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For my sons.

You are the reason I kept going.

And for every soul who has sat in the dark,

wondering if the light would ever return —

this book is for you.
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Preface

I did not write this book from a comfortable distance.

I wrote it from inside the storm — and from the other side of it.

For years, I battled depression in silence. I carried it to bed at night, woke up with it in the morning, and wore a functioning face to the world while something inside me was quietly falling apart.

I was a man of faith who could not explain why he could not feel God. I was a father who pitched a tent in his own backyard because he did not have the strength to take his boys camping. I was a husband, a provider, a friend — and at the same time, I was someone who once cried out to his mother and said, "Mom, I want to die."

If any of that sounds familiar — this book is for you.

I am not a doctor. I am not a therapist. I am not a perfect Christian with all the answers. I am simply a man who went through the deepest darkness of his life and came out the other side — not because I was strong, but because God would not let me go.

What you hold in your hands is my story. But more than that, I hope it becomes a mirror that reflects your own journey back to you — and a window that lets in a little light.

The storm is not forever.

And neither is your darkness.

Let's walk through this together.

— David Cheong, Singapore, 2026
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Chapter 1

When It First Began



Looking back, I now realise something I could not see then:

My battle with depression did not suddenly appear in adulthood.
It had roots much earlier—quiet, hidden, and unrecognised.

I was about 15 years old.

It was what many would call a “puppy love.”
Nothing serious. Nothing lasting. Just a young boy experiencing affection for the first time.

But when it ended, it affected me deeply.

More than I expected.
More than I could explain.

At that age, I did not have the language for it.
I did not call it depression.
I simply thought I was “very sad.”

But beneath that sadness was something deeper.

A longing.
A need to be loved.

As I grew older, I began to understand why.

Growing up, I did not receive much love from my father.
And whether I realised it or not, I carried that lack into my teenage years and beyond.

So I searched.

I searched for love, for affirmation, for acceptance—especially from the opposite sex.
I believed that if I could find it there, I would finally feel complete.

But when that relationship ended, it didn’t just hurt.

It exposed something inside me.

I was not just heartbroken.

I was empty.

That was the seed.

For many years, it remained hidden beneath the surface.

Life went on.
I functioned.
I moved forward.

But something inside me had not been fully healed.

Then came late 2016.

This was when everything began to surface.

At that time, I was in New Zealand with my family. We had gone there for a season, pursuing permanent residency and exploring the possibility of building a future there.

On the outside, life looked stable.

But around November 2016, something began to shift inside me.

And by December 2016, it had intensified.

This time, the trigger was not a relationship.

It was fear.

As a Christian, I believed in God.

But during that period, a question began to take hold of my mind—one that would not let go:

“Can I lose my salvation?”

It sounds like a theological discussion.

But for me, it became deeply personal.

People around me had different views. Some said yes. Some said no. Instead of clarity, I found confusion. And that confusion slowly turned into fear.

Then another thought came:

“What if I have committed the unpardonable sin?”

That question haunted me.

It didn’t come once.

It came repeatedly—especially at night.

I remember lying in bed, unable to sleep.

My mind would not stop.

Thoughts kept looping—circling, tightening, becoming louder.

One question led to another.
One fear led to another.

And slowly, I began to spiral.

At the same time, there were other pressures building.

We were in a foreign land.
Finances were uncertain.
Money was running low.

And as a husband and a father, the weight of responsibility became heavier each day.

I found myself constantly worrying:

What is going to happen to my family?
What about my wife?
What about my son?

The fear was no longer just spiritual.

It became emotional.
Mental.
Practical.

It was everywhere.

I was very confused during that time.

Deeply confused.

My mind was filled with fear, doubt, and questions I could not answer.

But here is something I want to share—especially if you are feeling the same way:

Even in the confusion, there was something deeper in me that had not let go.

In my heart of hearts, I still knew this:

God loved me.

I could not explain it.

My thoughts were telling me something else.
My fears were loud.

But deep within, there was a quiet knowing.

And I held on to that.

There were many moments during that period—especially in December 2016—when I found myself alone, trying to escape my own thoughts.

Trying to get out of my head.

Trying to find peace.

If you have ever felt that way, I want to say this to you:

It’s okay to have bad days.

It’s okay to feel overwhelmed.

You are not weak for feeling this way.

But hold on.

Hold on to whatever measure of faith you still have.

Even if it feels small.
Even if it feels fragile.

Hold on to this truth:

You are loved.

There was one assurance that stayed with me, even when everything else felt uncertain:

God would not cast me away.

Even when my mind told me I would be rejected…
Even when fear told me I had gone too far…

Deep in my heart, I knew:

He would not turn me away.

As Scripture says:

Whoever comes to me I will never cast out.

— John 6:37

At that time, I was coming to Him with confusion.
With fear.
With broken thoughts.

But still—I was coming.

And He did not cast me away.

That was the beginning.

The beginning of a journey I did not expect.
The beginning of a battle I did not understand.

But also, the beginning of a path that would one day lead to healing.


— Reflection —

When did your struggle first begin—perhaps earlier than you realised?

What fears or thoughts have taken hold of your mind?

What is one truth you can hold on to, even when everything feels uncertain?



You are not alone.

And you are not cast away.
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Chapter 2

The Invisible Battle



Depression is not always visible.

From the outside, life can look normal.
People see you going about your day—working, talking, functioning.

But inside, there is a battle no one can see.

For me, one of the hardest parts of depression was sleep.

Or rather, the lack of it.

Night after night, I struggled with severe insomnia.
It wasn’t just “difficulty sleeping.”

It was lying in bed, exhausted…
watching the hours pass…
while my mind refused to rest.

I remember how painful it felt to see everyone else asleep.

The house would be quiet.
My family resting peacefully.

And yet, I was wide awake.

Alone.

Trapped in my own thoughts.

Even with medication—even with sleeping pills—sleep did not come easily.

My body was tired.
But my mind would not stop.

And when you don’t sleep, everything becomes harder.

Your thoughts grow louder.
Your emotions grow heavier.
Your strength begins to drain.

During the day, I still tried to function.

I would send my children to school.
Send my wife to school as well.

On the outside, I was still doing what I needed to do.

But inside, I was falling apart.

My mood was constantly low.

The medication helped in some ways—but it also numbed me.

I was no longer myself.

I used to be joyful.
Outgoing.
An extrovert.

But during that period, I became withdrawn.

Quiet.

Distant.

And then there were the thoughts.

Relentless.

Repeating.

Condemning.

“You’re going
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