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Dedication
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To everyone who was told to wait.
You didn’t need permission.
You needed fire.
This one’s for the ones who faced it.
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The Mountain Told You to Wait. Stone Said F That.*

You’ve read the quotes.
You’ve seen the aesthetic affirmations.
You’ve been told to “let go,” “trust the timing,” and “feel your feelings.”
But let’s get real for a second:

You didn’t come here for more softly-worded advice.
You came here because something in you is done pretending healing is always beautiful.
You came here because you’re tired of swallowing your truth just to keep the peace.
You came here because the mountain told you to wait — and your soul said,
F* that.**
This book isn’t for the ones still trying to look healed.
It’s for the ones in the middle of the mess — who want to face it, feel it, and stop f***ing running from it.
It’s for the people who were told they were “too much” when they finally spoke up.
It’s for the ones who outgrew relationships, roles, and entire lives that once felt like home.
It’s for the ones who don’t need one more Instagram caption telling them to “be light.”
Because they’ve lived in the dark — and they’re still here.
If you want a workbook, this isn’t it.
If you want passive reflection, go re-read something safe.
But if you want the truth — loud, raw, rebellious —
If you want to stop spiritualising avoidance and start owning your f***ing life —
Then flip the page.
We’re not climbing for clarity.
We’re climbing for power.
And no, we’re not waiting anymore.
Stone said go.
So go.
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Chapter 1: F* Your Comfort Zone — It’s Killing You**
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The Mountain Told You to Wait. Stone Said F** That.*



You want healing to feel like a warm bath.
You want growth to be soft, slow, and sprinkled with affirmations.
You want the storm to pass while you sit on the porch sipping tea, posting quote cards about letting go.
And you wonder why nothing is f***ing changing.
Let’s get something straight from the start:
Your comfort zone isn’t saving you. It’s sedating you.
It’s the padded cell you decorated with “I’m fine” and “maybe someday.”
You made it look like peace, but it’s just fear wearing cosy socks.



You Call It Peace — It’s Actually Paralysis

The truth is uncomfortable — and that’s why it works.

If you’re not uncomfortable, you’re not growing. You’re hiding.
And hiding looks a lot like healing these days.
You meditate, but only to avoid rage.
You journal, but never write the real thing.
You walk away from “drama,” but you’re just running from confrontation.
You call it boundaries, but it’s really a fear of being vulnerable again.
The world told you to be calm.
To choose peace.
To let them.
But f* that.**
There is no peace in pretending.
There’s no clarity in silence when you’ve gagged your own voice.



The Comfort Zone Is Where You Rot Slowly

Here’s what no one tells you about comfort:
It doesn’t kill you all at once — it bleeds you out in micro-deaths.
Every time you bite your tongue to “keep the peace,”
Every time you stay in the wrong relationship because “it’s not that bad,”
Every time you don’t send the message you know you should,
You lose a little piece of your f***ing fire.
You wake up six years later wondering why you don’t recognise yourself —
Why you’re exhausted by a life you built to feel safe.
But safety without truth is a slow funeral.
You didn’t avoid pain. You avoided living.



You Can’t Fix What You Keep Cuddling

Let’s stop pretending your comfort zone is your protector.
It’s your prison — and you’re the f***ing warden.
The relationship that “isn’t abusive” but still leaves you crying quietly every weekend?
The job that “pays the bills” but makes you feel like your soul’s dying in a swivel chair?
The avoidance you call independence?
All of it is comfort.
All of it is killing you softly.
You say “I’m working on myself” while silently bleeding out under the weight of pretending.



Pain Isn’t the Problem — Stagnation Is

You’re scared of pain.
But you should be more scared of staying the same.
Pain tells you something is happening.
That you're changing, breaking open, coming alive.
Comfort numbs you until you forget what you even wanted.
Until all your fire turns to smoke.
Stone says: Get uncomfortable. Stay there. Break there. Heal there.
Not for a day. Not for a week. For as long as it takes to stop choosing smallness out of habit.



You Want to Climb? Burn the F***ing Tent

The mountain told you to wait —
To sit. To listen. To hold space.
But how long have you been sitting?
Waiting for clarity.
Waiting for timing.
Waiting for a sign from the f***ing universe.
Here’s your sign:
You’re not waiting — you’re hiding.
You’ve pitched a tent on the side of a cliff and called it a home.
But you didn’t come here to camp.
You came to climb.
Burn the f*ing tent.**
Stop making comfort your home.
Make discomfort your compass.
Make movement your goddamn prayer.



You Can’t Keep What You’re Not Willing to Fight For

Comfort says: “Let them.”
Clarity says: “Ask the hard questions.”
Courage says: “Say the f***ing thing.”
If you won’t speak the truth, you don’t get to complain about not being seen.
If you won’t risk confrontation, you don’t get to cry about disconnection.
If you won’t demand more, stop mourning what you never even asked for.
This isn’t about being reckless.
It’s about being real.
You don’t get a bold life with safe choices.
You don’t find real love by staying silent.
You don’t change your life by watching other people do it on TikTok while you rehearse bravery in your head.



Stop Waiting. Start Waking Up.

You don’t need another course.
You don’t need a six-step system.
You don’t need to light candles under the full moon and wait for the universe to deliver.
You need to wake the f*** up.

You need to start the conversation you’re terrified of.
You need to walk away from the person who only loves you when it’s convenient.
You need to stop lying to yourself about how fine you are.
You think avoiding pain is protection —
But it’s the pain that sharpens you.
It’s the wound that cracks open the truth.
It’s the fall that makes the climb matter.



Final Punch: The Mountain Said Wait. Stone Said MOVE.

There’s a place for softness.
But this isn’t it.
This is the place for fire.
For fists unclenching.
For teeth-gritted honesty.
For flipping the f***ing table you’ve been too polite to leave.
You’re not stuck.
You’re stalling.
You’re not lost.
You’re afraid to move.
The mountain told you to wait.
Stone said F* that.**
So move.
Now.
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Chapter 2: The Lie of ‘I’m Fine’
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You keep saying it.

“I’m fine.”
“I’m good.”
“It’s nothing.”
But your stomach drops every time they message you.
You wake up with a pit in your chest.
You replay every word of a conversation you pretend didn’t matter.
You’ve made “I’m fine” your full-time job.
And it’s the most exhausting sh*t you’ve ever committed to.



You’re Not Fine. You’re Functioning.

There’s a difference.

Functioning means you’re showing up.
Fine means you’re feeling.
You’re going to work.
You’re making the calls.
You’re laughing at their jokes.
But when it’s quiet, and the noise fades, you want to scream into a pillow or disappear into your duvet for a week.
You don’t want to die, not really —
You just don’t want to do this anymore.
And still, every time someone asks how you are, your mouth betrays your heart.

“I’m fine.”

No. You’re surviving.
And there’s a difference between surviving and actually f***ing living.



“I’m Fine” Is a Mask for the Mess You’re Not Ready to Admit

You say it because it keeps the peace.
Because you don’t want pity.
Because you’re scared that if you actually say how bad it is, the dam will break and you won’t be able to stop it.
So instead, you hold it all in.
Your body keeps the tension.
Your jaw locks.
Your chest tightens.
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