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To those learning how to keep going when love has changed form.

And to the ones who taught us

how to carry more than we thought we could.

“Grief does not disappear. It learns how to live beside love.”
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The Day Everything Changed

It didn’t feel like a day that would change anything.

The sun still came up the same way it always did—slow and steady, stretching light across the window like it had nowhere else to be. The birds didn’t seem to know anything was wrong either. They sang like it was just another morning.

And maybe that was the strangest part. Because everything looked the same...

...but nothing was.

I remember standing there, not really knowing what to do with my hands. That sounds silly, I guess, but it’s true. When something big happens— something your heart isn’t ready for—you don’t just feel it in your chest. You feel it everywhere.

In the way your fingers don’t sit still. In the way your thoughts don’t line up.

In the way the world keeps moving... even when you wish it wouldn’t. People were talking, but their words felt far away. Like I was underwater, hearing sounds but not understanding them. I nodded a few times, even though I didn’t know what I was agreeing to.

I just knew something was gone. And I didn’t know how to get it back.

That’s the thing nobody really tells you about loss. It doesn’t knock politely.

It doesn’t give you time to prepare. It just... shows up.

And suddenly, everything you thought was steady feels like it’s slipping through your hands.

I remember thinking, This can’t be real.

Not in a dramatic way. Not like in the movies.

​​Just quiet.

Like a whisper in the back of my mind that kept repeating the same thing over and over:

This isn’t how it was supposed to go.

But life doesn’t always ask what we think. It just keeps moving forward.

And somehow... we’re expected to follow. If I’m being honest, I didn’t want to follow. I wanted things to stay the way they were. I wanted the laughter back.

The normal moments.

The feeling that everything was okay, even when it wasn’t perfect. But instead, there was this... silence.

Not the peaceful kind. The heavy kind.

The kind that sits in the room with you and doesn’t leave. The kind that makes you wonder where God is.

Because that thought came too. Not all at once.

But slowly. Carefully.

Like something I wasn’t sure I was allowed to think.

If God is here... why does it feel like He isn’t? I didn’t say it out loud.

I wasn’t trying to be disrespectful. I just didn’t understand.

And when you don’t understand something that big... it can make everything else feel smaller.

Even your faith.

That was the day everything changed. Not because the world stopped.

But because mine did. And I didn’t yet know...

​​​that sometimes God does His deepest work... in the quiet we don’t choose.

There’s a moment—right after something breaks—where time does something strange.

It doesn’t stop.

But it doesn’t feel like it’s moving either. It just... hangs there.

Like the world is holding its breath, waiting to see what you’ll do next.

I stood in the doorway longer than I should have. I remember the frame pressing lightly against my shoulder, like it was the only thing keeping me steady. People moved past me, their footsteps soft but hurried, like they had somewhere important to be.

Maybe they did.

I didn’t.

Because I didn’t know where to go when the place that felt like home suddenly didn’t anymore.

You don’t really think about that kind of thing until you have to. Home isn’t just walls and furniture and familiar smells.

It’s laughter echoing down the hallway. It’s voices you recognize without trying.

It’s the feeling that no matter what happens out there... you’re okay in here.

And when something shifts—when one piece is taken out of that picture—it doesn’t just leave a space.

It changes everything around it.

I remember walking into the kitchen, not because I was hungry, but because I didn’t know where else to go.

The chair was still there. That chair.

The one that always seemed to be filled, even when nobody else noticed it.

​​Now it just... sat there. Empty.

And I couldn’t look at it for too long.

Because if I did, something in my chest started to ache in a way I didn’t know how to fix.

So I looked away.

That became a habit after a while. Looking away.

From the chair. From the memories.

From anything that felt too heavy to carry.

At the time, it felt like the only way to survive it.

“Are you okay?”

The question came from somewhere behind me, soft but careful. I didn’t turn around right away.

Not because I didn’t hear it.

But because I didn’t know how to answer.

People ask that question like there’s a simple response.

Like you can just say “yes” or “no” and that somehow explains everything.

But what do you say when you’re both? When you’re breathing... but barely?

When you’re standing... but everything inside you feels like it’s fallen apart?

“I’m fine,” I said anyway. Because that’s what people say.

Because it’s easier than explaining the kind of hurt that doesn’t have clear edges.

The days that followed didn’t come in order. At least, that’s how it felt.

Morning would come, but it didn’t feel like a new day.

It felt like a continuation of the same long moment I hadn’t figured out how to leave yet.

​​​People brought food.

They spoke in softer voices.

They gave looks—the kind that try to say something without using words.

I didn’t like those looks.

They made everything feel more real. And I wasn’t ready for that.

At night, it was worse.

Because during the day, there were distractions. Noise.

Movement.

Things that kept your mind from settling too long in one place. But at night...

It was just me.

And the quiet.

And all the thoughts I had been trying not to think. That’s when the questions showed up.

Not loud.

Not demanding.

Just... there.

Why did this happen? Why didn’t God stop it?

Does He even see me right now? I didn’t say those things out loud. Not at first.

But they sat heavy in my chest, like words waiting for permission.

I had always been told that God was close. That He listens.

That He cares.

And I believed that.

At least... I thought I did.

​​​But belief feels different when life is good. It’s easier then.

Cleaner.

Less complicated.

It’s when things fall apart that you find out what your faith is really standing on.

And in that moment... Mine felt shaky.

One night, I finally said something. Not a long prayer.

Not anything impressive.

Just a few quiet words spoken into the dark. “God... are You there?”

That was it.

No big speech.

No perfect phrasing. Just honesty.

And for a second, I felt almost guilty for asking. Like I should already know the answer.

Like questioning meant I was doing something wrong. But the question stayed there anyway.

Hanging in the silence. Waiting.

Nothing happened right away. No voice.

No sudden peace.

No clear answer.

Just the same quiet room. The same still air.

The same ache sitting in my chest.

And if I’m being honest... that was the hardest part.

​​​​​Just to know I wasn’t alone in it.

But what I didn’t understand yet...

was that silence doesn’t always mean absence.

Sometimes...

it’s where something deeper begins.

There’s something about grief that doesn’t ask permission before it settles in.

It doesn’t check if you’re ready.

It doesn’t wait until life slows down. It just finds a place... and stays.

By the third night, I stopped trying to sleep.

I would lie there at first, staring at the ceiling, tracing the faint cracks that ran like thin rivers across it. I had never noticed them before.

Funny how you start seeing things you’ve lived with for years only after everything else feels unfamiliar.

Eventually, I would sit up.

The quiet felt louder when I stayed still. So I’d move.

Not with purpose. Not with direction.

Just enough to feel like I hadn’t completely disappeared into it.

That night, I found myself by the window.

The glass was cool against my fingertips, grounding in a way I didn’t expect. Outside, the world looked untouched. Streetlights flickered softly, casting long shadows across the empty road. A breeze moved through the trees like a whisper that didn’t quite reach me.

Everything kept
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