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For my wife.

For walking beside me
when I was building too fast,
carrying too much,
and learning how to slow down.
For your patience when I was guarded.
For your strength when I was exhausted.
For choosing to rebuild with me —
intentionally, honestly, together.
You have carried more than you should have.
You have given more than you had to.
And you are still here.

Thank you for walking forward with me.

The Rebuilding Series

This book is part of a five-book journey exploring what it means to face the storm, live in the middle, rebuild differently, keep walking, and move toward peace.

Each book stands on its own.
Together, they tell a larger story.
The Storm
Somewhere in the Middle
Rebuilding Differently
Still Walking
The Peace
This series is written for those navigating storms, living in the middle, and rebuilding toward peace.
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The Question That Follows Me

Looking back at my life — where I was raised, how I was raised, what I was taught, and what I have accomplished — I feel a sense of accomplishment. A sense of pride.

Statistically, the odds were stacked against me at nearly a thousand to one that I would have accomplished what I have. And yet, here I am.

When I share my story with friends, sometimes family, or in interviews, there is a question that inevitably surfaces:

“Do you regret any decisions you made?”
“If you could go back and change one decision in your life, would you?”
It is a fair question.
It is also a deeply personal one.
My answer has remained consistent.

No.

I have thought about that question carefully. Not casually. Not defensively. Honestly.

And that answer includes not only the decisions I made, but the decisions made for me.

Those decisions formed me.
They shaped me.
They positioned me exactly where I am.
But that does not mean everything inside me is settled.

I am still holding onto anger.
Still carrying resentment.
Still wrestling with questions that came from deep betrayal.
I carry guilt as well — guilt over pain I may have caused others, intentionally or unintentionally.

I know firsthand what pain feels like.

And the thought that I may have been the source of that pain for someone else is something I still struggle to forgive myself for.

I am not sure if I ever fully will.

I often wonder what people see when they look at me.

I tend to believe they see the professional version.

They see the accomplishments.
The accolades.
The education.
The operator.
The systems and accountability side.
The structured thinker.
The organizational growth strategist.
They see the degrees hanging on the wall.

Most people find them impressive.

To me, they are just reminders.

Reminders of busy time.
A lot of busy time.
There was a season in my life when staying busy was survival.

As long as I was in school — learning, writing, researching — I did not have to sit with the past. As long as I was occupied with military service, homework, deadlines, projects, growth plans, I did not have to reflect on the damage that had been done.

Busyness protected me.
Achievement insulated me.
Productivity distracted me.
I did not have time to contemplate purpose.
I did not have time to process grief.
I did not have time to grow spiritually in any deep way.
That would come much later.

If someone were to look deeper — past the framed credentials and structured exterior — they would see something else.

They would see the side of me that still struggles with hurt that began when I was a teenager.
The anger.
The disappointments.
The fears.
Those parts did not disappear just because I accumulated accomplishments.

Sometimes I stand in my office and look at everything hanging on the walls, and I remind myself:

This is just stuff.

It validates education.
It validates achievement.
But it does not define identity.

And it certainly does not erase pain.

There are days when the professional mask feels natural.
There are days when it feels like protection.
There are even days when I wonder which one came first — the competence, or the defense mechanism.

If you only knew how hard it is for me to allow myself to get close to people — and at the same time, how much I want to belong.

I want a tribe.
I want a community I can call my own.
I want the kind of connection where I do not have to measure every word before I speak it.
I have had versions of that before.

In school, I had classmates.
In the military, I had the men and women I served alongside.
But even then, much of it stayed on the surface.

Even then, I was cautious.
Careful.
Reserved.
There has always been a line I was hesitant to let anyone cross.

It was not something I consciously chose.
It was not something I deliberately built.
It was forged quietly.
Subtly.
Over time.
A lifestyle shaped by past wounds.

And I did not fully recognize it until much later.

I have been married for nearly twenty years now, and it is difficult for me to admit this — but a part of me has not allowed my wife to see the entire me.

Not because I do not love her.

I do.

But because somewhere inside me is the fear that if she sees everything — the anger, the doubts, the insecurities, the unfinished forgiveness — she too might walk away.

She has carried the weight of those who came before her longer than she should have.

If I am honest, she has also carried mine.

She tells me that is what commitment is.
That vows are for life.
That life is messy.
And I believe her.

But there are moments when I ask myself:

If I cannot forgive myself for certain things, how can she?

My mind — and in many ways my spirit — has been conditioned over time to assume the worst.

Jump to the worst-case scenario.
Solve that.
Prepare for it.
Because if I can prevent the worst from happening, then everything will be okay.

I know that way of thinking is not healthy.

Rewiring decades of conditioning is not quick work.

When I catch myself slipping into that pattern, I try to backtrack.
I try to reverse the thought.
I try to focus on the small wins each day.
They are there.

I just have to train myself to notice them.

I am wired to see potential in people.

I see the good in them.
I see what they could become.
I see strengths they do not even recognize yet.
But over time, I also began noticing something else.

I would see the good — and minimize the warning signs.

Until small inconsistencies began to surface.
Patterns that revealed themselves slowly.
And before I knew it, I found myself once again feeling taken advantage of — at least in my own perception.

The pain felt familiar.

It was not just disappointment in that person.

It was the resurfacing of older wounds.

As if the past was whispering, “See? It happens again.”

My experiences sharpened my ability to read people.

To notice subtle shifts.
To identify hidden motives.
That skill served me well professionally.

But in personal relationships, it sometimes created barriers where none were necessary.

There were moments when I realized I was looking for reasons to mistrust.

Projecting past pain onto present people.

Allowing the consequences of one person’s actions to influence how I approached others.

I am still working on that.

There is one thing I know about myself with certainty:

Going backwards is not an option.

Staying stagnant is not an option.

There is no growth there.

If you want to know stuff, you have to go through stuff.

Every disappointment.
Every failure.
Every betrayal.
If viewed through the right lens, it becomes instruction.

Life does not pause.
Time does not wait.
We cannot change the past.
We are not promised tomorrow.
All we truly have is the space in between.

That middle space.

We all live somewhere in the middle — between the beginning of our journey and the end of it.

Growing up with an absent father shaped me more than I realized.

He would call and ask for my mother. If she was not home, he would say, “Tell her I called,” and hang up.

He never asked about me.

I am still angry about that.

Somewhere along the way, a question formed:

Was I not worth the effort?

That question weaves itself into ambition.
Into drive.
Into the need to prove.
Into the need to not be left again.
There are days even now when I question my purpose.

And then there is the inner voice.

Sometimes it whispers that I am a fraud.
Other times it reminds me of my preparation and experience.
Both voices exist.

I have never accepted the phrase, “It is what it is.”

Water is water until it freezes.
Then it becomes ice.
Then steam.
Change is natural.

Why should life be static?

That refusal to accept stagnation shaped my path.

Even when I briefly dropped out in the eleventh grade, I returned.
Graduated on time.
Left my hometown.
Joined the Army.
When I was medically discharged, I did not allow that to be my ending.

I kept moving.

Years later, while writing this series, I discovered something I was not looking for.

I realized I am comfortable with who I have become.

Not because everything is resolved.

But because I accept that all of it — the storms, the rebuilding, the middle seasons — formed me.

I will always be that man.

Some days rebuilding.
Some days weathering storms.
Some days somewhere in between.
He did not disappear.

He did not find all the answers.

But he is no longer controlled by the past.

Learning to walk forward without having every answer has required a different kind of faith.

It is no longer the faith that demands clarity before movement.

It is the faith that allows movement even when clarity has not arrived.

There were seasons when I believed I was walking alone — seasons marked by confusion, pain, betrayal, and uncertainty.

Looking back, I can now see that those were often the moments when strength, endurance, and opportunity appeared in ways I could not have created on my own.

Sometimes we only recognize presence in hindsight.

Sometimes the carrying becomes visible only after the weight has passed.

If you find yourself in a season that feels heavy or unclear, there is a possibility that growth is happening beneath the surface.

Not loudly.
Not dramatically.
But steadily.
I am still walking.

Not because everything is settled.

But because I have accepted that the journey continues.

And that is enough for today.
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