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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, 
with love I offer this book to You, 
whose mercy anoints the wounded and makes them whole in Christ.

 




INTRODUCTION

 

A wounded life often learns to survive by narrowing itself: telling less, asking less, bracing before tenderness can reach it. These pages open in that narrowed place, not to hurry it into confidence or to dress pain in brighter words, but to bring it before Christ, where mercy is strong enough to come near without roughness and truth is kind enough to name what has happened. Healing begins here as a holy nearness, patient with weakness, honest about harm, and unwilling to let suffering become the final interpreter of the life God still holds. The first welcome is therefore gentle, but not shallow; it makes room for the wound without giving the wound the throne.

What follows is not a method for managing sorrow, nor a polished account of recovery. It is a movement of grace through the whole person: memory, fear, desire, weakness, tears, obedience, joy, service, and belonging, each brought under the mercy of Christ until the wounded life is no longer left alone with what wounded it. The Spirit does not make healing small; He carries it deeper than relief, through truth that cleanses, strength that remains, gladness that does not lie, and love that finally makes mercy shareable. This book is best entered slowly, with the guarded places allowed to be honest and the tired places allowed to receive, because grace often begins its truest work where performance has ended at last. Its promise is not that pain will be made unreal, but that pain will lose its right to rule where Christ has drawn near. Under His keeping, the life once taught to protect itself may begin to breathe again, to trust, to serve, and to become whole before God.

 




CHAPTER I
Oil of Tenderness

 

“A bruised reed shall he not break, and the smoking flax shall he not quench: he shall bring forth judgment unto truth.”
– Isaiah 42:3

 




Where the Pain Begins to Breathe


The hurt is carried into the quiet still covered,
not opened for eyes that cannot heal what they see;
it rests before Christ without defense or proof,
and the strained breath is allowed to be small.

No rebuke comes near the place that cannot rise;
the Spirit keeps its fear from becoming lord,
and mercy draws close without pressing for trust,
until the wounded life stops bracing for harm.

What hid beneath anger begins to lose its work;
shame stands where light can touch it without contempt,
and the old alarm, trained by pain to answer first,
meets kindness that does not turn rough at the edge.

Nothing true is erased to make healing easier;
the wrong remains named beneath the cross of Christ,
yet blood that was shed for sinners speaks deeper
than the wound that taught memory how to rule.

So breath returns where fear had held the door;
not forced, not hurried, not made to perform peace,
but gathered under tenderness strong enough to heal,
until pain no longer owns the life it entered.

“A bruised reed shall he not break, and the smoking flax shall he not quench”
– Isaiah 42:3

 




The Touch That Does Not Bruise


The wound lies open on the folded cloth,
not offered to curious eyes, not hidden again;
the hand that comes near must lose its haste,
or tenderness itself will become another injury.

Christ does not hurry what fear has made guarded;
His mercy waits where the first flinch rises,
and the Spirit keeps pressure from turning cruel,
so the exposed place is touched without being claimed.

Shame has stood there like a tired watchman,
ready to cover the bruise before light can reach it;
but truth comes clean, not hard, and stays close
until the old defense has nothing left to prove.

Bitterness lowers the blade it borrowed from pain;
anger, no longer needed as the only shield,
falls quiet beneath a care strong enough to guard
what roughness once taught the wounded to protect.

The covering settles without hiding what is true;
peace enters because mercy has not mishandled it,
and the life that expected harm from every nearness
receives Christ’s touch and is not bruised again.

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

 




The Balm in the Silence


The last explanation fails on the half-spoken word,
and the quiet does not turn away from the grief;
the chair, the cup, the closed door remain still,
while Christ receives what speech could not carry.

No answer is forced into the emptied mouth;
the Spirit keeps silence from becoming absence,
and peace comes near without asking pain
to make itself clear before mercy can stay.

The noise that kept sorting blame and loss
begins to lose its command in the waiting;
thought loosens its hard grip on every wound,
and the unsaid thing is no longer left alone.

This quiet is not refusal, not a colder mercy;
it is healing held close where words ran out,
a balm laid where argument had made pain raw,
until rest becomes obedience under grace.

Speech will return when peace has done its work,
not sharper from defense, but cleaner from trust;
for now the silent life is kept before Christ,
and strength gathers where stillness stayed.

“in quietness and in confidence shall be your strength:”
– Isaiah 30:15
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