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To the beautiful souls who showed unconditional love and support

I would not have survived without you.
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My Daughters (Cienna & Faith)

My Sons (Fabian Jr. & Isaiah)

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Introduction


[image: ]


Life has a way of turning everything upside down when we least expect it. Whether it’s the end of a relationship, the loss of a loved one, a health crisis, or a deep personal setback, these moments often mark more than just a painful chapter—they signal a sudden plunge into the unknown. We don't always get to choose when change comes, and more often than not, it arrives uninvited.

I never imagined I’d find myself on a plane, thousands of miles from what I once called home, carrying the weight of heartbreak, confusion, and the hollow silence that follows personal upheaval. But in that space—far from the noise, the expectations, and the pain—I began to uncover something unexpected: perspective, strength, and a version of myself I hadn’t yet met.

Because sometimes, it’s only when we are pulled out of everything familiar that we begin to truly see who we are—and who we’re becoming.

Surviving the Yellow Brick Road: How Travelling Saved My Life is more than just a guide; it’s a lifeline for people who are rebuilding, discovering, and learning to live again. It’s about navigating the pain, the challenges, and ultimately, the opportunity life offers after trauma. In my own experiences—from the struggles to the small victories—I hope to offer you not only a roadmap but also a hand on your shoulder, a reminder that you’re not walking this path alone. 

There’s life beyond the storm, and it can be richer and fuller than you ever imagined.
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The Broken Pieces
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My divorce began in April 2020, right in the thick of COVID-19—a time when the world was already crumbling, and I discovered my own world was too. But to understand the depth of what came after, you need to know where it all began.

I met my wife in my final year of high school, back in 1991. I was 18—young, full of energy, failing classes and figuring out life. We met in art class; she was one year older than me, a little unpredictable, but beautiful in a way that felt electric... It was fast, intense, and real—at least it felt that way to us.

At that age, love doesn’t ask for logic. It doesn’t care about bank accounts or long-term plans. It’s fire and instinct, built on adrenaline, hormones, and the desperate need to feel seen. We didn’t talk about mortgages or parenting styles. We talked about now, about today, about making something of ourselves. In our minds, love was enough to solve everything.

Within a year, we were parents to our first child, Fabian Jr., born in 1992. Suddenly, the two of us—still practically kids ourselves—were thrown into the deep end of adult life. We were navigating diapers, sleepless nights, and bills, while our friends were figuring out weekend plans, first apartments, and how many shots they could take before passing out.

No one really prepares you for how much pressure that puts on a relationship. We were trying to be adults before we even understood what adulthood meant. Every argument felt heavier. Every mistake felt like a crisis. There wasn’t room to breathe, let alone grow as individuals.

We loved our first son and stayed aligned on parenting values. We depended on each other. But the truth is, we skipped a lot of steps. We never had the time—or the tools—to learn how to communicate, connect, resolve conflict, or how to grow together as partners should. Looking back, I can see how much we tried to hold it all together, and for a while, we did.

We thought love was enough. And maybe it was, for a little while. But love without maturity, without communication, without real partnership—it only gets you so far.

Over the years, we built what looked like a life. Altogether, we had four children. A few years after Fabian Jr. arrived, our daughter was born in 1998, Isaiah came along in 2001, and my last daughter, Faith, was born 5 years later in 2006. On the surface, it seemed like we were moving forward—growing our family, staying together, doing our best. But behind that picture was a grind most people never saw.

We moved around for quite a bit, bouncing from place to place. We lived in low-income housing, shared a one-bedroom apartment with her sister, and even shared with friends to make ends meet. I also worked overnight shifts just to keep up with bills and raising a big family. 

“Was it hard...hell yes!”

Still, I don’t regret it. That time shaped who I became. It taught me about sacrifice, about responsibility, and about how fragile a connection can be when it’s built on a foundation that isn’t fully set.

My story starts back in 1997 when I found out about her first potential affair with a friend of mine during a casual conversation. One of her girlfriends mentioned something odd one day. I called her to speak with my wife as she was hanging out at her house, but my wife hadn’t arrived yet. 

Her girlfriend answered the phone, some small chat and right before hanging up, she then went on like it was nothing, about a friend of mine spending time with my wife while I was away or wasn’t home. She said he’d drop by my house, just to check in on her and hang out. It was too often to feel like a coincidence. 

To this day, I still don’t know why her friend told me.

She mentioned that one of my closest friends had been “checking in” on my wife. Dropping by the house a little too often. Hanging out when I was away. Her words were laced with just enough suggestions to pierce through my blind spots. She wasn’t loud about it. She didn’t call it cheating. She just gave me the pieces—and let me sit with the picture till it formed. Yes, I had the pieces, but could not see the picture.

I’ve replayed that moment in my head more times than I care to admit. What was her angle? Was it guilt? Envy? Was she looking out for me, or was she looking to wound someone else?

Psychologically, there are a few reasons a person might reveal something like that—especially a friend who is still close to the person she’s exposing. And the truth is... It’s rarely black and white.

Sometimes, people speak up because they feel complicit. They’ve seen too much. They’ve been silent for too long. And that silence starts to feel like betrayal in itself. They’re not directly responsible—but they’ve been close enough to the fire that the smoke starts choking them, too. There’s guilt—not the loud, dramatic kind, but the quiet ache that builds over time. The kind that whispers, You should say something. He doesn’t deserve this.

Other times, it’s envy in disguise. When someone watches another person burn a good thing to the ground—especially when they’ve never had something similar for themselves—it stirs something. Maybe even resentment. Maybe she looked at my wife and thought, “Why does she get this life, this man, these kids and still treat it like it’s disposable?” That kind of silent bitterness can crack open a person’s loyalty. Suddenly, the urge to protect a friend loses to the urge to protect what’s fair.

And then there’s another possibility: maybe she saw me. Not just the husband, not just the provider, but the man, the one showing up, the one doing his best to hold it all together. And maybe... maybe she got tired of watching that kind of effort go unseen. Unvalued. She saw the way my wife moved and thought, “He deserves to know.”

Here’s the thing, not all betrayals are loud. Some happen in whispers. In DM emojis, side-conversations. In knowing glances exchanged across a room. And sometimes, the people who are closest to it can’t carry the weight anymore.

My wife’s friend was single at the time. No steady boyfriend. No long-term relationship to call home. And that’s not a judgment—it’s a detail.

Because sometimes, when people haven’t found love that lasts, they’re more attuned to what it looks like when someone else is wasting theirs. It’s that human contradiction: wanting what someone else has... but also wanting that someone to treat it right.

And yes—sometimes, women will surprise you. Their loyalty isn’t always to the friend they’ve known the longest.

Sometimes, it’s to the version of themselves that still believes in integrity. In fairness. In love that doesn’t come with lies. I don’t know what her reasons were. I’ll probably never know for sure. But in that moment—whether it came from guilt, envy, frustration, or quiet care—she gave me something I didn’t know I needed.

She gave me permission to start questioning, and to this day, I thank her for that.

That should have been my breaking point, but I didn’t break. I had too much riding on my shoulders. We had one child together, and I was trying to make it work. At first, I didn’t want to believe it. But that little seed got planted.

So, I did what most people would do when doubt turns to suspicion—I asked. I confronted them both, as hard and uncomfortable as that was. I wanted truth, clarity... something solid I could hold on to.

But they denied it. Flat-out. Looked me in the eye and told me I was imagining things. Told me I was overthinking, insecure, paranoid. And for a while... I believed her... maybe I was the crazy one.

That’s the thing about trust—it makes you question your own instincts before it ever questions the people breaking it.

The hardest part? I was living with him at the time. We shared a house. I knew his girlfriend; I babysat his son. We were all supposed to be family. And still, somewhere behind closed doors, something was happening I wasn’t supposed to see.

It’s a different kind of pain when betrayal comes from both your best friend and the woman you thought you were going to marry. It hits different. It hollows you out. I mean, who do you even ask what to do when something like that happens?

There’s no playbook for this. No older brother to call, no manual tucked in your back pocket for “What to do when your girl might be cheating with your best friend.” And let’s be honest—talking about it out loud, it felt like admitting failure. Admitting that I had lost control of something, I thought I was building with both hands.

First, it was embarrassing. Not just because of what might have been happening behind my back, but because of what it said about me. Was I not enough? Did I miss something obvious? The shame creeps in quickly when trust starts to unravel.

Second, I didn’t have any hard proof. No texts, no photos, no receipts. Just whispers. A weird vibe. That quiet suspicion that lives in your stomach but hasn’t made it to your head yet. And when you're young—when you're still learning how to read the signs in people—it’s easier to dismiss your intuition than to face what it might be trying to tell you.

So, I did what felt safest at the time: I blamed him.

Not her. Him.

Because blaming her meant questioning everything—our relationship, our family, the foundation we were building. Blaming him was easier. He was the outsider. The intruder. It let me protect the version of her I still wanted to believe in. And in some twisted way, it gave me a way forward without burning the whole house down.

But looking back? That was my first real mistake.

Not because she didn’t deserve accountability, but because I gave my loyalty to a fantasy version of our relationship—a version where love and family was still enough, where maybe I could ignore what I was feeling if I just pretended hard enough.

That’s the thing about denial. It disguises itself as strength. You think you’re being mature, patient, forgiving. But really, it’s fear in a better outfit. Fear of starting over. Fear of being alone. Fear of facing a truth that might break you open.

I wasn’t ready to see it then.

So, I aimed my anger at him.

It made the pain neater. Simpler. More manageable.

Because the truth? The truth was too heavy to hold.

The truth meant facing the fact that she—the woman I built a life with—had chosen to betray me. Not a stranger. Not someone distant or removed. But her. My partner. My wife. The mother of my children.

So, I chose the easier villain.

I told myself he was the problem.

He was the intruder. The snake in the garden. The disloyal friend.

Blaming him gave me something to punch emotionally, even if I never raised my hands. Blaming him kept the illusion of her intact—at least for a little while. And that’s what so many men do.

We don’t reject the truth—we delay it. Because truth isn’t just information, it’s identity. Accepting that the woman you love has betrayed you isn’t just about admitting what she did.

It’s about questioning everything you thought you built.

Your instincts.

Your masculinity.

Your worth.

Your judgment.

And that unraveling? It’s terrifying.

So we aim the pain somewhere else. Anywhere else. We protect the image of her that still lives in our memory—We cling to that version because the alternative feels like free-falling without a parachute. Blaming the other person keeps the version of your partner, at least for a while.

Psychologists call this displacement—the act of shifting uncomfortable emotions from the real source onto a safer target. In this case, the man she cheated with. It’s not logical. It’s survival. It’s emotional triage.

Because deep down, blaming her feels like blaming ourselves.

We think:

Was I not enough?

Did I miss the signs?

How long has she been gone, even while she was still here?

What does this say about the man I’ve been?

And most men have no tools to process those questions.

We’re taught to fix, not feel.

To solve, not sit in the discomfort.

So, when betrayal shows up, we don’t know how to hold it.

Instead, we put our energy into anger. Anger is easier to throw at another man. But here’s what I’ve learned:

Pain doesn’t stay neat.

It doesn’t stay tucked away in a corner labeled “not my fault.”

It finds its way back to the source.

And when it did... when all the blame and bravado faded, I was left standing in the mirror, finally facing the truth I had tried to sidestep.

Avoiding it didn’t save me.

It only dragged out the grieving.

It only kept me stuck in a version of reality that had already burned down.

But healing starts the second you stop protecting the lie, but I was not ready for that, so I buried it as most men do. I cut him off and moved on with the relationship thinking it was worth fighting for, worth holding on to. I had a weird sense of pride thinking I wasn’t going to let “him” break up my relationship. Yes, how twisted does that sound? 

During those times, my wife worked full-time, off and on, but she wasn’t really career-driven. Her version of fulfillment was relaxing on the couch watching reality TV. I didn’t judge it, but I couldn’t relate. I was wired differently—restless, always hungry to grow, to explore, to experience the world. I was social, curious, and driven by a quiet desperation to succeed.

Yes, there were things we didn’t always align on—personality quirks, ways of thinking—but one thing she never hesitated about was stepping into motherhood at a young age. And looking back, I can say this without hesitation: she was a good mother to our four children.

She had that “sky is falling” energy sometimes—everything was a crisis until it wasn’t—but when it came to parenting, we actually saw eye to eye more than people might expect. She followed my lead in a lot of ways, trusted my instincts as a father, and together we built a home that, despite all its cracks, had love at its center.

For her to have our first child at the age of 19, that’s no small thing. It’s easy to overlook the weight of that now, but when I sit with it, I can see what it might’ve cost her. The party years, the freedom years, the time to explore who you are without being tethered to someone else’s needs—we both missed out on that. I’m not making excuses for her choices, but I’ve learned that sometimes you have to zoom out. Not just to see the big picture—but to notice how the frame was built.

Somewhere along the way of raising a family, I absorbed this belief—maybe from TV, maybe from watching what little success I could see around me—that owning a home was the ultimate symbol of making it. It meant security. Legacy. Roots. It was something no one could take from you.

So, I started saving, quietly and consistently. I wanted something solid under my feet, and I knew I couldn’t do it alone. That’s when I approached my mother-in-law, but she was busy helping her younger daughter, so I approached my mother and asked her to go in with us to buy a home. Together, we pooled our resources, made the leap and moved in together.

We bought our first house in 2002, and I felt like I had built something real—not just for me, but for my children. It was a 3,000-square-foot new home with five bedrooms and a double garage. Mind you, I came from living in subsidized housing and small apartments. I didn’t know anyone my age who had reached this stage of life. We did this on our own—no family help, no inheritance, just determination, and at this time, I just started my career in consulting.

In 2006, in our first house, my daughter Faith was born. It wasn’t just a house—it was ours. I poured nearly $100,000 into that over a decade, adding a basement apartment for my mother, remodeling every room, upgrading the kitchen, and laying new floors. It was my labor of love.

That house held everything—laughter, birthday parties, movie nights, the chaos of raising four kids, and the quiet pride of watching them grow. It was more than wood and drywall; it was a home, but little did I know—it would eventually be sold to appease the divorce proceedings.

When my divorce started, it was more than just my marriage that fell apart. It was my identity. See, when you build a full life—especially as a man—you don’t just stack up achievements or milestones.

You build identities. Roles. Layers. Anchors. You become a provider, a protector, and a planner. You become a rock for everyone else to lean on. You don’t even realize you’ve tied your sense of self to those roles...until one by one, they start to break.

That’s what made the betrayal so devastating.

Not just the cheating.

Not just the lies.

But the way it shattered the man I thought I was.

“The Truth Doesn’t Hurt You—The Delay Does.”
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Your Identities
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When you’ve been a husband... a father... a lover... a son...you don’t just lose a relationship. You lose the mirror you used to see yourself in. Let me break this down—because most people don’t talk about what actually dies in a person when a relationship ends.

### The Husband Identity

Being a husband isn’t just about saying “I do.”

It’s about showing up daily, putting someone else’s needs beside your own, building a rhythm of life that says, “We’re in this together.” You become a planner, a fixer, a shoulder. You navigate anniversaries, budgets, holidays, arguments, and reconciliations.

You think in twos. You move in partnership. And then suddenly... you’re alone in the kitchen, making one cup of coffee instead of two. And it hits you: I don’t know who I am anymore. Not because she defined you, but because being a husband was part of how you defined yourself. Your routines. Your weekends. Your emotional world.

When that identity gets ripped away, it feels like being fired from a job you gave your soul to—and no one tells you how to apply for something new.

### The Father Identity

Yes, you're still a father. Love never dies. The title remains.

But divorce twists that, too.

You go from being present every day to a visitor in your own children’s lives.

From tucking them in every night to negotiating weekends and pick-up times.

From family dinners to waving through
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