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The Watcher's Chronicle

To heal families,
marriages must be healed. 

To heal marriages, 
healing must begin with the spouses. 

From the healing of 
persons and marriages
can come the healing

of the family.

And from healed families, 
the healing of a people.
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Together, we can help families rediscover the peace, strength, and hope that come from praying 
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The Healing and Restoration of 
Marriages and Families

God created the human person for communion 
and self-gift, and marriage and family are 
among the places where that vocation is lived 
most intimately. Yet husbands and wives do 
not enter marriage without 
histories. They bring strengths 
and gifts, but they may also 
bring fears, wounds, habits, 
expectations, and sins whose 
influence they do not fully 
appreciate. What remains 
disordered within the person 
can enter the marriage; what 
becomes disordered within 
the marriage can shape the 
family; and what children 
receive within the family 
can influence what they 
eventually carry into their own 
relationships.

It is easy to think of wounds as 
belonging only to the person 
who carries them, without 
recognizing how easily 
unhealed wounds can become 
part of a child’s inheritance. 
This story was written, in part, 
to make that reality visible, but 
also to show that the wounds 
received by one generation 
do not have to become the 

inheritance of the next. 
 
For this reason, the restoration of the family 
cannot be separated from the healing and 
conversion of the persons within it. 
 
As persons are healed, marriages can begin to 

heal. As marriages are healed, 
that healing can reach into 
the family. 
 
This healing is not self-
salvation, nor does one 
spouse's conversion compel 
the conversion of the other 
or guarantee the restoration 
of trust or reconciliation. 
Grace does not force the 
human response. But when 
wounds are brought into 
truth, sins into repentance 
and mercy, and relationships 
increasingly reordered by 
the grace of God, persons 
can become freer to receive 
love and freer to give 
themselves in love. 
 
Then something that once 
moved through generations 
can begin to change. The 
wounds and patterns of the 
past need not be repeated 
in the next generation. 
Through lives reordered 

Preface

The Watcher, the heavenly 
scenes, and the dialogue 

attributed to God the Father 
are literary devices that 

help convey the theological 
and spiritual truths woven 
throughout this narrative. 
They are not intended as 

claims of private revelation or 
supernatural communication. 

The experiences of 
woundedness portrayed in 
this story are particular to 
its characters and are not 

intended to suggest that every 
person experiences wounds 
or healing in the same way. 

The story is not intended to 
diagnose wounds or prescribe 
a particular course of healing. 

Where serious spiritual, 
relational, psychological, 

medical, or safety concerns are 
present, appropriate pastoral 

and professional care may also 
be needed.
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in Christ, a different inheritance can begin 
to pass from one generation to the next: 
truth instead of distortion, mercy instead of 
condemnation, freedom instead of control, and 
self-gift instead of self-protection. 
 
The healing of the family therefore takes root 
within persons, reaches into marriages and 
relationships, and bears fruit beyond them. 
 

Its final purpose is not simply a more 
functional family. 
 
It is a family increasingly free to love.
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I Am the Watcher Who Remembers 
 
I had been keeping vigil at the far reaches of 
the eternal realm when the summons came. 
There was no mistaking its authority. The call 
seemed older than the worlds themselves, and 
I knew it came from the Father. 
 
Then the veil of glory parted. Light gathered 
around me like a living tide, drawing me 
upward through the radiant expanse of His 
dwelling until I was brought into the chambers 
of the Heavenly Court, where the counsels of 
the Most High are made known. 
 
The Father awaited me there. His presence 
rested in unapproachable light, and the hosts 
of His court stood in reverent silence. I had 
stood before wonders beyond anything the 
human mind could imagine, but nothing had 
prepared me for the weight of His holiness. I 
fell to my knees and bowed lower still, until my 
forehead touched the floor of heaven. 
 
I remained there until He spoke. 
 
“Watcher, before you witness the wounds of 
humanity, you must first behold the beauty of 
what I intended from the beginning.”

The Father’s Revelation

Everything became still. Then I understood 
what He revealed all at once. I beheld man and 
woman in their original innocence, before the 

Fall, before fear and shame and wound had 
entered their experience of one another. They 
were naked without shame. 
 
There was nothing guarded between them 
and nothing false. I understood that their 
bodies revealed the truth of their creation: 
man and woman were called to receive 
love and become gift to one another. In 
their communion of love and self-gift, man 
and woman bore a created likeness to the 
Trinitarian love from which all love comes. 
Their love made room for protection, 
tenderness, trust, and belonging. The family 
born from that communion is meant to be the 
first place where a child encounters love and 
the security of being received as a gift.
 
Then the vision changed. 
 
“Watcher, behold the truth of every person I 
create. Each is made in My image and likeness, 
unique and unrepeatable, possessing a dignity 
that no wound, loss, or human judgment can 
take away. Each is created to know and love 
Me and to give themselves freely in love. 
 
“Yet My children are also formed through 
relationships and experiences: through mother 
and father, love and fear, tenderness and 
sorrow, virtue and sin, belonging and wounds. 
These experiences can shape how they see 
themselves, others, and the world, but they 
can never alter the intrinsic dignity that 
belongs to each of them from the moment I 

Prologue
Healing Begins in the Wound
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call them into being.” 
 
Then I understood the distinction. Experiences 
could wound the person and shape how those 
wounds were understood and carried. Over 
time, distorted interpretations could begin to 
form. 
 
Then my sight was drawn beyond the wound. 
I beheld the Cross. Beyond it was a Light no 
darkness could overcome. Much remained 
veiled from me, but I understood this much: 
even suffering and death would not have the 
final word. 
 
Then the central truth of what I had been 
shown became clear. Healing begins in the 
wound. Not because the wound contains 
the healing. It does not. Healing begins 
there because what was wounded through 
relationships must, through grace, come to 
know love as it was meant to be known. 
 

Then the Father commissioned me. 
 
“Watcher, you will behold what wounds can 
do to My children. You will see how unhealed 
wounds can affect the way love is given and 
received, passing through marriage and family 
into hearts too young to understand. 
 
“But you will also witness what I have 
prepared for them. Their wounds will not be 
the measure of their lives. I will call them into 
the freedom for which I created them. 
 
“Go now. Watch them. Remember what 
you see. And when the time comes, tell My 
children that the wound does not have the 
final word. My Son does.”
 
The vision receded. Now I knew why I had 
been summoned. I was to watch the Marrow 
family and remember. So I descended to the 
world below.
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Part I: The Wound
“Yet it was our pain that he bore, 
 our sufferings he endured.” 
 Isaiah 53:4

Movement I — The Family

Where Formation Begins

Morning had settled over a small home when 
I first saw the Marrow family. The children 
were still young, and their understanding of 
love, trust, safety, and belonging was still being 
formed.

Ethan, the eldest, was strong and decisive. His 
natural courage moved him toward action. Lily 
was sensitive and contemplative and seemed 
to feel the world deeply. Jacob was bright and 
open, reaching outward with warmth and joy. 
Claire was gentle and steady, naturally seeking 
harmony and peace. 
 
Their family was not the only influence shaping 
who they were becoming. At the parish, Mr. 
Carrow, the youth director, was already a 
familiar presence in their lives. He remembered 
their names and listened when they spoke. He 
corrected them when correction was needed. 
There was an authority about him that did not 
make them afraid. 
 
There was something else that had already 
taken place in their lives, something far deeper 
than they could yet understand. In light of 
what the Father had shown me, I understood 
its significance. 

Robert and Anne had their children baptized. 
Long before Ethan, Lily, Jacob, or Claire could 

comprehend what had been given to them, 
each had received in Baptism the new life of 
grace as an adopted child of God.
 
Baptism did not promise a life without 
suffering. It did not mean that they would 
never be wounded. What they had received 
was deeper than that: an indelible mark upon 
their souls, incorporation into Christ and His 
Church, and the grace by which even their 
wounds could be brought to Christ for healing.

Movement II — The Beginning

What Came Before

Before I witnessed the Marrow family’s 
culture, I had to understand something about 
the wounds their parents carried.
 
Robert had grown up in a home with an 
abusive, alcoholic father. From an early age, 
his experience of love had become entangled 
with fear, volatility, and pain, while his 
mother endured quietly. Those wounds did 
not disappear when he became an adult. He 
carried them with him. He tried to provide for 
and protect his family, but he did not always 
know how to give his children the love and 
security he himself had never known. 
 
Anne had learned a different way of protecting 
herself from hurt. She grew up with a warm 
and loving mother, while her father often 
withdrew into silence. She carried that 
experience into adulthood. She longed for 
closeness, but when conflict threatened a 
relationship, fear could draw her into silence 
and retreat. She entered motherhood carrying 
both that longing and that fear. 
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The children were born into a family where 
their parents’ wounds affected the love and 
security they were able to give. Before they 
could understand what was happening around 
them, they were already adapting to the 
instability, severity, and pain within the home.

Movement III — A Wound Takes Shape

One Reality, Four Interpretations

The holiday morning began with a few modest 
gifts. Before the children opened them, Robert 
warned them not to break anything. The toys 
themselves were inexpensive and fragile, no 
match for the rough joy of children simply 
being children.
 
The following morning, he left for work before 
the children woke. It wasn’t long before the 
house filled with running feet, wrestling, and 
laughter. Then a toy broke. A wheel snapped 
free and struck the floor. 
 
When Anne saw it, she snapped. “What did 
we tell you?! Just wait until your father gets 
home.” 
 
From that moment on, dread settled over the 
children. They watched the clock and listened 
for every sound outside. What had begun as 
an ordinary morning became an anxious wait 
for their father’s return. 
 
When Robert finally arrived, he was worn out 
from the day’s work. He entered the house 
and found the family waiting in silence. Anne 
showed him the broken toy. “I’ve had enough. 
These kids are out of control. I just can’t take 
this anymore.” 
 

He looked at the toy and then at the children. 
His voice rose. “What did I tell you?!” 
 
I watched the children draw close to one 
another. They knew the storm had arrived. 
 
Then he took the boys to the basement. Fear 
followed them down the stairs. The belt came 
off, and the punishment began. I heard terror 
in the boys’ cries. Their arms, legs, and backs 
became black and blue from the beating. 

Upstairs, Anne heard them screaming and 
crying. “Robert! Stop! You don’t know your 
own strength!” But she did not descend. 
 
When it was over, Jacob crawled into an open 
cabinet and hid there, shaking and crying. I 
watched very carefully because this one event 
was beginning to mean something different to 
each child. 
 
Ethan sat rigid, in pain, and humiliated by his 
helplessness. Something hardened within him: 
I will never let that happen again. 
 
Lily folded inward. What had happened began 
to mean something different to her: I can feel 
safe one moment and afraid the next. I never 
know what will happen. 
 
Jacob remained hidden in the cabinet. No 
one came looking for him. And somewhere 
beneath his fear, he began to wonder whether 
he mattered enough to be found. 
 
Claire clung quietly to her mother. What had 
happened began to mean: If I am quiet, maybe 
nothing bad will happen. 
 
The event was the same. What it meant to 
each child was different. Robert loved them, 
but his own wounds distorted the way he 



11

The Watcher’s Chronicle — Healing Begins in the Wound� The Wound

expressed that love. In that moment, what 
the children experienced was his anger and 
punishment. 
 

Movement IV — What the Children 
Could Not Name

The Meanings Beneath the Wound

I remained with them in the silence afterward. 
The children were still too young to separate 
the truth of what had happened from the 
falsehoods their wounded hearts were 
beginning to believe because of it. But I could. 
 
I began to understand how wounds could 
distort the meaning of love. Robert’s wounds 
had entered his anger, and Anne’s had entered 
her silence. Neither had set out to harm their 
children, but intention could not undo what 
their actions and failures had done.

As the children matured, the interpretations 
that had begun forming in childhood could 
become more conscious. Some could harden 
into beliefs, increasingly shaping how they 
perceived themselves, other people, and the 
world around them.
 
The Watcher 
 
As I continued to watch, the Father’s earlier 
revelation became much clearer to me. Some 
wounds came from what others had done, but 
beneath them lay something older still: the 
Fall, which had wounded human nature and 
disrupted its original harmony. The Enemy 
sought to exploit those wounds by introducing 
falsehoods about what their suffering meant.
 
Once believed, those falsehoods could begin 

to influence their choices, but the wounds 
themselves did not determine those choices. 
Choices freely repeated, on the other hand, 
could become sinful habits. In time, the 
child who had been wounded could become 
capable of wounding others.
 
Through all of this, however, God saw 
clearly what their hearts could not. He knew 
what they suffered, where temptation had 
entered, and what they chose. And slowly the 
distinctions became clear to me. 

A wound received was not a sin committed. 
Temptation was not consent. A false 
interpretation was not truth. Suffering could 
influence a person's choices, but it did not 
make those choices for them.

Movement V — Adolescence

When the Lie Feels True

Childhood seemed to disappear before any 
of the Marrow children understood that it 
was gone. The wounds they had received did 
not disappear with it. They followed them 
into school hallways crowded with other 
children, each carrying their own wounds, 
into friendships their parents could no longer 
choose for them, into failures no one at home 
could prevent, and eventually into decisions 
that belonged increasingly to them alone. 
 
I began to see the change one afternoon when 
a fight broke out between classes. A boy was 
shoved into a locker. Another boy threw a 
punch, and within seconds the hallway surged 
around them. Then one of the boys struck 
the metal edge of a locker and fell bleeding to 
the floor. Ethan, Lily, Jacob, and Claire stood 
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in the same confusion, but each was affected 
differently.

Ethan moved toward the fallen boy. No one 
had asked him to take control of the situation, 
but already he felt responsible for doing 
something about it. Lily saw how quickly an 
ordinary afternoon could become dangerous 
and began watching for what might happen 
next. Jacob watched friends begin choosing 
sides and felt the old urgency to keep people 
together. Claire moved toward the wall before 
anyone could pull her into the disorder.

I had seen this beginning in childhood. Now, 
as their world expanded, they carried those 
early interpretations into new relationships 
and experiences. What they believed began to 
shape how they responded to others, and how 
others responded to them.

Lily discovered this when she finally trusted a 
friend with the secret of her father’s drinking. 
For a few days, she believed her trust had 
been safe. Then the breach of confidence 
traveled. By the time Jacob told her that 
someone on his team knew about it, the old 
fear no longer seemed like fear. It seemed like 
proof. She had trusted one person, and one 
person became one person too many. 

But I also began to see that adolescence did 
not merely confirm the old lies. Sometimes 
something happened that contradicted them. 
 
At the parish, Mr. Carrow had given the 
children an experience of authority different 
from what they knew at home. Then one 
evening Jacob accidentally knocked over a 
statue of St. Joseph, and the man he had come 
to trust humiliated him in front of everyone. 
 
“Jacob! What the hell are you doing?!” 

 
The old wound took on a new meaning: Maybe 
being wanted depended on getting things 
right. 
 
But Mr. Carrow came back. “What happened 
to the statue was an accident. What I said to 
you was not. I was wrong.” 
 
His apology did not erase Jacob’s humiliation. 
What had happened had happened. But 
Mr. Carrow had wronged him and returned. 
Jacob had made a mistake and had not been 
cast away. The relationship had survived 
both. Watching Lily and Jacob, I began to 
understand that the world beyond the family 
could deepen an existing wound or add 
another. But it could also challenge what the 
wound had taught a child to believe. 
 
As the years passed, another change was 
taking place. Ethan, Lily, Jacob, and Claire were 
no longer merely receiving what other people 
gave them. What had been suffered could now 
begin influencing what they themselves chose. 
 
I saw that threshold most clearly in Ethan. It 
happened at a graduation picnic beside the 
lake. Ethan saw his girlfriend, Anna, embrace 
a former boyfriend. They laughed together, 
and the boy touched her arm. What Ethan saw 
gave him no reason to accuse Anna of betrayal. 
But what he already believed supplied a 
meaning the event itself did not. You’re losing 
her. Take control before she leaves. 
 
Ethan confronted them, and Anna told him to 
stop. He could have. Instead, he accused her 
of lying. When the other boy stepped forward, 
Ethan shoved him. The laughter around them 
stopped. Anna looked at him. “I told you to 
stop.” Then she stepped away. 
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I watched Ethan standing there, and for 
perhaps the first time he had to confront 
something childhood had never required 
him to see: he, too, had become capable of 
inflicting a wound. 
 
I could see that nothing that had happened 
to Ethan had forced his hand. The wound 
had influenced what he perceived. Fear had 
intensified it. Temptation had urged him to act 
from it. But the choice had been his. 
 
Yet I understood something else that was 
just as important. Ethan’s sin did not become 
his identity. God saw Ethan in the fullness of 
truth. He saw what had been done to Ethan, 
what Ethan had come to believe, and what 
Ethan had freely done to another person. And 
He saw Ethan as the son He had created and 
still called to holiness. 
 
By the time the four Marrow children 
approached adulthood, they carried far more 
with them than the wounds of their home: 
betrayals and kindnesses, humiliations and 
apologies, losses and friendships, temptations 
resisted and embraced. Some experiences 
strengthened the old lies; others quietly 
contradicted them. And increasingly, their own 
choices became part of the story. 
 
Ethan still felt that everything depended upon 
him. Lily still expected what she loved would 
turn against her. Jacob still believed he had to 
earn his place with others. Claire still mistook 
disappearance for safety. But they were no 
longer children. Their wounds had shaped how 
they saw themselves and the world, but their 
wounds did not determine the choices they 
made. Now their own choices increasingly 
became part of what followed from those 
wounds. 

Movement VI — Adulthood

A Life Built on the Lie

Adult Scene I — Jacob

Jacob became a star running back. What 
began as high school glory became dominance 
in college and eventually professional football. 
Stadiums thundered his name. Children wore 
his number. 
 
He married his high school sweetheart while 
he was still in college. She had known him 
before the crowds, before the money, before 
strangers called his name from the stands. 
With her, Jacob did not have to perform his 
way into the room. She simply loved him. 
 
Then their children came. Three small voices 
calling, “Daddy.” Three faces lighting up when 
he walked through the door. Three lives 
reaching for him before he had done anything 
to earn it. 
 
Jacob’s Catholic faith was real. He went 
to Mass, received the Eucharist, returned 
regularly to Confession, and gave himself 
generously to the young people in his parish. 
He loved God and the Church. I saw the 
goodness in his life clearly. The love of his wife 
and children, his belonging within the parish, 
the work he loved, and the success he had 
achieved were good. Even the admiration that 
came with that success could be received as a 
good. 
 
The Watcher 
 
What Jacob could not see was the hidden fault 
line beneath them. These good things were 
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not the problem. The old question had never 
fully died. His wife wanted him. His children 
wanted him. His parish wanted him. His 
teammates wanted him. The crowds wanted 
him. Everywhere Jacob turned, someone 
seemed to be saying, You belong here. 
 
These loves were real gifts, and the belonging 
they gave him was real. 
 
The Accident 
 
Then came the night. A drunk driver ran a red 
light near their home. When Jacob reached 
the scene, he recognized their car beneath the 
flashing lights. Broken glass glittered across 
the pavement. A child’s shoe lay several feet 
away. Jacob started toward the wreckage, 
calling his wife’s name, then the names of 
his children. Someone caught him before he 
reached the car. His wife and three children 
were dead.
 
I watched him stand there in shock. There was 
no performance left to give. No amount of 
speed could carry him backward through the 
night. No strength could lift death from their 
bodies. No perfect season and no amount of 
applause could purchase one more morning 
with them. 
 
For years Jacob had heard three small voices 
call him Daddy. Now he would return home, 
and no one would call his name. 
 
The Collapse 
 
Jacob returned to an empty house. The 
ordinary things were still there. Shoes 
remained where small feet had left them. 
A cup sat in the cabinet because one of his 
children had always reached for that one. His 
wife’s clothes still hung beside his. 

 
Grief overtook nearly every part of his days. 
Sometimes he could function. At other 
times, even ordinary things seemed beyond 
him. Football was still there waiting for him. 
Coaches called. Teammates called. People told 
him to take whatever time he needed. 
 
Jacob tried to return, but something had 
changed. The field had become unimportant 
to him. Men shouted about yards and seconds 
and wins while four graves existed in the 
same world. The parish called too. Mr. Carrow, 
older now, called more than once. Jacob rarely 
answered. Eventually he stopped answering 
altogether. 
 
The team moved forward because teams 
must. Jacob’s body softened. Contracts ended. 
Sponsors disappeared. The crowds that had 
once thundered his name found other names 
to thunder. 
 
For most of his life, Jacob had feared that 
failure would leave him alone. Now he faced 
something even more terrible: he could 
succeed brilliantly and still lose what he loved 
most of all. 
 
The Ruin 
 
Eventually the money dwindled, and the large 
house had to be sold. Jacob found himself 
living alone in a small apartment with little left 
from the life he had known. But what he had 
lost materially was not his deepest ruin. 
 
He began missing Mass. Then he stopped 
going. He stopped going to Confession too. 
Even prayer became almost unbearable 
because every word seemed to rise toward the 
God who had possessed the power to prevent 
what Jacob had been powerless to stop. 
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At last I watched Jacob stand before four 
graves, and I saw his deepest wound become 
a place of terrible temptation. The Accuser 
pressed upon what grief and the old fear had 
begun to say: They are gone. God could have 
stopped it. He didn’t. 
 
Beneath the grief, the old wound supplied its 
terrible meaning: Even God did not care about 
me. 
 
At last Jacob received the lie as a verdict: 
 
I am the man God rejected. 
 

Adult Scene II — Ethan

Ethan entered adulthood still hearing the old 
command: Everything depends upon you. 
He had grown strong beneath it. Capable. 
Decisive. Relentless. These were not wounds. 
They were real gifts the Father had placed 
within him. But those gifts had become 
entangled with the wound until Ethan found it 
difficult to imagine strength without control or 
responsibility without fear. 
 
At eighteen, he walked away from the 
Church. Then Anna became pregnant, and 
fear answered immediately: Fix it. Take 
responsibility. Hold everything together. 
 
Ethan married her in the Church and made his 
vows before God. But he entered the marriage 
without fully understanding how his wounds 
were affecting him. When he felt powerless, 
he still turned to strength and control. 
 
When conflict came, Ethan worked harder. 
When Anna tried to draw closer to him, he 

offered solutions instead of opening himself 
to her. When he became afraid of losing the 
marriage, he tightened his grip. The more he 
tried to secure their life together through 
control, the more distance grew between 
them. Eventually they separated, and a civil 
divorce followed. 
 
Their common life had broken apart, but civil 
divorce did not by itself dissolve the marriage 
bond. Ethan stood inside the wreckage and 
heard the wound pronounce its judgment: You 
broke it. You were not strong enough. Become 
stronger. 
 
He believed it. 
 
After the divorce, Ethan began choosing a 
life that demanded little of the vulnerability 
marriage had exposed. He sought intimacy 
without covenant and pleasure without self-
gift. The wound did not compel those choices. 
Ethan made them. As he continued acting 
against his conscience, the distance widened 
between what he knew to be true and the way 
he chose to live. 
 
Then the Accuser pressed upon Ethan’s real 
guilt and turned it toward despair: See what 
you have become. Do you really think God 
wants you now? Ethan had already stopped 
approaching the God he feared. Sin deepened 
the distance, and that distance made further 
sin easier, until accusation hardened into 
another lie: I am already condemned. 
 
And once Ethan believed there was no road 
back to mercy, he began living as though no 
road existed. 
 
I saw what Ethan could not yet see. Mercy 
had not withdrawn from Ethan. Ethan had 
withdrawn from mercy.
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The World Ethan Built 
 
He did not remain still for long, but responded 
to powerlessness the way he had learned to 
respond to it long ago. 
 
He built. 
 
He built a successful business, and with it 
came money, property, and influence. People 
called when decisions had to be made, and 
Ethan became the man who had an answer.  
 
Success began to feel like proof. Every 
property acquired, every problem solved, every 
person depending upon him seemed to answer 
the old fear: You are strong enough now. You 
can fix whatever goes wrong. 
 
In time, Ethan began relying on alcohol as his 
father once had. It became another way of 
avoiding what success, work, and control could 
not resolve. Anna and Michael were living 
apart from him. Ethan could provide. He could 
protect. He could solve problems and carry 
responsibilities. What he could not do was 
stand before another person and allow himself 
to be known in his weakness. 
 
So Ethan kept building. Work harder. Earn 
more. Fix it. Money, power, and control gave 
Ethan almost everything the frightened boy he 
had once been thought he needed. 
 
I understood something Ethan could not yet 
admit. He had spent years becoming powerful 
enough that powerlessness could never find 
him again. The world he had built had grown 
enormous. So had the weight required to hold 
it together. 
 

The Ruin 
 
Then the weight began to move. One business 
problem became two. Money tightened. 
Properties that once testified to Ethan’s 
success began costing more than they 
returned. Calls he had once answered with 
certainty became calls he allowed to ring. 
 
His answer was the answer he had always 
known: Work harder. Take control. Fix it. 
 
He stayed later. Slept less. Sold what could be 
sold. Moved money. Made promises. Every 
time one answer failed, Ethan found another. 
For a while, sheer force seemed enough. 
 
Then it wasn’t. 
 
One property went, then another. The 
business contracted. People who had once 
waited for Ethan’s decisions began making 
decisions without him. Anna and Michael 
were still living apart from him, and now the 
world he had built after their separation was 
disappearing too. 
 
Eventually, there was nothing left to save. The 
business and properties were gone, and the 
money that had once given Ethan security 
was gone with them. The people who once 
depended upon Ethan had learned to continue 
without him. At last he carried what remained 
of his life into an old car: a phone, a few 
clothes, and papers from a world he no longer 
owned. 
 
Ethan sat behind the wheel and looked at his 
hands. Those hands had built companies and 
signed contracts. They had bought houses, 
held his wife and child, raised glasses, shoved 
a boy at a picnic, and reached again and again 
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for control whenever fear entered his life. 
 
Now there was nothing left for them to 
control. 
 
And the old command returned: Everything 
depends upon you. 
 
But Ethan had nothing left with which to 
answer it. He was powerless. 
 
There the Accuser pressed upon everything 
Ethan could already see. Look at what you 
have done. 
 
Ethan could not deny it. 
 
Look at what you have lost. 
 
He could not deny that either. 
 
You left God. You wounded your marriage. You 
used people. You built your life around things 
that could not save you. And now they are 
gone. 
 
The accusation contained things Ethan could 
not deny. But then the Accuser took those 
things and pressed them toward one final lie: 
 
There is no road back for a man like you.

Adult Scene III — Lily

Lily entered adulthood expecting the worst. 
A friendship could feel secure until there was 
a disagreement. A man could seem tender 
until intimacy required her to trust him. A 
room could feel like home until someone 
became angry. Lily had learned to watch for 
the moment when what felt safe became 

something else. 
 
She found companions who kept life moving. 
Bright rooms. Loud nights. Laughter that 
required little the next morning. Lily could 
belong without being deeply known, and for 
a while that felt safer than allowing herself 
to need someone. Men entered her life too. 
She wanted tenderness, but when affection 
deepened into the possibility of truly needing 
someone, the old warning returned: Do not 
lean too hard. Everything turns. 
 
So she gave enough of herself to feel close 
and withheld enough to escape. When 
someone wanted more of her, she found the 
flaw, anticipated the ending, or left before the 
relationship could leave her first. The wound 
did not make those choices for Lily. She made 
them herself. 
 
Eventually even distance was not enough. 
There were nights when the noise ended and 
Lily could still feel the ache waiting beneath it. 
She began using drugs too. For a while, they 
gave her another way to escape what waited 
when the noise stopped. Whatever relief they 
brought did not last. 
 
The Safety of Certainty 
 
Over time, Lily’s friendships began to fade. An 
argument ended one. A silence ended another. 
Some friends simply stopped calling. Whatever 
the reasons, Lily received each loss through 
the same old lie: Everything turns. 
 
She moved into a small apartment alone. At 
first, the quiet felt like freedom. There were no 
raised voices. No shifting loyalties. No one was 
close enough to disrupt the safety of being 
alone. But at night, that same quiet began to 
feel empty. 
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Work felt safer. She entered accounting, where 
numbers balanced or they did not. Errors could 
be found. Problems could be corrected. Her 
careful mind saw what others missed, and she 
rose because her competence was real. The 
same office waited each morning. The work 
was predictable. It asked for accuracy, not 
vulnerability. 
 
Slowly, order began carrying a weight it had 
never been created to bear. 
 
The Turn 
 
One morning, the president appeared at Lily’s 
office door. 
 
“I need to speak with you.” 
 
Lily looked up from the numbers on her 
screen. “Of course.” 
 
“We’re letting you go today. Please gather your 
belongings. Security will walk you out.” 
 
Lily stared at him in disbelief. “Why?” 
 
“The decision is final.” 
 
“Was I incompetent?” 
 
“No.” 
 
“Did I do something wrong?” 
 
“No.” 
 
“Then why?” 
 
“We hired an outside accounting firm.” 
 
Years of work. Balanced accounts. Problems 

solved. Order maintained. And none of it could 
prevent what had changed. 
 
The old warning returned: Here it is. 
Everything turns. 
 
The Descent 
 
Lily responded by doing what she knew how 
to do. She kept moving. She sent résumés, 
made calls, tracked applications, and built 
lists of everything that had to happen next. 
Each morning she straightened the apartment 
before beginning again, almost as though 
enough order in the room might call order 
back into her life. 
 
No job offer came. Her savings dried up. 
Bills gathered. Applications disappeared 
without answer. The work that had once 
given structure to her days was gone, and the 
apartment became quieter around her. 
 
One night, Lily sat on the edge of her bed 
with her phone in her hand. She opened her 
contacts. Names filled the screen, but she 
didn't call anyone. 
 
The Watcher 
 
I knew the history behind that silence. Some 
people had left Lily. Lily had left others. The 
distance she had once trusted to protect 
herself had become aloneness. 
 
Days later, Lily entered a church. She chose a 
pew near the back, close enough to the door 
that she could leave without being noticed. 
The sanctuary was still. Lily looked toward the 
tabernacle. She had entered churches before, 
always careful not to remain too long, but that 
night was different. Only the silence remained. 
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Then the wound spoke first: If you trust Him, 
He will leave you too. 
 
Lily’s eyes filled. She wanted to pray, but 
nothing came. Then she left. 
 
Within days, the eviction notice came. Lily 
read it alone in the apartment she would soon 
have to leave. 
 
She felt the need to talk to someone, but there 
wasn’t anyone she trusted enough to call.

Adult Scene IV — Claire

Claire’s adult life did not collapse loudly. It 
grew smaller. 
 
She remained close to home and worked at a 
local cafeteria. She was dependable, gentle, 
and easy to overlook. She remembered what 
people needed before they asked, covered 
shifts, listened, and rarely made trouble for 
anyone. 
 
But there was much more to Claire than others 
saw. She was intelligent, patient, attentive, 
and steady. She noticed the people everyone 
else passed by. She earned a master’s degree 
in special education, sent résumés to several 
schools, and received invitations to interview. 
 
She accepted the first invitation. When the 
morning arrived, Claire dressed carefully, 
gathered her papers, and sat with the car keys 
in her hand. She could not leave. The interview 
meant walking into a room where strangers 
would look directly at her, ask her to speak 
about herself, and decide whether she should 
be chosen. And the old command rose quietly: 
Stay where you are. It is safer not to be seen. 

 
Claire cancelled. Other schools invited her to 
interview, and she agreed to interviews she 
could not bring herself to attend. Eventually 
she stopped sending résumés. 
 
The Place She Made for Herself 
 
As Robert and Anne grew older, they needed 
more help. Claire drove them to appointments, 
managed their medications, prepared meals, 
kept the house, and stayed with them through 
illness. She loved them, and the care she gave 
them was real. 
 
Gradually, their needs came to occupy more 
and more of Claire’s life. Her master’s degree 
remained unused, and eventually she stopped 
wondering about the life she had once 
imagined. Her parents needed her, and being 
needed felt safe. Caring for them became her 
whole world. 
 
The Ruin 
 
Then Robert and Anne died. For years, their 
needs had structured Claire’s days. Her service 
had somewhere to go, and she had a place to 
belong. 
 
After they were gone, Claire discovered 
what had been left behind. Years of Robert’s 
drinking had contributed to debts she did not 
know existed. Payments had been missed, and 
the house Claire believed was secure was in 
foreclosure. 

She looked around her and asked the only 
question she knew to ask. “Where am I 
supposed to go?”

And the old belief rose with terrible clarity: If 
no one needs me, there is no place for me.



20

The Watcher’s Chronicle — Healing Begins in the Wound� The Wound

The Watcher

Yet as I watched them, I saw something else. 
Through everything that had brought the 
four of them to this point, God had never 
ceased seeking them through grace. Then I 
remembered the words of Jesus in Scripture: 
“Behold, I stand at the door and knock.” 
 
The knock was not new. God had not begun 
seeking them because their lives had finally 
fallen apart. He had been there all along. What 
had changed was not His presence at the door. 
 
For the first time, they had begun to hear Him 
knocking.
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Part II: The Healing
“For you were called for freedom... 
 rather, serve one another through love.” 
 Galatians 5:13

Movement I — The Knock

When Grace Calls

I stood again before the Father and looked 
upon the four children I had watched from 
their childhood. They were no longer children. 
What they had suffered, what they had come 
to believe because of it, what happened 
afterward, and what they themselves had 
chosen had accumulated across the years. 
Now each stood within a life shaped by all of 
it. 
 
Each had reached a place of personal 
reckoning. 
 
As I looked upon what remained, I expected 
their ruin to somehow mark an ending. But the 
Father did not look upon them that way. 
 
“What do they have left?” I asked.
 
“They have Me.” 
 
His answer stopped me. Then I began to see 
something I had not understood before. The 
Father had never ceased calling them. His 
grace had been at work long before Ethan, 
Lily, Jacob, or Claire knew how to recognize it, 
drawing them toward His Son even when they 
resisted. He had authored none of the evil 
they suffered and none of the sins they freely 
chose. Yet through all of it, He had remained. 
 
And even now, with so much stripped away, 

they were afraid to answer Him. I understood 
why. Ethan knew control. Lily knew distance. 
Claire knew how to make herself necessary. 
Jacob knew a grief no earthly restoration could 
undo. What each of them knew was painful, 
but it was known. 
 
Answering Him would require something 
different of them now. They would have to 
step beyond what was known and entrust 
themselves to the One who was calling 
them. For Ethan, that meant relinquishing 
control without knowing what would replace 
it. For Lily, it meant risking remaining when 
everything within her had learned to flee. For 
Claire, it meant risking being known without 
first making herself necessary. For Jacob, it 
meant turning toward God without being 
promised the earthly restoration of what death 
had taken from him. 
 
It was then that I understood something more. 
There could be a terrible familiarity even in 
suffering. Fear of the unknown could make 
what was familiar seem safer than stepping 
toward what could not yet be seen. 
 
“Why do You not show them what lies ahead?” 
I asked. 
 
“Because I am not asking them to trust the 
road,” the Father said. “I am asking them to 
trust Me.” 
 
There it was. Faith. 
 
Not faith that everything would become easy 
or that every loss would be restored, every 
consequence removed, or every earthly sorrow 
healed according to their desires. Faith meant 
entrusting the first unseen step to Him. 
 
The four before me had come to this moment 
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by very different paths. But suffering was 
not the path God required before they could 
answer Him. Each now faced a truth that 
required a response. 
 
And even there, grace did not force their 
answer. It made the answer possible. 
 
For the first time, each of them faced a 
question that the life they had been living 
could not answer: 
 
What if there is another way?

Movement II — Truth

Separating the Wound from the Lie

The question remained before them. But I 
understood that another way could not simply 
be built upon another illusion. If Ethan, Lily, 
Jacob, and Claire were to become free, they 
would have to face what had happened to 
them, what they had come to believe because 
of it, and what they themselves had done in 
return. 
 
Then what they had lived through as children 
came before me again. None of it could be 
changed. What happened had happened. The 
words that had been spoken could not be 
unsaid. Their parents had loved them, but they 
had also failed them. Harm had been done. 
And the children had suffered what they had 
suffered. 
 
But each child had carried something else from 
childhood into the years that followed. They 
carried not only what had happened, but what 
they had come to believe it meant. I could 

finally see the distinction clearly. 
 
What happened was real. The lie was not. 
 
I looked toward the Father. “They believed 
what their lives seemed to teach them.” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“Then how will they know what is true?” 
 
The Father turned my sight back toward the 
beginning. “First, they must learn to see 
what happened without asking the wound to 
explain it.” 
 
“And then?” 
 
“They must bring what they have come to 
believe before Me and allow Me to reveal 
what is true and what is false.” 
 
Then I understood that truth reached further 
than what had happened to them. There were 
truths no wound could change: who they were, 
what love was, what freedom was for, and that 
through Baptism they had become adopted 
sons and daughters of the Father. 
 
Truth would require neither denial nor 
accusation. What had happened must remain 
what had happened. What they themselves 
had done must belong to them. No wound 
could erase their God-given dignity or the 
mark of Baptism. And where their own sins 
had wounded communion with God, mercy 
still called them home. 
 
The lie had never changed what was true. 
Neither had the Father ever surrendered His 
children to the meanings they had given their 
wounds. 
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“Then the wound cannot tell them what is 
true?” I asked. 
 
“The truth belongs to no wound,” He said. “My 
Son is Truth.” 
 
Then my sight was lifted beyond their 
childhood, beyond their parents, beyond 
everything Ethan, Lily, Jacob, and Claire 
had suffered, and beyond everything they 
themselves had later done. I saw them as 
the Father had always seen them: creatures 
created in His image and likeness, wounded by 
the Fall yet called in His Son to a life that no 
wound, failure, or sin could define. 
 
Their wounds had not created them. Their sins 
had not created them. Their successes had not 
created them. The judgments of other people 
had not created them. 
 
God had created them. 
 
And in Christ, I saw the truth about God and 
the truth about the human person meet. He 
did not merely expose what was false. He 
revealed what they had been created for. 
 
Then I understood why truth could hurt before 
it healed. Truth would reveal what had been 
done to them without blaming them for having 
been wounded. But the same truth would 
also reveal what they themselves had done: 
the sins they had chosen, the habits they 
had strengthened, and the people they had 
wounded in return. One could not be used to 
erase the other. 
 
Healing would require neither accusation 
nor excuse. It would require truth: the truth 
about what happened, the truth about what 
others had done, the truth about what they 

themselves had done, the truth about what 
had been taken from them, and the truth 
about what no wound or sin could take away. 
 
And above all, the truth about who they were 
before God. 
 
The Knock had opened the door. Now they 
would have to walk through it.

Movement III — The Reckoning

What Was Suffered, What Was Chosen

Ethan

Ethan had not intended to tell the priest about 
his father. He had come because there was 
nowhere else left to go. At first he spoke only 
about what he had lost: his work, his marriage, 
his home, the life he had spent years building. 
 
Then he said something that stopped him. “I 
did everything I could to make sure nobody 
could ever put me in the position my father 
did.” 
 
The priest looked at him. “What position was 
that?” 
 
“Helplessness.” 
 
Ethan looked away. “Everybody watched Dad. 
Everybody adjusted to him. What they said. 
What they did. When they spoke. When they 
stayed out of the way. One man’s anger could 
control the whole house.” 
 
“And you decided no one would ever have that 
kind of power over you again.” 
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“No one did.” 
 
The priest held his gaze for a moment. “Did 
your family have to adjust to you?” 
 
Ethan did not answer. For a moment, he saw 
his father again. Then the image changed. He 
saw Anna going quiet when he had already 
made up his mind. He remembered Michael 
learning when not to challenge him. He 
remembered conversations he had ended 
because he knew what needed to be done and 
decisions he had called leadership because 
allowing somebody else to decide felt too 
much like surrender. 
 
What he saw was difficult to deny. His family 
had learned to adjust to him. 
 
“My father lost control,” Ethan said quietly. “I 
thought control was what made me different 
from him.” 
 
The priest waited. 
 
“He hurt us. I was a kid. I couldn’t stop him.” 
 
“No, you couldn’t.” 
 
“It wasn’t my fault.” 
 
“No.” 
 
Ethan looked down. “But what I did afterward 
was my fault.” 
 
The words remained between them. 
 
“What do I do with that?” 
 
“You tell the truth about all of it.” 
 
Ethan knew what the priest meant. He had not 

been to Confession in years. His first impulse 
was to leave, think everything through, 
arrange the words properly, and return when 
he knew exactly what he wanted to say. Then 
he recognized what he was doing. 
 
For once, he did not obey the impulse. 
 
“I don’t know where to begin.” 
 
“Then begin there.” 
 
And Ethan did. For the first time in years, he 
confessed his sins without explaining them 
away. When the priest raised his hand and 
spoke the words of absolution, Ethan received 
through the sacrament what he could never 
have given himself: God’s forgiveness. What 
remained was learning to accept it, and in 
accepting it, to forgive himself.

Lily

Lily had been sleeping on her friend’s couch 
for three nights when her friend came home 
from work and stopped in the doorway. Lily’s 
bags were packed beside the couch. 
 
“Are you leaving?” 
 
“No.” 
 
“Then why are your bags packed?” 
 
Lily glanced at them. “I like to be ready.” 
 
“For what?” 
 
“For when this changes.” 
 
Her friend looked at her. “Lily, I came home 
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tired yesterday.” 
 
“I know.” 
 
“And you packed.” 
 
Lily folded her arms. “I’m being careful.” 
 
“No. Being careful means seeing what’s 
actually there. I haven’t asked you to leave.” 
 
Lily looked down at the bags. Nothing had 
happened.  
 
“What if I trust you and I’m wrong?” 
 
“Then it will hurt.” 
 
Lily looked up. “That’s your answer?” 
 
“It’s the only honest one.” 
 
Lily looked again at the two packed bags. Her 
friend had not promised that nothing would 
ever change. She had not promised that 
trusting another person could never result in 
pain. She had simply asked Lily to see what 
was actually there. 
 
After a moment, Lily reached down and 
unzipped the first bag.

Jacob

Jacob had ignored Mr. Carrow’s calls for 
months. When he finally allowed him to visit, 
the older man did not ask Jacob to come back 
to Mass. He did not tell him that everything 
happened for a reason. 
 
They sat together in Jacob’s apartment until 

Mr. Carrow noticed the photograph on 
the table. Jacob’s wife stood in the middle, 
surrounded by their three children. 
 
“Don’t,” Jacob said. 
 
Mr. Carrow looked at him. 
 
“Don’t tell me God has a plan. Don’t tell me 
they’re in a better place. I prayed to Him. I 
trusted Him. I loved Him. And He had the 
power to stop it.” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“Then where was He?” 
 
“I don’t know why God permitted what 
happened, Jacob.” 
 
Jacob’s face hardened. “Then what good are 
you to me?” 
 
“Maybe none.” 
 
Mr. Carrow looked again at the photograph. 
“But there’s one thing you’ve been saying that 
isn’t true.” 
 
Jacob waited. 
 
“You told me God rejected you.” 
 
“He took everyone who loved me.” 
 
“No. They were taken from you. That’s true.” 
Mr. Carrow looked back at him. “God rejected 
me is something you added to it.” 
 
Jacob stared at him. “You think there’s a 
difference?” 
 
“I think your wife and children are dead, and 
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nothing I say can make those graves less 
real. I also think those graves cannot tell you 
whether God loves you.” 
 
Jacob looked at the photograph. Four faces. 
Four graves. 
 
“But He could have stopped it.” 
 
Mr. Carrow was quiet. “Yes.” 
 
Jacob’s eyes filled with tears. “Then how am I 
supposed to trust Him?” 
 
Mr. Carrow did not answer immediately. “I 
don’t know yet.” Then he leaned toward Jacob. 
“But maybe that’s the question you need to 
take to Him.” 

Claire

A woman from the parish found Claire cleaning 
out her parents’ kitchen a few weeks after the 
funeral. 
 
“You don’t have to do all of this today.” 
 
“I know.” Claire folded another dish towel and 
placed it carefully in a box. “But it has to be 
done.” 
 
The woman watched her for a moment. “What 
are you going to do when there’s nothing left 
here that needs doing?” 
 
Claire stopped. There were no appointments 
left to make. No medications to organize. No 
meals to prepare. No one waiting for her in the 
morning. No one calling because something 
had gone wrong. 
 

“I don’t know.” 
 
“Then maybe you don’t have to know yet.” 
 
Claire picked up another towel. “Standing 
there isn’t going to help you.” 
 
“I didn’t ask you to help me.” 
 
Claire’s hands stopped. The woman pulled out 
a chair. 
 
“Come sit down.” 
 
Claire remained standing with the towel in her 
hands. 
 
“Claire, when was the last time you let 
somebody take care of you?” 
 
Claire tried to remember. She couldn’t. 
 
The house was quiet around them. Claire 
looked down at the towel in her hands. “If 
nobody needs me, what am I supposed to be 
here for?” 
 
The woman looked at her. “Do you really 
believe that’s why we love you?” 
 
Claire wanted to say no. She couldn’t.  
 
Slowly, she put the towel down. 
 
The Watcher 
 
I watched each of them come to the truth 
by a different road. Ethan had to see that 
acknowledging what had been done to him 
did not remove responsibility for what he 
had freely done afterward. Lily had to begin 
distinguishing what was actually happening 
from what fear had taught her to expect. 
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Jacob had to distinguish the reality of an 
immeasurable loss from the meaning his 
wound had given that loss. Claire had to 
confront the belief that her place among 
others depended upon making herself 
necessary to them. 
 
Their wounds were different. Their choices 
were different. Their responsibilities were 
different. And without words, the Father’s 
wisdom entered my understanding with 
perfect clarity: Do not confuse what they 
suffered with what they freely chose. 
 
Then I understood again what He had shown 
me from the beginning. 
 
They had been created for communion with 
Him and with one another, free to receive love 
and free to give themselves in love.

Movement IV — The Unmasking

When the Hidden Becomes Visible

Years passed before the four of them sat 
together again. Their lives had not stood 
still during that time. The disasters that had 
once seemed like the end of everything had 
receded into memory, although none of 
them had emerged unchanged. Other things 
had happened since then. Other people 
had entered their lives. There had been 
other losses, other choices, roads taken and 
abandoned, things regretted, things endured, 
and things none of the others knew. 
 
Then Ethan called. He asked them to come 
over but did not tell them why. 
 
Claire arrived first, carrying a small paper bag 

into Ethan’s kitchen. “I brought something.” 
 
Ethan looked inside. “You didn’t have to.” 
 
“I know.” 
 
Lily came next. She stood in the doorway for a 
moment before stepping inside. 
 
“Well,” she said, looking at Ethan. “You look 
old.” 
 
“So do you.” 
 
“I should’ve seen that coming.”
 
Claire laughed. 
 
Jacob arrived last. For the first few minutes, 
they talked about almost nothing that 
mattered. Coffee. Traffic. Someone they 
had known when they were young. The 
neighborhood. A building that was no longer 
there. 
 
Finally Lily leaned back in her chair. “You made 
it sound important.” 
 
“It is. At least I think it is.” Ethan looked down 
at his coffee cup. “After everything fell apart, 
I met a priest. I started talking to him. Then I 
started reading. Scripture. The faith. Things I 
probably should’ve learned a long time ago. I 
kept going back because every answer seemed 
to leave me with another question.” 
 
“What question?” Claire asked. 
 
Ethan was quiet for a moment. “What 
happened to me?” 
 
Lily’s expression changed. 
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“Not the business. Before that. Why I became 
the man who built that life in the first place. 
And eventually I started thinking about us.” 
 
Lily’s eyes narrowed. “Here we go.” 
 
“No.” Ethan shook his head. “That’s exactly 
what I don’t want to do. I’m not going to tell 
you what’s wrong with you. I spent enough of 
my life deciding things for other people.” 
 
That silenced her. 
 
“I want to tell you what I found when I started 
looking at myself.” 
 
Jacob folded his hands on the table. 
 
“I kept going back to that house. Mom and 
Dad. The fighting. Everything that happened. 
For a while, I thought that explained me.” 
 
Claire looked down. 
 
“But it couldn’t explain everything.” 
 
“Why?” Jacob asked. 
 
Ethan looked from one face to another. 
“Because we lived in the same house. And we 
didn’t become the same people.” 
 
Lily shifted in her chair. “What are you saying? 
That we imagined it?” 
 
“No.” His answer came quickly. “What 
happened happened. Some of it was wrong. 
Some of it hurt us. Some of it shouldn’t have 
happened at all. Calling something a wound 
doesn’t mean pretending there wasn’t a knife.” 
 
The room went still. 
 

“But somehow we came away from it believing 
things.” 
 
Jacob’s brow tightened. “About Mom and 
Dad?” 
 
“Them. Ourselves. Other people. Maybe even 
God.” Ethan looked down at his hands. “I know 
what I learned. Being powerless was to lose 
control. Somewhere along the way, I stopped 
just being afraid of it. I started building my life 
against it.” 
 
Jacob watched him carefully. 
 
“I thought if I became successful enough, 
strong enough, important enough, if I could 
control enough of what happened around me, 
nobody would ever put me in that place again.” 
 
Lily spoke quietly. “And you did.” 
 
Ethan looked at her. “For a while.” 
 
A faint smile passed between them and 
disappeared. 
 
Claire looked at him. “So what was wrong with 
wanting to be successful?” 
 
“Nothing. The problem wasn’t working hard 
or succeeding. The problem was what I 
was asking those things to do for me.” He 
hesitated. “I was asking them to save me from 
being that boy again.” 
 
No one moved. 
 
“And they couldn’t.” 
 
Jacob leaned forward. “So the wound wasn’t 
the lie.” 
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Ethan looked at him. “No. What happened was 
real. What I came to believe because of it was 
something else.” 
 
Lily turned toward the window. “That’s 
convenient.” 
 
Ethan waited. 
 
“You spend years doing whatever you want,” 
she said, “and then you trace it back to 
something that happened when you were a 
kid.” 
 
“No.” Ethan’s voice remained quiet. “That’s the 
opposite of what I’m saying.” 
 
She turned back toward him. 
 
“What happened to me wasn’t my fault.” He 
stopped for a moment. “But everything I did 
afterward wasn’t anybody else’s fault.” 
 
No one answered. 
 
“I made choices. Real ones. Some were wrong. 
Some hurt people. And I made some of those 
choices so many times they stopped feeling 
like choices. They just felt like me.” 
 
Jacob looked down. 
 
“And Mom and Dad couldn’t explain 
everything anyway. We left that house. Life 
kept happening. People hurt us. People loved 
us. We lost things. We hurt people too.” Ethan 
looked down at his coffee. “We sinned.” 
 
No one challenged the word. 
 
Claire spoke barely above a whisper. “How 
would you ever sort all of that out?” 
 

“I don’t know.” 
 
Claire looked surprised, and Ethan noticed. 
 
“I mean it. I’ve barely started.” 
 
Lily studied him for a long moment. “Then why 
are we here?” 
 
“Because I figured out the question.” 
 
Jacob looked up. Ethan leaned forward. 
 
“What if something happens to you and you 
come to believe something because of it? 
What if you live from that belief long enough 
that you stop knowing it’s something you 
believe?” 
 
“You just think that’s the way things are,” Jacob 
said. 
 
Ethan nodded. 
 
Something changed in Claire’s face. For an 
instant Ethan wondered what she had heard. 
 
Lily broke the silence. “But it was true.” 
 
“What was?” 
 
“What happened to us.” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“So what’s the difference?” 
 
Ethan looked at her. “I think that’s the 
difference I missed my whole life.” He spoke 
slowly. “What happened to you can be true 
without everything you came to believe 
because of it being true.” 
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Nobody moved. 
 
Finally Jacob spoke. “Then how do you know 
the difference?” 
 
“That was the question I couldn’t get past.” 
Ethan pushed his cup away. “The four of us 
lived through the same family and came away 
seeing it differently. What we experienced 
doesn’t decide what’s true.” 
 
“Then what tells you what’s true?” Jacob asked. 
 
Ethan became quiet. “God.” 
 
Lily exhaled softly. 
 
“I don’t mean using God to fill in whatever I 
can’t explain. I mean reality was His before any 
of us interpreted it.” 
 
Claire watched him. 
 
“And then I came across Christ’s words again: I 
am the way and the truth and the life. I’d heard 
them before, but I don’t think I’d ever really 
heard them.” 
 
Ethan looked around the table. “What 
happened matters. Who did what matters. 
What I did matters. But none of those things 
gets to make God, love, or the human person 
into something they aren’t.” 
 
Claire looked down at her hands. 
 
Jacob finally asked the question. “So where do 
you start?” 
 
“With what happened, I guess.” Ethan looked 
around the table. “What actually happened? 
What did I come to believe because of it? 
What happened afterward? What did other 

people do?” His voice grew quieter. “What did 
I do? What did I keep choosing?” 
 
Claire’s hand moved automatically toward the 
empty cups. Then it stopped. Ethan noticed. 
So did Claire. Her hand remained there for a 
moment before she slowly drew it back. 
 
“And then,” Ethan said, “the question I can’t get 
away from.” 
 
They waited. 
 
“Is it true, what I came to believe?”
 
Silence settled over the room. Jacob stood and 
went to the window. Lily had become very still. 
 
Finally she looked at Ethan. “Do you know 
what’s true about you?” 
 
Ethan almost answered. Then he shook his 
head. “Not enough.” 
 
There was something different in the answer. 
Perhaps because it was one of the first 
answers Ethan had ever given his brother and 
sisters without trying to make himself larger 
than the question. 
 
Jacob turned from the window. “Then what do 
you expect us to do with all this?” 
 
Ethan looked at each of them. “I didn’t bring 
you here because I know what happened 
inside you. I don’t. And I don’t get to tell you.” 
 
Claire’s eyes met his. 
 
“But I think each of us has to look. Not just at 
our childhood. At all of it.” 
 
Lily lowered her eyes. “And then?” 
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“Bring it into the light.” 
 
“That’s it?” 
 
“No.” Ethan shook his head. “I think that’s just 
where it starts.” 
 
For a long time, no one spoke. Years earlier, 
four children had left the same house carrying 
different worlds within them. Now they rose 
from Ethan’s table carrying the same question: 
 
Is it true?

 
 
The Watcher 
 
I watched them leave without answers. That 
mattered. 
 
I understood that the question itself could 
not determine what was true. Neither could 
memory, pain, fear, success, failure, or the 
meanings they had carried for so many years. 
Their wounds had changed what they could 
see. They had not changed what was true. 
 
And beneath everything they were only 
beginning to understand stood Christ. He was 
not merely another interpretation laid over 
their wounds. 
 
Truth is a Person.

Movement V — The Long Road

When Truth Becomes a Way of Life

Claire

In the time after Ethan gathered them 
together, Claire began with prayer. She had 
forgotten much of what she once knew, so 
she began learning it again. Her thoughts 
wandered constantly when she tried to pray, 
but she prayed anyway. 
 
Months became years. Prayer led Claire back 
to Confession and deeper into the life of the 
Church. In the sacrament she brought her sins 
beneath Christ’s mercy, and she returned to 
the Eucharist reconciled to Him. She learned 
her faith. The Rosary became part of her 
days. Sunday Mass became the center of her 
week. Later came weekday Mass when she 
could attend, and time before the Blessed 
Sacrament. 
 
Nothing changed quickly. If no one needs me, 
there is no place for me. Claire knew those 
words were false long before the lie lost its 
power over the way she lived. She brought 
them to Christ. “Jesus, I cannot heal this by 
myself. I need You.” She asked in faith, and she 
kept praying. 
 
Over time, something deeper began to 
become clear to her at Mass. Claire had spent 



32

The Watcher’s Chronicle — Healing Begins in the Wound� The Healing

much of her life believing that she had to give 
before she could receive love. But Jesus gave 
Himself first. Claire received Him, and slowly, 
receiving His self-gift began freeing her to give 
herself freely. 
 
Two years after Ethan gathered the family 
together, Claire sat in her car outside St. 
Catherine School. On the passenger seat were 
the résumé she had once stopped sending and 
the master’s degree in special education she 
had never used. An interview waited inside. 
 
The old command returned immediately: Stay 
where you are. It is safer not to be seen. 
 
Claire closed her hand around her rosary. 
“Jesus, I’m afraid.” 
 
The fear remained. That mattered. Years 
earlier, the presence of fear would have been 
enough to stop her. Now Claire understood 
that feeling afraid did not mean she had to 
obey the fear. 
 
She turned off the engine. 
 
A few minutes later, she was sitting across 
from the principal. 
 
“You earned your master’s years ago.” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“But you’ve never taught. Why?” 
 
Claire had prepared the safe answer. Her 
parents had needed her. Their health had 
declined. She had responsibilities at home. 
Every part of the answer was true. 
 
But it was not all of the truth. 
 

“I was afraid.” 
 
“Of teaching?” 
 
Claire shook her head. “Of being seen.” 
 
The principal studied her résumé. “Then why 
special education?” 
 
Claire thought about all those years she had 
spent watching from the edges of rooms. 
“Because I notice people.” She paused. 
“Especially the ones everyone else misses.” 
 
Claire did not know whether the school would 
offer her the job. For once, she had entered 
without knowing whether she would be 
chosen. 

Jacob

In the years after Ethan gathered them 
together, Jacob slowly returned to prayer. In 
one sense, that return had begun before he 
even knew whether he could trust God again. 
Some days he prayed with faith. Other days, 
he brought Jesus little more than the grief he 
could not escape. 
 
Still, he returned. 
 
The sacraments became the center of that 
return. Confession confronted Jacob with his 
own sins without asking him to confess grief 
as though grief itself were a sin. At Mass, the 
loss he could not understand stood before the 
Sacrifice of Christ. His wife and children were 
still dead. That had not changed. Jesus had not 
given Jacob the explanation he wanted. 
 
But slowly, Jacob stopped asking the graves 
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to tell him whether God loved him. He began 
asking Jesus. 
 
“Lord, I don’t know why You permitted this. I 
don’t know why You didn’t stop it. But I don’t 
want this between us anymore.” 
 
The grief remained. Jacob gave Him that too.

As his love for Jesus deepened, another 
possibility slowly entered his prayer: the 
priesthood. 
 
Then came the letter. He had been accepted 
to seminary. 
 
Jacob called Ethan. “I got in.” 
 
“The seminary?” 
 
“Yeah.” 
 
“I didn’t know you’d gotten that far.” 
 
“Nobody did.” 
 
Ethan laughed softly. “Apparently we missed 
a few things while we weren’t talking to each 
other.” 
 
After they hung up, Jacob remained at the 
table with the letter in front of him. For years 
he had prayed, discerned, met with priests, 
and submitted the possibility of priesthood to 
the Church. Now the door had opened. 
 
And Ethan’s question returned: Is it true? 
 
Jacob imagined giving his life to Jesus Christ 
and His people. He imagined a parish, the 
sacraments, a life poured out in service. And a 
place where people would call him Father. 
 

Something in the word caught him. For most of 
his life, Jacob had wanted someone to choose 
him and keep choosing him. Now he had to 
consider whether part of him had begun asking 
the priesthood to promise what he had always 
wanted most: a place where he would belong. 
 
He called the priest who had been helping him 
discern. 
 
“Can God really be calling you to something if 
part of you wants it for the wrong reason?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
Jacob had not expected the answer so quickly. 
“Then how do you know which part is real?” 
 
“You keep discerning.” 
 
“And if I find out I’m not supposed to be a 
priest?” 
 
There was a pause. “Then you will still belong 
to Christ.” 
 
Jacob looked at the letter. That was the part 
he had never wanted to test. He placed his 
hand over it. 
 
“Lord, I want this.” His voice caught. “But I 
want You more.” 
 
Jacob remained there until he could say the 
rest. 
 
“If this is where You want me, I’ll go. If it isn’t, 
don’t let me use it to hide from what I’m afraid 
of losing.” 
 
Nothing about the letter changed. Jacob left 
his hand resting upon it. 
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Ethan

In the years after the priest first asked Ethan 
whether his family had learned to adjust to 
him, Ethan discovered that it was much easier 
to confess control than to surrender it. He 
returned to Confession, and then he returned 
again. He also sought help for the drinking he 
had used for years to avoid what he did not 
know how to face. 
 
Prayer came harder. Ethan was accustomed to 
solving problems, and prayer repeatedly placed 
him before a God he could neither manage 
nor hurry. He prayed anyway. Scripture and 
the faith he began studying showed him sins 
he had once called strength. In Confession, he 
brought those sins beneath Christ’s mercy. 
 
In the Eucharist, he encountered a different 
kind of strength altogether: Jesus giving 
Himself completely without taking away the 
freedom of those He loved. 
 
Slowly, Ethan began to understand that 
being forgiven did not erase what his choices 
had done. Anna, from whom he was civilly 
divorced, still carried consequences. So did 
Michael. Repentance required more than 
sorrow. 
 
Ethan began with the things he could change. 
He kept his word. He arrived when he said 
he would. He provided what he owed. He 
listened without correcting. And he learned 
to apologize without requiring forgiveness in 
return. 
 
Months passed, then years. 
 
One afternoon Ethan stood outside the house 

where Anna and Michael lived. She opened 
the door but did not invite him inside. 
 
“He’s almost ready.” 
 
“Okay.” 
 
They waited while Michael gathered his things 
upstairs. 
 
“He says you’ve been taking him to Mass.” 
 
“I have.” 
 
“And you’ve been going yourself.” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
She studied him. “How long is this going to 
last?” 
 
The question stung. Ethan felt the old 
response immediately. He wanted to explain 
the priest, the years of prayer, the Confessions, 
everything he had learned. He wanted her to 
understand that this time was different. He 
wanted to justify himself. 
 
Then another truth rose beside the impulse. 
 
She did not owe him belief. 
 
“I don’t know how to prove it to you.” 
 
“You can’t.” 
 
Ethan looked at her. 
 
“I’ve heard promises before.” 
 
“I know.” 
 
“No, Ethan. I don’t think you do.” 
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He almost defended himself. Then he saw 
her standing there beneath consequences of 
choices she had never made. 
 
“I hurt you.” 
 
She folded her arms. 
 
“And I’m sorry.” 
 
Her expression did not change. Ethan waited. 

Nothing came. 
 
Finally she said, “Going to church doesn’t undo 
what happened.” 
 
“I know.” 
 
“And saying you’re sorry doesn’t mean I’m 
ready to trust you.” 
 
Ethan nodded. “You don’t have to.” 
 
She looked at him. “You’re not going to argue 
with me?” 
 
Ethan almost smiled. “Trying not to.” 
 
She watched him as though she expected the 
rest of the argument. 
 
Michael came down the stairs carrying a 
backpack. “Ready, Dad?” 
 
“Ready.” 
 
Ethan looked back at Anna. “I’ll have him home 
by seven.” 
 
“Seven.” 
 

He nodded and started toward the car. 
 
“Ethan.” 
 
He turned. She seemed about to say 
something. 
 
“Nothing. Just... seven.” 
 
“Seven.” 
 
Ethan left. Anna remained in the doorway 
watching him walk away.

Lily

Years after she met with Ethan, Lily began to 
pray. At first, she trusted almost nothing she 
could not verify, including God. She prayed 
anyway. She also faced the drugs she had once 
used to escape what she did not know how to 
carry, and she sought the help she needed to 
leave them behind. 
 
She returned to Confession, began learning 
the faith she had scarcely understood, and 
slowly returned to Mass. Prayer did not make 
uncertainty disappear. It taught her where to 
take it. 
 
Everything turns eventually. 
 
Lily brought the old expectation to Christ. 
“Jesus, I don’t know how to trust without 
feeling vulnerable.” She asked Him to heal 
what fear had taught her to see. 
 
Slowly, Lily began to understand something 
she had resisted for most of her life. Faith 
could not give her certainty about what 
another person would do. Another person 
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remained free. Faith asked Lily to entrust 
herself to Jesus even when another person’s 
freedom remained beyond her control. 
 
That changed what became possible. 
 
David, the man she had been seeing when 
Ethan called the family together, remained 
in her life. He disappointed her sometimes. 
She disappointed him too. They argued. They 
apologized. He did not always understand her, 
nor did she always understand him. 
 
But he remained. 
 
In time, they married. Marriage brought Lily 
closer to the wound than distance ever had. 
She could no longer protect herself simply 
by leaving before another person had the 
opportunity to leave her first. 
 
One evening, after their young daughter, 
Sophie, had gone to sleep, David came home 
much later than he had promised. 
 
“I’m sorry,” he said. “My phone died.” 
 
Lily looked at the clock. Something inside her 
had already begun assembling the evidence. 
 
He saw it. “What’s wrong?” 
 
“Nothing.” 
 
“Lily.” 
 
She turned away. The old instinct was familiar: 
say nothing, watch carefully, prepare. 
 
Instead, Lily stopped. 
 
“I need to tell you what just happened in my 
head.” 

 
He waited. 
 
“You were late. I couldn’t reach you. And 
before you walked through that door, I’d 
already started deciding what it meant.” 
 
He put his keys down. “What did it mean?” 
 
Lily hated saying it aloud. “That eventually 
you’re going to become somebody I can’t 
trust.” 
 
He was quiet. 
 
Lily looked at him. “I know being late doesn’t 
prove that.” 
 
“No.” 
 
“But knowing that doesn’t stop me from 
feeling it.” 
 
He moved closer but did not touch her. “What 
do you need from me?” 
 
Even the question frightened her. For years, 
Lily had been better at protecting herself than 
asking another person for anything. 
 
“Tell me the truth.” 
 
“I was at work. My phone died. I left as soon as 
I could.” 
 
Lily nodded.  
 
David reached for her hand. 
 
“I can’t promise I’ll never hurt you,” he said. 
 
“I know.” 
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“I can promise not to lie to you.” 
 
Lily looked down at their joined hands. Years 
earlier, she would have wanted the first 
promise. Now she understood why he could 
give only the second. 
 
The following morning Sophie wandered into 
the kitchen while Lily and David were finishing 
breakfast. 
 
“Are we praying?” 
 
Lily looked at David. They had begun praying a 
decade of the Rosary together in the mornings. 
Some days it went badly. Other days it was 
peaceful. Sophie usually lasted until the 
second Hail Mary before interrupting. 
 
David smiled. “We’re praying.” 
 
She climbed onto Lily’s lap, and Lily reached 
for the rosary.  
 
Lily made the Sign of the Cross. Then she 
helped Sophie make it too.

Forgiveness

There was still some unfinished business.

Their parents were dead, but much between 
them had never been healed.

One evening after Mass, Ethan, Lily, Jacob, and 
Claire stayed in their pew until everyone was 
gone.

Ethan looked toward the crucifix. “I had a Mass 
offered for Mom and Dad.” 
 

Lily looked at Ethan. “Why?” 
 
“Because I’ve been thinking about 
forgiveness.” 
 
“After everything?” 
 
“Especially after everything.” 
 
Lily’s expression tightened. “Dad hurt us. Mom 
let him.” 
 
“I know.” 
 
“And we’re supposed to forgive that?” 
 
Ethan looked toward the crucifix. “Jesus said if 
we want to be forgiven, we have to forgive. He 
told us to pray for those who hurt us.” 
 
“That sounds like letting them off.” 
 
Jacob shook his head. “It isn’t.” 
 
Lily looked at him. “Then what is it?” 
 
“It means we stop holding the debt against 
them. It doesn’t make what happened right. It 
doesn’t mean we have to forget it.” 
 
“They’re dead, Jacob.” 
 
“I know.” 
 
“So what difference does forgiveness make 
now?” 
 
Jacob looked toward the sanctuary. “We can 
still pray for them.” 
 
Lily said nothing. 
 
“We don’t know what happened between 
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them and God before they died,” Jacob 
continued. “But we can still pray for them and 
have Masses offered for them.” 
 
Lily looked down. “And you want me to pray 
for Dad?” 
 
“I’m saying Jesus asks us to want his salvation.” 
 
That stopped her. After a moment she said, “I 
don’t know if I do.” 
 
“Then start there.” 
 
Lily looked at him. 
 
“Tell God the truth.” 
 
She remained quiet for a long time. Then she 
bowed her head. “Jesus, I’m still angry. You 
know what they did.” She paused. “But You 
forgave me.” Her voice weakened. “Help me 
forgive them.” She remained still. “And if they 
need our prayers, help them too.” 
 
In the years that followed, I watched as they 
continued to pray for their parents by name, 
had Masses offered for them, and entrusted 
their souls to the mercy of God. 
 
Then I began to understand. 
 
In forgiving them, their hearts were moved to 
compassion, and compassion opened them 
more fully to charity.

Years Passed 
 
Over time, I watched that forgiveness deepen 
within them. The memories remained. But as 
the years of forgiveness and prayer continued, 

they began to look upon their parents with 
compassion, seeing not only what Robert 
and Anne had done, but the wounds they 
themselves had carried. Slowly, the wounds of 
their childhood lost their sting. What had once 
hurt them so deeply no longer had that power. 
Only an unshakeable peace remained.

Through forgiving their parents, they had 
learned how to begin facing the other wounds 
they carried.

The years ahead still contained distracted 
prayers, difficult Confessions, failures followed 
by repentance, and old fears returning when 
least expected. But Ethan, Lily, Jacob, and 
Claire kept returning to Jesus, and increasingly, 
they returned to the altar. 
 
They brought marriages, children, grief, work, 
failure, gratitude, and wounds that still ached. 
At the altar they brought all of it before 
Christ’s Sacrifice. Then they came forward with 
empty hands and received Him. 
 
They received the Gift they could never earn. 
 
As their love for Jesus deepened, His grace 
increasingly formed their lives after His 
self-gift.

Claire was hired at St. Catherine.

Before long, Claire noticed the child sitting 
alone, the child falling behind, the one 
everyone else had stopped expecting much 
from.  
 
One afternoon, a student she had worked with 
for months completed something everyone 
had thought beyond him. 
 
“I knew you could,” Claire said. 
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Walking home later, Claire found herself 
laughing.

Jacob entered seminary.

Formation found the places in him that still 
confused belonging with being chosen. 
Fraternity, obedience, prayer, and the 
sacramental life kept returning him to Jesus 
Christ. 
 
His wife and children remained absent from 
every earthly room he entered. The Eucharist 
did not make the graves less real. It brought 
Jacob’s grief before the Sacrifice of the One 
who had passed through death and overcome 
it. 
 
When the grief became heavy, Jacob still 
asked for relief. Eventually, another prayer 
became possible. 
 
“If You don’t take this from me, teach me to 
carry it with You.”

Anna watched Ethan’s repentance become 
conduct.

Seven o’clock meant seven o’clock. Promises 
became promises kept. When Ethan was 
wrong, he said so. When Anna was angry, 
he listened. When Michael needed them 
both, Ethan stopped turning cooperation into 
authority. 
 
Years passed. 
 
One evening Michael asked Ethan to stay for 
dinner. Ethan looked at Anna and waited. She 
pulled out another chair. 
 
“Stay.” 

 
More dinners followed. Then prayer together. 
Eventually Mass. Forgiveness came before 
trust, and trust came before reconciliation. 
They also sought help as they carefully began 
rebuilding what had been broken. 
 
And in time, freely and carefully, they chose to 
live as husband and wife again. 
 
At the altar, Ethan continued encountering 
the strength he had misunderstood for most 
of his life: Jesus possessed all power and gave 
Himself. 

Lily’s marriage accumulated ordinary years.

Children. Bills. Exhaustion. Disagreements. 
Apologies. Sunday Mass. Family prayer. Some 
mornings their Rosary was peaceful. Other 
mornings they barely survived a decade. 
 
They kept praying. 
 
One evening Lily spoke sharply to David in 
front of Sophie. She stopped. 
 
“What I said to Dad was wrong.” 
 
Then Lily turned to him. “I’m sorry.” 
 
Sophie watched. Lily saw her watching. 
 
The four siblings continued rebuilding their 
relationships with one another. Phone calls 
became dinners. Their children came to know 
their aunts and uncles. Ethan and Lily learned 
that they could disagree without becoming 
who they had once been. Jacob was learning 
that belonging did not require constant proof. 
 
Then came an ordinary Sunday when they 
were all together. They went to Mass before 
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dinner. There, within the same Eucharistic 
Sacrifice, none of their wounds stood at the 
center.

Jesus Christ did.

They received Him and afterward went home 
together. 
 
At dinner, Claire began clearing the plates. Lily 
caught her wrist. 
 
“Sit down. I’ve got them.” 
 
Claire started to protest, then stopped. “Thank 
you.” 
 
Jacob laughed. 
 
“What?” 
 
“I have never seen you let anybody else clear a 
table.” 
 
Claire threw a napkin at him, and the table 
erupted. 
 
Ethan watched them. Anna was talking with 
Lily. Claire was laughing at Jacob. Children 
were making too much noise. And nobody 
was measuring Ethan’s mood. Nobody was 
arranging the room around him. 
 
Not every wound had vanished. Some had 
healed. Some still ached. Some consequences 
could never be undone.  
 
Healing had begun in the wound, but it did 
not end in the wound. At the altar they had 
received the One who gave Himself first. 
And through the years, grace had made them 
increasingly free to do the same.

Movement VI — Charity

When Healing Becomes Love

Peace was not the end of the road. Healing 
had been preparing them for something more. 
 
For years, Ethan, Lily, Jacob, and Claire had 
brought their wounds to Jesus, asking Him 
to heal what they could not heal themselves. 
Slowly, almost without their noticing when 
it began, the question started to change. It 
was no longer only, What happened to me? or 
How will this be healed? Another question had 
begun to emerge: 
 
Whom have I been given to love? 
 
Claire found part of the answer in the children 
others overlooked. She had always noticed 
them.  
 
Ethan found the answer in the marriage and 
family he had nearly destroyed.  
 
Lily found the answer in her husband and 
children. Her home had not become a place 
protected from sorrow or conflict. No home 
could promise that.  
 
Jacob found the answer in the people 
entrusted to him. In time, he was ordained. 
And when someone first called him Father, 
something in the word had changed. 
 
There were still days when the grief became 
heavy. On those days, Jacob gave that grief to 
Jesus. 
 
“Then take this too.” 
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Jacob could not change what had happened. 
Neither could he make the tragedy into 
something good. But Jacob could freely 
unite the suffering he had not chosen to the 
suffering of Christ and offer it with Him: for 
the people entrusted to him, for sinners, for 
the souls in Purgatory, and sometimes for 
intentions known only to God. 
 
And so the four continued returning to the 
altar. Once they had come carrying wounds 
that seemed to define their lives. Now they 
came carrying people: spouses, children, 
students, parishioners, the suffering, the 
forgotten, the dead, and one another. 
 
Jesus gave Himself. They received Him. And 
increasingly, they returned to the world and 
gave themselves. 
 
Years passed. Children became adults. Bodies 
weakened. People they loved died. There were 
illnesses prayer did not remove and losses no 
earthly reconciliation could reverse. Still they 
returned to Jesus, bringing Him what they 
could not change. 
 
Only then did I begin to understand the full 
meaning of what the Father had been showing 
me from the beginning. Earthly life had been 

like the womb: a place of formation for a world 
not yet fully seen. 
 
Everything they had received within that life 
was gift: marriage and children, priesthood, 
work and friendship, health, achievement, 
possessions, laughter, even the family restored 
around a table. 
 
But none was God. None could save them. 
 
And I saw then that their healing had always 
been leading beyond itself. They were 
becoming free to love. Throughout the long 
road, the Eucharist had united them to Jesus 
and given them a foretaste of the communion 
for which they had been created: resurrection 
and eternal life with God. 
 
Everything they had received on earth 
mattered. But earth was not the end for which 
they had been created. 
 
The womb was not the world. 
 
And this world was not the end.
 
They were being prepared for eternity with 
God.
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The Watcher

I had been sent to watch a family. For a long 
time, I thought I had been sent to watch 
wounds. 
 
I had watched more. 
 
At last I understood what the Father meant 
when He told me that healing begins in the 
wound. Not because the wound contains 
the healing. It does not. Healing begins there 
because truth must enter the place where the 
lie first took hold. What happened remains 
part of the person’s story, but healing does 
not leave the person there. Grace draws the 
wounded heart beyond the wound until the 
wound no longer stands at the center. 
 
Jesus Christ does. 
 
I had watched wounds become meanings, 
those meanings become ways of seeing, and 
those ways of seeing become lives. I had 
watched one generation pass to another what 
it did not know how to heal. 
 
But I had also seen grace. I had watched 
wounded people turn toward God in prayer, 
sinners return to mercy, a marriage become 
communion again, and children begin receiving 
a different inheritance. 
 
And through all of it, at the center, stood 
Jesus Christ. 
 

They came to the altar carrying what they 
could change and what they could not. 
Jesus gave Himself first. They received Him. 
And slowly, through grace, they became 
increasingly capable of giving themselves. 
 
Then I understood what the Father had been 
showing me all along. God had not healed His 
children merely so they might hurt less. By 
grace, He had freed them to love in Christ. 
 
The world was not the end for which they had 
been created. 
 
And at last I understood the answer that had 
been present from the beginning. The love for 
which they had been created was not theirs 
to invent. It came from God. It was received 
through grace. And it returned to Him through 
the gift of themselves. 
 
Then so much of what I had witnessed 
became clear: why marriage, why family, why 
communion, why self-gift, why mercy, why the 
Cross, why healing. 
 
And finally, why we are here. 
 
To receive Love. 
 
And, in Christ, to become free to give love.

Epilogue
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The author has always understood himself 
first as an instrument: a man who wandered 
far from the Church and was brought home 
by a mercy he did not deserve. His return to 
the faith came slowly, along a road marked 
by confusion, suffering, wounds, silence, and 
grace. Along that road, through years of prayer, 
reflection, and lived experience, this story 
gradually began to take shape in ways he had 
never expected. 
 
For more than thirty-five years, he has tried 
to serve quietly by helping families pray, 
encouraging marriages in difficulty, and 
praying for the salvation of souls. He has done 
this without pay or desire for recognition. 
For him, it has simply been one way of giving 
thanks for the mercy he himself received. 
 
This story reflects realities found in countless 
human lives: wounds and grace, long seasons 
of healing, failure and mercy, and those 
moments when God’s presence becomes 
visible in an ordinary human life. His hope is 
simple: that something in these pages might 
help a family, a marriage, or a soul turn again 

toward Jesus Christ and pursue the holiness to 
which every Christian is called.
 
He remains anonymous not to hide, but to 
keep attention upon the One to whom he 
desires the work to point: Jesus Christ, and 
the grace through which God restores what 
sin and woundedness have disordered. His life 
and work have also been deeply marked by 
devotion to the Blessed Virgin Mary and trust 
in her maternal intercession. 
 
He does not claim to be the Watcher. The 
Watcher exists only within the Chronicle as 
its symbolic narrative witness. The heavenly 
scenes and dialogue belong to the literary 
world of the story. 
 
The author's deepest desire is simpler than 
the story he has written: to love God with 
his whole heart, mind, soul, and strength; to 
become a saint by His grace; and, beneath 
the mantle of the Blessed Virgin Mary, to be 
whatever small instrument of mercy God may 
allow him to become for a wounded world.

About the Author
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Understanding What the Wound Does 
and Does Not Mean

A Note to the Reader

The Marrow children did not leave childhood 
carrying a theory. They carried memories, 
fears, questions they did not know how to 
ask, ways of protecting themselves that had 
begun before they understood what they were 
protecting, and meanings they had attached 
to what happened around them. Ethan, Lily, 
Jacob, and Claire lived beneath the same roof. 
They loved the same parents and experienced 
many of the same events, yet they did not 
carry those events in the same way.

This appendix is not meant to diagnose them 
or turn their lives into a system. They are 
four persons of different temperaments, and 
their wounds are not formulas for predicting 
what wounded people will become. Their 
lives simply make certain distinctions visible. 
Those distinctions matter whenever we speak 
about wounds, freedom, sin, grace, healing, 
reconciliation, and love.

Catholic anthropology begins deeper than 
the wound. The human person is created by 
God, bears His image, possesses a dignity 
circumstances cannot create or take away, and 
is called to life in Christ. Grace does not leave 
the person passive. It calls forth a genuinely 
human response in conversion, moral action, 
virtue, sacramental life, and charity. That 
is why the Chronicle begins not with what 
happened to the Marrow children, but with 
what was true before anything happened to 
them.

The wound matters.

But the wound does not get the first word.
And it does not get the last.

1. What Happened Is Not the Same as What It 
Came to Mean

Something can happen to a person and be 
objectively real: a father strikes his child, a 
mother does not intervene, a confidence is 
betrayed, someone leaves, someone dies, or a 
marriage breaks apart. These realities should 
not be minimized merely because different 
people may experience them differently. What 
happened matters. Healing does not require 
the past to become something other than 
what it was.

But human beings do more than experience 
events. We try to understand them. Children 
do this before they possess the maturity to 
stand outside an experience and examine it 
with adult clarity. What they experience comes 
through relationships on which they depend, 
through temperament and fear, through what 
has happened before, and through what 
happens afterward. Meaning begins to form 
within that larger story.

This is why the same event in the Marrow 
home can begin to mean something different 
to each child. Ethan begins to believe that 
asserting control is the only way to keep things 
from falling apart. Lily begins experiencing love 
as something that can be real and still become 
unsafe. Jacob begins measuring belonging 
against whether he is wanted. Claire discovers 
that becoming small and unnoticed can feel 
safer than being seen. None consciously 

Appendix
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chooses these meanings, and none of those 
meanings is complete or fixed. They are 
beginnings, shaped and reshaped by what 
follows.

Life keeps answering back. Some experiences 
seem to confirm what the wound taught. 
Others contradict it. Someone leaves; 
someone remains. Someone betrays a 
confidence; someone fails and returns 
to apologize. Love disappoints, and love 
endures. The original event remains real, but 
the interpretation does not become true 
merely because it arose understandably from 
something real.

And so the question eventually divides:

What happened to me?

What did I come to believe because of what 
happened?

And beneath both waits another:

Is it true?

2. A Wound Is Not a Sin

A person does not sin by being wounded. A 
frightened child has not committed a moral 
offense by becoming afraid. Jacob does not 
sin merely because he grieves his wife and 
children. Lily is not guilty because trust has 
become difficult for her. Claire is not guilty 
because being seen frightens her. Ethan is not 
guilty because he was powerless before his 
father’s violence as a child.

The wound is something suffered.

As the Marrow children grow, however, their 
freedom grows with them. What they have 

suffered can influence what they notice, fear, 
expect, and desire. An old interpretation 
can shape what a person expects to happen 
next. A wound can become a place where 
temptation finds an opening. Choices freely 
repeated can become habits. But these things 
must not be confused with one another.

A wound is not a sin.

Temptation is not consent.

Influence is not determination.

Catholic moral teaching holds together both 
human responsibility and the realities that may 
diminish it. Human actions are performed by 
real persons living amid fear, habit, wounds, 
relationships, limitations, and difficult 
circumstances. The Chronicle therefore avoids 
two opposite errors: pretending wounds have 
no influence upon freedom, and pretending 
woundedness eliminates freedom altogether.

That is why Ethan eventually has to hold two 
truths together:

What happened to me was not my fault.

But what I did afterward belonged to me.

Neither truth cancels the other.

3. Understanding Is Not Excusing

Discovering where a destructive pattern came 
from can be an important part of healing. 
Ethan’s childhood helps explain why he 
experiences powerlessness as a loss of control. 
Lily’s history helps explain why leaving can 
feel safer than remaining. Claire’s history helps 
explain why being needed feels safer than 
being known. Jacob’s history helps explain why 
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rejection becomes one possible meaning he 
gives to catastrophic loss.

Understanding restores context to choices 
that might otherwise seem inexplicable.

But explanation is not exoneration. Ethan’s 
fear of powerlessness does not make 
controlling his wife an act of love. Lily’s history 
does not mean every later relational choice 
simply happened to her. Claire’s fear does not 
mean she has no freedom to step out of the 
car and enter the interview. Jacob’s wound 
cannot grant four graves the authority to 
determine whether God loves him.

At the same time, responsibility should never 
be used to erase what came before the choice. 
The Chronicle refuses both reductions:

You were wounded, so nothing you later did 
was truly yours.

And:

You later sinned, so what happened to you no 
longer matters.

Both are inadequate. Understanding gives 
the choice its context without erasing 
responsibility. Responsibility remains real 
without erasing what was suffered.

Truth must be large enough to hold both.

4. The Wound Does Not Create the Person

Wounds matter because persons matter. But 
the wound does not create the person.

Neither does success.

Neither does failure.

Neither does another person’s judgment.

And sin, however serious, does not become 
the source of a person’s God-given dignity.

That dignity comes before changing 
circumstances because the person is created 
by God and made in His image. Catholic 
teaching places this dignity at the foundation 
of the moral and spiritual life and understands 
life in Christ as a call to live according to what 
has first been received from God.

This is why Ethan can look honestly at the 
harm he has done without concluding that 
harm is all that he is. Jacob can lose nearly 
everything by which he once recognized his 
place in the world without becoming a man 
without worth. Claire can cease being needed 
without ceasing to possess dignity. Lily can 
discover that another person’s betrayal does 
not have the authority to define what love 
itself is.

The Chronicle does not ask its characters to 
recover some untouched self hidden beneath 
everything that happened. Their histories 
have genuinely affected them. They have been 
changed by what they suffered and by what 
they chose. The past remains part of them.

But none of that past possesses the authority 
to define what God created.

Their wounds did not create them.

Their sins did not create them.

Their successes did not create them.

God did.
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5. The Same Family Does Not Produce the 
Same Person

Ethan, Lily, Jacob, and Claire grew up beneath 
the same roof, but they did not become the 
same adults. This does not mean the events 
of childhood were imaginary or that reality 
becomes whatever each person experiences 
it to be. It means a family is made up of 
persons. Each child brings a temperament, 
occupies different relationships, notices 
different things, encounters different people, 
and later experiences a different combination 
of kindness, humiliation, friendship, betrayal, 
success, failure, love, and loss.

Eventually each also begins making choices 
that become part of his or her own history.

Wounded families are not machines producing 
predetermined outcomes. Patterns can pass 
through generations. They can be powerful 
and destructive.

But they are not fate.

The father carried something from his 
childhood into marriage and fatherhood. 
The mother carried something as well. Their 
children received consequences neither parent 
fully intended, and those children later faced 
the possibility of passing something further.

But what passes from one generation to 
another can change.

The final family dinner quietly reveals that 
change. Once there had been a household in 
which everyone learned to notice one man’s 
anger and adjust accordingly. Ethan later 
recreated something of that world in his own 
family. Years later, another family sits around 
another table. Children make too much noise. 

Claire laughs. Jacob jokes. Lily talks with 
Ethan’s wife.

Nobody measures Ethan’s mood.

Nobody arranges the room around him.

The past has not been erased.

But it is no longer dictating the room.

6. Forgiveness Is Not the Same as Trust

Ethan’s marriage reveals another important 
distinction. He repents. He returns to 
Confession. He apologizes. His conduct begins 
to change.

None of this gives him the right to demand 
that his wife trust him.

His conversion gives him responsibilities; it 
does not give him ownership of her response.

Forgiveness is real, but trust asks another 
question:

Has this person become someone I can safely 
rely upon?

The answer may require time, evidence, 
boundaries, consistency, and freedom. 
Promises matter, and so does whether they are 
kept. Seven o’clock must mean seven o’clock. 
Listening matters. Accepting another person’s 
anger matters. Apologizing without demanding 
reassurance matters. Respecting another 
person’s freedom matters.

This is why Ethan’s repentance must become 
conduct rather than argument. He cannot 
prove change by insisting that he has changed. 
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His wife must remain free to see, judge, wait, 
and respond.

The sequence therefore matters:

Forgiveness came before trust.

Trust came before reconciliation.

They belong within the larger movement 
toward restored communion, but they are not 
the same thing.

7. Reconciliation Is Restoration of Communion

Reconciliation runs quietly through the 
Chronicle. Something has been divided. 
Something has become alienated. What 
ought to be in communion is no longer in 
communion.

Reconciliation concerns what becomes 
possible when truth, repentance, mercy, 
forgiveness, changed conduct, and freedom 
begin to address that rupture.

Mr. Carrow wounds Jacob and returns. He 
does not deny the humiliation or defend 
what he said. He distinguishes the accidental 
breaking of the statue from his own chosen 
response: what happened to the statue was an 
accident; what he said to Jacob was not.

His apology cannot undo the humiliation.

But it can do something else.

By acknowledging the truth and returning, he 
makes it possible for the rupture not to have 
the final word in their relationship.

Ethan’s marriage makes the same distinction 
more demanding. Ethan can confess, repent, 
apologize, accept consequences, become 
increasingly trustworthy, and make himself 
available to repair what he damaged. But his 
wife remains free.

Christian reconciliation is not the religious 
elimination of another person’s boundaries 
or freedom. Some relationships may require 
enduring boundaries. Some wrongs cannot 
be fully repaired. A person may refuse 
reconciliation. Death may place earthly 
reconciliation beyond reach. Forgiveness 
therefore cannot depend upon the guarantee 
of restored relationship, and reconciliation 
cannot be manufactured by the person who 
desires it.

Where reconciliation does become possible, 
the past is not erased. Truth remains. 
Consequences can remain. Memory remains.

Yet repentance becomes conduct. Forgiveness 
makes room for a future. Trust can grow where 
trustworthy behavior accumulates.

Ethan and his wife do not simply return to 
the marriage they had before, because the 
patterns within that marriage helped destroy 
their common life. Their reconciliation must 
become something more truthful, free, and 
mutual.

Here the human meaning of reconciliation 
opens toward its deeper Christian meaning. 
Sin wounds communion with God and with 
others. Ethan cannot understand or improve 
his way into absolving himself. He brings what 
he has freely done into the Sacrament of 
Reconciliation and receives from Christ what 
he cannot give himself: God’s forgiveness.
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Reconciled to God, he begins learning another 
way of approaching communion with others. 
Not by compelling it, but by becoming 
increasingly capable of truth, repentance, 
fidelity, service, and self-gift.

8. Healing Does Not Mean That Nothing 
Hurts Anymore

Jacob’s wife and children do not return.

No insight changes the graves. No prayer 
turns the accident into something good. 
No sacrament gives Jacob the explanation 
he wanted for why God permitted what 
happened.

His healing cannot consist in recovering the 
life he had before their deaths.

The others discover variations of the same 
truth. Claire still feels afraid outside the 
interview. Lily still feels the old interpretation 
rising when her husband comes home late. 
Ethan still encounters the impulse to explain, 
defend, and control. Jacob continues to grieve.

Nothing in the Chronicle requires continuing 
pain to be interpreted as proof that healing has 
failed.

The difference is not that fear, grief, memory, 
or temptation cease to exist. The difference 
is that they no longer have to determine what 
happens next.

Healing can look surprisingly ordinary: 
remaining, telling the truth, asking for help, 
entering the room while still afraid, listening 
instead of correcting, keeping a promise, 
confessing a sin, receiving forgiveness, 
apologizing without demanding a particular 

response, returning after failure, praying when 
prayer remains difficult.

The wound remains part of the person’s story.

Healing does not require history to disappear.

It increasingly frees the person in relation to it.

9. Human Help and Grace Are Not Rivals

The Chronicle does not separate the different 
parts of human life as though wounds belong 
to one place, relationships to another, moral 
choices to another, and God somewhere 
beyond them all.

The whole person suffers.

The whole person chooses.

The whole person relates.

The whole person sins, seeks help, receives 
mercy, and receives grace.

Ethan seeks help for his drinking. Lily seeks 
help leaving drugs behind. Ethan and his wife 
seek help while rebuilding their relationship. 
They also pray. They confess. They return to 
Mass. They receive the Eucharist.

None of these realities needs to displace the 
others.

Human assistance can participate in healing 
without becoming salvation. Grace can 
work through ordinary human relationships, 
competent care, friendship, family, 
accountability, truth-telling, and sacramental 
life without being reduced to any of them.

Grace does not make the person less human.
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It heals and strengthens human freedom and 
orders it toward the good.

10. Grace and the Sacramental Life

God’s grace is not confined to the visible 
boundaries of the Catholic Church. Through 
actual grace, He can move a heart toward 
truth, awaken repentance, strengthen a 
person to choose the good, draw someone 
toward Christ, and begin healing what sin 
and suffering have wounded. No movement 
toward God begins without grace.

But the sacramental life gives this truth a 
particular form.

Through Baptism, the person receives 
sanctifying grace and is given a share in the 
life of God. This is more than encouragement, 
insight, or help from outside ourselves. God 
gives His own life to the soul, healing it from 
sin and drawing the person into communion 
with Him.

This gift is not limited to those who are 
Catholic. A non-Catholic who has been validly 
baptized truly receives the grace of Baptism, 
including sanctifying grace. God’s grace is also 
at work beyond the visible boundaries of the 
Catholic Church, calling persons toward truth, 
conversion, and communion with Him.

Yet Christ also gave His Church a sacramental 
life through which grace is received, restored, 
strengthened, and nourished. This is why 
the sacraments matter so deeply within the 
Chronicle.

Ethan does not merely come to understand 
that he has sinned. In Confession, he brings 

his sins to Jesus Christ and receives God’s 
forgiveness through sacramental absolution. 
The siblings do not come to Mass merely to 
remember Jesus or find encouragement for 
another week. In the Eucharist, they receive 
Christ Himself.

This does not mean that every Catholic heals 
more quickly than a non-Catholic, or that 
receiving the sacraments removes wounds 
without the person’s cooperation. Grace 
does not work mechanically. A Catholic can 
resist grace, neglect the sacraments, refuse 
repentance, cling to sin, or remain unwilling 
to face what must be healed. God’s grace 
can also be at work in a non-Catholic who 
responds freely to what He is giving.

The distinction is not that God loves one and 
refuses grace to the other.

The distinction is that Christ has given His 
Church sacramental means by which He acts 
in particular and objective ways in the life of 
the Christian.

This is especially important in healing because 
the deepest wound of the human person is not 
psychological. It is the wound of sin and the 
loss of communion with God. Human care can 
help a person understand a wound. Friendship 
can restore something trust has lost. Time can 
soften grief. Honest reflection can uncover a 
false belief.

But none of these can absolve sin.

Christ can.

And so Christian healing cannot finally be 
separated from sanctification. Grace does 
not merely help the wounded person feel 
better about what has happened. It draws 
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the person into the life of Christ, strengthens 
freedom, restores what sin has damaged, and 
increasingly makes the person capable of 
holiness and charity.

The sacraments therefore do not replace the 
ordinary ways healing comes. They enter into 
the same human life: the same memories, 
relationships, wounds, choices, failures, 
repentance, and hope.

But they bring something no merely human 
means can give.

They bring the wounded person into 
an encounter with Jesus Christ and the 
supernatural life He gives.

11. Grace Does Not Destroy Freedom

The siblings cannot save themselves.

Neither are they passive objects in their 
healing.

God moves first. Grace calls. The human 
person answers.

That is why grace does not make Ethan’s 
decision for him. He must tell the truth. Lily 
must remain when fear tells her to flee. Claire 
must step out of the car. Jacob must entrust to 
God what he cannot understand.

The grace through which they heal does 
not eliminate their freedom. It increasingly 
liberates and strengthens it.

This also reveals that freedom is more than 
simply having choices. Ethan makes choices for 
years while becoming increasingly imprisoned 
by control. Lily chooses distance while her 

world grows increasingly lonely. Claire 
repeatedly avoids being seen until her life has 
grown smaller.

The mere existence of choice is not yet the 
fullness of freedom.

The movement of grace is not toward 
absolute self-sufficiency. It is toward a person 
increasingly able to recognize and choose 
what is true and good, to repent when he 
has chosen against it, to receive love without 
possessing it, and to give himself freely in 
return.

12. Created Goods Are Gifts, Not God

Jacob’s wife and children were good. His 
success was good. His parish was good. 
Claire’s service to her parents was good. 
Ethan’s strength was good. Lily’s desire for 
tenderness was good.

Marriage, children, friendship, work, health, 
achievement, belonging, possessions, and 
laughter are good, and there is nothing wrong 
with loving them deeply. The danger comes 
when the gift begins to take the place of the 
Giver, when a created good becomes a false 
god.

The disorder appears when a created good is 
asked to answer a question it cannot finally 
answer:

Tell me that I can never be abandoned.

Tell me that nothing can hurt me.

Tell me that I am strong enough.

Tell me that I belong.
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Tell me who I am.

Created goods can truly mediate love, joy, 
family, friendship, belonging, consolation, 
purpose, and communion.

But because they are created, they can also be 
lost.

Jacob discovers this with terrible finality. 
His wife and children genuinely loved him. 
Their deaths do not make that love untrue. 
Neither does their love make them capable of 
becoming the final foundation of his existence.

Healing does not require Jacob to love them 
less because death could take them. It requires 
something more difficult: receiving even the 
greatest earthly love as gift without asking the 
gift to become the Giver.

The things of earth remain good.

They simply cannot bear the weight of being 
God.

13. The Goal Is Not the Healed Self

For much of the Chronicle, the questions must 
remain close to the wound:

What happened?

What did I come to believe?

What happened afterward?

What did others do?

What did I do?

Is it true?

What must be reconciled?

These questions matter. None can simply be 
skipped in the name of moving on.

But eventually another question appears:

Whom have I been given to love?

That question marks the movement from 
healing into charity.

Claire no longer needs overlooked children to 
need her so that she knows she has a place; 
she becomes increasingly free simply to see 
and serve them. Ethan’s strength no longer has 
to secure the world around him; it becomes 
increasingly free for service. Lily’s tenderness 
no longer has to remain protected behind 
distance; it becomes increasingly free for 
faithful presence. Jacob no longer needs the 
word Father to prove that someone wants him; 
the word increasingly names those entrusted 
to his care.

Their wounds have not vanished.

They have ceased to occupy the center.

The Christian destination of healing is not an 
invulnerable self untouched by fear, suffering, 
or weakness. It is not merely the reduction 
of suffering, although relief from suffering 
is good. Psychology can serve healing, but it 
cannot define its final end.

The deeper destination is holiness and charity: 
the person increasingly free, through grace, to 
receive what is true and good, repent of sin, 
enter communion, and become gift in love.

Healing serves love.
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14. Why Christ Must Stand at the Center

Understanding our wounds can help us 
distinguish what happened from what we 
came to believe because of them. Human 
relationships can give us experiences different 
from those that wounded us. Moral reflection 
can identify responsibility. Competent human 
care can assist healing. Repentance can 
confront wrongdoing. Forgiveness can open 
possibilities sin had closed. Reconciliation can 
restore communion where truth, grace, and 
human freedom make restoration possible.

All of these matter.

But the deepest questions raised by Ethan, 
Lily, Jacob, and Claire exceed them:

Who am I?

What is love?

What is freedom for?

What do my sins mean?

Can I be forgiven?

Can communion be restored after I have 
wounded it?

What does suffering mean?

What remains when what I love is taken from 
me?

What am I finally made for?

The Chronicle’s final answer is not another 
technique or interpretation.

It is Jesus Christ.

This is why the Eucharist gradually moves 
toward the center of the story. The siblings 
have spent much of their lives trying, in 
different ways, to secure love.

At the altar they encounter the One who gives 
Himself first.

They come carrying what they can change and 
what they cannot. They bring repentance and 
gratitude, marriages and children, failures and 
work, the living and the dead, wounds that 
have healed and wounds that still ache.

Jesus gives Himself.

They receive Him.

And slowly, receiving His self-gift forms them 
toward self-gift.

The movement beneath the Chronicle is 
therefore larger than wound to insight to 
recovery.

It is the story of persons created by God and 
made in His image, wounded within a fallen 
world yet never reducible to their wounds. 
They are influenced by history yet possess real 
freedom. They are capable of sin and therefore 
need not merely understanding, but mercy. 
They cannot save themselves, yet grace calls 
them to respond freely. They are healed not 
simply so they may hurt less, but so they may 
become increasingly capable of charity.

Reconciled to God in Christ, and where 
possible with one another, they can receive 
created goods as gifts without asking those 
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gifts to become God. And beyond all of it, they 
are called to eternal communion with Him.

The Eucharistic pattern gathers the whole 
movement into one:

Jesus gives Himself.

They receive Him.

And through grace, they become increasingly 
free to give themselves.

The Distinctions Matter

The wound is real, but it is not the whole 
person.

What happened matters, but what happened 
and what it came to mean are not necessarily 
the same.

Understanding is not excusing.

Influence is not destiny.

Temptation is not consent.

Sin does not erase dignity.

Forgiveness is not trust.

Trust is not reconciliation.

Reconciliation cannot be compelled.

Human help is not salvation.

Grace does not destroy freedom.

Suffering can be offered in love without calling 
evil good.

Created things are gifts, but they are not God.

Healing begins in the wound not because the 
wound contains the answer, but because truth 
and grace must enter the places where fear 
distorted love. Slowly, the questions change:

What happened to me?

What is true?

What must be reconciled?

Whom have I been given to love?

Beyond them all stands Jesus Christ, the One 
who gives Himself first, and in whom the 
wounded person becomes increasingly free to 
receive Love and give love in return.
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