

    
        
          Forgiveness is Better

        

        
        
          Henco White

        

        
          Published by Urban Publishing, 2025.

        

    



forgiveness

is better

henco white

A testament to the enduring power of family,

even when faced with the most profound trials

​

Forgivess is Better © 2025 Henco White All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means,

electronic or mechanical including photocopy or recording or any information storage and

retrievable system or otherwise, without written permission from the publisher.

Cover design: Urban Publishing Design Team

Editing: Urban Publishing Editorial Team

Published in 2025 by Urban Publishing

Printed in South Africa

ISBN: 978-1-83489-021-0

For more information:

Email: service@urbanpublishing.org.za

www.urbanpublishing.co.za

[image: Urban_Printing_Logo.png]
[image: Official_Urban_Logo_transparent.png]
​

forgiveness 

is better

henco white


  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      FORGIVENESS IS BETTER

    

    
      First edition. July 1, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Henco White.

    

    
    
      Written by Henco White.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Copyright Page

CHAPTER 1 | THE SHADOW OF THE PASTA DISTANT ECHO

THE UNBREAKABLE BOND

THE UNFORGIVEN WOUND

A BROKEN PROMISE

THE FIRST CRACKS

CHAPTER 2 | THE WEIGHT OF SECRETSWHISPERS OF THE PAST

THE UNTOLD STORY

THE BURDEN OF FORGIVENESS

A FATHER’S PLEA

THE FAMILY DIVIDE

CHAPTER 3 | THE TURNING POINT UNFORSEEN CIRCUMSTANCES

THE SEEDS OF REGRET

A GLIMPSE OF HOPE

THE BRIDGE OF UNDERSTANDING

A STEP TOWWARDS HEALING

CHAPTER 4 | THE SHADOW OF LOSS A DEVASTSTING BLOW

THE UNFINISHED BUSINESS

THE LEGACY OF REGRET

THE PAIN OF SEPARATION

FINDING PEACE IN ACCEPTANCE

CHAPTER 5 | THE WEIGHT OF MEMORIES THE GATHERING OF MEMORIES

THE UNSEEN BONDS

THE UNFINISHED CONVERSATION

THE LEGACY OF LOVE

THE BRIDGE OF FORGIVENESS

CHAPTER 6 | THE POWER OF FORGIVENESS A PATH OF HEALING

THE UNSPOKEN WORDS

THE GIFT OF ACCEPTANCE

THE JOURNEY OF RECONILIATION

THE STRENGTH OF UNITY

CHAPTER 7 | THE WEIGHT OF EXPECTATIONS THE BURDEN OF THE PAST

THE IMPORTANCE OF COMMUNICATION

THE SCARS OF GRIEF

A NEW BEGINNING

THE HEALING POWER OF TIME

CHAPTER 8 | A LEGACY OF LOVE THE LASTING IMPACT

THE POWER OF FORGIVENESS

THE UMBREAKABLE BOND

THE CIRCLE OF LIFE

THE JOURNEY OF FORGIVENESS CONTINUES

CHAPTER 9 | THE UNFINISHED STORY A STORY OF LOSS

THE QUEST FOR TRUTH

THE UNSEEN CONNECTIONS

THE WEIGHT OF DISCLOSURE

THE IMPORTANCE OF UNDERSTANDING

CHAPTER 10

THE ACCEPTANCE OF LOSS

THE POWER OF FAMILY

THE ENDURING LEGACY

THE CYCLE CONTINUES

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

APPENDIX

The Psychology of Forgiveness:

Support Organizations for Families in Grief:

Online Forums and Communities:

GLOSSARY

Resentment:

Forgiveness:

Reconciliation:

Closure:

Acceptance:

REFERENCES

by Fred Luskin | “The Gift of Forgiveness:

by Robert Enright | “On Death and Dying”

AUTHOR BIOGRAPHY

About the Author

About the Publisher

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 1

THE SHADOW OF THE PASTA DISTANT ECHO
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The air hung heavy with unspoken words as Ethan sat across from his father, Mark, at the worn oak table in their family kitchen. The silence stretched, a taut thread that threatened to snap under the weight of his coffee mug, avoiding his father’s weary eyes.

Mark cleared his throat, the sound echoing in the quiet room, and Ethan’s heart clenched. “Ethan, we need to talk.”

Ethan’s fingers tightened around the mug, the warmth of the the coffee a stark contrast to the chill that settled in his stomach. “There’s nothing to talk about, Dad.”

Mark’s shoulders slumped; his gaze heavy with the weight of unspoken emotions. “It’s not like it used to be, is it?” He said, his voice a low rumble. 

Ethan’s gaze finally met his father’s, a flicker of something akin to pain crossing his face. The years had etched lines around his father’s eyes, lines that mirrored the cracks in their fractured relationship.

“It’s been a long time,” Ethan said, his voice a mere whisper. The words tasted bitter on his tongue, a reminder of the distance that had grown between them, a chasm that seemed insurmountable.

The air throbbed with unspoken resentments, a symphony of past hurts and unvoiced apologies. Ethan’s heart ached with the memory of a bond once so strong, a connection that had shattered by an event he couldn’t seem to forgive. 

“I don’t know what to do, Ethan,” Mark said, his voice laced with desperation. “I just want things to be alright again.”

Ethan’s chest constricted at his father’s plea, a silent scream echoing within him. The words he longed to say, the accusations and accusations that burned in his throat, remained trapped, choking him from within. He couldn’t bring himself to expose the wound that festered beneath his anger, the secret that fuelled his resentment.

He couldn’t tell his father about the night he had heard his voice, a voice that had once been a source of comfort, a voice that had now become the symbol of betrayal. He couldn’t relive the crushing weight of that night, the night that had shattered his trust and left him with a wound he thought would never heal.

“It’s not that simple,” Ethan said, his voice strained. His father’s pain, etched deep in his eyes, intensified the turmoil within him, fuelling the fire that raged within his heart. 

He looked away, his gaze drawn to the faded wallpaper that adorned their kitchen walls, a testament to the passage of time and the constant presence of the past. The years had etched their own story on the walls, a story of love and loss, of joy and sorrow, a story that mirrored the journey of their fractured relationship.

“It’s not that simple,” Ethan repeated, his voice a mere echo of his own thoughts, trapped within the labyrinth of his resentment.

Mark’s face crumpled, his eyes reflecting the pain that Ethan refused to acknowledge. The years had chipped away at their bond, leaving behind a fragile facade that threatened to crumble under the slightest pressure.

“I know it’s not easy, Ethan,” Mark said, his voice heavy with despair. “But we need to try.”

Ethan’s gaze remained fixed on the worn table before him, the wood polished smooth by countless meals shared and stories told. The table had seen the difficulties of their family, the laughter and tears, the triumphs and failures, the moments of joy and the deep-seated wounds that remained unhealed.

“I’m trying,” Ethan said, the words barely audible above the din of his own turmoil. The truth, however, was that he had given up on trying. The chasm between them had grown too wide, the weight of the past too heavy. 

He closed his eyes; the warmth of the coffee mugs a feeble attempt to soothe the ache in his heart. He knew that his father yearned for reconciliation, but the shadow of the past loomed large, casting an unyielding grip on his ability to forgive. 

He couldn’t tell his father about the nights he lay awake, haunted by the memory of his father’s words, the words that had sliced through his trust, leaving him wounded and adrift. He couldn’t face the possibility of confronting the truth, the truth that he was afraid to face.

Ethan’s heart ached with a mix of anger and a longing for a past he couldn’t reclaim. He was a prisoner of his own resentment, trapped in a cycle of pain and unforgiveness. 

The clock on the wall ticked, each second a reminder of the time lost, the conversations never had, the words left unspoken. The silence in the room grew heavier, a suffocating blanket that wrapped them in a shared burden.

Mark, unable to bear the weight of the silence any longer, finally reached out and placed his hand over Ethan’s. The touch, once a symbol of comfort and connection, now felt alien, a jarring reminder of the chasm that separated them. 

​

“Ethan,” Mark said, his voice choked with emotion. “Please, just tell me what happened.”

Ethan’s heart pounded in his chest, his pulse echoing the tremor in his father’s voice. He knew that his father was reaching out, yearning for an understanding he was not ready to provide.

“I can’t,” Ethan said, his voice tight with the effort of holding back the floodgates of his emotions. The truth, trapped within the confines of his heart, stayed a venomous secret, a wound he was afraid to expose. 

The kitchen fell silent once more, a silent plea for understanding echoing in the air. The shadow of the past cast a long, dark shadow over their relationship, a shadow that threatened to consume them both.
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THE UNBREAKABLE BOND
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The warm summer breeze carried the scent of freshly cut grass, a familiar aroma that transported Ethan back to his childhood. He could almost feel the sun on his face, the laughter echoing in his ears, the playful banter with his father, Mark. Those days were a distant memory, a faded photograph in the dusty attic of his mind. 

Ethan’s father was a man of few words, but his actions spoke volumes. He was a sturdy oak, a protector against the storms of life. Ethan recalled the feeling of security, of enveloped in his father’s embrace. They’d spend hours together, Mark teaching him to fish, to build a campfire, to appreciate the simple joys of nature. He would tell him stories, his voice deep and resonant, painting vivid pictures of adventures and heroic deeds. 

The memory of those moments was bittersweet now. The warmth of his father’s love had replaced by a chilling emptiness, a void that no amount of time could fill. Ethan couldn’t pinpoint the exact moment when the change had occurred, the invisible line that had crossed, the unspoken words that had shattered their bond. He knew only that the closeness, the laughter, the shared moments of joy had evaporated, leaving behind a desolate landscape of resentment and unspoken grievances. 

The transition had been gradual, almost imperceptible at first, like the slow decay of a once-vibrant tree. Ethan’s father had become distant, his words measured, his touch hesitant. The warmth in his eyes, the playful glint, had dimmed, replaced by a weary sadness. He could see the weight of the world on his father’s shoulders, a burden he couldn’t share, a pain he couldn’t explain. 

Ethan had tried to understand, to bridge the growing chasm between them. He had offered a hand, a hesitant word, a tentative attempt at connection. But his efforts with silence, with a painful withdrawal that left him feeling rejected, insignificant. The more he tried to reach out, the more his father retreated, until the gap between them became an insurmountable wall, an impenetrable barrier that separated them forever. 

He had never understood his father’s sudden change, the shift in his demeanour, the distance that had grown between them. Ethan’s heart had hardened, his resentment turning into an icy shield that protected him from further pain. He had convinced himself that the blame lay solely with his father, that he had wronged, betrayed in some way he could not grasp. But deep down, he knew it was more complex, a tangled web of misunderstandings, unspoken truths, and unaddressed fears. He had retreated into himself, isolating himself from his family, finding solace in the cold, sterile world of his work, where he could bury his emotions, his pain, his longing for the father he had lost. 

Ethan had tried to convince himself that he did not care that his father’s absence had no effect on him. But the ache in his chest, the gnawing emptiness, was a constant reminder of the bond they had shared, the love that had once flowed freely between them. He had lost the father he had loved, replaced by a stranger, a ghost of the man he once knew. The shadow of the past loomed over him, a constant reminder of the unbreakable bond that had been broken, a bond that he longed to mend, but feared he could never repair. 
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THE UNFORGIVEN WOUND
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Ethan’s resentment towards his father was a palpable presence, a shadow that lingered over every interaction, every shared meal, every fleeting moment they spent together. It was a silent accusation, an unspoken indictment of a past wrong that remained shrouded in mystery, a hidden wound festering beneath the surface. The exact nature of this transgression, the catalyst that had irrevocably fractured their once-close bond, was a puzzle yet to be solved, a secret whispered only in the hushed corners of Ethan’s mind.

Mark, Ethan’s father, was a man of quiet strength and unwavering love. He had always been a source of comfort and guidance for his son, a constant presence in Ethan’s childhood. But somewhere along the line, something had shifted, something had irrevocably changed the dynamic of their relationship, leaving behind a chasm of unspoken words and simmering resentment.

The truth, like a carefully guarded secret, was locked away in Ethan’s heart, a painful memory that he refused to confront. He carried the weight of his anger like a heavy cloak, shielding himself from any attempt at reconciliation. His father, oblivious to the exact source of his son’s bitterness, felt a deep sense of guilt and frustration, yearning for a connection he could not grasp.

Ethan’s resentment was like a physical barrier, a wall that he had built around himself, shutting out his father’s attempts to reach him. He avoided Mark at every opportunity, burying himself in his work, isolating himself from his family, seeking solace in the solitude of his own thoughts.

He would often find himself staring at the empty chair at the dinner table, the one that was reserved for his father, a silent reminder of their fractured relationship. It was a tangible symbol of the distance that had grown between them, a constant source of pain and frustration.

Ethan’s anger was not a sudden outburst, it was a slow burn, a simmering resentment that had festered for years. It was the product of unspoken words, unaddressed grievances, and a past that refused to be forgotten. The memory of that “unknown wrong,” like a persistent phantom, haunted his every waking moment, casting a shadow over his life and his future.

Mark, despite his son’s resistance, refused to give up on their relationship. He tried to reach out, to bridge the chasm that separated them, but his attempts were met with silence, with avoidance, with a cold indifference that chipped away at his hope. He yearned for a conversation, for an explanation, for any sign of understanding. But Ethan remained steadfast in his silence, his resentment a barrier that seemed impossible to penetrate.

The mystery surrounding the “unknown wrong” only added to the tension, the intrigue, and the unspoken question that lingered in the air: What had happened between father and son to create such a profound rift? What secret, what transgression, had poisoned their relationship, leaving behind a legacy of pain and resentment?

The answer, hidden in the depths of Ethan’s heart, held the key to their reconciliation, the possibility of forgiveness, the chance to heal the wound that had divided them. But the question remained unanswered, a shadow looming over their lives, a constant reminder of the past that refused to be buried. 
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A BROKEN PROMISE
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Ethan’s world had become a desolate landscape, a bleak monochrome devoid of the vibrant hues it once held. His anger towards Mark, his father, had become a relentless storm that raged within him, a tempest of resentment he refused to let subside. It was a wound that had festered for years, a gaping chasm that separated them, an invisible wall that he refused to tear down. 

The memory of their once-unbreakable bond now seemed a distant echo, a faded photograph from a life lived long ago. He clung to the fragments of their shared history, the warm embraces, the playful laughter, and the whispered promises of a father’s love. But those memories were now tainted, warped by the bitter taste of betrayal, a truth he could not shake.

Ethan’s work had become his sanctuary, a shield against the relentless pain that gnawed at his soul. He immersed himself in his projects, seeking refuge in the predictable routine, the familiar comfort of deadlines and targets. His days were consumed by spreadsheets and presentations, leaving little room for the complexities of human connection, especially the one that felt so irrevocably broken.

His avoidance of Mark had become a calculated act of self-preservation. He could not bear the weight of Mark’s presence, the unspoken apologies, the desperate attempts at reconciliation. Mark’s voice, once a source of comfort and guidance, now triggered a wave of bitterness, a painful reminder of the chasm that separated them.

His sister, Sarah, had become the bridge between them, the one who tried to navigate the tumultuous waters of their strained relationship. She would try to start conversation, her voice laced with concern and a desperate plea for understanding. But Ethan would deflect her inquiries, his responses curt and distant, his gaze fixed on the floor.

He knew he was hurting Sarah, but the thought of confronting Mark, of facing the raw emotion he had bottled up for years, was a terrifying prospect. The memory of their last conversation, a heated exchange that had left both shattered, still lingered like a phantom, a constant reminder of the fragility of their bond.

The weight of his silence pressed down on him, a heavy burden he carried with every passing day. He understood that Mark’s attempts to reach out were genuine, but the wound was too deep, the betrayal too profound to be easily mended. The thought of forgiveness felt like a distant dream, a concept he could not even begin to grasp. 

The unspoken question that haunted him was, “How do you forgive someone who has irrevocably shattered the foundations of your trust?” It was a question he could not answer, a burden he could not bear to share. He was trapped in a self-imposed prison, a silent prisoner of his own anger, a solitary figure lost in the labyrinth of his own pain. 

As the days turned into weeks and weeks into months, Ethan retreated further into his self-imposed isolation. He found solace in the familiar rhythm of his routines, the monotonous predictability of his life. His world had shrunk to the confines of his apartment, his office, and the occasional visit to Sarah’s place. He had become a ghost, a phantom presence in the lives of those he loved. He knew he was hurting them, but the pain of confronting Mark, of facing the truth that lay buried deep within him, was unbearable. 

He yearned for peace, for a reprieve from the constant turmoil that raged within him. He longed for the warmth of his father’s embrace, the sound of his laughter, the reassuring presence of his love. But the echoes of that past, those cherished memories, were now drowned out by the deafening roar of his anger, a storm that threatened to consume him.

He knew he could not continue living this way, trapped in a self-imposed purgatory, but the fear of confronting the truth, of confronting Mark, was paralyzing. He was a prisoner of his own silence, a captive of his own pain. And as the shadow of the past continued to linger, he felt his hope fading with each passing day.
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