Someone is coming for you.
That promise sat unanswered for years before C. Maria DeLaLuz finally understood it was true.
There was a room, there was silence, there was a sliver of light peeking beneath the door, and there was a girl who waited for someone, anyone, to come. 
For a long time, no one did.
DeLaLuz writes from the other side of that room, offering the very book she once needed and never had. Across fourteen weeks, she walks unflinchingly through the silence she was ordered to keep, the betrayal that arrived through hands she trusted, and the generational cycles she had to learn to name before she could ever hope to break them. Her story is told without softening or smoothing the edges into something easier to hold. 
But it was never written to stay hers alone.
Each week begins where she once stood and opens space for wherever you are standing now, through reflection questions that ask nothing of you but honesty, prayers written for the exact shape of your ache, and healing statements meant to be spoken aloud, even on the days belief hasn’t caught up yet. There is no pace required here, and no version of this journey more sacred than another.
This is not a book of easy answers. It is evidence, hard-won and page by page, that something steady can meet you in the middle of your own wreckage, something that has never once called you too broken to be found. The same Light that reached her in the dark has not stopped moving. It is already reaching for you.
You are not behind. You are not broken. You are becoming.


