

Preface

I did not write these pages to tell a strange story, nor to convince anyone of anything. I wrote them because I myself lived through an experience that left such a deep mark within me that I could no longer keep it to myself.

For seventeen years, I lived with a heart rhythm disorder. They were long years marked by anxiety and exhaustion, and the illness became part of my daily life, my work, my prayers, and even the way I looked at the future. Between doctors, treatments, medical examinations, and an operation that nearly cost me my life, I kept searching for a door to hope, even if only a small opening.

At a moment when I least expected it, Saint Charbel entered my home through a small statue that my son had brought from Lebanon. Strangely enough, I had never felt particularly close to this saint. On the contrary, I had viewed some of the stories told about him with a certain reserve, especially the exaggerations that were sometimes repeated. Yet what happened afterwards changed something profoundly within me.

After a simple prayer, an anointing with oil, and an intercession that I asked for with a sincere heart, something happened that I had never expected. A sudden and complete healing, one for which the doctors in Sweden could offer no clear medical explanation. Yet it left within me a deep certainty that God does not abandon human beings in their suffering, even when everything seems silent. And just as there will one day come a moment when the heart ceases to beat, as happens to every living creature on this earth, the human person still remains in need of something beyond the body, of hope, faith, and the meaning that God gives to life.

It was there that the idea for this book was born. It brings together my own personal experience with a simplified and concise account of the life of Saint Charbel. It draws upon a number of spiritual and historical sources and references concerning his life, his spiritual message, and the testimonies and miracles associated with his intercession.

I did not wish to write only about miracles, but about the man who lived behind them. About a monk who chose silence, hiddenness, and prayer, and whose life eventually reached far beyond the borders of Lebanon into the hearts of millions of people. The more deeply I immersed myself in his life, the more I discovered that the secret of his strength was not found in being seen, but in his profound union with God.

I do not write this testimony as an alternative to medicine, nor as an invitation to neglect treatment or medical care. I write it with gratitude, as someone who walked the medical path for many years and who, at a certain moment, experienced a grace that changed life itself. For this reason, these pages are not an attempt to prove anything, but a testimony of hope.

I am also aware that some believers do not share the belief in the intercession of saints or understand it differently. What I share here is not an attempt to impose any conviction upon anyone, but the testimony of a person who, in his weakness, encountered God’s presence, mercy, and hope.

My experience has taught me that God sometimes works in a silence we do not understand; that waiting does not always mean absence; and that what appears to us as a closed door may be opened by God at a moment we never expected. I have also come to understand that a true saint never takes the place of God, but leads people towards Him. He does not hide grace, but points to its source.

The reader is invited to draw their own conclusions from the events described in these pages.

Pierre
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CHAPTER 1
 THE JOURNEY TO HEALING






Seventeen Years of Waiting

I do not know whether I should call it an illness or a heavy guest, because it remained in my life for so long that I almost became accustomed to its presence within me, much as a person grows used to the sound of an old clock in a house where they have lived for many years.

At first, the ticking of its hands disturbs you. But with time, you no longer hear it, not because the clock has stopped, but because you have learned to live with its presence.

That was how it was with my heart.

Since 2002, I had been suffering from ventricular extrasystoles, in other words, irregular heartbeats. At first, I did not fully understand what was happening inside my chest. Sometimes I would feel a strong beat, then an irregularity, followed by a quicker rhythm, then a brief calm, a sensation of a short pause, and suddenly everything would start again. It was like the sea, appearing calm from a distance, while deep beneath the surface a current never ceased to move.

At that time, I was living in Syria. I visited many doctors and kept hearing the same sentences repeated in different forms:

”The condition is not dangerous, but it is troublesome.”

”The condition requires monitoring, but there is no need for panic.”

”The condition can be difficult to live with and should not be ignored.”

”The condition may progress and requires treatment.”

How difficult it is when medicine tells you that what you suffer from is not fatal, yet at the same time offers no peace with which to live.

For those who are ill, it is often not the fear of death that is most exhausting, but living every day with only half of one’s sense of security left. That was exactly what I experienced.

It followed me constantly, close to my breathing, present in my daily life, my work, my sleep, and even my prayers. Little by little, it began to feel as though it were part of me, although I never truly accepted it.

As the years passed, I nevertheless learned to continue living. I went to work, sat with my family, carried responsibilities, smiled, spoke, and appeared normal in the eyes of many people. Yet inside me something was not right. My heart, which should have been a source of reassurance, had at times become a silent burden that no one could see.

After moving to Sweden, I resumed medical follow-ups with doctors. Deep inside, I hoped that time might have changed something, or that more advanced medicine might offer a different answer, perhaps a treatment that would finally bring this long story to an end, a story that had already lasted far longer than it should have.

Yet the conclusions were much the same as those I had heard before in Syria:

“The condition is not life-threatening, but it requires treatment.”

“The condition is not insignificant, as it may worsen over time.”

And so, another chapter of follow-ups began. But the illness did not leave my life. It remained there, waiting, as though it knew that another encounter still lay ahead.

At the beginning of August 2017, things were no longer the same. It was no longer merely discomfort that I endured while telling myself, it will pass. I began to feel that the condition was truly worsening. The fatigue became more noticeable, the disturbing beats more frequent, and the weight of the rhythm disturbance more persistent and harder to bear.

My heart was no longer sending occasional signals. It had begun to reveal its exhaustion in a way that could no longer be ignored.

The doctors suggested starting medication to help regulate the rhythm and reduce the force of the extra beats. I agreed, as anyone would when trying to hold on to every door that might open towards relief.

I began the treatment and waited.

Day after day.

Week after week.

Month after month.

I listened carefully to my body, searching for a change, an improvement, a moment of calm, any sign that might give me hope and allow me to continue with confidence.

But none of that happened.

I remained on the treatment for almost a full year without any real improvement. It was not merely that the treatment failed; the condition gradually worsened. The number of irregular heartbeats exceeded the normal limit by more than eighty times and, on certain days, reached almost twenty-four thousand extra beats outside the heart’s normal rhythm.

My heart was living in chaos that refused to become still, like a machine that had lost its rhythm, while the doctors still could not find an explanation capable of stopping this ongoing decline.

Thousands of extra beats each day are not merely numbers written in a medical report. They become a weariness spread across every hour of the day, an exhaustion that slowly enters both body and soul, and an anxiety that falls asleep with you and awakens within you every morning.

At that point, the doctors spoke clearly:

“Medication is no longer sufficient.”

“You need medical intervention.”

I remember that period very clearly.

I was not psychologically broken, as some might imagine. On the contrary, I felt that the Lord was carrying me quietly. I did not withdraw from my work, isolate myself from people, or allow the illness to consume who I was. I continued to fulfil my responsibilities both within my family and in my work.

Within myself, I kept saying:

“Thanks be to God in all circumstances.”

This is not merely a phrase that believers repeat in difficult times. Sometimes such words become a spiritual rope that prevents a person from falling inwardly.

Yet between patience and surrender stood a difficult reality that could not be denied:

My heart was exhausted.

My life had entered a delicate stage.

And the doctors began proposing a specialised procedure, namely catheter ablation of the heart.

The following is a direct extract from a medical report issued by a physician at Karolinska University Hospital in Stockholm.


[image: ]

Current condition: Significant heart rhythm disturbance with associated symptoms



[image: ]

Assessment: The condition requires medical intervention and specialised treatment.


The doctors explained to me that it was a relatively simple procedure, with a success rate of ninety-eight per cent, and that in my case it would take no more than one or two hours. At such moments, a person clings to numbers as though they were lifelines.

Ninety-eight per cent no longer appears to be merely a statistic. It becomes an unspoken promise of safety, a window opening towards peace.

The procedure took place in mid-April 2019 at Karolinska University Hospital, and the physician who performed it was Dr. O. S.

I informed my family and my siblings who were living in Sweden, but I gently asked them not to tell anyone yet. I did not want to worry anyone, especially my father and mother, who were thousands of kilometres away from me.

There are sorrows that people choose to carry in silence, not because they are easy, but because they do not wish to distribute them among the hearts of those they love.

I entered the operating room carrying that strange mixture of quiet fear and silent hope.

Within myself, I kept saying that everything would pass, that in a few hours I would leave the hospital and begin a new chapter of rest.

But the hours passed… and I did not come out.

Instead of lasting one or two hours, as I had been told
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