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DEDICATION

For the families built through grace, not biology—

the mothers and fathers who chose to love beyond blood,

and the children who bloom in the warmth of that love.

This story is for you.

Because hope doesn’t always arrive the way we expect—

but it always finds a way to grow.

With heartfelt thanks,

—Susie Clifft Smith

Dear Reader,

Thank you for joining Katie and Carson on their journey from heartbreak to healing, from letting go to starting again. Hope in Bloom is a story close to my heart—a quiet reminder that sometimes, the deepest blessings come after the longest waits.

As with Grace in Bloom and Mercy in Bloom, this story was written to reflect the gentle way God works in our lives: not always with fireworks, but often with faithful nudges, whispered promises, and second chances that come wrapped in unexpected packages.

If you’ve ever walked through a season of silence, sorrow, or starting over, I hope this book offered you comfort—and a renewed sense of hope.

There is beauty in blooming late.

There is mercy in new beginnings.

And there is always room for love to grow.

With gratitude and faith,

Susie Clifft Smith
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​PART I
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Broken Dreams
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​Chapter 1
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Empty Rooms, Quiet Tears

The nursery was still painted a soft dove gray, though no child had ever slept there.

Katie sat on the floor beside the empty crib, her back resting against the wall, knees drawn to her chest. The sunlight slipped through sheer curtains and painted long rectangles across the carpet—soft and quiet, like everything in the house had learned to whisper.

She closed her eyes, willing the tears to wait. They’d come often over the last two years, sometimes without warning. Sometimes in the cereal aisle. Sometimes in church, when the pastor mentioned children. Sometimes at night when Carson had already drifted off to sleep, and she lay staring at the ceiling, heart aching with the shape of something missing.

Four years ago, when she and Carson got married, they’d picked this room together. He’d held up color swatches, she’d clipped pages from magazines, and they’d laughed over what to name a little girl who didn’t exist yet. They were so full of belief then. That children would follow. That love would be enough.

But after the first year—nothing.

They’d gone to a fertility specialist. Katie still remembered the crinkle of the paper gown, the sterile scent of the clinic, and the hopeful lilt in Carson’s voice when he said, "We’ll figure this out." He’d held her hand while they waited on test results.

Oligospermia. The doctor had spoken the word like a challenge they could beat. The issue was Carson’s low sperm count, traced back to a varicocele. A minor surgery, the doctor had said. Routine.

They had prayed, cried, and clung to each other. And they had hoped.

But the surgery had changed nothing.

After that came the talk of IVF. In-vitro fertilization. A path paved with high costs and low guarantees. Their insurance didn’t cover it. Katie ran the numbers one night after dinner—IVF could cost anywhere from $13,000 to over $80,000. They’d scraped together enough for a small house—but IVF? That felt impossible.

When they decided against the procedure, something inside Carson began to dim.

She saw it every time he turned away in bed, or when he stared too long at a father playing with his son at the park. It was like the future they had imagined had cracked in his hands, and he didn’t know how to hold the pieces together.

Four months later, he asked for space.

No fights. No slammed doors. Just a quiet surrender.

“I think you deserve more than I can give,” he’d whispered.

Katie didn’t say anything. Couldn’t. Her voice had been lost somewhere between disbelief and devastation.

He left that evening with a duffel bag and her heart.
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The room was quiet now.

Katie looked up at the ceiling and wondered if God had heard her prayers—or worse, if He had and had said no. Maybe it was because she hadn’t been faithful enough. She’d stopped going to church when it hurt too much to sit beside women cradling newborns. Maybe all her doubts, all the angry thoughts she never dared speak aloud, had closed heaven’s door. Maybe she’d fallen too short to be worthy of a yes.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand.

A message. Then a knock at the door.

Katie stood slowly, brushing dust from her leggings. When she opened the front door, a man in a courier uniform handed her an envelope.

He didn’t say much—just confirmed her name, asked for a quick signature, and then walked back down the steps with a polite nod. The envelope felt heavier than it should have, even though it was just a few sheets of paper sealed inside. Her name and address were typed neatly on the label, but what caught her eye was the return address in the upper left corner.

A law office.

Katie stood there in the open doorway, fingers tightening around the envelope. She didn’t need to open it to know what it was—not for sure—but something deep in her chest clenched. She’d been waiting for this without knowing she was waiting. A quiet dread that had sat with her at the dinner table, followed her into bed, and watched her pray from the corner of the room.

She closed the door slowly, the click of the latch sounding final. In the kitchen, her hand trembled as she placed the envelope on the counter, beside the unopened mail and a half-finished cup of tea gone cold.

She stared at it for a long moment. Then whispered, “God, is this Your answer?”

Because part of her had still been hoping. For a call. A change of heart. A miracle. But now the envelope sat there like a period at the end of a sentence she hadn’t wanted to finish.

She wasn’t ready.

She didn’t want a new life. She wanted hers back.

She wanted Carson back.

Every morning since he left, she woke up and checked her phone for messages. None came. But still, she hoped. She left the front porch light on longer than she should. She baked his favorite banana bread and froze half, just in case.

Hope was irrational. But it was stubborn.

She moved to the kitchen, where a vase of irises sat wilting by the window. She didn’t remember buying them—probably a grocery store impulse. The petals curled at the edges now, fading from their rich violet into something softer, bruised with time.

Katie reached for one and ran her thumb over a drooping bloom.

They were still beautiful. Even in decline.

She whispered a prayer as she poured a glass of water and refreshed the vase.

Lord, if there’s still something left... show me.

Outside, the wind stirred the trees. Inside, something stirred in her too.

Something like hope.
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Fault Lines

There had been no shouting, no dramatic goodbye—just a quiet fracture that started in whispers and ended in distance.

Katie could still remember the exact moment she felt the shift.

It was late—nearly midnight—and she had woken to find Carson sitting on the edge of their bed, elbows on his knees, head bowed low. The glow of the streetlight filtered in through the blinds, painting long lines across his bare back. He looked like a man who had lost something he couldn’t name.

“Can’t sleep?” she had asked gently.

He didn’t answer right away.

“I’m tired,” he finally said, his voice rough.

She reached for him, resting her hand on his shoulder. “Then come back to bed.”

“I’m tired,” he repeated, “but not just from the day.”

He never said it outright, but that night was the beginning of the end.

Carson started coming home later. He worked longer shifts, claimed the office needed him. He skipped dinner more often. Some evenings he came home with fast food wrappers in the truck and didn’t even pretend he hadn’t eaten already.

Katie tried to pretend too—that they were just going through a hard season. That one day he’d surprise her with flowers and a smile and say he missed her.

But flowers didn’t come.

And neither did the smile.

She asked once if he’d be open to counseling. He’d nodded but never followed through. The empty promises stretched between them like bridges half built.

One day, she found him sitting in the nursery—knees drawn to his chest, his eyes on the crib they had assembled together. She stood in the doorway, unsure whether to speak. He didn’t notice her at first.

When he did, he only said, “I’m sorry.”

For what? She didn’t ask. Because she already knew.
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A week later, he said he needed space.

Katie had watched him pack a bag. Neatly. Methodically. Like he was leaving for a business trip, not walking away from their life.

“I don’t know how to be the man you need,” he had said, not meeting her eyes. His voice was low, like he was already halfway gone. “You deserve... a man that’s not broken—but whole. You deserve the future we both dreamed of, that I can never give you.”

Katie’s throat tightened. The words she’d kept buried rose too fast to hold back.

“And you think I don’t want that future with you?” she whispered, her voice breaking like a branch in winter. “Even now?”

He flinched. Not at her words—but at the truth in them.

Still, he didn’t reach for her. He didn’t take her hand or offer anything to hold onto. The silence stretched like a chasm between them. For a second, she thought maybe he’d change his mind, maybe he’d look up and see her—really see her—and stay.

But he didn’t.

He turned, shoulders stiff with guilt or fear—she couldn’t tell which—and walked out the door. No final word. No backward glance. Just the sound of his boots on the porch steps, and then... nothing.

Katie stood in the echo of his leaving, the air around her heavy with everything left unsaid.

The house had felt bigger after he departed. Not quieter—Katie had always loved quiet—but emptier, like the walls no longer held the same stories.

She started spending more time in the garden. Digging. Weeding. Pulling up the dead things.

It was spring, but everything inside her still felt like winter.
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One afternoon, as she sat beneath the back porch awning with a mug of tea and her Bible unopened in her lap, her neighbor Mrs. Elkins peeked over the fence.

“Can I bring you some iris bulbs?” she asked. “They’re taking over my side yard.”

Katie blinked. “I... sure.”

An hour later, a small paper bag showed up on her doorstep. Inside were six bulbs, a note written in Mrs. Elkins’ tidy cursive:

“For the corner of your garden. They bloom later, but when they do—they’re always worth the wait.”

Katie planted them near the birdbath, not expecting much.

Still, she watered them.

Because something in her wasn’t ready to stop hoping.
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Carson called once in those early weeks.

She didn’t answer.

Not because she was angry—but because she was afraid
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