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    To my beloved parents, whose love continues to guide me even though you're no longer here. Your faith, strength, and encouragement laid the foundation of who I am today. I carry your memory with me in every word I write.
And to my dear friend, whose life was cut short—you are not forgotten. Your struggle broke my heart, but your story fuels my purpose. This book is also for those still fighting, and for the ones we've lost too soon.
May these pages bring light, healing, and hope.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "He heals the brokenhearted and binds up their wounds."—Psalm 147:3 (NIV)
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Life does not always go as planned. Sometimes, in the blink of an eye, everything we hold dear can change, leaving us feeling broken and scattered — as if our hearts have shattered into countless pieces. Pieces of My Heart is a journey through those moments of heartbreak and loss, but also a testament to the incredible strength and hope that can rise from the ashes.

This book was born out of my own experiences with pain, grief, and the slow, often difficult process of healing. It is for anyone who has ever felt lost, overwhelmed, or as if their heart could never be whole again. Here, you will find honest reflections, raw emotions, and stories of struggle and survival. But more importantly, you will find hope — hope that even the most broken pieces of our hearts can be gathered, mended, and made beautiful once more.

I remember one of the darkest nights in my life, when the weight of loneliness felt unbearable and I questioned if I would ever find peace again. It was in that silence, with tears falling like rain, that I first began to understand the gentle power of faith. Slowly, piece by piece, God’s love started to mend the cracks in my heart, filling me with a peace I never thought possible. That experience taught me that healing is not always immediate or easy — but it is always possible.

I want this book to be a companion for those dark days when the weight feels too heavy to carry alone. It is a reminder that heartbreak is not the end, but rather a part of life’s greater story. Through faith, love, and resilience, healing is possible. Each page is filled with prayers, lessons, and moments of grace that helped me along the way — and I pray they will encourage and inspire you too.

As you read Pieces of My Heart, I invite you to embrace your own journey — with its struggles, tears, and triumphs. May you find comfort in knowing that you are not alone, and that brokenness can lead to growth, new beginnings, and deeper faith.

A Prayer for Healing

Dear Lord,
In the moments when my heart feels shattered and the pain seems too great to bear, remind me that You are near. Heal my broken pieces with Your endless love. Fill the empty spaces with Your peace and hope. Help me to trust that, even in the darkest times, You are weaving a story of restoration and grace.
Thank You for never leaving me, and for making beauty from my brokenness.
Amen.
Thank you for opening your heart and walking this path with me. Together, we will discover that from the fragments of our pain, something beautiful can emerge.
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Chapter 1: Wrapped in a Miracle (6 Pages Version)
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I was born on February 15, 1983, to Wilmer and Joann Larsen. For the first five years of my life, we lived at 22 Huntsman Road, and then moved to 115 Huntsman Road in 1989 when I was six. I was a daddy’s girl from the start. I loved sitting in his recliner, sipping his coffee when he left the room—it was like a secret treat. My daddy was more than a father. He was my guardian, my protector, my miracle watcher.

Even before I was born, my life was marked by something miraculous. While still in my mother’s womb, the umbilical cord wrapped tightly around my neck, cutting off my oxygen. My vital signs began to crash, and it was my daddy who noticed the flatlining monitor. He rushed to get help. The doctor responded just in time to save me.

That traumatic moment had lasting effects. I was born with what is now called an intellectual disability. Back then, it was labeled “mental retardation,” a hurtful and misunderstood term. People assumed I had brain damage and dismissed me without understanding. But my parents never gave up on me. They believed in who I was and who I could be.

As a baby, I went through test after test at St. Mary’s Hospital. I remember riding the halls in my little red Radio Flyer wagon, pulled by my daddy. Doctors kept me awake for sleep-deprived testing. Eventually, I’d pass out from exhaustion in my wagon. When a doctor tried to wake me, my mom turned into a mama bear and told them no one was waking her baby up. That moment showed me how fiercely my parents loved me.

St. Mary’s became a place of comfort. I could walk those halls with my eyes closed. I never imagined that one day, as an adult nearly 41 years old, I’d return to that same hospital—but this time in the psychiatric ward.

At two years old, I started preschool at Seven Pines Elementary. I had delays in crawling, walking, and talking. I couldn’t express myself, and my frustration grew. Teachers didn’t know if I’d ever speak, so they taught me sign language. It gave me a voice when I didn’t have one.

From that moment, I was in special education classes all twelve years of school. High school was the hardest. I was stuck doing third-grade work—money, time, simple worksheets I could finish in seconds. I knew I could do more, and I begged my teachers to challenge me. Most didn’t listen.

But in 11th and 12th grade, everything changed. One teacher finally saw my potential and let me take Biology and Government. I loved them. I finally felt challenged. I would finish my easy assignments and jump into my Government homework. I just wanted to learn. I remember my classmates asking me what a nickel was while I was deep in thought. It was frustrating, but I pushed through.

My Government teacher was my favorite. Every day, she greeted us like it was the best day of her life. She made us smiley faces on the chalkboard, and she made me feel smart. She believed in me.

Faith was always a part of my life. At seven years old, we visited my Granny in North Dakota for Christmas. We attended Christmas Eve Mass at her Lutheran church. When it was time for communion, I stayed in my seat—I hadn’t been baptized and was raised Baptist. But Granny took my hand, walked me to the altar, and explained the wine was Jesus’ blood, and the bread was His body. I took communion with a yucky look on my face, but I did it.

Not long after, back home, we got a new pastor. The first time I heard him preach, I felt Jesus knocking on my heart. I walked down the aisle and gave my life to Him. I was baptized in the old sanctuary, and I remember my mom looking down from the choir loft, so proud. I whispered to my Mammaw, “Jesus is knocking on my heart,” and she let me go.

That was the bravest decision of my life.

I loved our new preacher, Karl. He made church fun with his sermon jokes. My dad started coming to church too, because he liked Karl’s gentle preaching better than Rev. Lowder’s, who yelled so loudly I thought I was in trouble.

In my senior year, something heartbreaking
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