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    To those who grieve.
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Chapter One
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Once upon a time,there lived a boy called Jack Morrison. Jack was an intelligent and lively boy. He was always jolly and jumping about with his best friend Matt. His teacher found him to be a handful. One day, Jack’s best friend Matt, fell sick and died.

Jack was confused. Why did Matt have to die? He asked himself. At the funeral, wearing his dark trench coat, his dad by his side, he listened as the parish priest, old man Wicker the kids called him, saying the last words.

Jack being young did not understand all that the priest said. His dad squeezed his hand when the priest finished. Jack could see Matt’s mom weeping and felt the tears running down his face. You see, Matt was the only friend Jack had. His mom had stayed at Matt’s house to help with the cooking for the visitors. Jack couldn’t understand grown-ups sometimes. His friend was dead and they were sharing pastries and drinks. He held Matt’s favourite toy in his hand, a helicopter. Matt had wanted to be a pilot. Jack asked his dad why Matt died and all his dad said was that it was God’s will. Jack didn’t agree, but he never told his dad that. He knew grownups didn’t like to be told they were wrong.

Jack and his family prayed every night and yet he did not understand why kids had to die. He made his mind to ask his mom at dinner.
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Chapter Two
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It was dusk when Jack and his father got home. They had gone to Matt’s house and stayed there for some time. He went round the rooms, glancing at some of the old photos of Matt. That had made him cry more and his dad had to take him home. They were seated at the dinner table, enjoying rice and vegetable stew. His dad cleared his throat, meaning they had to say the grace.

“Can I say the grace today?” Jack asked, looking at his mom and dad. They both looked at each other amused and nodded.  Jack began to pray.

“Our father in heaven, we thank you for this day. We thank you for the meal you have provided us. I ask that you help poor Mrs. Hetty, she will be alone now that Matt is gone. I wish you hadn’t taken him away, but my dad says you work in mysterious ways so I won’t complain. Maybe you will make me understand someday. This I ask in the name of Jesus Our Lord. Amen.”

Jack finished and opened his eyes. His parents were staring at him with a strange look on their faces. 

“Is everything alright, mom?” Jack asked, putting his napkin across his lap. His mom exchanged a look with his dad and smiled.

“Not at all, Jack. We are glad that you are taking it well.” His mom said squeezing his hand. Jack noticed all this quietly but said nothing. Jack had learnt the hard way  never to mention certain things to grown ups. He didn’t need anyone to tell him that his prayer had affected his parents. What Jack did not know was that it was not only his parents, but far far away from where they were, someone had heard his prayer and his life was about to change.
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Chapter Three
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“Be a good boy, ok.” Jack’s mom kissed his cheeks as she walked him to the school bus. Some of the school children snickered when they saw Jack with his mom. Jack didn’t want to hurt his mom’s feelings by telling her he was too old for her hugs and kisses. 

“Good morning, Mr Thomas.” Jack said to the bus driver as he entered the school bus. The driver flashed him a wide grin and waved at Jack’s mom. Grown men were always polite and extra nice to his mom. He didn’t know why, but he guessed his mom’s pastries were the reason. His dad never walked him to school.

Jack sat in the back away from the prying eyes of George, the class bully. He knew George always called him Mama’s boy, but he didn’t care. His mom waved at him as the bus drove away. He always loved Mondays. They had science on Mondays with Mr. Jeffrey Smith. He felt bad that he wouldn’t be in today. Mrs. Hodgeson, their headmistress had informed them last week that their science teacher had caught a rather nasty bug. Jack hoped he would like the new teacher. He was fond of Mr. Smith. 

When Jack got to the St. Mary’s Day school, the school bell was ringing for the start of classes. He got down from the bus and rushed to his class, bypassing other students who were also in a haste to get to their classes. No one wanted to be late and answer questions in front of the class. When he entered the class, the first thing he noticed was the absence of Matt’s desk. He sniffed back the tears that were threatening to spill out. George was making faces at him. He shook his head. He wouldn’t look weak in front of George. Matt always defended him from the bullies, especially George. He didn’t know if it was because he was different. When he asked his dad if it was because of his skin colour. His dad told him it was a birth defect and he shouldn’t worry too much about. It was just kids being mean. He heard the word albino, but said nothing. His dad had told him never to fight at school. Jack clenched his fist and took a deep breath. He made his mind to reply back  George but was silenced as their door opened and the new teacher entered.

Everyone in the room went silent.  She came to stand in front of the class, tipped her spectacles downwards and gazed at each of them, her gaze lingering on Jack. Jack was used to people staring at him everywhere he went. 

“Well, well. What do we have here? I’m to be your new teacher for this week.” The new teacher said, cradling some stack of books in her armpits. She circled to her desk and dumped them on her
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