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This book is dedicated to my beloved son, Evan, who made
the world a better place by sharing his brilliant mind and
compassionate heart with others.

Evan, I promise to shine a light in the darkness of the
mental health world and in the shadow of death by guiding
others on the path of healing, hope, and peace for God’s
glory. To honor your beautiful soul, I will strive to make
this earth more like heaven until I see you again.

All my love,

Your faithful and forever Mom

“For the LorD is good and his love endures forever;
His faithfulness continues through all generations.”
Psalm 100:5
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CHAPTER 1

WHAT IS HAPPENING
TO ME?

hristmas 2020 in Boulder, Colorado, felt like a Hallmark
movie. Fresh snow blanketed the mountains surround-
ing our home. Blue skies above made the evergreen trees pop
with vibrant color. A massive elk herd arrived to graze in the
meadow below our backyard. Wow! Those animals are enor-
mous and beautiful. So was my heart as it swelled with grat-
itude to God. Coffee was brewing, filling the kitchen with a
nutty, chocolatey aroma. My three grown children slept in
their childhood beds, all safe and home for the holidays.
The previous night, my husband, Dan, and I had marveled
at how well our grown-up kids now get along. No more sibling
squabbles, only laughter, funny pranks, and strong, heartfelt
connections. The best Christmas gift a mother could ever want!
I’d grown up in a house where the holidays were filled
with conflict and chaos. Disappointment and fear were ever-
present as fights broke out and tears erupted. Now, with
my family, I’d pledged to make Christmas a safe space with

peaceful music, an abundance of presents under the tree, and
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THE UNIMAGINABLE

our favorite delicious comfort foods at every meal. I planned
each detail with the sole intention of making memories of love
and happiness.

With just the five of us home, we had no company to please
and no schedule to keep. Evan, our twenty-three-year-old son,
was on holiday break from his cybersecurity job. Abby, our
twenty-one-year-old daughter, was home from college, re-
lieved that her fall semester was finally over. And Elise, our
seventeen-year-old, was a high school senior, awaiting her
college acceptance letters and enjoying more time to sleep in.

Together, we played card games at the dining room table,
laughed at the silly gifts Evan bought us, and took our dog,
Henry, on walks in the woods, making fresh tracks in the
snow. At one point, I whispered to Dan, “This is so amazing!
We are so blessed that our kids love each other . . . and like
us too.” He agreed and, with an ironic smile, reminded me it
hadn’t always been this easy. He was absolutely right.

As an educator who understands childhood development,
I realized early on that Evan was exceptionally intelligent.
At his eighteen-month wellness checkup, he turned to his
pediatrician and said, “Hello, Dr. Hagan. I really like your

")

stethoscope!” Without a word, Dr. Hagan exited the exam
room to retrieve proof of Evan’s age. When he returned, I just
smiled and explained Evan had been speaking in complex
sentences for months.

From then on, Evan’s intellect and curiosity continued to
grow. He read chapter books in kindergarten, built an internet
server in his bedroom closet as a sixth grader, and tested at
the college level before entering high school. I never cared

about his academic performance; I just wanted him to “fit
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WHAT IS HAPPENING TO ME?

in” and be happy on his own path. But happiness is hard to
find when your mind never turns off and you feel significantly
different than all your friends.

During a family vacation in Costa Rica, when Evan was
only fourteen, he snuck out and calmed the noise in his mind
by drinking more than a six-pack of beer. When I discovered
him passed out on his bed, surrounded by empty cans, an
alarm went off in my head as addiction ran in our families.
Consoling myself, I thought, Evan is too brilliant for that.
Shortly after returning home, the state of Colorado legalized
marijuana. From my perspective as a parent, it was a pivotal
moment and a damaging move for our youth’s mental and
physical health.

When Evan was a sophomore in high school, playing com-
petitive soccer and taking advanced placement classes in
school, a drug dealer approached him and his friends. Evan
was told, “Man, this stuff is good and not addictive. It’s or-
ganic, and if you struggle with anxiety, you won’t anymore.”

For a kid growing up in Boulder, Colorado, surrounded
by health nuts and the high pressure to perform in sports
and school, those words were magic to Evan’s ears. With
one hit of high-potency marijuana called wax, Evan escaped
the torment of his mind only to enter a downward spiral of
addiction, anxiety, and depression. Evan went from straight
A’s and hopes of playing soccer at Stanford to barely earning
his graduation cap and gown two years later.

When Evan’s friends packed their bags for college, Evan
packed his for rehab. When his friends went on spring break
trips, he stayed close to home to avoid missing therapy

appointments. When his friends graduated from college,
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THE UNIMAGINABLE

he’d already spent years in the tech world, working alongside
colleagues his parents’ age. Yes, his path had been differ-
ent, but thank God, he’d made it safely to adulthood, living
independently with roommates and paying his bills. That’s
why Christmas 2020 felt like a high-five parenting moment.
We’d crossed a finish line with grown children who wanted
to stay home for the holidays. All was well with my soul . . .

until it wasn’t.

DARKNESS INVADES

Three weeks after Christmas, I woke up on January 19, excited
to start teaching a women’s Bible study I’d written on the Holy
Spirit. I was surprised by the sudden ring of the doorbell and
the dog barking. Who could be ar my house this early? We live in
the mountains, far away from family and friends. I glanced out
the window. Why is my driveway full of police cars? 1 yelled for
Elise to come downstairs. Something inside me knew I couldn’t
open the front door alone.

With my daughter by my side, I cracked open the wooden
door. Its squeak was familiar; I need to buy WD-40 soon, but
the serious faces staring back at me were not familiar. Like a
raging, fast-moving forest fire, danger and darkness invaded
my home. Without an invitation, county sheriffs, Boulder
City police officers, and a social worker, all dressed in black,
flooded through the foyer and into my living room, their
heavy boots like drumbeats on the hardwood floor.

Oh my God, Dan is working in Kansas. What if he was in a
car accident? What if his department at the hospital had a mass
shooting?
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WHAT IS HAPPENING TO ME?

The officers interrupted my crazy train of thought. They
were on a mission, and their questions came fast and furi-
ous. “Are you Laura Busse?” I nod. “Are you Evan Busse’s
mother?” I gasp for air and brace myself. “Your son Evan died
last night. He committed suicide.”

How was this possible? Elise and I had texted Evan a
TikTok video on how to make sushi rolls last night. He’d
laughed and said he’d like to try them one day. The sushi sea-
weed paper still lay unwrapped on the kitchen island.

Time warped; I moved in slow motion. Like zooming in
with a camera, I noticed every detail: There’s dirt all over the
area rug, my Bible is open to John 14, and Elise is still wear-
ing her pajama top. I couldn’t sit. I couldn’t hide. I couldn’t
slow my breathing. I could only scream, “Nooooo! This can’t
be, NOOOOOO! God, help me!” After repeating this cry for
help over and over, Elise grabbed me, and we sobbed in each
other’s arms.

One black uniform asked me questions I couldn’t under-
stand. The social worker handed me papers I couldn’t read. A
flash of clarity hit me. Call Mary Carol. You can’t do this alone.
I picked up my phone and texted my best friend the worst
words I've ever typed: Evan took his own life. Come quickly. 1
need your help!

Mary Carol and her husband, Chris, are friends who feel
like family. They raced up our mountain road. They became
my brain, scribbling notes and instructions on pieces of paper
I’d read in the days and weeks to come. Chris reassured the
departing officers that we were in good hands.

I robotically followed Mary Carol’s instructions: Change
my clothes, fill water bottles, pack food, and put the dog in
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THE UNIMAGINABLE

the car. As we left the house for the five-hour drive to Garden
City, Kansas, to pick up Dan, who was working out of state, I
stared out the car window. The world looked different, some-
how tilted off its axis. I felt disoriented in this strange world,
yet everyone around me seemed to be moving about as if it
were a normal day.

Nothing is normal. My world will never be normal again.

All is nor well with my soul.

ENCOURAGING
You Are Not Alone

In a dark and silent house, the first night without Evan, sleep
wouldn’t come. I sat on the couch looking around the dimly
lit living room, where, just fourteen hours earlier, black uni-
forms had shattered my soul. My mind reeled with questions
that had no answers—questions I feared I would wrestle with

for the rest of my life.

*  Why is this happening to me?

*  Where are you, God?

* How could You have allowed this to happen?
*  What could I have done?

* How will I survive this pain?

* How long will this grief last?

* Why do I feel so alone?

* How do I go on living?

* Who can help me?

* Will I ever be happy again?

* Is my life meaningless now?
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WHAT IS HAPPENING TO ME?

If you are walking through grief and loss, I’'m sure you’ve
asked yourself these questions and many more. Trying to
answer them can send our minds reeling with thoughts like:

* I thought God would answer my prayers.

* Bad things aren’t supposed to happen to good people.
* There has to be someone to blame.

* I need to make sense of all this.

e IfI think hard enough, I’m going to find the answers.
* IfI have a drink, I’ll calm down and feel better.

* I need to shake this off and get back to work.

* I need to stay busy or do something, but I feel lost.

* I can’t stay stuck here.

* This was not my plan.

* No one understands.

* How did this become my life?

Most of us understand that even if we live good lives, God
doesn’t always answer our prayers, and bad things, even trau-
matic things, still happen. When tragedies invade our lives
with car crashes, cancer, overdoses, murder, or suicide, the
finality of death rocks our entire world. We’re left wondering
if life will ever be the same again. It’s hard to find our bear-
ings or even think straight when grief overwhelms our hearts,
minds, souls, and bodies. So don’t be surprised if your mind
is clouded with confusion and your heart is hurting more than
you ever imagined it could.

You are not alone in your suffering. I’'m here with you as
a guide and a friend. As we walk together through the un-
known, unwanted, and unplanned terrain of grief, I prom-

ise to thoughtfully and gently encourage, educate, and equip
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THE UNIMAGINABLE

you. I’ve designed this path purposefully, and it’s a journey
worth taking. I’ve been on it for a while now, moving through
the unimaginable in hopes of finding a life worth living after
death and devastation.

Thankfully, taking steps forward in our grief journey is pos-
sible because we’re not alone. God promises to be close to
the brokenhearted and save those who are crushed in spirit
(Psalm 34:18).Yes, your grief is crushing, and you might won-
der if you’ll survive it. You will.

Here’s my prayer for all of us as we step into this journey:

Lord God,

Come quickly; we need You. This loss is crushing and
excruciatingly painful. We feel broken, burdened, bent
over in grief. So we cry out to You, our loving Father,
and ask You to fulfill Your promise and draw close to

the brokenhearted.

Jesus, our guide and Savior, we need You to shepherd
us through this dark valley. We feel lost, desperate, and
alone. You know the way, so we ask You to shine a light

on our next step.

Holy Spirit, speak to us gently and compassionately.
Like a warm blanket, wrap us in Your love and comfort.
Counsel us with holy wisdom and strengthen our faith
to believe You are with us along this healing journey.
You can carry this heavy burden, so we can one day rise
up from the ashes with resilience and confidence.
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WHAT IS HAPPENING TO ME?

God, we need Your fullness every day, every hour,
every minute, and every second. Come quickly to our

rescue and rebuild our crushed spirit, as only You can.

In the power of Jesus’ name,

Amen

EDUCATING
Love Hurts

Love can stretch our souls to a capacity beyond our compre-
hension. In that state, like an over-expanded balloon, we are
vulnerable to the sharp edges of tragedy. We float differently
through our days now. Our emotions bob up and down at the
slightest comment, cough, or cry.

In those first few weeks after Evan’s death, I struggled to
hold on to all the love I felt. I made a mental list of everything
I’ll miss about him.

I’ll miss him busting through the front door, shouting, “I’'m
home!” and greeting our dog, Henry, like his best friend.

I’ll miss his constant help with my latest technology chal-
lenge and graphic design expertise in our growing ministry.

I’ll miss his ability to make peace during extended family
drama.

I’ll miss his wise-beyond-his-years words of clarity when
I’m confused about worldwide conflicts.

I’ll miss going on adventurous vacations where he never

ceases to push me outside my comfort zone.
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T’ll even miss our long conversations about mental health issues
and walking with him through the darkest periods of depression.

Evan was my walking, talking encyclopedia, or as his sisters
would say, a “Google guy.” I’ll miss his laughter, stories, and
compassion for people living on the margins of our society:
the homeless, mentally ill, and outcasts. Evan resonated nat-
urally with those who struggled to fit in.

Now, I don’t fit in with my circle of friends. None of them
have survived the suicide of a loved one. None of them have
walked through the dark valley of losing a child. None of them
can hold a flashlight to show me the way. None can give me
the words I lack or the next steps I should take. None of them

understand how much my love hurts.

YOUR LOVE

I invite you to take a few minutes to answer the questions
below sincerely from the heart. You may want to journal about
them or take a walk with God to contemplate your answers. If
you have someone close to you who you trust, or who is also
grieving, you can discuss them together.

Take your time. It’s amazing how new awareness can meet
us in our sorrow when we slow down to reflect. The Holy
Spirit often speaks loudest when we quiet the chatter in our

minds and seek answers with an honest heart.

* Who are you grieving?

*  What relationship did you share with this person?

* How would you describe the love between the two
of you?

*  What do you miss most about your loved one?
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WHAT IS HAPPENING TO ME?

Where are grief and loss showing up in your body?
What thoughts are monopolizing your mind?
How would you describe your heart today?

Your grief and loss are unique to you, just like your finger-

print. You are the only one who cherishes specific memories

and misses your loved one like you do. We tend to expect peo-

ple around us, especially family members, to grieve similarly,

but that’s rarely the case.

When Elisabeth Kiibler-Ross, a Swiss-American psychi-

atrist, was spending time with and studying terminally ill

patients, she discovered five common emotional responses

or stages when death is imminent.

1.

Denial—A defense mechanism where people refuse
to temporarily accept the reality of their situation to
protect themselves from overwhelming emotions.
Anger—Intense feelings of frustration and resentment
often directed at themselves or others, accompanied as
they wrestle with the fateful question — “Why me?”
Bargaining—An attempt to negotiate a change or
make a deal with a higher power to prolong life or
avoid death’s sting.

Depression—A period of sorrow, sadness, regret, and
reflection as the person dying begins to accept their
life ending or a loved one begins to face their profound
loss.

Acceptance—The final stage of coming to terms
with the reality of one’s death and coming to peace

with their passing.!
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After the death of his beloved son, David Kessler, an inter-
national grief expert and one of my mentors, added a sixth

stage to grief’s challenging journey.

6. Finding Meaning—Transforming grief’s pain into
a rich, fulfilling, and empowering path forward for
those who are still living after the loss of a loved one.?

Grief is not linear. We don’t progress through the six stages
of grief in a numbered fashion and check a box at the end.
Grief is a complex and individual process that changes over
time. There is a plethora of emotions we experience in the
beginning or acute stage of grief. The responses Kiibler-Ross
and Kessler identified can overlap with other common emo-

tions people often experience, such as:

* Abandonment * Shame

* Anxiety * Shock

* Confusion * Denial

* Devastation * Anger

* Fear * Bargaining

* Guilt * Depression

* Hurt * Acceptance

* Loneliness * Yearning to Find
* Overwhelm Meaning

As you can see, emotions in grief are all mixed up because
our journeys through them are not patterned or predictable.
We move in, out, and around them in different orders at dif-
ferent speeds. One day, you can wake up feeling depressed,
bargain with God over breakfast, accept one piece of the sad
story later that afternoon, spend the evening denying your
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WHAT IS HAPPENING TO ME?

nightmare ever happened, and end the day wallowing in guilt,
devastation, and fear. And most likely, tomorrow will look
totally different.

Give yourself permission to feel what you feel without
self-criticism or judgment. There’s no “right way” to grieve.
As long as you’re not hurting yourself or others, your way is
the best way for you.

It’s also important not to compare your grief with others.
Even if you’re living with other people who are grieving the
same loss, you cannot expect them to be feeling, thinking, and
responding just like you. Their grief journey is also unique. I en-
courage you to hold hands and walk through the unimaginable
together. You can be present without telling others what to do.
You can be silent and still share love and compassion. You can

grieve differently and still be journeying alongside each other.

GRIEF IN YOUR BODY

When tragedy and loss crash into your life, your body is often
the first to show signs of grief. The overwhelming intensity of
grief can impact every part of your body. Here are some typical

responses. You may . . .

* feel hot and sweaty or shivering cold.

e cry for hours or hold back the tears to be strong.

* reach for comfort food or have no appetite at all.

* stay in constant motion or get stuck on the couch.

* have a pounding headache or feel a non-stop fluttering
in your stomach.

* talk really fast or do not want to speak at all.

* change the subject often or get stuck on the same story.
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THE UNIMAGINABLE

* have non-stop thoughts or struggle to focus at all.

* remember all the details or forget everything you said.

All these reactions in the early stages of grief are normal
and can be expected. Start a helpful habit by repeatedly tell-
ing yourself, “It’s okay to not feel okay.”

I AM NOT OKAY

Am I going crazy? A few weeks have passed since Evan’s death,
and I aimlessly walk around my house, rearranging wilted
flowers in glass vases. I pick up dead petals that have fallen
onto the floor and crush them in my palm. My soul feels as
dead and fragile as they are. I’ve never felt this way before. As
hard as I try to control the waves of grief rolling over me, I
can’t calm the raging storm.

One moment, sadness overwhelms; then anger takes the
lead, rants, and rages. Anger then prompts guilt to shout
in my head: You could have done more to save him! Sadness
returns with the realization that my time with my son on earth
is over. I wallow in the sea of sorrow the rest of the day until
the sun begins to set—the dimming of the day’s light ushers in
an anxious fluttering or drumming inside my body. A distant
rhythm is repeating. It grows louder and more erratic. More
drummers join the band. They set up their stage and settled in
my core. My belly shakes, and fear sings the loudest. This can’t
be music; it’s too chaotic, and the drums bang out of sync.

It’s almost dark, and it’s too late to go for another walk.
Walking seems to be the only thing my husband and I want
to do together these days. He has returned to work—too early,
I think—but staying busy helps him find his footing in our
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new, strange world. Alone at home, I pace back and forth in
my kitchen until I can’t stand the trembling inside anymore. I
jump up and down on an imaginary pogo stick, trying to quiet
the chaos within. I want to scream, “SHUT UP!” but no one
listens. They play on, bam, bomb, bomb, bam, bomb, bam. How

will I ever make this maddening noise stop?

SWAY TO THE MUSIC

If you’ve ever been around someone struggling with dementia,
you might be familiar with the phenomenon of sundowning.
Sundowning is a neurological condition that causes people to
become more confused, restless, or anxious in the late after-
noon or early evening. In the early days of grief, I felt similarly.
As if on cue, the setting sun struck up the band of drummers,
and my body shook with anxiety.

When the phone rang one evening, I recognized the num-
ber and answered it quickly. My friend Leslie was calling from
New York. It was late, but I knew it was normal for her to still
be awake. In fact, since September 11, 2001, her sleep has
been unpredictable. Leslie had been on the 36th floor of the
Twin Towers when the planes crashed into her building. It
took her over six hours to escape. As you can imagine, she’s
been dealing with PTSD (Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder)
ever since. She was calling me because she knew nights were
especially tough for me. She had also learned helpful ways to
handle them. Leslie commanded, “Get up. Get on your two
feet. I want you to start swaying back and forth, back and
forth. Shift your weight from side to side, left to right. Yes,
that’s right, keep swaying.”
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After a moment of silence between us, Leslie began singing
over me. As she did, I placed my left hand over my heart as if
holding it in my chest. She sang a simple word over and over:
“Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah.” I swayed back and forth
with her beautiful, rich voice entering my ears, rolling down
my throat, landing in my belly, moving through my legs, and
grounding my feet to the kitchen floor. Her song quieted the
noise within. Her voice held me in a sacred space. Her faith
believed in God’s goodness when I could not.

Even on the phone 1,800 miles away, my tears felt seen,
my anxiety felt known, and my grief felt witnessed. My friend
saw my deep suffering and pain without judgment or agenda,
only with compassion. The anxiety running rampant in my
body now had a place to go, a rhythm to start moving to, a
song to start singing, each sway slowly calming the chaotic

drumming.

EQUIPPING
Your Body Holds Grief

Take a moment to check in with your body. Where does grief

tend to settle within you?

Place your hand on your kead. Are you holding grief in
your head? Does your scalp feel tight? Do you feel piercing

pain in your temples? Is your jaw clenched?

Place your hand over your throat. Does it tighten when
tears well up in your eyes? Is it hard to swallow when you’re
telling your story? Do your words feel stuck, unable to
come out with logic or elegance?
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Place your hand on your shoulder. Are you carrying
all the weight of your grief alone? Are you trying to be the
strong one, holding it together when others fall apart? Are
your muscles tied up in knots?

Place your hand over your heart. Are you allowing
yourself to feel your grief, or are you stuffing it somewhere
out of sight? Are you avoiding intense emotions or leaning
in to listen to your heart’s cry?

Place your hand on your belly. Are you breathing shal-
lowly, constricting your abdomen so it doesn’t rise and fall?
Is the pain accumulating in your core? Are you eating to

comfort the suffering, or is it stealing your appetite?

Choose one of the body parts you touched and place your
hand there again. Take a few deep breaths: in for four sec-
onds, out for four seconds. Now, ask yourself the following

two questions.

What am I feeling? What sensations do I notice in my
body?

What do I need? What is my body trying to tell me?

If we pay attention to our feelings, they can reveal what we

need during the grieving process. In this moment, ask yourself:
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Do I need rest?

Grief is exhausting, like running on a treadmill that never
stops. So take a nap or allow yourself to sit and do absolutely

nothing.
Do I need to move?

We can get stuck in place when we feel trapped in our grief.
When we move our bodies through space, endorphins start
pumping, stress dissipates, energy and cognitive ability in-
crease, and we bless our bodies with momentum.

Do I need to talk?

Some of us have a lot of words to share on a given day. Pro-
cessing our thoughts and feelings aloud with a trusted person
and/or licensed counselor helps us find our voice again. This
awakens a power within that enables us to make harder deci-
sions. Honest and open conversations can clarify our thoughts
and help us connect the dots.

Do I need comfort?

Grab a cozy blanket and wrap yourself up tight. Imagine
God or a loved one is holding you close, whispering kind
words in your ears. Rock in a rocking chair or sway back and
forth in your seat. Feel the slow, repetitive movements calm-

ing you inside.

INVITE THE CALM

In the early stages of grief, it’s vital to discover the unique

ways you can move your body from chaos to calm and from
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overwhelm to peace. God has given us many ways to calm our
nervous system, and one of them often starts with focusing on
our breath.

Here are a few exercises you’re invited to try. Repeat the
ones that help you now. Disregard the ones that don’t serve

you, and remember you can always return to them later.

BOX BREATHING

Grief often causes your mind and body to feel overwhelmed by
stress. Ongoing stress can leave you feeling anxious, fearful, or
on high alert. Even when you’re physically safe, your body may
launch into a trauma response of fight, flight, or freeze. This
is normal, particularly for people like me who experienced
sudden or traumatic loss.

Box breathing, or what military and law enforcement per-
sonnel call tactical breathing, can reduce stress and help calm
your entire body. Here are five simple steps to practice box
breathing.

Slowly breathe in a full breath through your nose while
counting to four.

Hold your breath as you count to four again.

Next, for another count of four, fully exhale through your
mouth.

Hold your breath again for a count of four.

Repeat the cycle several times.>

HONEST PRAYER

Desperate times of despair often bring us to our knees. When

our grief is overwhelming, on our knees is a good place to be.
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Prayer has the power to ground our bodies and calm our ner-
vous systems, especially when we feel stuck in survival mode.
Please pray this prayer with me.

God, I need You. Every day, every minute, every sec-

ond, I need You.

I need Your help because I am weak.

I need Your guidance because I feel lost.

I need Your healing because I am hurting.

I need Your presence because I feel alone.

I need Your comfort because I'm so afraid.
So come close and hold me tight.

Wipe away every tear.

Please show me how to walk in this dark valley.
Shine Your light and show me the way.

I need You; every second, I need You.
Thank You, God, that You hear my prayers.

Amen.

RELEASE AND RECEIVE

Let’s close with one last breathing exercise. This ties into our

exploration of what we need now.
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1. Focus on your breath.

2. Think of what you need to release, such as fear, anxi-
ety, suffering, sorrow.

3. Think of what you need: calm, peace, clarity, love,
other.

4. Breathe out what you need to release, repeating, “I
release 2

5. Breathe in what you need to receive, repeating, “I

2

receive

Thank you for being brave and trying these grief exer-
cises. You are on your unique grief and healing journey. Even
though it seems impossible right now, everything that’s going
on in your body will not last forever.

Let’s keep asking the hard questions and walking together.
If that resonates with you, you can move on to chapter 2 or
skip to a different chapter. Like our grief, there’s no right way.
You can pick your own path and control the pace. You’re not
alone. I'’ll stay with you every step of the way. As your guide
by your side, I’'m cheering you on.
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