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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 of mercy, 
I offer this book to Thee, with every hidden ache, every healed scar, and every trembling hope gathered beneath the wounds of Thy Son. 

Beloved reader, 
may the Lord meet you in the place you most fear to uncover, 
and make even there a doorway into grace.

 




INTRODUCTION

 

This book begins where the heart would rather cover itself: at the place of pain, sin, longing, weakness, and love too costly to remain untouched. It does not ask the wound to explain itself, nor does it call suffering holy because it hurts. It brings the hidden fracture, the poisoned root, the delayed promise, the borrowed burden, the Bride’s thirst, and the scar that still answers to touch beneath the light of Christ crucified and risen. Here the wound is neither throne nor ornament. It is a threshold where the soul may stop defending its ruin and stand before God without disguise, because mercy has taken flesh and keeps the marks of our healing in His own body. What is carried into these pages is not solved by distance; it must be brought near enough for truth to name it and grace to bear it.

Receive these pages slowly, not as counsel from a safe height, but as a path walked near the Cross. They move through rooms where words fail, fields where seeds are covered, altars where love is laid down, deserts where desire is stripped clean, and tables set where fear expected famine. Their aim is not to master pain, but to let pain be brought under the Lordship of Christ, where the Father sees what is hidden, the Spirit helps what cannot pray, and the Son opens the pierced way home. If you enter with guarded hands, let them loosen. If you come carrying what no one has named, do not hurry past it. Walk where the book walks: toward God, not toward the wound as an idol. The sacred wound is not the end of the story, nor the secret center of the self, but the place where grace begins to speak with blood, water, fire, silence, bread, and resurrection.




CHAPTER I
The Wound of Love

 

“But he was wounded for our transgressions, he was bruised for our iniquities: the chastisement of our peace was upon him; and with his stripes we are healed.” 
– Isaiah 53:5

 




Pierced by Love


Love did not shelter itself behind the holy veil;
in the Son, God came near enough for nails,
near enough for timber, thirst, and lifted breath,
near enough for hatred to spend itself on flesh.

The hands that shaped the dust were opened wide,
not seized by defeat, but given in obedience;
power entered the bruise without ceasing to reign,
and mercy wore the wound our judgment made.

At the Cross, love is no softened word;
it is the Lamb lifted where sinners may look,
the door cut open in the house of death,
the throne where holiness bleeds and does not turn.

From His side come blood and water, witness and gift,
redemption and cleansing in one unsilenced stream;
what guilt had locked, His pierced flesh opens,
and the guarded heart is drawn where it feared to stand.

Here the wound of love becomes refuge, not ending;
here the sinner learns the cost of being received;
nothing in God is withheld from those He saves,
for Christ is broken open, and mercy has a body.

“But God commendeth his love toward us, in that, while we were yet sinners, Christ died for us.”
– Romans 5:8

 




Love’s Silent Cry


In the room where speech has spent its last breath,
the mouth stays closed, the ribs keep pleading;
a grief too deep for names presses inward,
and silence stands beside the bed like a witness.

No thunder enters; the Holy Ghost comes lower,
receiving what the broken heart cannot form,
lifting the mute ache through the wounds of Christ,
where love has learned the weight of human breath.

The Father does not require finished words;
He hears the pulse beneath the covered face,
the tear that cools before any hand can find it,
the prayer clenched shut in the body’s dark room.

What pain could not utter is not lost there;
it is gathered, borne, and purified in mercy,
until the soul, stripped of every borrowed sound,
rests bare before God and is not turned away.

Such silence becomes a hidden cry of trust,
not because suffering grows less deep,
but because Christ has entered depth before us,
and no voiceless sorrow falls outside His love.

“Likewise the Spirit also helpeth our infirmities: for we know not what we should pray for as we ought.”
– Romans 8:26

 




Blood that Speaks


From the opened side, blood does not merely fall;
it bears a voice through timber, dust, and dark,
answering the cry that rose from Abel’s ground
with a better word than vengeance ever knew.

Guilt comes with its ledger and covered face,
shame drags the heart toward its old tribunal;
the accuser points where the stain has entered,
and Christ’s blood speaks before fear can finish.

It does not excuse the evil it cleanses;
it names the cost, the Lamb, the given life,
the covenant sealed not in fading ink,
but in flesh torn open for the world’s return.

There justice is not hushed into forgetfulness;
it is fulfilled in mercy’s wounded Priest,
and every charge that nailed the sinner low
meets the red testimony of the Son.

Draw near, then, through the speaking blood;
let conscience hear what heaven has received:
forgiveness has a body, grace a fountain,
and death no longer owns the final word.

“And to Jesus the mediator of the new covenant, and to the blood of sprinkling, that speaketh better things than that of Abel.”
– Hebrews 12:24
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