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About the Author

	
Born on April 12, 1999, in Berlin, Gabriel Milan was only 21 years old when his life took a dramatic turn. Just one day after her birthday, his beloved girlfriend took her own life. The deep grief and despair pushed Gabriel to the edge of the abyss—he even considered ending his own life.

	Yet in his darkest hour, he began to pour his feelings and thoughts into moving texts, poems, and reflections. Writing became a source of strength, a spark of hope, and a path back to his faith in God. Over the years, Gabriel created a profound and spiritual body of work, though for a long time he lacked the courage to share it with the world.

	In 2024, he finally decided to make these deeply personal writings public. With the publication of his first book, Gabriel—who still lives in Berlin—fulfilled a long-cherished dream. His faith, his grief, and his renewal now touch the hearts of countless readers. Gabriel’s work stands as a powerful testimony to how, out of the deepest sorrow, new faith, new creativity, and new hope can be born.

	 


 

	“Peace I leave with you; my peace
I give you. I do not give to you
as the world gives. Do not let
your hearts be troubled and do not be afraid.”

	
John 14:27

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Foreword

	
Everywhere I look, I see destruction and despair. Shattered dishes and overturned furniture stand as silent witnesses of my last outburst. Unopened bills and overdue notices lie scattered across the kitchen floor, painful reminders of everything weighing me down. I sit motionless on the cold tiles, my hands bleeding. Once again, I tried to cut my wrists—but the sharpness of the wound fades when compared with the torment of my soul. Time and again, I longed to end my suffering, yet each time, some instinct for survival pulled me back from the edge.

	Then the silence broke—loud ringing, heavy knocking. “This is the police, open the door immediately!” My parents, having found the farewell note I left behind, had called them. The officers forced the door, paramedics rushed in. I struggled weakly, but my strength was gone. Soon I lay on a stretcher, lifted into an ambulance, taken to the emergency room. It was the third time in a single year. It seemed as if God Himself refused to let me go. Yet how could I keep living, when the death of my beloved had nearly driven me mad?

	Where are you, God? I need you …

	There are moments in life that shake us to the core: the shock of a tragic accident, the tearing apart of a divorce, the unbearable news of a loved one’s suicide, or the death of someone so dear that we cannot grasp it. That was the moment that defined my life. In this first volume, I will not go into detail—perhaps in a later work, when I am ready. But that single event split my world in two: a “before” and an “after.” Photos and videos from the past have become sweet, but piercing memories. When my phone unexpectedly shows me a clip from the days before my wife’s death, it brings a smile to my lips—and tears to my eyes.
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