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Introduction — I Cannot Explain It

My name is Julian V Forbes. I am thirty-eight years old.

I have been abandoned. I have been abused. I have been to prison fifteen times. I have been arrested over one hundred and thirty times. I have been betrayed by friends, by partners, by people I trusted with everything I had. My best friend blinded me. My daughter was taken from me.

And I am still here.

People ask me how. They look at everything I have been through and they ask me how I kept going. How I did not break completely. How I did not end up like so many others who went through what I went through.

Honestly? I cannot fully explain it.

I know it is not logic. I know it is not willpower alone. I know it is not because I am tougher than everyone else or stronger or better. I am not any of those things.

What I know is this: there is something in me that refuses to stay down. Something that was there before I understood it. Something that is not mine to take credit for. Something bigger than me that kept saying not yet. Keep going. You are not done.

It is not on me. It is in me.

This book is about that thing. About resilience. About what it actually means to keep going when everything around you is telling you to stop. About the daily practice of getting back up. About finding the source of your strength when you cannot see it or name it or explain it.

This is Book Three in the Finding My Way Back series. It stands alone. You do not need to have read Books One or Two. But if you are someone who keeps getting knocked down and keeps getting back up even though you do not know why—this book is for you.
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Chapter One: Most Would Have Fallen
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I want to be honest with you about something.

Most people who go through what I have been through do not make it out the other side. That is not me being dramatic. That is just the truth.

Most kids who go through the care system the way I did—abandoned at six, abused from eight to ten, no stable home, no role models, finding family on the streets—most of them stay trapped in that cycle. Prison. Drugs. Early death. Mental illness. Homelessness. The statistics are brutal and they are real.

Most people who go to prison fifteen times do not turn it around. They go back a sixteenth time. A seventeenth. They die inside or they die shortly after getting out.

Most people who experience the level of betrayal I have experienced—friends who smashed up their house, a best friend who blinded them, a partner who took their child—most people carry that bitterness for the rest of their lives. It poisons everything. It closes them off. It makes them hard and cold and unable to trust again.

Most people carrying what I was carrying would have put a gun in their mouth. Would have thrown themselves in front of a train. Would have gone completely under and never come back up.

I am not most people.

Not because I am special. Not because I deserve to be here more than anyone else who did not make it. Some of the people who did not make it were better people than me in many ways. Softer. Kinder. Less hardened by the world.

I am still here because of something I cannot fully name or claim or take credit for.

It is not on me. It is in me.
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Chapter Two: The Bounce Back
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Here is how I think about resilience.

You put me down once. I bounce back twice as strong.

You put me down twice. I bounce back four times as strong.

You put me down four times. I bounce back eight times as strong.

Every time I have been knocked down—and I have been knocked down more times than I can count—something in me has used that fall to build more strength. Not immediately. Not without pain. Not without dark days and darker nights and moments of wondering if this is the time I finally stay down.

But every single time I have gotten back up.

And every time I have gotten back up I have been a little clearer. A little more certain of who I am and what I am here for. A little less willing to let the wrong things and the wrong people take up space in my life.

The bounce back is not automatic. It is not easy. It does not feel good in the moment. When you are flat on the floor wondering how you got there again it does not feel like resilience. It feels like failure. It feels like proof that you cannot get it right. It feels like the world laughing at you.

But then something shifts. Something small. A thought. A breath. A reason to get up just one more time.

And you get up.

That is resilience. Not the absence of being knocked down. The refusal to stay there.
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Chapter Three: What Resilience Actually Is
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I want to clear something up because I think most people misunderstand what resilience actually means.

Resilience is not toughness. It is not pretending things do not hurt. It is not putting on a hard face and pushing through without feeling anything.

I have felt everything. Every abandonment. Every betrayal. Every prison sentence. Every loss. I have felt all of it fully and deeply and sometimes devastatingly.

Resilience is not the absence of feeling. It is the decision to keep going anyway.

Resilience is not a personality trait you either have or do not have. It is a daily practice. A choice you make every morning when you get up even when you do not want to. A habit you build one small action at a time.

Resilience is not loud. It is not dramatic. It does not always look like someone climbing a mountain or making a comeback speech. Most of the time resilience looks like this: brushing your teeth when you feel like staying in bed. Opening the door and stepping outside when every part of you wants to stay hidden. Walking when you feel like stopping. Getting up one more time when you have already gotten up more times than you can count.

Small steps every single day. That is resilience.

Big growth over time. That is the result.
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Chapter Four: The Body Keeps Moving
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I walk fifteen thousand steps every single day.

Rain or shine. Good days and bad days. Days when I feel strong and days when I feel like I am carrying the weight of everything I have ever been through.

Fifteen thousand steps every single day.

That is not a fitness goal. That is a survival strategy. That is my body proving to my mind every single day that I am still here. Still moving. Still choosing to be alive and present and putting one foot in front of the other.

When I started walking like this it was not because someone told me to. It was because I discovered something that nobody had ever taught me: moving your body when your mind wants to give up is one of the most powerful things a human being can do.

When you are depressed your brain tells you to stay still. To stay in bed. To close the curtains and wait for it to pass. And sometimes rest is necessary. But prolonged stillness feeds depression. It feeds anxiety. It feeds the voice that tells you nothing will ever change.

Movement interrupts that voice. Not permanently. Not always loudly. But it interrupts it.

Five hundred steps. One thousand steps. Half a mile. A mile. Come rain or shine. Every day.

You do not have to walk fifteen thousand steps. Start with five hundred. Start with opening the door and standing outside for five minutes. Start with putting your shoes on.

Start somewhere. And then keep going.
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