
File Two: The Monk

THE GATEKEEPER’S FILES SERIES

⟡ ⟡ ⟡

File Two: The Monk

Part of The Gatekeeper’s Files Series

⟡ ⟡ ⟡

Copyright © 2025 TJ Sweeney All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Developmental assistance provided by ChatGPT. All final creative content © TJ Sweeney.

ISBN-13: 979-8-9958382-2-7

Cover design by: TJ Sweeney

Library of Congress Control Number: 2018675309

Printed in the United States of America

Published by Palm Tree Press, Honolulu, Hawai’i.

First Edition

[image: ]

⟡ ⟡ ⟡

Dedication

For anyone who has ever felt an old love stir in a new lifetime.

You’re not imagining it.

⟡ ⟡ ⟡

Author’s Note

When I first imagined Johann and Gretchen, I felt their ache long before I knew their names. I knew them as two souls caught between duty and longing, two people who found each other early but weren’t yet strong enough to keep each other. Their story isn’t tragic; it’s foundational. Every lifetime builds on the last, and this one lays down some of the deepest roots.

This book explores love constrained by culture, faith, obligation, and silence — the kind of love that survives not because it is easy, but because it is true. If you’ve ever felt a connection you couldn’t explain or carried a grief you didn’t earn in this lifetime, maybe you’ll see yourself somewhere in these pages.

Thank you for walking this path with them — and with me.

Their story continues.

⟡ ⟡ ⟡

Contents

GATEKEEPER’S PROLOGUE

Chapter One — Childhood

Chapter Two — The Vow

Chapter Three — Adolescence

Chapter Four — The Day of Departure

Chapter Five — Monastery Life

Chapter Six — The Meeting

Chapter Seven — The End of Their Story

GATEKEEPER’S EPILOGUE

GATEKEEPER REPORT — FILE TWO: The Monk

⟡ ⟡ ⟡

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

GATEKEEPER’S PROLOGUE 
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Look, I warned you.

After the Legionary lifetime, I told you the timeline gets messy.

(Trainee, off-page: “Messy how messy?”)

Not now.

I’m establishing tone.

Soul bonds do not travel in straight lines. They wander. They improvise.

They ignore carefully prepared schedules and ruin my paperwork.

(Trainee, whispering: “Should I note ‘paperwork ruin risk’ as a hazard category?”)

No. Absolutely not.

Where was I?

Right. The mess.

Between the Roman lifetime and the Bavarian one you are about to read,

your two favorite souls passed through three entire incarnations

in which they almost met.

Almost.

I cannot stress that word enough.

You know what “almost” means to a cosmic administrator?

Centuries of refiled reports, scrambled destinies, and me muttering into my ink pot

because nothing ever goes as planned.

(Trainee: “Should I file a maintenance request for the ink pot?”)

...Please stop helping.

Let me show you.

⟡ ⟡ ⟡

MISSED CONNECTION #1 — THE PILGRIMAGE (11th–12th Century)

Classification: Near Enough to Count, Far Enough to Hurt

Two souls walking toward salvation.

Different towns. Same road.

Soul A joined a band of pilgrims bound for Santiago de Compostela—

feet blistered, spirit earnest, satchel full of handwritten psalms.

He walked with the rigid devotion only a former soldier’s soul could muster.

Soul B set out three days later from a village one ridge over—

bright as a midsummer sunrise, carrying herbs for waystations

and enough loyalty to walk double distances to help any limping traveler.

Three times—three!—their groups stopped at the same hospices.

(Trainee: “Three near-misses. That’s statistically improbable.”)

You’re telling me.

He arrived the morning after she left.

She arrived the evening before he began the climb.

One night apart, under the same roof, breathing the same straw-dusted air.

Their souls stirred, restless, tugging at threads they couldn’t see.

Not enough to meet.

Just enough to ache.

The symbol appeared faintly in his travel ledger:

a cross with the faint suggestion of a halo—

the first shadow of the circles to come.

I stamped the file: Close, but no destiny.

⟡ ⟡ ⟡

MISSED CONNECTION #2 — THE SILK ROAD CROSSING (circa 700–900 AD)

Classification: You Have Got To Be Kidding Me

How do two souls miss each other on a continent-spanning trade route?

Easily, apparently.

Soul A traveled east with a caravan of glassware and fine wool,

quiet and observant, always keeping to the outer edge—

instinctively guarding people he barely knew.

Soul B traveled west with another caravan,

a healer’s apprentice tending fevers, bites, burns, and mule injuries

with the precise, stubborn competence she shows in every lifetime.

Their caravans camped at the same oasis twice—

but not in the same year.

He carved a pattern on a palm trunk—cross, dot, dot—

a primitive form of the symbol he could never name.

Months later, she traced the carving with her fingertips

and felt a warm hum beneath her skin

but blamed the heat.

(Trainee: “Should I mark that as early recognition?”)

No. It doesn’t count if they ignore it.

I slapped my clipboard so hard the sand jumped.

Filed under Almost Again.

⟡ ⟡ ⟡

MISSED CONNECTION #3 — THE VIKING TRADING PORT (8th–9th Century)

Classification: Chaotic, Loud, and Infuriatingly Off by Minutes

If any lifetime should have forced a meeting, it was this one.

The port city was small, loud, impossible to ignore—

smoke, salt, fish guts, spilled ale, and six languages arguing at once.

A collision waiting to happen.

Soul A repaired hulls along the docks,

hands strong from hauling timber,

always pausing mid-swing as though expecting someone beside him.

(Old habits don’t die; they sulk.)

Soul B sold dyed wool at the market,

sharp-tongued, fearless, adored by every fishmonger within shouting distance.

They passed the same tavern door within moments of each other—twice.

She stepped out just as he stepped in.

He stopped to tie his boot just as she crossed the square.

A drunk stumbling into the street pushed her off the path

a heartbeat before he arrived.

Their souls flared like struck flint each time—

recognition sparking with no tinder to catch.

The symbol advanced again:

a crude cross with two separate dots beside it—

not yet circles, not yet connected, but trying.

(Trainee: “Should I classify this as ‘non-cooperative destiny behavior’?”)

You’re learning.

But no.

At this point, I resorted to threats.

“You two are meeting in the next lifetime,” I said.

“Do not test me.”

Souls never listen.

They’re romantic like that.

⟡ ⟡ ⟡

And Now, Finally... Bavaria. The Monk. The Girl. The Vow.

After centuries of almosts—

deserts, trading ports, mismatched caravans, and disagreeable timetables—

they finally land in a quiet Bavarian valley.

Not together.

Not equally free.

Not with the timing aligned.

(Not yet.)

But closer.

Close enough for the symbol to form two full circles.

Close enough for a wolf in the woods.

Close enough for a carved token pressed into a girl’s palm.

Close enough for love that cannot name itself.

Close enough for heartbreak.

(Trainee, softly: “Should I warn them?”)

You can’t.

None of us can.

Look, I file the reports.

I don’t make the rules.

Turn the page.

It’s time for the vow that will echo through their next life.

⟡ ⟡ ⟡
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Chapter One — Childhood
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The Valley and the Children

The Bavarian valley was a world folded neatly between dark pines and distant hills—a quiet bowl of land that seemed to hold its breath through each changing season. In summer, the grass rippled like green silk under the breeze, dotted with wildflowers in blues, yellows, and the soft purples Gretchen liked to tuck behind her ears. In winter, everything softened beneath snow until the landscape resembled a painting rendered only in whites and grays.

At the center of this quiet world stood a handful of farmsteads—timber houses with thatched roofs, smoke drifting from their chimneys year-round—and a single muddy road that wound toward the monastery perched on the hill. Life here was predictable, familiar. Children grew into farmers, farmers into elders, and the monastery bell marked time with patient regularity.

Between two of those farmsteads—close enough that their roosters answered each other at dawn—lived Gretchen Bauer and Johann Müller, two children who could not remember meeting for the first time. It felt, even to the adults, as if they had always known each other.

“Those two,” Frau Brenner would say, wiping flour from her hands as they raced across the yard, “born half of a pair, I think.”

“They behave like siblings—better than siblings,” Herr Bauer once remarked, scratching his beard.

But they were not siblings.

Their families weren’t unusually close.

Their bond simply was—as natural as the creek dividing the pasture or the ash tree leaning toward the sunlight.

Johann, small and solemn at five, carried a quiet gravity that made the other children instinctively soften around him. He rarely pushed or shouted. He listened more than he spoke, observed more than he participated, as though trying to memorize the world before joining it. Even animals trusted him—skittish cats, the neighbor’s anxious goat, stray dogs who wagged their tails at no one else.

Gretchen, a year older, was everything he wasn’t: loud, bright, brilliant as a spark. Her hair was forever wind-tangled, her knees perpetually grass-stained, her laugh carrying across the valley like a pebble skimming across a pond. She approached each day as though the world had arranged a fresh adventure just for her.

And, without question, she made room for Johann beside her—whether he chose to follow or not.

Together they:


◊  gathered branches in the forest clearing

◊  chased the monastery’s escaped geese (who ran like feathered demons)

◊  built forts out of hay bales

◊  hid from chores in the haylofts

◊  whispered stories about magic, knights, soldiers, and faraway lands



If anyone asked why they stayed together so constantly, neither could explain. It simply felt right.

Natural.

Like breathing.

Like remembering something without knowing why you remembered it.

They had no language for soul-bonds or echoes of past lives. But they felt the warmth, the ease, the familiarity.

Life was lighter when they were together.

And for children who had not yet learned that life could be heavy, that was more than enough.

⟡ ⟡ ⟡

Small Paths and Old Souls

The footpath between their farms wound through tall grass, worn into bare earth where Gretchen and Johann had run it down a hundred times. Wildflowers sprouted along the edges, bending daily under two sets of eager feet.

Each morning, before anyone could assign her chores, Gretchen sprinted down the path barefoot, hair flying, determination in every step.

“Johann!” she called before reaching the fence. “Are you awake? Come out, come out!”

It didn’t matter if he was still rubbing sleep from his eyes—Johann always appeared. He stepped out quietly, as though he had known she would come.

“What are we doing today?” she asked breathlessly.

Johann lifted a shoulder. “I don’t know.”

But he always followed.

As they walked, they fell into the same formation without thought: Johann on the outside, Gretchen on the inside. Gretchen noticed but didn’t comment. Johann instinctively placed himself between her and anything that even hinted at risk—ditches, briars, bramble patches, frozen puddles.

One gray morning after heavy rain, when part of the path had washed away, Johann stepped onto the unstable edge, steadying himself against the soft mud.

Gretchen frowned. “Why do you always do that?”

“Do what?” Johann blinked.

“This.” She gestured. “Standing where it’s messy or dangerous.”

“I... don’t know,” he admitted.

Gretchen studied him thoughtfully, then nodded as if deciding something.

“You’re old,” she declared.

Johann stumbled. “I am not!”

“Not old-old.” She tapped her
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