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			To Sasha, my rock and firm foundation, and to Eliana, the precious gift God entrusted to us: No one could have navigated this pregnancy journey with more grace and strength than you, Sasha. Through two years of trying to conceive—supporting me through a vasectomy reversal, enduring heartbreak after a miscarriage, and holding on to faith when mine wavered—you reminded me daily to believe in God the Father, Christ the Son, and the Holy Spirit. You are the strongest person I know, both mentally and emotionally, and I could not ask for a more loving mother for Eliana or a better partner in life. You make me a better person every day.

			To Josh and Sarah Sabol, dear friends, loving parents, and family in every way that matters: Josh, from college onward, you’ve been my best friend, my best man, my flying buddy, and my rock. Together, you and Sarah set an example of faith, resilience, and love that inspires me constantly. You’ve showered Eliana with gifts and supported us through every high and low. Having walked the IVF journey yourselves for my goddaughter, you truly understand the emotional roller coaster of pain, hope, and joy that comes with bringing a child into the world. Your steadfast belief in me, and in the power of faith, has propelled me forward through every challenge. You both embody everything parents and godparents should be.

			To Chris McComb, my childhood and lifelong best friend: You have shown me the true meaning of friendship. You’ve been there at my best and at my worst, never wavering in your support—standing by my side when I needed a kickstand and forgiving me when I stumbled. Your upbeat spirit and personal successes have challenged me to become a better person every day. You taught me that a heart rooted in forgiveness doesn’t dwell on the past—a truth echoed in a lyric from Cory Asbury’s “Sparrows.” I wouldn’t be who I am without you.

			To my parents, whose love and support laid the foundation for my faith and perseverance: You instilled in me the values of hard work, kindness, and unwavering devotion. From my earliest memories, you have been a wellspring of encouragement, cheering me on through every dream and challenge. Your belief in me, coupled with your constant prayers and guidance, shaped me into the person I am today. I am forever grateful for your enduring love and wisdom.

			Finally, to God, who brought each of these remarkable people into my life: When I hit rock bottom, You led me to new hope through Christian music, through the words and melodies that inspired these pages. This book is Your story, and I am simply the vessel who put pen to paper. I dedicate this work, and all that I am, to You.
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			Foreword

			This book is a testament to faith—the kind of faith that moves mountains, breaks through despair, and ushers in miracles. It is a story of love, of resilience, of a promise whispered in quiet moments of hope and answered in God’s perfect timing.

			To Sasha, my love, and Eliana, my daughter, this journey belongs to you.

			For over two years, our hearts carried the weight of longing. We dreamed, we prayed, and we endured the trials that come with wanting something so deeply that it becomes woven into the fabric of your soul. We faced months of disappointment, the aching silence of unanswered prayers, and the devastation of loss. But through it all, we clung to faith: Faith in each other, faith in God’s plan, and faith that He had not forgotten us.

			This book is more than a memoir; it is a chronicle of belief in the unseen; the journey of two people who refused to let go of God’s promises. It is about the tears shed in the stillness of the night and the quiet strength of a woman who bore the weight of every injection, every doctor’s appointment, every moment of uncertainty with unwavering courage. It is about a father who, though often at a loss for words, found his deepest love expressed in the waiting, in the hoping, in the steadfast commitment to seeing this dream fulfilled.

			Eliana, you were always meant to be. Your name was written in the stars before we even knew you. Every step, every hardship, every song we sang in faith—especially Phil Wickham’s “I Believe”—led us to you. And now, as you grow within your mother, as we prepare to meet you, we reflect on the incredible path that brought us here.

			This book is not just for us. It is for the couples still waiting, for the parents who are holding on to fragile hope, for anyone who needs to be reminded that God’s promises are not empty words. If our story reaches even one soul who is losing faith, then every word has served its purpose.

			To our parents, our friends, and the countless hands that held us through this journey, we thank you. And to you, dear reader, may this book remind you that miracles are real, faith is worth fighting for, and love—when placed in God’s hands—is never wasted.

			With all my heart,

			Jeffrey
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			Preface

			Why I Wrote This Book

			The summer of 2018 was the beginning of my darkest season. I walked out of my home and into what became a nearly three-year battle—a protracted divorce that drained me emotionally, spiritually, and physically. When people speak of hitting rock bottom, I don’t claim to understand every story, but I do know what it looked like for me. I saw how dark it could get. I spent three days in a hospital, unable to speak to my son—and missed his birthday. I left my home in June 2018 with almost nothing: no access to the house I owned, no possessions, and a heart hollowed by grief. And yet, through the grace of God and the unwavering strength of my family, I found the will to take another step forward.

			In the midst of that brokenness, I attended yet another court hearing. Afterward, my attorney—seeing how worn I was—invited me to dinner. Over stale bread and lukewarm coffee, we strategized our next move. When I left the restaurant, night had fallen. I stopped at a gas station on the edge of town. Under the harsh glow of the pumps, I took a deep, unsteady breath and prayed aloud:

			“Lord, I’m tired of fighting. This battle is Yours now. I believe that if I stay in the boat, even through the fiercest storm, You will guide me to calm waters.”

			

			That moment of surrender—standing alone beneath the hum of fluorescent lights—was the hinge on which my life would turn.

			Six months later, I met Sasha. Even in my storm-tossed life, she became my anchor. Her laughter broke through my despair; her faith reminded me that storms end. With her by my side and the Holy Spirit in our hearts, I dared to imagine a future again.

			About three months after meeting Sasha, my attorney abruptly withdrew from my case. At first, it felt like another blow—but it became my first true test of faith. Could I trust God when every earthly ally walked away? I had no choice but to believe—in myself, and in Him.

			Over the next two years, our relationship deepened. In the spring of 2022, I planned something special. With my heart full of hope, I proposed to Sasha during a trip to Annapolis, Maryland. It was more than just a proposal—it was a promise, not just to Sasha but also to our children: Colton (CJ), my son from a previous marriage; and Warren, Sasha’s son from a prior engagement, whom I affectionately call Dave. That night, over dinner by the water, I asked the three of them to become a family with me.

			From that point forward, we began building our lives as a blended family. Though the path was sometimes messy, the love was always real. These two boys, while not biologically siblings, grew to be brothers in every meaningful way. Through parenting, co-parenting, and the unique challenges of combining households, we learned to lean on grace, patience, and each other.

			It was during that same night—joyful and full of possibility—that Sasha and I first talked about expanding our family. It wasn’t a rushed conversation, but one that came from a place of healing and shared faith in the future God was building for us.

			We dreamed of a child of our own, but seven years earlier, I had chosen a vasectomy. After much prayer and discernment, we decided on a reversal in June 2022. Miraculously, Sasha became pregnant almost immediately. But our joy was short-lived—a chemical miscarriage ended the pregnancy before it truly began. The ache of that loss was sharp, but our faith did not waver. Month after month, for twenty-three long months, we clung to hope through every negative test.

			Mentally and emotionally, we struggled. We tried homemade IUI kits, injections, supplements, endless prayers, yet nothing seemed to work. We wrestled daily with questions we couldn’t answer: Why this struggle? Why such long waits? But we knew one thing—for better or worse, this was God’s timing, not ours. Only He knew when and how our child would come into being.

			Finally, after nearly two years, we decided to pursue in vitro fertilization. At that decision, I saw a flame of excitement light up in Sasha’s eyes—the first real spark of hope in ages. She told me repeatedly that she wanted to document every step: the shots, the scans, the prayers. She showed me Facebook and Instagram reels of couples chronicling their journeys and said, “I want to do the same.”

			One evening, as I drove home from work, I realized it wasn’t enough to simply record this journey online. I wanted to go deeper. I wanted our daughter—once she arrived—to understand every sacrifice her mother made to bring her into the world. I wanted her to see, in living color, how God answered our prayers despite the odds.

			And so, this book was born.

			I Believe is more than a memoir of heartbreak, injections, and medical charts. It is a collection of letters—love notes—to our daughter, Eliana, that reveal her mother’s unwavering courage, her father’s steadfast faith, and the miracle of a promise fulfilled. To anyone walking through the wilderness of infertility: May you find in these pages the same mustard-seed faith that moved the mountain in our lives.

			

			Because through every trial, every tear, and every unanswered question, we learned this irrefutable truth: When you place your hope in God’s timing, miracles become inevitable.
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			Chapter One

			The Beginning of You

			May 3, 2024

			Eliana, your story begins on a significant day—May 3, 2024, also the birthday of my oldest sister, Nicole. I had just returned from a flight for United Airlines the day before—one of the many trips that come with being a pilot—and your mom and I, each with our own plans for the day, knew we would reunite in the evening to start the incredible process of bringing you into our lives.

			Even though we each started our morning separately, I could feel a sort of electric anticipation. Deep down, I knew that after all our praying and waiting, something life-changing was about to begin. Every small errand, every moment of routine, seemed charged with the knowledge that we were on the cusp of a miracle.

			The day was a Friday. After saying goodbye to Dave and sharing some M&Ms and mint cookies and cream Hershey bars I picked up on my travels, I began my morning. Don’t worry, my little one, I’ll pick up treats for you too.

			While your mom worked for a few hours, I was at home, mowing the lawn and cleaning the pool we had just opened for the season. Later, your mom took a short break to enjoy a facial, pampering herself in preparation for what lay ahead.

			

			I remember looking up at the sky while mowing. The sun was warm, but not blistering—the kind of spring day that makes you thankful for new beginnings. I let my mind wander to thoughts of you, picturing a day when you’d be big enough to run around this yard yourself. I prayed, in my own quiet way, that God would guide us—through every high, every low, every unknown.

			In the evening, we drove to Baltimore, shared a wonderful dinner at Kona’s, and then attended a concert by Phil Wickham at the Lyric. The concert was named “I Believe,” a name that resonated deeply with us given what we were about to undertake. Surprisingly, we found ourselves in the second row, swept up in the music and the moment.

			Something about hearing the words of “I Believe1” felt like a direct message to our hearts. It was as if each lyric stitched together the hope and faith we’d been clinging to for so long. We closed our eyes, sang along, and I remember your mom squeezing my hand—both of us silently thanking God for the promise of you.

			Returning home from the concert, we began the medical process necessary for your conception. Your mom and I had been trying to conceive naturally for nearly twenty-three months, enduring the heartache of a miscarriage in July 2022. It had been a long journey of hope and perseverance. That night, as we started with the IVF injections, our hearts were full of faith—a faith echoed by the theme of the concert we’d just attended.

			It took a lot of faith from both of us to believe in this process. We placed our hopes and dreams in God’s hands, trusting for a healthy and wonderful you.

			There was a kind of hushed holiness in that moment—our bedroom lights dim, your mom gently preparing the syringe, and both of us whispering prayers under our breath. I recall thinking how surreal it was that the same God who carried us through our loss would also be with us in this new chapter. I truly felt the words I Believe echoing in my mind, giving me courage every time doubt tried to creep in.

			These notes, which will continue throughout our journey, will sometimes be long, sometimes short. They are my thoughts and feelings written down for you to read one day—perhaps when you’re curious, or sad, or maybe even thinking about starting your own family.

			I love you so much already, Eliana. I can’t wait to meet you, to hold you, to spoil you, and yes, one day, to walk you down the aisle.

			From that very first injection, we began to sense the powerful love God was pouring over our family. We dreamed big—of hearing your heartbeat for the first time, of rocking you to sleep, even of watching you take your first wobbly steps. Every prayer and every shot was a step forward in faith. That night, I closed my eyes and whispered, “I believe,” letting the words settle in my heart with the sweet certainty that you were already so loved.

			[image: ]

			Chapter Two

			Progress and Pride

			May 8, 2024

			As we continue on this journey, today marks an important milestone, Eliana. We are on shot number six. The first two shots went very smoothly, and then I had to return to work—flying another trip for United Airlines—leaving your mom to manage the third and fourth injections by herself. I can’t express how proud I am of how well she handled everything—her strength and bravery through this process are truly inspiring.

			In those early days, I saw firsthand just how much your mom shoulders every single day. She juggles a full-time job, is a devoted mother to your brothers, and still found time to prepare the medications each evening. I remember one night she tried injecting the medication in her thigh, thinking it might spare her already-bruised belly—only to discover it hurt far worse. She told me later, in her usual calm voice, “I’ll just stick to rotating spots on my stomach from now on,” as though she hadn’t just endured a wave of pain for your sake.

			On Monday, your mom had her first doctor’s visit where the news was encouraging. The doctors were pleased with how well her body is responding to the hormones. It’s a testament to her resilience and the careful balance of science and hope that guides us.

			

			Last night, we administered the fifth shot. Today, the medical team did bloodwork and an ultrasound, which showed nearly thirty eggs on her right side, measuring between thirteen millimeters to just less than nine millimeters. On her left side, there were eggs measuring thirteen millimeters, ten millimeters, and several smaller ones, all promising signs of a successful cycle.

			Those initial few days of shots highlighted just how patient and faith-filled your mom truly is. Between her long work hours and caring for everyone at home, she would still stop in the middle of cooking dinner or helping with homework to measure out her injections. I’d catch her rubbing her sore belly afterward, quietly praying with each new bruise, reminding herself—and me—that through this discomfort, a dream was unfolding.

			Today brought a change in your mom’s medication regimen: We reduced the Follistim by half a dose and doubled the Menopur to two vials, or 150 units per day. Additionally, she started a seven-day course of Ganirelix. We are both filled with hope that the trigger shot could be any day now.

			Your mom has been doing an incredible job, not just with the treatments but also in documenting this journey. She’s been capturing these moments with photos that we’ll share with you someday.

			I think it’s remarkable how, despite the pain, she still finds joy. She finishes a tough day, tucks your brothers in for the night, and then takes a quick moment to snap a photo of the medication boxes and her daily devotion. Seeing her brand-new bruises—and that determined smile—always reminds me how her faith lights up every room she walks into. She’s independent and selfless, the kind of mother who would lay down her own comfort any time, for any child, especially for you.

			I am overwhelmed with happiness and pride in how well your mom is doing, and how diligently she’s preparing for your arrival. We both love you so much already, and each day brings us closer to the moment we can finally meet you.

			

			It’s clear that her patience, strength, and quiet faith are as vital to this process as the medications themselves. Day after day, she’s forging ahead, giving everything she has so that one day soon, we’ll hold you in our arms and whisper how very loved you are.
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			Chapter Three

			The Tough Days

			May 10, 2024

			Eliana, every step of this journey brings its own set of challenges and emotions, and these past few days have been particularly tough. Yesterday marked day seven of the treatment. There wasn’t a doctor’s appointment, but it was a difficult day for your mom. The daily injections—sometimes up to three a day—are taking a toll on her. Her belly is bright red, and her arms are bruised from the frequent blood draws.

			Some mornings, she wakes up wincing before her feet even hit the floor. I can see the exhaustion in her eyes, but she never once complains about the reason behind these bruises. It’s as though every mark on her body is a badge of honor, reminding her of the promise she’s holding onto: you.

			Despite feeling unwell and emotionally drained, with noticeable bloating from the growing follicles, we managed to find a brief respite. We lay down around 12:30 and took an hour and fifteen-minute nap together, which seemed to lift her spirits a bit. However, earlier in the morning when I was administering her shots, she couldn’t hold back her tears and expressed just how weary she was of the process. In my typical fashion, and struggling to show my deeper emotions, I responded with a smart-aleck comment, a flaw of mine that I need to fix, especially once you arrive.

			

			Right then, I felt a pang of guilt—seeing her tears and the raw vulnerability etched into her face made me realize how deeply she needed reassurance, not humor. It struck me that this was not just her battle; it was ours. In that instant, I prayed silently that God would help me be the comforting presence she deserves, especially in these hardest moments.

			Today, as we reach day eight, your mom is now required to go to the doctor daily. This morning, we learned more about the follicles, which need to measure between eighteen and twenty millimeters to ensure a mature egg is ready for retrieval. The doctor has increased the Follistim dosage from seventy-five milliliters to 150 milliliters per day, aiming for the best possible outcome.

			Excitingly, we anticipate that the trigger shot might be administered as early as Sunday, with egg retrieval potentially scheduled for Tuesday or Wednesday. This timing is crucial, as I have a three-day trip starting Friday. While I’d gladly use sick leave to be with your mom, I hope to save that for when she needs me most, post-retrieval.

			Despite the physical pain and emotional rollercoaster, seeing the follicles grow during the ultrasound appointments puts a big smile on your mom’s face. It’s a visual affirmation of her resilience and the tangible progress we’re making toward meeting you. The pain she endures is a testament to her incredible strength and our shared dream of bringing you into our lives.

			Whenever we catch a glimpse of those growing follicles, I’m reminded that each one carries a spark of hope. And in those brief moments of scanning lines on the ultrasound monitor, a sense of calm washes over us—a quiet assurance that every shot, every tear, and every prayer is bringing us one step closer to you.

			We’re full of hope and excitement, even as we navigate these new challenges daily. 
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			Chapter Four

			A Rollercoaster of Hope

			May 11 and 12, 2024

			Eliana, these past couple of days have been a whirlwind of emotions and medical updates as we edge closer to a pivotal moment in our journey. Yesterday was shot number nine. We went to the doctor at 11:00 a.m., had blood drawn, and took more measurements of the follicles. When we left, your mom was in such a good mood. As we got into the car at exactly 11:30, Phil Wickham’s “I Believe” played on the radio—a song that felt like a full circle moment2 to me, a sign from God affirming our path.

			Hearing that familiar melody drift through the car speakers felt like a divine nod to all the faith we’ve been pouring into this. Your mom, glowing despite her sore stomach and exhaustion, grinned at me. We both sat still for a moment, listening to the lyrics, letting them remind us why we keep believing so fiercely in you.

			Later that day, the doctor called to reassure us that everything was progressing normally. He asked us to come in the next day—Mother’s Day—for more bloodwork and another ultrasound. So, today, May 12, 2024, we spent about two hours at the doctor’s office. It wasn’t an easy visit. The nurses were not in a great mood, and they were fairly rough during the blood draw, causing significant bleeding in your mom’s left arm.

			I remember watching your mom flinch as the nurse drew blood, and my protective instinct kicked into high gear. I wanted to shield her, to swap places if I could. But she just gave me a determined nod, letting me know she was okay and reminding me once more how strong she is—even on the days when she’s worn down physically and emotionally.

			Today’s ultrasound showed mostly smaller follicles, around fourteen to fifteen millimeters, fewer than the twenty millimeters we were hoping for, which added a layer of worry. Despite this, we had a hopeful conversation on the way home. Tears filled my eyes as your mom discussed the fears and stories of others who’ve been through this—some without success and others facing heartbreak even after initial success. It’s hard for me to show my emotions, but the possibility of another miscarriage after our past experiences is heart wrenching.

			I tried to keep my voice steady, but I felt that familiar ache in my chest. In that vulnerable moment, it struck me how much courage it takes just to keep believing. Your mom never once wavered, though. She placed her hand on mine and whispered, “We have to keep praying, keep trusting.” And somehow, hearing her say that gave me the strength to do the same.

			Amid these fears, we received a call from the doctor while at the store. The news was better than expected: They decided to extend the treatment by one more day, with the trigger shot planned for Monday night and surgery on Wednesday. This news brought the biggest smile to your mom’s face. Today being Mother’s Day, it felt like the best possible gift we could have received.

			We are ten days into this process, and it’s visibly wearing on your mom. Each morning brings its own set of challenges and doubts, yet every piece of good news reignites the strength in her eyes. We’re close to ending this chapter of the process, Eliana, and hopefully, tonight will be the last night of stinging shots. Let’s pray that this next step brings us closer to you.

			With each passing day, we lean more on our faith and on each other. Even in our toughest moments, we cling to the quiet assurance that God has brought us this far. Hearing that trigger shot was scheduled on Mother’s Day, a date already brimming with significance, felt like a beautiful wink from above—a reminder that, in every up and down, He is weaving a greater story for our family. We believe you are the blessing waiting at the end of it.
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			Chapter Five

			The Trigger Point

			May 13 and 14, 2024

			The culmination of weeks of hope, pain, and perseverance arrived on May 13. At 9:15 a.m., we were back at the doctor’s office for what we hoped would be one of the last few visits of this phase. The ultrasound and bloodwork results were positive, and the doctors declared it was time for the trigger shot. This was the moment we had been waiting for, the final push before egg retrieval. The shot was scheduled for 10:45 p.m. that evening, and I administered it to Mom, marking the end of the injection phase and the beginning of a new, hopeful phase.

			I still remember Mom looking at me with a mixture of triumph and relief when we got the news. We’d spent so many nights praying over every single injection, wondering if it would finally be enough. That morning, as we walked out of the clinic, it felt like every bruise, every tear, and every ounce of stress had led us right there—to the brink of something miraculous.

			We were both elated, feeling a mix of relief and anticipation. The surgery was set for thirty-six hours later, on Thursday. It seemed that everything was aligning perfectly, with the procedure planned for a day when I would be home and not at work.

			

			However, the journey took an unexpected turn the next morning. Mom woke up with a fever of 101.1 degrees Fahrenheit, feeling unwell—a side effect of the trigger shot, Lupron. It was a worrying development, but we hoped it wouldn’t set us back. She immediately contacted the nurse, who reassured us that this was a known side effect and not uncommon.

			Later that day, on May 14, the nurse called with reassuring news. After reviewing Mom’s latest bloodwork, she confirmed that everything looked good. Her body had absorbed the medication effectively, and she was cleared for the egg retrieval that had been scheduled for the following day. This news lifted our spirits and renewed our hope.

			Egg retrieval day was set and, as we prepared, our emotions were a tangle of nervous excitement and cautious optimism. We knew we were on the verge of a significant milestone, one that brought us closer to meeting you, Eliana. Despite the challenges, the strength and resilience we saw in each other provided a deep well of encouragement.

			I can’t fully describe how it felt to see Mom resting on the couch, shivering with a fever, and still managing a gentle smile. She whispered between ragged breaths, “We’ve come this far; God won’t leave us now.” That sentence replayed in my mind like a shield against all my fears. Even in physical discomfort, her faith lit up the room.
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			Chapter Six

			The Turning Point

			May 15, 2024

			The sun hadn’t yet washed away the morning chill when Mom and I, fueled by a mix of anticipation and nervous energy, left our quiet home behind. It was 8:45 a.m. The journey to Shady Grove Fertility felt shorter than usual, perhaps because every minute was weighted with what was at stake. By 9:15 a.m., we were stepping through the doors, Mom clutching a collection cup, her other hand holding a sign that declared, “Wake and pray, it’s egg retrieval day”—a rallying cry for the day ahead.

			Inside, the atmosphere was clinical, yet charged with an undercurrent of hope and fear. I watched as Mom was whisked away for surgery prep, leaving me in the echoing vastness of the waiting area, surrounded by other hopeful faces, each story interwoven with dreams of future laughter and tiny footsteps.

			I spent much of that wait trying to quiet the hundred what ifs racing through my mind. What if the procedure didn’t go well? What if the eggs weren’t viable? In that restless moment, I silently recited the same prayer again and again: God, please guide the doctor’s hands, protect my wife.

			

			As they called me to join her, tension knotted in my stomach. In the prep room, the air was thick with the sterile scent of antiseptic; the walls, lined with charts and medical equipment, felt too close. I assisted Mom as she navigated the small indignities of pre-surgery routines. Suddenly, Dr. Doyle burst in, her expression taut with concern—she held the wrong chart. Confusion reigned for a heart-stopping moment before clarity returned and, with it, a renewed focus.

			The wait during Mom’s procedure was an abyss of time. I filled it by watching videos on the egg retrieval process, each clip a puzzle piece in understanding the intricate dance of science and miracle unfolding just beyond my reach. When they called me back, only twenty minutes had passed, but each second had stretched endlessly.

			In the quiet of post-op, Mom’s face, pale from anesthesia, slowly regained color. The nurse handed her crackers and water, simple comforts against the backdrop of our complex journey. Then came the news: thirteen eggs retrieved. A flicker of disappointment crossed Mom’s features, quickly masked by resolve. Nurse Odette, sensing the shift, reassured us, “Eight to twelve is typical, but every journey is unique.”

			Later, Dr. Doyle explained a rare occurrence—Mom had ovulated an hour earlier than expected, impacting the count. Yet, as she spoke, it was clear: these thirteen eggs were our warriors in the fight for the future.

			We left the clinic with mixed feelings, the day’s highs and lows merging into a poignant blend of relief and contemplation. As we discussed, we realized that our journey—marked by this day of profound efforts and silent prayers—was not just about numbers. It was about faith; it was about one needed miracle.

			In the car, I reached over for Mom’s hand. She looked out the window, still foggy from the anesthesia, but with a gentle conviction in her eyes. “We have thirteen eggs,” she said, “and that’s thirteen more than we had yesterday.” It hit me then how God’s abundance sometimes shows up in ways different from what we first expect, but always enough for His purpose.
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			Chapter Seven

			Signs and Guidance

			May 20, 2024

			Today, Eliana, has been a day of stark contrasts: Deep sadness intertwined with budding hope. The news that my childhood best friend ended his battle with depression in such a tragic way has left me reeling. Throughout the day, as I flew, I struggled to contain a storm of emotions, trying my best to appear composed.

			Knowing that shutting down wasn’t the solution, I initially thought of confiding in Mom, who is always an incredible support. However, I felt a need for guidance from someone who could tap into a deeper understanding of the situation. So, I reached out to my friend Ann, who possesses a remarkable gift for clairvoyance. Through her tarot readings, she offered not just closure about my friend’s passing without knowing the specifics but also insights that resonated deeply with me, providing a sense of comfort.
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