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Praise for

how to stop breaking your own heart

‘I love The Good Quote, so it’s no surprise I love this book. Meggan’s unique voice teaches us to accept ourselves as we are and to cultivate self-love.’

Steven Bartlett, #1 Sunday Times best-selling author and host of The Diary of a CEO podcast

‘Meggan’s words have the power to make you feel seen, understood, and less alone. This book is the reminder you need that you are worthy of self-love and acceptance.’

Jay Shetty, #1 New York Times best-selling author of Think Like a Monk and host of the On Purpose podcast

‘I’ve been a huge fan of Meggan’s writing from the very first time I read and felt her work. I can’t wait for the release of her debut book – the world needs her work now more than ever!’

Hussain Manawer, Sunday Times best-selling author of Life Is Sad and Beautiful

‘The book you need to learn to love yourself again, ensuring you never forget your worth.’

Yung Pueblo, #1 New York Times best-selling author

‘Meggan’s beautiful, heart-opening book is simultaneously raw, emotional, and wonderfully uplifting.’

Gabby Bernstein, #1 New York Times best-selling author

‘This book is the reminder that everything you want is already on its way to you.’

Lewis Howes, New York Times best-selling author and host of The School of Greatness podcast

‘Meggan’s words soothe the broken parts of us and show us how to nurture our hearts through life’s ups and downs.’

Najwa Zebian, best-selling author of Welcome Home

‘Your time is diamonds. Meggan shares her expertise on the art of setting boundaries while also providing valuable insights on how to manage pushback from those around us. Her advice is an essential tool for anyone looking to protect their time and establish healthy boundaries.’

Eve Rodsky, New York Times best-selling author of Fair Play
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I dedicate this book to my late mother,
Janette Carol Harewood – my epitome of love.
You were phenomenal. Rest peacefully, my love.
Infinite, everlasting love.
Meggie.

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxXxxx*

It is well – give thanks.

__________________

* When my mum and I wrote cards to each other, we’d add an extra ‘x’ every year. The 32nd ‘x’ is in bold because that’s the age I was when my mum passed away.
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Introduction

Healing has a gentle way of surprising us when we least expect it.

For me, healing arrived during one of my daily morning walks in my local park, one crisp autumn morning. The farther I walked into the forest, the quieter it became. As my thoughts began to settle, the natural sounds around me forced me to stop and embrace my surroundings. In that moment of solitude, I came to terms with how peaceful my life had become. I felt overwhelmed with appreciation for finally arriving at a place in my life where I could acknowledge the progress I’d made over the years. I’d manifested achieving that level of peace, and there I was, right in the middle of it. It was a moment of deep gratitude, a chance to acknowledge the stillness and beauty that my life still had to offer.

When I launched The Good Quote on Instagram back in 2014, my mission was clear: to build an online sanctuary where people could find a stream of meaningful, empowering words that truly resonated. During that period I was navigating my own battle with depression, and I really felt the absence of a supportive online community. I couldn’t find any spaces or forums that provided me with much meaningful solace. So, I cultivated my own. I didn’t expect the response to have such a farreaching impact. The content I curated crossed borders and cultures and touched millions of lives on a global scale.

I teamed up with a group of emerging writers and content creators who generously contributed their words daily. The response was overwhelming. Our audience numbers skyrocketed, celebrities became frequent visitors, and we even sparked a global trend where people began replacing their profile pictures with quotes to better express their emotions. The impact was beyond anything I’d anticipated. I realized I’d created a space that genuinely acknowledged and validated people’s feelings, and the significance of that truly hit home.

I’ll never forget the day we received a message from a mother who had recently lost her daughter to suicide. She expressed her gratitude for our community after finding a folder labeled ‘Hope’ on her daughter’s laptop, filled with uplifting content, including many quotes from our platform. That moment deeply affected me and served as a reminder of how a few compassionate words can be a beacon of light in someone’s darkest hours.

When I started The Good Quote, I wasn’t trying to cater to a specific demographic. My goal was to foster a community that united people through the emotional experiences we all have but rarely talk about. The project came from a place of intuition, and its success was a clear sign that I had touched on something that resonated with a wider audience.

It’s affirming to see that beneath the many layers that differentiate us, whether it’s age, cultural background, or personal beliefs, we all share an emotional common ground. We all go through ups and downs, and moments of joy, as well as pain. It’s all connected and it’s beautiful.

I want this book to contain the same essence as The Good Quote; I want to weave together these universal experiences to help guide us through the complexities of life. I hope there’s at least one story, if not more, that resonates with you so you can feel seen, understood, and less alone. I hope it sparks many Ahh, I know exactly where you’re coming from moments – but more than anything, I hope this book serves as a gentle reminder, affirming that whatever challenges you’re facing, you possess the resilience and capability to rise above them. Because the truth is, we all have the capacity to tackle any challenge that comes our way.

I’ve been through the trenches of trauma, and I’m still here. I’ve gone through some intense experiences in my life and broken my own heart many times over, through successes and setbacks, joy and despair, love and loss, self-discovery and self-doubt. But going through all these ups and downs has drawn something profound out of me. Through every twist and turn of my journey, I’ve learned that being open and vulnerable is the bridge to moving forward.

Trust me, vulnerability is a strength that is often underestimated. When I choose to be vulnerable by showing empathy and patience, I’m not just avoiding conflict; I’m creating a space where understanding can thrive. For example, say someone close to me is going through a turbulent period in their life and it’s resulted in their making harmful decisions that affect them emotionally. By being vulnerable and resonating with them through sharing a personal story, I’m able to reassure them they’re not alone, and that they can also overcome their difficult circumstance. By allowing ourselves to be vulnerable, we open ourselves up to this incredible power and strength.

Even though writing this book and sharing my deepest feelings with you ranks as one of the most daunting and challenging experiences of my life, I’m fully aware that making myself vulnerable in this way is also one of the most empowering things I could possibly do. I’m not going to pretend that I have it all figured out either – because I don’t. There are moments when I’m still caught in a loop of detrimental habits. Take procrastination, for instance. It becomes my default escape when life gets too heavy. Or else, I’ll convince myself that everyone else except me has their life sorted out perfectly. This pushes me to set impossible standards for myself, resulting in my being overwhelmed and stressed. In these moments, I often sit and ask myself: How on earth can I teach others to stop breaking their own hearts when I’m still learning myself?

I make mistakes, and self-doubt still shows up occasionally – I’m only human. But what I’ve come to understand is that healing is a neverending journey. It requires the daily effort of replacing harmful coping mechanisms with healthier habits and facing the fears that come with making positive changes. The past may have its share of pain, but that doesn’t mean we can’t build meaningful lives moving forward.

The process of writing this book wasn’t easy. The only thing that fueled my persistence and kept me going was envisioning a future moment where I could be on a train during the rush-hour commute, sitting across from someone who’s completely absorbed in the very pages you’re reading now. The thought of that future reader – you –filled me with so much joy, nervousness, and pure excitement.

My mum was a devoted reader; in fact, my favorite pastime was snuggling in bed as she read a chapter out loud. She had this incredible ability to lose herself in a good book, and her laughter would fill the room as she delved deeper into discovering a new author’s story. Through her, I learned the transformative power of books. They can elevate your mood, change your life, and grant you access to someone else’s experience, offering you a fresh perspective on the world.

So, I genuinely hope this book feels like a warm hug from me to you. I hope it serves as a reminder that every challenge, every obstacle, every heartache you’re going through has a purpose.

Even if you’ve strayed miles away from where you’re meant to be, just remember that you always have the power and the capability to return home to yourself.

It’s time for you to stop breaking your own heart. So, let’s get to the root of why we do this to ourselves, outline the first steps toward healing, and finally, let’s work on building a life where self-care and the protection of our hearts are non-negotiable. I hope these pages serve as a reminder that everything you’re going through in life has a purpose. This book is for you, a tool to accompany you on your journey and to welcome you back – with open arms – to who you really are.
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By choosing to pick up this book, you’ve taken an amazing step toward acknowledging that something in your life isn’t functioning as you wish – there’s something within that feels unresolved. Perhaps you resonated with the cover and felt the synergy between the title and the intentions that you’re setting as you continue to dedicate yourself to healing.

It’s a conscious decision to embark on a journey of selfimprovement and emotional healing. It’s also an incredible act of courage. However, before we can start the process of repairing and protecting our hearts, we must understand how and why we might end up breaking them. Maybe you feel unsure of how you arrived at this point, or maybe you’ve faced experiences that have severely altered your life, leaving you feeling fragmented, stuck, or confused. Each one of us carries a personal story, a past that continuously influences our present.

In this section, we’ll be exploring our thought patterns and feelings, peeling back the layers to understand their origins and impacts. In each chapter, I’ll present a question for you to sit with. These questions are invitations to introspection, designed to encourage you to pause and reflect deeply. I believe this practice is an essential part of the healing process, as it allows you to connect with your inner self, understand your experiences, and ease you into this healing journey.



We depend on others for our happiness

My first recollection of heartbreak was when I was four years old. My grandfather told me he didn’t love me. I still remember the initial confusion as I tried to process the emotions I felt. Yes, I was hurt but this pain was new; it felt like my heart had split into two.

It was my first week of school, a time that’s usually filled with the joys of making friends and learning new things. My mum couldn’t pick me up that day, due to work commitments, so my grandfather showed up instead. I was eager to tell him about my day and all the wonderful things that had happened. But his reply, spoken in a heavy Trinidadian accent, was simply, ‘I doh care bout that.’ Grandad was always miserable, so I didn’t pay him much mind. However, when we reached home, the atmosphere grew heavier. I was still in high spirits, so I continued talking and following him around. That’s when he knelt down, looked me squarely in the eyes, and said, ‘I doh care bout that. I doh love you. Hush your mouth and go wait for your mudda to come.’

I ran to the living room and curled up in the corner of the couch. Waiting for my mum felt like an eternity – every minute that passed was riddled with confusion and all that consumed my mind was the simple question: What did I do wrong?

That’s my first core memory, and it’s a harsh one, isn’t it? Even though it’s tough to carry, it’s played a significant role in forming how I view certain things. This experience made it clear how complex human emotions and relationships can be. As painful as it was, it served as a stark lesson: Love isn’t always a guarantee, even when you think it should be – especially when it comes to family, your first community, who are naturally expected to offer unconditional love and protection.

You see, my grandfather was an abusive man and the brunt of his anger, unfortunately, fell on my mother. Witnessing that abuse as a child was both heartbreaking and eye-opening. The relationship I had with my mother, Janette, was the bedrock on which my life was built. She was my world, and our bond was my sanctuary. She was a remarkable woman, but not just because of the unconditional love she poured into me. She also showed incredible strength when life got tough. Despite her difficult past, she became a living example of what it means to overcome.

Even with the heavy baggage of her history, my mother became a symbol of resilience and independence. She single-handedly raised me after breaking away from my father, who was neither present nor a positive influence in our lives. Her role as a bookkeeper enabled her to offer me a better future. She poured both time and resources into my upbringing, giving me opportunities she’d never had.

What struck me most was her sacrifice of personal time. As a single mother, her moments of solitude or leisure were rare. Despite this, Mum made sure she had some alone time in the mornings and evenings – a non-negotiable that I not only respected but also incorporated into my daily routine and something I still do to this day. There were the occasional times, too, when she’d hire a babysitter and go out with her friends for the night. I would sit at the end of her bed in awe, captivated by the transformation as she dressed up. The air would fill with the scent of her signature perfume, Poison, and for a moment, she looked stress-free, glowing in her happiness.

In my eyes, it was always us two against the world. My mother’s life was far from easy, but her spirit, her resilience, and her love shaped me into who I am today. And for that, I am eternally grateful.

Born just off Coffee Street – or ‘the Coffee’ – in San Fernando, Trinidad and Tobago, my mum experienced a childhood filled with the love of communal living. She was raised by her grandmother, Evelyn, and grew up in a wooden house, which she shared with her siblings, aunts, and uncles. It was a humble but happy upbringing. Evelyn would divide everything she bought into four and share it among her grandchildren. There was so much love in that home, they didn’t even realize they were poor.

Her life, however, took a dramatic turn at the age of 16 when she reunited with her parents in England, who had left years earlier during the Windrush era. What should have been a heartfelt reunion quickly turned into a nightmare. You see, Mum’s parents – my grandparents – were not your average set of parents. They were narcissistic and thrived on the cruel practices of division and manipulation.

The family home was not a sanctuary, but instead a battleground where psychological and other kinds of abuse would take place throughout the day. Beatings were frequent. In fact, on the day of my mum’s arrival, she was brutally beaten and forced to scrub the kitchen floor. When she finished, she was shown her bedroom. As she unpacked, she looked out the window and was captivated by the unique architecture that differed from what she’d known back home. For the first time, she saw rows of terraced houses stretching into the distance and described it as a maze she could never escape from. This became her first memory of England.

As the eldest child, my mum carried an unfair share of responsibilities and burdens. Her roles in the family dynamic were both scapegoat and caretaker. This was the harsh reality she faced growing up, completely different from her nostalgic memories of Trinidad. Yet her spirit remained unbroken. As the years passed, she liberated herself from that house and rebuilt a new life for herself; one that included a respectable job, friends that felt like sisters, and, finally, starting a family of her own. But leaving her family home didn’t free her immediately from the emotional and mental ties that connected her to her family. It took many years for her to fully break free from damage that had overshadowed her life.

Breaking free from family dysfunction

Growing up, I witnessed my mother’s struggle with her family firsthand. She extended grace repeatedly, even when they hurt her and let her down time and again. My aunts leaned on her heavily but reciprocated neither her love nor her respect. They took advantage of her kindness, disrespected her, and belittled her, leaving her feeling isolated and emotionally drained. All she ever wanted was to replicate the happy family environment she had known growing up in Trinidad. To achieve this, she made herself constantly available to her sisters, even when it took an emotional toll on her.

I could see how sad she’d become after interacting with them. She sought therapy to better her situation and, for a while, it seemed like she was on a path to healing. But then, inevitably, a phone call would pull her back into the toxic loop, triggering the same painful cycle all over again. As a child, I would feel conflicted. A part of me hoped that, maybe this time, they would treat her differently, while another part begged her not to respond. She always felt obligated to show up and support them, and would often say, ‘What can I do? They’re my family.’

To bring some joy and light into her life, I did what I could to make her smile. I learned to tell jokes just to hear her laugh. I perfected my writing skills and wrote her short stories every day after school for her to read in the evenings. She loved me abundantly; all I wanted was to see her happy.

It wasn’t until she reached the age of 60 that my mum started to direct the love and attention she had been giving to her family toward herself. I’ll tell you more about this journey later. As for my grandfather, two decades passed before I saw him again. The day he decided to speak his truth was the turning point. When my mum came to collect me, she sensed that something was wrong and took immediate action. She removed me from that harmful environment without hesitation. She stood up, protected, and fought for me, and in that moment, I realized I could confide in her about anything. That experience solidified my trust in her and emphasized her commitment to me and my well-being.

The people-pleasing trap

When we’re young, it’s natural for us to look to others for our own sense of happiness. I was fortunate to have a loving mum who formulated a nurturing community filled with love and genuine connections. So, I never felt the absence of my extended biological family. I learned early on that they were incapable of demonstrating healthy forms of love and didn’t possess the ability to even receive, honor, or experience genuine love. All I ever witnessed was my mum’s commitment to supporting her family, with no reciprocation.

And so, I became a reflection of her habits, because what we see and experience repeatedly eventually cements itself into our subconscious and profoundly shapes us into who we are.

Without intervention, the impact of our upbringing can last a lifetime, shaping our behaviors, our values, and even our emotional boundaries.

For most of my life, I was stuck in a cycle of people-pleasing and depending on others to bring joy into my life. The thought of enforcing boundaries scared me because I genuinely believed it would make people leave. I found it difficult to accept help, gifts, or anything without feeling a deep need to reciprocate immediately. This led me to overcompensate by being too readily available, as if my worth depended on how quickly I could respond to others. My phone allowed others full access to me, and I complied every time a notification appeared. Pulling away from my own needs, I fell deeper into the obligations I felt I had toward other people. But this wasn’t just about availability – I wanted to be a savior for those who struggled to ask for help. I empathized so deeply that I stepped into the role of becoming their hero without being asked. This made me feel valued, so I never saw a reason to say no.


Unravel the patterns of codependency: Put yourself first
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