
Hopes in Chains - Freedom of the Cross

Early on, the third day of my journey here with Papa, the Lord wrote His promise 
across the skies. As I drove toward the hospital, rainbows stretched from every side, 
and my heart heard His assurance:

“My love and mercy is from East to West.”

It was a word I desperately needed. For in my heart was both conviction and doubt. 
Conviction — that I must be with Papa, walking with him in this fragile valley of 
healing. But also doubt — guilt even — whispering: “You are supposed to be with the 
people, with the faithful whom the Lord has entrusted to your care.”

And yet, in that moment, the rainbow preached the Gospel more loudly than my 
fears: “I am with you. I am with them. My love is everywhere. You are where you are 
supposed to be.”

The Psalmist sings:
“As far as the east is from the west, so far does He remove our transgressions from us”
(Psalm 103:12).

God’s mercy is not measured by proximity. His love is not divided by location. His 
presence fills the hospital room where Papa rests, the hearts of friends who are 
making their pilgrimage in Europe as we speak, and the parish pews where my



people gather. This is not just a nice thing to say or think, it is hope that we can trust
and from which all are saved: His mercy flows across distances, binding us together
in Him.

Papa will now try to recuperate his strength at the home of his sister in Folsom,
California. The doctors have judged that any form of surgery on his heart remains
too risky for now. Instead, he will continue to depend on medication while his body
rebuilds its strength. This is a season of waiting and watching, of leaning into hope,
and of listening for what the Lord desires for the immediate future. 

St. Paul reminds us: “Who shall separate us from the love of Christ? Shall tribulation, or
distress, or persecution, or famine, or nakedness, or peril, or sword?... No, in all these things
we are more than conquerors through Him who loved us” (Romans 8:35, 37). Not sickness,
not weakness, not absence can divide us from the embrace of His love.

Even when life feels like chains — chains of uncertainty, chains of duty, chains of
illness — the Cross itself teaches us that hope is never bound. For “it is for freedom
that Christ has set us free” (Galatians 5:1). In surrendering to His will, in embracing
the cross laid upon us, we discover a freedom the world cannot give: the freedom of
trust, of mercy; the freedom of being exactly where Love wants us to be.

So I learn again what Jesus promised: “And lo, I am with you always, even to the end of
the age” (Matthew 28:20). His love is not partial, but whole. Not local, but universal.
Not fleeting, but eternal.

And this is the hope I hold: whether we walk the hospital corridors, make our
pilgrim way in prayer in Rome, kneel in the pews of our parish, or wander the
uncertainties of our own journeys, God’s love reaches far beyond our imagination.
His mercy stretches endlessly — from East to West.
Here, in these chains of waiting, I discover the freedom of the Cross.
Here, in my doubts, I rediscover the hope that is Christ.
Here, in my weakness, I feel the strength of His mercy.

And so, I walk on. Papa by my side. God before me. His love behind me, beneath
me, above me, around me — from East to West, forevermore.
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