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This piece is a reflection of my journey—not just as a veteran, but as a woman of faith, resilience, and purpose. It speaks to the invisible battles many of us carry long after the war ends. I wrote this to give voice to the pain, the healing, and the hope that lives in the shadows. If you’ve ever felt buried beneath your own story, I invite you to walk with me through mine—and perhaps begin to uncover your own path to wholeness.
I didn’t just come home from war with wounds and scars—I came back carrying demons. They clung to me like shadows, traveling from place to place as if I were their vessel. Trauma opened doors I never meant to unlock, and through those doors, they entered.
Demons don’t always look like monsters. Sometimes they wear the faces of fear, guilt, shame, rejection, and abandonment. They creep in through trauma—whether through violence, loss, betrayal, or deep emotional pain. These demons don’t just haunt—they wound. Emotionally. Spiritually. And healing from them requires more than time; it requires divine intervention.
Since 2007, I’ve been trying to travel back in time, searching for the version of me that was left behind. But no matter how hard I looked, I couldn’t find her. I learned the hard way that she doesn’t exist anymore. The version of me I made plans for is gone—deceased. All that remains is my spirit, while my body lies stuck in the gravel where they left me to die.
I came home and tried to put myself back together. I tried. But my passion for life had died, and my purpose died with it. What was left was a shell filled with perceived worthlessness, shame, and guilt. I replayed the story a thousand times, rewriting it in my mind, hoping for a different ending. I often wonder how things might have unfolded differently had I chosen to stay in that night or kept moving forward instead of turning back. There are moments I replay in my mind: the decision to go out, the instant I turned around. Small choices that now feel monumental.
These thoughts have plagued me for nearly 20 years—no days off.
After years of carrying these burdens, I now find myself at a crossroads—a sacred intersection between what was and what could be. My life plays before me like a cinematic reel, each scene etched with pain, survival, and longing. And now, a decision must be made. Will I continue to live among the shattered pieces, like broken glass scattered across the floor of my past? Or will I rise—like a phoenix from the ashes—gathering what remains and bringing the fragments to my Creator, asking Him to make something new? Something greater than I’ve ever known.
I’ve come too far to be reduced to a file number—my first initial of my last name and the last four digits of my social security number, showing up to appointments while the world moves on without me. I’ve spent too many years in therapy, fighting for my healing, to watch the door close while I remain chained to a version of myself that no longer exists.
Still, I hold onto the Word, even as my thoughts rage and try to convince me that what happened to me now defines me. But I’ve made room to meet the woman buried beneath the rubble. And I invite her to heal—fully. I ask the Man upstairs to make me whole. And if you’re reading this, I invite you to do the same.
"He heals the brokenhearted and binds up their wounds."
— Psalm 147:3
