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Part I — When the Darkness Moved In
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It began quietly, like an uninvited guest slipping through a crack in the window. What should have been a childhood of laughter and light became a room where shadows learned my name. I carried bruises too heavy for a boy, questions too sharp for a heart still soft. By the time I realized something was wrong, depression had already unpacked its bags, claiming my silence as its home.
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WHEN DEPRESSION MOVED in

Did it start back then?

I guess it did

I was just thirteen

But that’s when depression moved in

I was supposed to be laughing at dumb jokes

Playing games after school

Worrying about exams or normal stuff

But all I remember from that year is how heavy my life was

Dad?

He left the picture long before that

Officially when I was five

But honestly, I was too young to care

Only one memory of me sitting on his shoulders

I was a bit scared

But the world was so wide

Yet even that memory is now a blur

No money

No visits

No calls

Useless

Just Mom breaking her back trying to keep us fed

Trying to smile through it all

Even when the bills piled higher than our hope

But it wasn’t just that

It was him

My older biological brother

I don’t even know when he stopped being just my brother

He became my fear

His fists

His wrath

His frustration

All poured onto me like I was some trash can for his rage

I still remember the sting of his hand

The way the hot water burned my face

Not an accident

Never an accident

I was already in church’s ministry

Yet I felt broken and quit

So maybe it started back then

Slowly drowning in despair

The silence

The numbness

The questions about why I even bother waking up

Couldn’t even kill myself

Funny how you can trace your sadness back like it’s a timeline

Like history class

But it’s just your own bruises

Shattered trust marking the years

Maybe that’s when depression moved in

Quiet at first

Sometimes it left

But it always haunts me back somehow

School used to be the one place I could prove myself—clean numbers on a page, teachers nodding with approval, my mother smiling with quiet pride. But when the weight of sadness began pressing down, even those numbers slipped away. Grades that once felt like armor started cracking, and with every missed deadline I felt myself disappearing.
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THE DAYS GREW HEAVY

I used to be proud

A string of great numbers

Neat letters penned beside my name

I was proof that he was capable

Behind that quiet face was brilliance

Buried but shining

I carried his mother’s hopes

His teachers’ praise

His future was written in tidy percentages and neat remarks

But then the days grew heavy

I watched him stop

Stop caring and trying

I remember the blank papers

The missed deadlines

The teachers’ voices grew sharp

His classmates’ eyes became curious

“What happened to him?

He was one of the smart guy”

And me?

I started to fall

I fell from A to B

From B to barely passing

From barely passing to failure

The walls crumble around him 

I, his grades, became his silent witness

Tumbled along with his heart

I am not just numbers

I am the reflection of his battles

His depression etched itself into my lines

His skipped projects

His quiet shame

They all bled into my pages

I wanted to stay high

Even when life was cruel

I wanted to show him that he still had worth

But I am only as strong as he feels

And he was broken

The days grew heavy

Even now, years later, I remain stained by those days

I’m the report card that is forever ruined

I carry his scars

But I do not define him

I reflect him

And even broken reflections can shine again

It wasn’t just me who noticed the change—friends who once shared laughter with me began to fall silent too. They looked at me the way you look at someone slipping away, unsure whether to reach or retreat. I could see their patience wearing thin, their warmth replaced by unease, and still, I couldn’t find the strength to bring my old smile back.
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HIS SAD FACE

I still remember his smile

It was never wide nor loud 

But it was there

Subtle and soft

The kind that flickered at the corners of his lips when we shared a dumb joke

Or when the teacher tripped over their words

Or when the sky turned pink after school

But now?

Now it’s gone

His sad face

It’s like stone

Heavy and still

His eyes drift past me like I’m part of the wall

Part of the noise

Smiles feel foreign to him now

Like happiness is some stranger that doesn’t belong in his world anymore

I try

I crack jokes

I invite him out

I nudge his shoulder like we used to

But all I get is that same tired face

That silence that hangs in the air between us

It’s not fair

He was already quiet to begin with

Always a little distant

A little hard to read

But even then, I knew he had warmth tucked away somewhere

Now it’s like something reached inside him and stole it

And the worst part?

I don’t know how to bring it back

I miss my friend

I miss his almost-smiles

And every time I see his sad face

It feels like I’m losing him all over again

Yet I too must apologize

Because I can’t stay with him if this keeps up

When the sadness deepened, I thought leaving God would ease the weight—no more serving, no more pretending to be strong. But instead of rest, I found emptiness. The silence of abandoned worship became a louder ache, and the longer I stayed away, the sharper the regret grew.
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MY BIGGEST MISTAKE

I thought walking away would make the ache stop

I thought if I abandoned church and ministry

Leaving God altogether

Maybe I could take a break

But it didn’t

The depression only grew

Feeding in the silence where worship used to be

The joy I once felt has disappeared

The hope I used to cling to?

Shattered

And the worst part remains

The part that haunts me

It was seeing my old ministry leader

She always asked me to come back and serve

Yet I always avoid her

Guilt has consumed me

Quitting was my biggest mistake

Years passed

The depression dulled

But it never left completely

The regret?

It only sharpened

I thought I could find my way back

My depression has changed from severe to mild

So I tried

Applied to ministry again

Five times over the years

Five times I got rejected

Different teams

Different doors

Same rejection

I don’t belong in ministry

And now I can’t help but wonder

Is this my punishment?

Did I burn the bridge so badly God won’t even let me serve anymore?

Even His people doesn’t want me

I sit in the back now

Invisible

Ashamed

Watching others do what I walked away from

Am I rejected because of my depression?

Does my sad face scare people away?

But deep down a part of me still believes His grace is bigger than my biggest mistake

I just wonder when will His people accept me

After enough nights of breaking down, I learned that tears eventually dry into silence. What people saw as indifference was really exhaustion—too many feelings spilling over until the only way to survive was to stop feeling at all. Numbness wasn’t giving up; it was the last shield I had left.
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LOUDER THAN SADNESS

They always misunderstand me

They think I am weakness

They think I am surrender

But I am survival

When sadness screams too loud

I arrive

When the heart shatters again and again

I become louder than sadness

When grief claws at every waking thought

They call for me

Even if they don’t know it

I slide in quietly

I silence the ache

I still the storm

I freeze the fire before it burns them alive

I make them cold

Not because they don’t care

But because they cared too much

Every heartbeat was a wound

Every memory was a blade

So I built walls where flesh used to be

I wrapped their soul in quiet stone

And yet I am louder than sadness ever was

The empty stare

The forced smile

The deadened eyes that used to shine

All of it speaks

It says

“I broke, but no one noticed”

“Feeling hurts more than not feeling”

“I’m still here...

But only barely”

I am Numb

Not weakness

Not surrender

A desperate shield for survival

There were days when the silence inside me grew so twisted it began to whisper violent thoughts I never acted on but couldn’t shake away. I wasn’t the “good boy” anymore—I felt like a villain in my own chest, watching kindness rot into fantasies I despised, clinging only to a thin thread of fear that maybe God still had mercy left for me.
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TWISTED BOREDOM

I don’t really know when I started thinking this way

Maybe when I started to hate God for His darkness

Or when the mirror stopped reflecting the beauty of my face

I used to be “the good boy”

Polite

Quiet

People liked that version of me

Maybe I did too

But good boys cracked under boredom

Then the cracks spread silent and unseen

Until all that’s left is a hollow shell with too many shadows inside

Twisted boredom is attacking me

The worst part?

The demon in me speaks

It tells me the world is heavy

Peace is impossible 

It whispers

“If everyone who hurt and fought

If they all stopped breathing 

Wouldn’t that be peace and justice?”

I never laid a hand on anyone

Not in real life

But in my mind

My mind is a battlefield littered with countless bodies

The cruel

The careless

Even the innocent

Because the sickness of my heart wants everyone to rest in peace

They call it “psychopath thoughts”

I call it twisted boredom

The kind that makes you stare at strangers

Then wonder what
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