
[image: ]


Table of Contents

Title Page

Grace Wonders

Copyright

CHAPTER 1 — SPRING

CHAPTER 2 — SUMMER SECRETS

CHAPTER 3 — SUMMER’S SHADOW

CHAPTER 3 — THE QUESTIONS THAT SUMMER BRINGS

CHAPTER 4 — WINTER

Sign up for S.Y.Turner's Mailing List

GRACE WONDERS

––––––––
[image: ]


by

––––––––
[image: ]


S.Y.TURNER

––––––––
[image: ]


[image: ]

November 2025

Can a bad person become a good person one day?

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Copyright

[image: ]
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All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any written, electronic, recording, or photocopying without written permission of the publisher or author. The exception would be in the case of brief quotations embodied in the critical articles or reviews and pages where permission is specifically granted by the publisher or author.

Although every precaution has been taken to verify the accuracy of the information contained herein, the author and publisher assume no responsibility for any errors or omissions. No liability is assumed for damages that may result from the use of information contained within.

I dedicate this book to each and every child and parent in the world with love and compassion...
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Author’s Note

Once, I searched for truth as if it were hidden in distant stars.
I wandered through silence and sleepless nights,
believing that wisdom waited somewhere beyond pain.
But in the end, I found it where I had not looked —
in the questions of a child,
in the hush before a dream,
in the courage to feel and to wonder.
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I learned that every shadow carries a whisper of light,
and every sorrow hides a seed of meaning.
Life does not speak in thunder — it speaks in echoes,
through stories, through songs,
through the hearts that dare to listen.
These tales are my way of listening —
and of helping others hear what life has always been trying to say.
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Prologue 

Some questions are too heavy for grown-ups,
but children carry them quietly in their hearts.
Grace did, too.
She once wondered,
“If someone who is meant to love a child can still hurt them...
then who in the world cannot?”
It frightened her, the way storms frighten small birds.
If love can fail, then where does safety live?
But another question soon followed,
a softer one:
“Can a bad person become good one day?
Can the heart change the way seasons do?”
Grace did not know the answers yet.
She only knew that the world was wide,
and people were complicated,
and sometimes the darkest stories hid inside the quietest houses.
This is the story of how she learned
what the heart sees that eyes cannot—
and how forgiveness, fear, and compassion
can all sit inside one small girl
at the same time.

GRACE WONDERS
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CHAPTER 1 — SPRING
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Grace lived in a small house at the end of Willow Lane.
It was an ordinary house.
But Grace was not an ordinary girl.
She had light brown curls that fell over her cheeks.
And she had green eyes—
wide, quiet, watchful.
Her eyes made people pause.
Some said she looked like a child who had seen too much.
Some said she looked like a child who understood too much.
Grace never said anything to correct them.
She liked watching the world more than speaking to it.
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Every morning, she walked to the hill behind her house.
She carried a small basket with her bread, her notebook, and a pencil.
She sat on the same flat stone. She listened to the wind. She watched the clouds roll.
She wrote little thoughts she did not dare to say aloud:
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“Why do some people smile but feel sad?”
“Why does fear hide behind anger?”
“Why do some truths stay quiet?”
She never showed her notes to anyone.
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One spring morning, the sky looked silver. The air smelled like wet soil after rain.
Grace walked her usual path, but halfway up the hill she stopped. An old woman was sitting under a crooked apple tree. Grace had seen her before;
far away, in the evenings, sitting outside the large house with the tremendous garden.
A house that looked like an old secret. A house Grace never approached. But now, the old woman was here. Far from the big garden.
Alone.
Her shawl was thin. Her face was lined like cracked earth after drought.
Her eyes held something heavy... something Grace could not name. Grace felt a pull inside her chest. Not fear. Not pity. Something closer to recognition. She stepped forward.
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“Good morning,” Grace said.

The woman lifted her head slowly, as if waking from a long sleep.
Her voice was rough.
“Morning.”
Grace noticed the chair under her; the same chair she had seen from a distance. Old. Tilted. Weak at the legs.

“Why are you sitting here?” Grace asked gently.

The woman hesitated.
A flicker crossed her eyes; quick, dark, gone.
“Because this spot is... quiet,” she said.

Grace wanted to ask more.
But something in the woman’s voice told her not yet.
Not today.
“Do you want some bread?” Grace asked instead.

The woman studied her.
Those old eyes lingered on Grace’s bright green ones.
Something softened in her chest.
“Yes,” she whispered.

Grace handed the bread. The woman reached out, her fingers shook. Her hand barely held the weight. Grace stepped closer, afraid the woman would drop it.

And in that moment, as Grace stood beside her, as a cool breeze passed through the branches,
as a single petal drifted from the apple tree, the woman’s chair gave way. It snapped. A sharp crack. A cry. A fall. The woman hit the ground hard.
Grace gasped and kneeled beside her.
“I’m fine,” the woman muttered, though her breath trembled. But Grace’s heart pounded. Not just from shock. From something else, a whisper she did not understand. Because when the chair broke, when the woman fell, Grace saw the truth in a flash:

The fall wasn’t an accident. Something hidden had cracked open with that chair. Something the woman feared would be seen. Grace didn’t know what it was.
Not yet.

––––––––
[image: ]


She only knew one thing for certain: This meeting was not random.
It was the beginning of something deep and dark and necessary.
She helped the woman sit up. The woman looked at her with wide, startled eyes.

“You’re not like the others,” the woman said softly.
“You see too much.”
Grace swallowed.

Maybe she did.

Maybe that was the problem.

Or the gift.

She wasn’t sure yet.

But she knew this: Spring had only begun.
And the world around her was about to shift.
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CHAPTER 2 — SUMMER SECRETS
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Summer arrived quietly. The mornings grew brighter. The air felt warmer.
And Grace still walked the same road to school, her little steps brushing dust into the sunlight.
The old woman was always there. On the same broken chair.
In front of the same large house with roses climbing its walls like forgotten memories.
Grace said “Good morning,” and the old woman answered softly,
“Good morning, my love,” with that same strange smile.
A smile too warm for someone so unwanted. A smile too bright for someone so alone.
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But one morning, something changed. Grace heard a curtain move.
A sharp sound like someone pulling fabric too fast. She turned her head. A face watched her from behind the glass. Not angry. Not kind. Just... alert. It was the daughter-in-law. She pushed open the gate. Her steps were stiff, controlled, as if she were afraid of her own legs.
“Little girl,” she whispered.
“You shouldn’t talk to her.”
Grace blinked.
“Why not?”

[image: ]

––––––––
[image: ]


The daughter-in-law hesitated.
Her eyes moved to the old woman.
Then back to Grace.
Her voice dropped even lower.
“She isn’t just a sad grandmother sitting outside. She is outside because she must be. Because she cannot be trusted.” 

Grace felt a cold breeze move across her arms despite the heat.

“What did she do?” she asked.

The woman swallowed. Her face tightened. Not with anger, but fear.

“She once... hurt someone,” she said.
Her throat trembled.
“She hurt her own child.”
Grace’s breath caught.
“Why?”
“That,” the woman whispered, “is something no one knows. And something no one wants to ask.”

A long silence.
Only the buzzing of cicadas filled the space between them. The daughter-in-law stepped closer, lowering her voice to something that sounded almost like pleading.
“Be careful, child. Some people do not change. Some people only pretend.”

Grace looked at the old woman again.
The woman sat perfectly still. Hands folded. Eyes half-closed. As if she had heard everything. As if she heard everything, always.
Grace felt something tighten inside her chest; fear, confusion, and a sadness too big for her small body. She walked away.
She didn’t say “Good morning.” She didn’t look back.
That afternoon, instead of going home, she ran to the lake. The sunlight danced on the water like tiny mirrors. he frogs croaked in lazy rhythm.
Small fish flickered like silver secrets beneath the surface.
Grace knelt.
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“Little lake,” she whispered.
“Is it true? Can someone do something unforgivable and still... change?”
A tiny fish swam close, as if ready to answer. Grace leaned in. But then,  a shadow. A blur. A splash. A bigger fish shot up, snatched the tiny one, and disappeared into the deep.

Grace gasped. Her heart thumped hard, like a fist knocking inside her. The lake had answered. Not in words. In truth.
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The strong can swallow the weak. The dangerous can hide under calm surfaces.
The past can rise up without warning. Grace sat there for a long time, hugging her knees.
Her chest felt heavy. Her throat felt tight. Her world felt different.
The truth about the old woman had arrived like summer heat, sharp, sudden, impossible to ignore. And deep inside Grace, new questions began to bloom like dark flowers:

Can monsters look gentle?
Can a cruel person become kind?
And if they say they have changed... how do we know?
The lake said nothing more. The trees whispered softly. The sun finally sank. And Grace walked home, quiet, small, and forever changed.
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the mind stays up all night,
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