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About the author

“Lord, how often shall my brother sin against me, and I forgive him? Up to seven times?” Jesus answered: “I do not say to you, up to seven times, but up to seventy times seven.” — Matthew 18:21–22 

For J.

A warrior who held the line on the darkest night and saved my life.

My rock, my sanctuary, and the fiercest protector of my boys.

Everything I am, and everything I rebuild, stands on your strength.
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In the year 1867, a destitute homeless mother trod the ancient cobblestone streets of Paris, France upon a dreary, tempestuous rainy night with her two boys, 3 and 5. She had tried reaching the boys' father earlier, hoping he might take them in or offer some help, but he had spent the afternoon drowning himself in cheap rye whiskey and was in no condition to be found, let alone care for his sons. He wasn't an evil man—truth be told, he was a good, loving father to the boys. But their marriage had slowly unraveled under the weight of her own past. Haunted by a fractured, turbulent childhood, she had struggled to stay mentally steady, and over the years her unpredictable storms had broken his heart into pieces. Now, unable to bear the pain any longer, he sought solace at the bottom of a bottle, and often as did the mother. She pulled her thin shawl tight against the freezing rain and reached into her pocket, checking the few coins tucked safely inside. Earlier that afternoon, her mother had lent her just enough money to rent a small room for the night—barely enough to keep her and the two young boys warm and off the streets until morning. 

She suddenly stopped dead in her tracks.

Down the alleyway, three figures stood cloaked in black, their deep hoods obscuring their faces against the driving rain. Her heart seized—she recognized them instantly. She had spotted those exact same three shadows earlier that afternoon, lingering near her mother’s doorstep, watching closely as the money was pressed into her hand and scouting her and the boys.

Most people in her life dismissed her sharp eyes as madness. They called her crazy, whispered behind her back, and mocked the way her mind latched onto subtle patterns, tiny shifts in crowds, and things ordinary eyes failed to register. They didn't understand that her condition wasn't a defect; it was a keen, hyper-observant intelligence. She wasn't imagining things, and she wasn't being paranoid. These three were a real, dangerous threat, and they had followed her right into the dark.

She squeezed her children's small hands tightly in hers, pulling them closer against the chill. "Boys, I love you," she whispered softly, her voice steady despite the tremor in her chest. She looked down, her fingers grazing the worn silver cross hanging from her neck, silently finding whatever strength it could offer.

Footsteps splashed heavy and deliberate in the puddles behind them. The three figures closed the distance fast, looming over them in the narrow lane.

Then came a sharp, metallic sound cutting through the rain—a distinct click.

She knew that sound immediately: the hammer of a revolver being drawn back.

Without turning around, she kept her voice calm and even. "Please," she said into the dark air. "I have my boys with me."

A low, raspy voice answered from beneath one of the black hoods. "Just keep walking along."

Her heart hammered against her ribs, but she didn't falter. She and the boys kept moving forward into the night, one measured step after another over the wet stones. Behind them, the tension broke; the three figures stopped, stepped slowly back into the shadows of the alley, and turned around, disappearing into the dark as quietly as they had come.
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Several years passed, turning seasons into memories, and the mother eventually left Paris behind, returning across the channel to the fog-draped streets of London to be near her own mother once more. Seven long years drifted past—marked by another failed marriage, a broken engagement, and the quiet ache of solitude. Her two boys grew tall beside her, their small hands maturing, but the quiet haven they sought was shattered when an unthinkable trauma struck.

In the heavy quiet that followed, the ancient words of the gospel echoed through her mind like a church bell in the mist:


“Lord, how often shall my brother sin against me, and I forgive him? Up to seven times?”

Jesus answered: “I do not say to you, up to seven times, but up to seventy times seven.”

— Matthew 18:21–22


She did not yet realize how severely that measure would be tested.

It was an act of cruel betrayal committed by one of her very own blood—a family member whose name she could scarcely bear to utter. Though in her wounded, faithful soul she offered forgiveness to the one who had wronged her, her mind simply could not accept the horror of what had occurred. She retreated into a fortress of denial, unable to process or face the reality that such malice had touched her life

To silence the agony, she turned to the bottle, drinking relentlessly until the spirits ruled her days. A profound sorrow settled over her home; her sons watched in quiet heartbreak as the vibrant mother they loved slipped further away into a haze she could not escape.

Her body began to revolt against the poison. In time, violent seizures racked her frame. A London physician examined her, gravely warning that dangerous fluids and swelling pressed upon her brain, but she turned away, entirely indifferent. When agony flared in her abdomen and pancreatitis took hold, she offered no protest and sought no remedy. Life had lost its tether. She had forgiven the trespasser, yet the shattering reality of the betrayal left her heart hollowed beyond repair.

Despair finally peaked on a cold afternoon. Consumed by the intolerable noise of her broken ujmind, she made a desperate, willful choice: she threw herself directly beneath the churning wheels of an oncoming carriage. The iron-shod hoof of a terrified draught horse came down heavily against her skull.

Yet, by some agonizing decree of fate, she survived. With time, the violent pressure within her skull eased, leaving her spirit scarred but unbroken as she rose from the wreckage 

The harrowing incident laid bare the depths of her unraveling, and it was rightfully decided that she was in no state to protect her sons. With heavy hearts, the authorities sent the boys back across the sea to their father, who was ready to shelter them from the storm that had consumed their mother.

For years that followed, the mother wandered through life lost, numb, and broken-hearted. Even with forgiveness lingering in her prayers, she remained imprisoned in disbelief, forever unable to reconcile the love she held with the betrayal that had undone her
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Even after surviving the carriage and losing the daily presence of her boys, her mind remained an open wound. The sheer horror of the trauma took root deep within her nervous system, giving rise to an affliction that few in those days had the words or empathy to understand.

Without warning, violent flashbacks would seize her, dragging her backward into terror as if the betrayal were unfolding all over again right before her eyes. Nightfall brought no sanctuary; relentless nightmares plagued her sleep, tearing her awake in cold sweats with a racing heart.

At times, the anguish grew too crushing to bear, and she would slip into deep, silent dissociation. She would sit motionless, her eyes glassy and unseeing, wandering an internal realm while the bustling life around her faded away completely.

People on the London streets and in local parlors offered little grace. Unable to fathom an unseen injury of the soul, they whispered behind her back and openly mocked her tremors, her distant stares, and her sudden starts. They branded her strange, broken, and unstable, entirely blind to the quiet war of endurance she fought just to draw each breath.
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A few more years slipped quietly past in the gray haze of London. Though she still poured spirits into her glass, seeking numbness in the bottom of a bottle, the heavy gloom around her family began to lift when a gentle, steadfast man entered her mother’s life. Watching her mother find genuine joy and peace in his presence stirred something long dormant in her own spirit.

Before long, this man became her stepfather, and through his living example, her eyes were truly opened.

She had always believed, carrying a quiet spark of faith and extending boundless grace and forgiveness—a rare virtue instilled in her years ago by her grandmother. Yet she had never understood the profound depths of Jesus Christ, nor did she know how to reach the absolute, unshakable Truth of His Word. She had always strived to do the honorable thing, no matter the cost; once, long ago in Paris, a smooth-talking, sharp-eyed gambler had observed her strict integrity
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