “Even when it’s uncomfortable.”

“That’s the only way I know how,” I replied.

The night I realised I loved her, there were no fireworks. I was lying in bed, thinking about the next day, and I caught myself wondering what she would say about it. That was when I knew. Love isn’t about how you feel alone — it’s about who you want to tell things to.

When I asked her to walk this life with me, I didn’t rehearse it.

“I can’t promise you an easy life,” I said. “But I can promise I won’t leave when it gets hard.”

She looked at me for a long moment. “That’s all I want,” she said.

We walked down the aisle with smiles that came easily. People clapped. Someone cried. Someone said, “You’re lucky,” as if luck had anything to do with it.

Later that night, when the noise had faded and it was just us, she rested her head against my shoulder.

“Well,” she said, “this is it.”  “Yes,” I answered. “This is it.”

I believed love would carry us. I didn’t yet understand how much carrying love itself would require. But that came later.

For now, there was her hand in mine. There was spring in the air. There was the quiet certainty that this — us — was worth choosing.

So I chose her and, every day after that became an echo of that first choice.
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