
Darkness and Light 
By Maude Beckman & Elizabeth Tanner 

A few years ago, I was diagnosed with depression. There’s no doubt my depression changed 

me in many ways. I thought having been through dark times myself, I understood this awful disease. 

I couldn’t have anticipated how unprepared I would feel when depression hit my son. Depression 

clasped its dirty fingers around his brain and took over his young teenage life. It whispered lies into 

his ear day after day, relentlessly, without cease. It almost destroyed him. It almost took him away. It 

almost extinguished the flame of life in him.  

In the musical Les Misérables, some of the finale lyrics say that “Even the darkest night will 

end, and the sun will rise.” There was a period of time when I didn’t know if the sun would ever rise 

again on my boy’s life. But the depiction of Victor Hugo’s masterpiece is right! Even the longest 

nights eventually end, and light begins to peak over the horizon once more; despite the interminable 

heartache.  

I remember vividly the day my heart was crushed like spices in a mortar and pestle. We had 

taken the right approach of medication and therapy, we’d followed up regularly with our 

pediatrician. He was under close care. Coming home from working at scout camp all summer, he’d 

lost weight. He attributed it to outside air and constant movement the job had required. But then 

he’d grown increasingly distant. He’d become even quieter than he’d been. He only spoke when 

spoken to. He only answered questions in as few words as possible, and his phone had become his 

life. More than ten thousand text messages every month, all sent to the same person. Somehow, we 

who loved him most had become the center of his hatred. We were all that was wrong in his life. 

That day, when I finally sat down and went through his phone, that was the day my heart broke.  

I learned that day that he wasn’t sure he wanted to live, that he firmly believed we’d all be 

better off without him. When he said he’d never been loved, it pierced me to the very core. My heart 



shattered in a million tiny pieces as if it was raining glitter. I wasn’t sure neither he or I would ever 

be whole again. I thought we would never sleep another night. There was the fear of waking up to 

him dead that lead to checking on him multiple times in the night. There were the tears that flowed 

freely. I cried because of him, but mostly, I cried for him. Through my darkest days of depression, I 

still had moments of clarity when I knew my brain was lying to me, that the thought I had just had 

was false. I had glimpses of hope. He didn’t have that small flashing light. It was darker than the 

abyss in his head.  

There was no lighthouse shining to bring him in safe. It was complete and utter darkness 

inside him, so we went back to work. There were changes in medication, there was more therapy, 

long unending nights, conversations that turned bad, tensions, and disagreements. He was so often 

emotionless that I desperately wished for him to just get angry, to show that he had some kind of 

will to live left in him. We had to fight for him because he couldn’t fight for himself. 

When he wanted to give up, we were the warriors that fought for his life. We were the ones 

begging for him to see that his life had just barely begun, that he had many reasons to live. As 

parents, this was the hardest, most agonizing time of our lives. His depression wasn’t only eating 

him alive, it was threatening to engulf the whole family. Little brother wasn’t sleeping well, feeling 

responsible for big brother’s survival. Younger siblings were treading lightly, knowing there was 

something happening that was beyond their understanding. We would think we’d made progress, 

that things were finally starting to get better when another shoe would drop. Often, it was like we 

were finally starting to come up for air after a long dive, and we’d get sucked back down as if we 

were caught in a riptide. We’d find ourselves drowning again. Nothing in life prepares you to face 

someone else’s demons and his depression seemed to be a bottomless pit we couldn’t crawl out of. 



We went through so many bottoms. We cut through so many breaking points as if there was 

no end to the depth of pain one can endure. So often, I found myself on the brink of a precipice, 

thinking neither he nor I could take another fall. Yet, we’d tumble some more.  

On that last big descent, somehow, something changed. I can’t pinpoint what caused the 

shift. I think part of it was a medication that was finally making a difference. Another factor could 

have been having a toxic relationship come to an end. There was also a timely change of therapist. 

Whether it was one, two, all three, or something completely different, I really don’t know. What I do 

know is that one morning he came up the stairs happy. He started talking a bit more, joking and 

teasing his siblings like old times. I could tell that though it wasn’t noon’s full sun, there was a dawn 

happening. Little by little, inch by inch, step by step, the sun was rising in the sky of his life.  

His sun shone brightly in my face, one summer day, while we were driving home from 

visiting family for Independence Day. Somewhere along I-90, in the middle of Montana, his laugh 

rang through the car. It reverberated like ripples on a lake. It was a guttural, genuine laugh. It was a 

sound I had almost forgotten, and it was the most beautiful laugh I had ever heard. Tears welled up 

in my eyes, but this time they were tears of joy. The sun was no longer barely peaking over the 

mountains, it was up high, and it was warm.  

The sun shines still, though there are days where the clouds hide the rising light, and there 

are still nights that seem to linger on. Thankfully, the dim days are farther and fewer in between. I 

realize that not even my own depression could have prepared me for the hell my son went through. 

However, I can say that I am forever grateful for the sweetness of sunlight. There is strength and 

empathy that was built in those gloomy hours; a more robust faith was developed, and new 

understanding was had. I wouldn’t wish this purgatory of the mind on anyone, but I also know that 

my family is closer because of it. My son is alive and well. He’s proof that hope exists at the end of 



the longest tunnel, even when the eye cannot perceive it. I’ve come to know that no matter how 

dark the night, the sun always rises in the morning.   
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