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Author's Note

 

These reflections are contemplative meditations inspired by the Christian faith. They are not presented as direct messages from God, nor as spiritual authority or divine revelation.

They are offered simply as quiet invitations to prayer, reflection, and a deeper awareness of God’s presence.

Soli Deo Gloria.

 




DEDICATION

 

O God, 
I give this book to You in love, 
trusting Your mercy to heal what only You can touch.

 




INTRODUCTION

 

Healing begins honestly, not with a life made impressive, but with a wound no longer left alone. This book opens where many souls have learned to keep pain orderly enough to survive: the ordinary day continues, the needed work is done, and one hidden place remains guarded from light. Yet Christ does not come to shame that guarded place into speech. He comes with mercy strong enough to tell the truth without violence, near enough to bind what fear had taught to hide, and holy enough to cleanse without pretending the wound was small. The pages ahead are shaped by that confidence: no sorrow is healed by being denied, no sin is cleansed by being managed, and no broken life is restored by learning better concealment. Healing is the Lord’s work before it is the sufferer’s courage.

Enter, then, with no need to sound whole or to hurry what mercy must touch. These meditations keep close to Scripture because only the God revealed there can bear the full weight of what needs mending. The movement is not away from grief into shallow brightness, but through mercy into Christ: His wounds, His blood, His risen life, His Spirit’s renewing breath, His light for the next faithful step, and His praise awakening where silence once had rule. The book asks for patient attention, not performance. It receives the weary, the ashamed, the wounded, and the newly strengthened under one clear hope: what is brought to Christ is not exposed for ruin, but gathered for redemption. Where He draws near, truth becomes safe enough to face, grace becomes strong enough to trust, and the life that could not heal itself is invited to begin again before God in hope.

 




CHAPTER I
The Wound Brought into Light

 

“He healeth the broken in heart, and bindeth up their wounds.” 
– Psalm 147:3

 




The Wound God Names


A wound can learn the order of an ordinary day,
rise before the kettle, answer when spoken to,
carry keys, fold clothes, finish the necessary work,
and still keep one place from being brought into light.

Shame calls that keeping wisdom, then calls it survival;
it teaches the hurt to speak only around itself,
so no one asks why the good bread tastes guarded,
or why rest feels like a door not safe to open.

Christ does not break in with the voice of accusation;
He comes by the mercy of wounds He still bears,
near enough to name what fear has kept unnamed,
gentle enough that truth need not arrive as violence.

What is brought before Him is not put on display;
it is set where pardon can reach the actual harm,
where the lie loses its right to define the wound,
and the hidden thing is known without being crowned.

Healing begins when hiding is no longer master,
when mercy stands closer than what memory kept,
and the place once protected from every living hand
is bound by the Lord who names in order to heal.

“He healeth the broken in heart, and bindeth up their wounds.”
– Psalm 147:3

 




Tears Kept in His Bottle


The sentence fails before it reaches another person,
and the tear lands where ordinary life goes on:
on the unpaid bill, the sleeve, the cooled cup,
the task still waiting as if nothing has happened.

Shame reaches quickly, wanting the evidence gone;
it calls the tear weakness, waste, inconvenient proof,
and teaches sorrow to dry itself before anyone sees
what has finally escaped the practiced answer.

God does not treat that small water as nothing;
Christ has stood at a grave and wept without sin,
then broken death where mourning seemed final,
so grief may come near Him without disguise.

The tear cannot buy mercy or make grace kinder;
it tells the truth the tongue could not carry,
and the Spirit gathers what falls before the Lord,
so sorrow is kept without being made a throne.

What the hand wipes away is not erased from God;
the wet face lifts slowly under remembered care,
and the life that could not explain its grief
is held where love records what pain could not say.

“Put thou my tears into thy bottle: are they not in thy book?”
– Psalm 56:8

 




Dust on the Potter’s Wheel


The wheel turns while the clay is still misshapen,
wet with the handling that refuses to discard it;
what could not hold its form keeps meeting the hand,
and the pressure that wounds its pride begins mercy.

The marred place is not hidden from the Potter;
it rises under His touch, collapses, is gathered again,
and every failed curve tells the truth plainly:
clay cannot heal itself by remembering the vessel.

Christ comes near to dust without despising dust,
bearing our frailty all the way through death,
so what lies ruined under the hand of God
is not worthless because it cannot praise itself.

The world sets smooth vessels where eyes can approve;
the Potter keeps working where no shelf applauds,
making room in weakness for a treasure too heavy
to be carried by strength proud of its own shape.

Let the wheel turn until self-defense grows quiet,
until the broken line becomes a place of receiving,
and the life remade under mercy’s patient hand
shows that the power belongs to God, not the clay.

“we are the clay, and thou our potter; and we all are the work of thy hand.”
– Isaiah 64:8
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