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The Road Back to Myself: Finding Light After the Long Night of the Soul

There are seasons in life when the ground shifts beneath your feet and nothing feels familiar anymore. You wake up in the same body, in the same house, with the same name—but something inside you has cracked open. The world looks the same, yet you are not the same. Grief does that. Loss does that. Heartbreak, trauma, depression... they all have a way of rearranging the furniture of the soul.

For a long time, I didn’t have the language for what I was feeling. I only knew that something in me had broken, and I didn’t know how to put it back together. I wrote these poems during one of the darkest periods of my life—when I was grieving a breakup, mourning a pregnancy loss, and trying to make sense of a friend’s death. It was a season where everything felt heavy, and my mind was a place I didn’t always trust. Writing became the only way I could breathe. Every poem in this book is a footprint from that journey.

But this book is not just about my grief. It is about grief itself—how it behaves, how it moves, how it settles into the corners of your life without asking permission. It is about depression, the kind that creeps in quietly and the kind that storms in loudly. It is about the mind when it is overwhelmed, the heart when it is wounded, and the spirit when it is tired. And it is about the slow, steady, surprising ways healing begins to return.

I want you to know this from the start: You are not reading a book of sadness. You are reading a book of survival.

The poems are raw because grief is raw. They are honest because depression is honest. They are unfiltered because pain rarely arrives in tidy sentences. But woven through every page is a thread of hope—sometimes thin, sometimes trembling, but always present. Because even in the darkest night, something in us keeps reaching for morning.

This book is structured around the five stages of grief, not as a rigid formula, but as a gentle guide. Each section begins with a reflection to help you understand what that stage feels like, how the mind behaves, and why your emotions may shift the way they do. My hope is that as you move through these pages, you will see pieces of your own journey reflected back to you—not to retraumatize you, but to remind you that you are not walking alone.

Grief is not linear. Healing is not neat. Depression does not follow rules. But there is a road—sometimes winding, sometimes steep, sometimes barely visible—that leads us back to ourselves. This book is my map of that road. I offer it to you with tenderness, honesty, and the quiet assurance that even the longest night eventually breaks into light.

If you are here because you are hurting, I honor your courage.

If you are here because you are healing, I celebrate your strength.

And if you are here because you are searching for yourself again, then welcome—this road is for you.

Let’s walk it together.

​​​​My Story

I was numb. I couldn’t believe any of it was happening. One moment, I thought happiness was finally within reach — that maybe, just maybe, life was giving me a little ease. And then everything collapsed. The dreams I held, the future I imagined, the joy I thought I had found... all of it slipped through my fingers. What came instead was a long season of misery, confusion, and a battle I never expected to fight: depression.

I have known depression intimately — the kind that presses on your chest until you can’t breathe, the kind that whispers lies, the kind that a soul without God would not survive. I didn’t need a doctor to tell me what it was. I diagnosed myself. And in a strange twist of fate, I was studying psychology at the same time I was living its darkest chapters. I knew every symptom, every cause, every treatment — and still, I was drowning.

For three years, it was a day-to-day war. Life felt heavy. I went almost half a decade without one second of real happiness. The years after that were spent rebuilding — slowly, painfully — learning how to be content again. Happiness came in flickers. Sadness came in waves. And when sadness came, it wasn’t just sadness anymore; it was a deep, dark pit that took years to climb out of. I couldn’t watch a romantic movie or anything emotional — my tears would turn into rivers.

Those first weeks were the worst. I cried constantly. Tears would leap from my eyes without warning — in conversations, at work, in the doctor’s office, even in the car. I was barely functioning. Thank God I had my own office, because I cried more than I spoke.

Sleep abandoned me. Anxiety became my shadow. I was introduced to Xanax, Effexor, and a few other pills that helped me sleep for a few hours at a time. But the side effects terrified me. I felt rage I didn’t recognize — the kind that made me slam a door so hard it nearly came off the hinges. I felt despair so deep that driving off a cliff seemed easier than facing another sleepless night. I knew enough about antidepressants to know when to stop. And I did.

But stopping didn’t stop the darkness. I was suicidal for months — thinking about scratching, cutting, disappearing, taking pills and slipping away. It was God, and God alone, who kept me. My sanity was hanging by a thread, but the Holy Spirit held that thread in His hands.

Driving became dangerous. Tears blurred my vision more times than I can count. One day, I nearly wiped out an entire line of traffic. Only God steadied the wheel. I took time off work, trying to hold myself together enough so my family wouldn’t think I needed to be committed. Truthfully, I almost did.

In that first week, I cried for hours. My tears were endless. And in the middle of one of those breakdowns, God whispered to my spirit that I would give myself an aneurysm if I didn’t stop. I told Him to put me to sleep then. And He did — within seconds.

That was the night I started writing poetry.

Writing became the only way I knew how to bleed out the sorrow, the despair, the suicidal thoughts. Some nights I wrote a dozen poems. I barely slept. I wasn’t living — I was surviving. Those years were hell.

The Denise I was at 25 died in that season. She didn’t survive the storm. What remained was a hollow vessel, moving through life like a zombie. The strong Black woman I thought I was? She disappeared. I had to rebuild everything — my character, my personality, my identity. And through all of it, God was there. He never left me. He never forsook me. He carried me through the long night of my soul. 
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There is a moment in every grief journey when the world splits in two: the life you had before, and the life you must now learn to live after. “The Breaking” is that moment. It is the shock, the numbness, the disbelief that settles over you like a heavy fog. Your mind tries to protect you by refusing to accept what has happened. You move through the days on autopilot, doing what needs to be done, but feeling nothing and everything at the same time.

Denial is not ignorance. It is the mind’s way of slowing the impact so your heart doesn’t shatter all at once. In this stage, you may feel disconnected from yourself, from others, and from the world around you. You may find yourself staring into space, unable to process simple things. You may cry without warning, or not cry at all. You may feel strangely calm, or completely overwhelmed. All of this is normal. All of this is part of the breaking.

When I went through my own season of grief, this was the stage that swallowed me first. I remember walking through my days like a ghost, unable to believe that the life I had imagined was gone. I couldn’t understand how everything could fall apart so quickly. I couldn’t understand how I was supposed to keep living when my heart felt like it had stopped. I was numb, confused, and terrified of what was happening inside my own mind. But I didn’t have the words for it then. I only knew that something in me had cracked open.

This section of the book captures that early fracture — the moment when grief first enters the room and nothing feels real. These poems are the footprints of that numbness, the quiet ache of a soul trying to understand its own breaking. If you are here, reading this, and you feel like you are unraveling, I want you to know this: you are not losing your mind. You are grieving. And grief has its own language, its own rhythm, its own way of reshaping you.

Take your time in this section. Breathe between the lines. Let the poems speak to the parts of you that don’t have words yet. This is the beginning of the journey — not the end. And even in the breaking, there is a quiet strength forming beneath the surface, preparing you for what comes next.
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