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A Sneak Peek of What’s Coming Next
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Dedication
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This book is dedicated
to my little sister
Kianna Kristine Robinson.
Thank you for all the glitter moments
you added to our lives,
and for all the laughs.
I love you forever and always...
always and forever.
Rest easy...
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Reader Discretion
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This book contains reflections on grief, loss, and emotional pain that may be difficult for some readers.

If you or someone you know is experiencing thoughts of self-harm, suicidal thoughts, or overwhelming distress, please reach out for support.

In the U.S., you can call or text 988 for the Suicide & Crisis Lifeline, or text HOME to 741741 for crisis support.

May these words meet you exactly where you are on your journey.
Take care of your heart as you read.
You matter.

♥
[image: ]


You will never be without love.
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Dear Heavenly Father,
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I thank You so much for Your dear child whose hands this book is in. Thank You for their life, health, and strength. 

God open their eyes and let them see You in new ways throughout the pages of this book. Lord, please help them to address the parts of their lives where refining is needed. 

God, please allow the words in these pages to lead their hearts to the hope that exists even in life’s winter. 

In Jesus’ name I pray, Amen.

It’s one thing to tell a story that already happened, but it’s another thing entirely to tell a story that is currently unfolding, with no rainbow-after-the-storm ending in sight.

I remember publishing My Heart Is Home, not even two months after my miscarriage. Looking back on it now, I was wounded, emotionally raw, and the grief was unraveling. After My Heart Is Home was published, my heart began to exhale as I focused on healing physically, emotionally, and mentally from the loss. There was no more avoiding or trying to silence the grief. The loss happened, and grief had arrived and begun unraveling.

My body spoke. My heart bled, but my mind took longer to catch up. It would randomly replay moments of the miscarriage as if I was reliving it again...

My heart is home, so I figured I could rest while I grieve and heal. Eventually, my mind would catch up.

Little did I know, my heart would ache in the way it does, and the destruction that grief brought was coming again to wound my heart and to shake my world to its very core.
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Naming the Ache
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The Weight Being Carried.

Psalm 34:18 (KJV)
The Lord is nigh unto them that are of a broken heart; And saveth such as be of a contrite spirit.

I can’t breathe.

Leaving you, after losing her.
Saying it, without saying it,
Begging God not to take me too.

Saying goodbye, my heart tore.
That emptiness, that feeling of defeat
all too familiar...
Grief

Withered Flower 

Hands shut...
I wanted to hold on tightly...
I didn’t care that you weren’t watering like me.
I would do it.
I had enough water to cover your part and mine.
We would have a beautiful flower
if it was up to me.
Then grief came
and knocked all the water over,
spilled on the ground,
your part and mine.
Eyes open,
hands open.
I had no water left,
not to water your part
or even water mine.
A drought was coming,
and grief was the creator of that.
So our plant
I had spent years growing
was now in jeopardy.
I had hope
that the truth I didn’t want to face
would stay hidden,
but grief was one
that exposed everything,
and this situation
was no different.
Time moved.
Days turned into weeks.
You didn’t bother trying
to get more water,
while I went to seek
the ultimate Healer,
the waymaker Himself.
Truth about you was evident,
but I was blind...
or did I just wish I was blind?
When I no longer watered
your part and mine...
(sigh)

well, we are now left
with a withering flower.
Life moved for you,
while it stopped for me.
Eventually,
this flower will die
because I refuse
to water it
on my own
anymore.

The thought of losing you
still hurts,
like a wound,

no matter how many ways
I try to repair it...
it’s still open.

And it doesn’t take much
to irritate it
in a way that causes it
to start bleeding again.
This is the wound left by

grief...

1 Flower

Just 1 flower
next to my bed
on my nightstand,
so that even though
the grief is so heavy
and it has even been
following me in my dreams...
When I open my eyes
in the morning,
one of the first things
that I will see
is 1 flower,
something beautiful
that God created.

Winter Has Come

I never realized
in this season of grief
things would continue
to be reshaped.
Some moments
feel like a winter storm,
while others
feel like fall.
It’s like
they mesh together.
Winter is when
we wear layers
to keep the cold out.
Fall,
we can’t help but smile
as we see the leaves
change colors.
Winter has come.

All the flowers
I planted
in my garden
that I assumed
I could keep alive
are dying
one by one.
Winter has come.

There is no stopping
the sting
the cold
has left behind.

The Quiet Moments of Loss

Broken heart
doesn’t even begin to describe
the emptiness I felt.

I need a heavier word,
something that is everything
and nothing
all at the same time.

Inside,
I felt void.

Outside,
I felt a heaviness
I could not carry
on my own.

A heaviness that,
sometimes,
felt like it was
crushing me.

In those moments,
my words escape,
my strength flees,
and my heart bleeds...

Bleeds for what was
and what could have been...

Grief will not bandage up my heart
and leave me in a corner
to bleed out.

As God guides me,
my hands will meticulously repair the
bleeding wounds through the words I write.

My heart is home but it still aches.
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