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    I dedicate this piece to my old self. May she rest in peace and not in pieces.
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​Letter to the Reader

Hey y’all, I hope you’re doing well. For those of you that’s new to the scene, my name is Hari G. Darcy. There, now that’s out of the way, let’s talk about something worthwhile.

When you open this book, I want you to feel the weight of emotions behind pregnancy loss and relationship stress. Yes, what I’m trying to say is that I want y’all to walk a mile in my shoes–through random highs and the consistent lows, through the fight against severe depression and self-harm, and through rediscovery of ways to feel good, even if it ain’t perfect.

These poems are pieces of me, reflecting my brokenness and healing moments. I’ll highlight unstoppable moments between my ex-husband and myself. I’ll also talk about the horrors of a stillbirth pregnancy, from depression, addiction, and distance carving between two young lovers and their children. Please, be mindful that these poems do not reflect who I am today. They’re part of who I was–and what I am ready to let go of.

Writing these poems was important for me to heal. I didn’t want to keep them locked away any longer. In fact, I’m also publishing these poems because I’m running out of space on my Google Drive (and I’m too financially challenged to invest in a pointless subscription when I could simply hit publish and delete the file).

As a published author, writing became a way to show myself that moving forward is possible. I had to trick myself into believing that the past can rest peacefully without being forgotten. So each poem you see, keep in mind that this is my way of breaking the toxic cycle I clung to for too long.

One last thing I want to talk to y’all about before we jump straight into my emotionally unhinged poetry. My hope is to watch you grow into someone worthwhile. I’m not here publishing this, wishing that you change who you are after reading my words.

Nah...

The goal behind this book is to see you live your life to the fullest.

I am using this book to break free from the emotional rollercoaster of the past six years between who I was to this man and my children and who I am now. I see myself being human again–discovering dreams, desires, and odd destinies. This book is that official stepping stone to push me forward, to feel empowered while embracing my own.

I want this book to be this helpful for you too.

So, if you feel unseen or unheard, let me leave you with this: don’t let anyone tell you how to grieve. Your moments are yours, and they are valid! If you are supporting someone who’s grieving, remember that sometimes they don’t need solutions. All they want is you being present with them. It could be a warm hug, a gentle kiss on the forehead, or even intentional silence instead of excessive talking. Whatever works out for the best, do it. Just don’t try to fix everyone who comes across or is broken. Some people don’t want to be fixed right away, especially if they are trying to accept the things that have happened to them already in life.

Alright, I hope y’all have a wonderful rest of your day (or evening) and thank you for being part of my healing journey. Don’t forget to check out Hari’s Helping Hands on Substack for more helpful reflection posts and educational wellness updates.

​The Truth That Never Made It to You

Hello there! Welcome to my hidden haiku section. Here you’ll find a handful of poems I wrote to mask my true emotions about marriage and parenting.

Most feelings don’t last forever. They’re temporary—like stubbing your toe on the edge of a table while walking in the dark. We wince at the pain, but we know it won’t last a lifetime...unless your toe actually falls off. And if that happens, well, that’s a personal problem I don’t want to hear about (sorry, not sorry).



​Detachment, Distress

Ocean waters blue.

My tears drag me down too soon

Weightless, lifeless—gone

​Promises Without Return

Love frays, threads unspun

Gentle giant left unsung

Promises undone

​Dreams, Safe in Sound

Playtime fills the air

Unaware of what will come

Dreams still safe in sound

​Detachment 101

Bleed me dry, slowly

Measuring success, no end

Dripping, smiling at life

​Darkness

Turn on the light please!

Alone in shadows, don’t leave

Darkness surrounding

​Lover Boy, Lover Boy

Lover boy, lover boy

Fears shadows what never was

Your silence burns loud
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​Behind the Meaning: The Truth That Never Made It to You
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The title The Truth That Never Made It to You reflects the unspoken emotions I carried during the later years of my marriage. When my ex-husband and I began building a family together, I believed honesty and openness would guide us forward. Over time, however, small disagreements grew into larger silences, and I found myself holding back truths rather than risk further conflict.

The “you” in this title is my former partner. These are the words I never shared—the reasons love shifted into duty, and why I began to feel more like a caregiver than an equal. Whether or not he would care to hear them now is uncertain, but naming them here allows me to reclaim my voice.

Some truths remain hidden: the need for accountability, the desire for recognition, and the longing for deeper emotional and spiritual connection. Stability alone was never enough; what mattered most were the unseen bonds of trust and understanding. When those bonds faded, and silence became louder than any spoken word.

Still, even though we are no longer together, I continue to pray and hope he does well. Not because of our romantic past, but because he remains a human being who deserves grace, forgiveness, and humility. I cannot fully imagine the challenges he has faced, or will face, as a young, intelligent, and independent Black man. What I do know is that we both deserve better—better understanding, better peace—even if it means co-existing on opposite sides of the map.


​Stories We Never Finished









​Underappreciated Ego







​Who’s Truth, Yours or Mine?






​Closing (For Now)
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