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Stop Swallowing the Bullsh*t

This book isn’t here to hold your hand.
It’s here to burn the spiritual wallpaper you’ve been using to cover up the cracks.
You’ve been fed lies disguised as healing.
Comfort phrases that sound wise — but quietly wreck your confidence, your agency, your ability to actually do something about your life.
You’ve been told to “trust the process” while nothing changes.
Told “everything happens for a reason” while you’re breaking under the weight of sht no one should have to go through.
Told “what’s meant for you won’t pass you by” while life keeps passing you the f** by.
This isn’t a deep-dive into your childhood trauma.
This isn’t soft.
This isn’t polished.
It’s short. It’s sharp. It’s designed to hit where it hurts and shake you the f*** awake.

Because if you want peace, real peace — not the kind that looks good on a vision board but the kind that lives in your bones — you have to stop swallowing these myths like medicine.

You don’t need another quote.
You need to question everything.
Let’s get straight in no need for TOC. 
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CHAPTER 1
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“What’s Meant for You Won’t Pass You By”

— the lie that keeps you waiting for a life you never chose

They told you not to worry. If it’s meant for you, it’ll come.
If it doesn’t, it wasn’t yours.
If they leave, they weren’t your person.
If the job doesn’t land, it wasn’t your path.
If the door closes, it wasn’t your door.
They said all of this with a peaceful smile and a spiritual filter.
And you swallowed it — because it gave you something to hold on to.
Because fate is easier than responsibility.
Because hoping it was “meant to be” hurts less than admitting you didn’t act when you should’ve.
But here’s the truth no one wants to say out loud:

Plenty of things that were meant for you will absolutely pass you by... if you don’t f*ing show up.**



You waited. You hoped. You stayed quiet.

Not because you were lazy — but because you believed in “divine timing.”
You let someone walk out the door because a quote on Pinterest said they’d come back if they were “yours.”
You didn’t send the message. You didn’t have the conversation. You didn’t take the risk.
Because the myth taught you to wait for fate.
That wasn’t fate. That was fear in a flowery dress.

You called it surrender.
You called it peace.
You called it “not chasing.”
But what you really did...
Was ghost your own effort and blame the universe when nothing changed.



“Meant to be” is a story we tell ourselves so we don’t have to ask why we stayed silent.

Because if you admit you could’ve done more —
If you admit you pulled back when you should’ve leaned in —
If you admit you were scared to say, “I want this”...
Then you also have to admit that you were part of why it didn’t work.
And that’s a much harder truth to hold.

So instead, we let these cute little phrases wipe away our part in the downfall.

“If it didn’t work out, it just wasn’t mine.”
“The timing was wrong.”
“It’s not rejection — it’s redirection.”
All the spiritual padding in the world won’t protect you from the weight of unlived life.



They didn’t leave because fate said so.

They left because they didn’t choose you.
Or you didn’t choose honesty.
Or neither of you chose to fight for it.
And now you’re sitting here romanticising silence.
Pretending destiny will send them back.
Pretending you didn’t have the power to say,
“Hey — I’m still here. I still care.”
You think “what’s meant for you” means you don’t have to knock.
You don’t have to open your mouth.
You don’t have to step toward the damn thing.
But maybe the reason you’re hurting right now
isn’t because you lost something that wasn’t meant for you —
but because you believed a lie that said you didn’t have to fight for it.



Let’s make this personal.

Ask yourself:

	Did I choose silence and call it surrender?

	Did I walk away because I was scared, not because it was right?

	Did I let them leave and pray fate would fix what I never voiced?


Because maybe you were the reason it passed you by.
Not destiny.
Not timing.
Not the f***ing stars.



“What’s meant for you won’t pass you by”

...is a pretty little excuse for emotional avoidance.

It gives your passivity a halo.
It lets you wait instead of speak.
It gives you comfort instead of clarity.
But here’s the truth:

What’s meant for you still needs your voice.
Still needs your courage.
Still needs your f*ing presence.**



If it really mattered to you —

You’d say the thing.
You’d fight for it.
You’d stop hiding behind fate and start showing the f*** up.
Because fate doesn’t knock for you.
It just gives you the door.
And it’s still your job to walk through it.



FINAL GUT PUNCH:

You weren’t abandoned by fate.
You abandoned yourself by waiting for something
you were always meant to fight for.
So stop blaming the stars.
Start owning the silence.
And next time — f***ing show up.
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“Everything Happens for a Reason”

— the lie that turns your pain into a fairytale



It was supposed to comfort you.
The breakup.
The betrayal.
The collapse.
The silence.
They told you:
“Everything happens for a reason.”
And they meant well.
They always do.
But what they really meant was:
“I don’t know how to hold your pain, so here’s a spiritual blanket to smother it with.”



You got cheated on? There’s a reason.

You got ghosted after being told you were “the one”? There’s a lesson.
Your heart got cracked open by someone who said they loved you? It’s for your growth.
Bullsh*t.

Not everything has a divine purpose.
Some things just f*ing hurt.**



We don’t want to believe that people can break us without meaning to.

So we give their destruction a halo.
We call the heartbreak “sacred.”
We call the confusion “alignment.”
We call the abandonment “redirection.”
Because facing the truth — that someone chose to f*** us up for no reason, no growth, no divine lesson — feels unbearable.

So we write it into a story instead.



But here’s the danger:

When you assign reason to every pain, you stop allowing yourself to actually feel it.
You bypass the grief.
You shame your anger.
You shut down your confusion.
You rush to the meaning instead of letting yourself rage, weep, and unravel like a human being.

“This must be preparing me for something better...”
Maybe.
But maybe it’s just preparing you for more numbness, because you never let yourself be f***ing devastated in the first place.



Not every storm has a message.

Sometimes people leave because they’re cowards.
Sometimes love dies because someone stopped showing up.
Sometimes your entire life crumbles and there’s no revelation in the rubble — just dust.
And that’s okay.

You don’t have to make pain beautiful to make it real.



You’re allowed to say:

	“They hurt me and it wasn’t fair.”

	“I didn’t deserve what happened.”

	“There might not be a cosmic reason. But I still survived it.”


You’re allowed to hate the lesson.
To say, “F*** this growth. I didn’t ask for it.”
Because no one gets to make your suffering sacred without your permission.



Let’s be real:

You stayed longer than you should’ve.
You held out hope for someone who kept disappearing.
You kept showing up for someone who treated you like a convenience.
You let your silence become your prison.
And now you’re trying to package all of that into a cute Instagram quote?

Stop trying to romanticise your own heartbreak.
It wasn’t destiny.
It wasn’t magic.
It was a mess.
Own that.
Stand in that.
And rebuild — not because it “had to happen,”
but because you’re strong enough to rise anyway.



FINAL GUT PUNCH:

Maybe it didn’t happen for a reason.
Maybe it just happened.
And maybe the strength isn’t in finding the meaning —
but in facing the f**ing meaningless and choosing to live anyway.*
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“The Universe Will Heal You”

— the lie that keeps you outsourcing your pain



You lit a candle. You pulled a card. You wrote their name in your journal and whispered it to the moon.
You saged the room, meditated in silence, said your affirmations, and cried under the stars.
And you waited.
Because someone told you the universe would handle it.
That healing would find you.
That the divine would do what you couldn’t.
That the energy would shift — eventually.
But let’s be honest:

You don’t need more signs from the universe.
You need to face your f*ing wounds.**



The universe didn’t ghost you.

They did.
The universe didn’t lie to you.
They did.
The universe didn’t breadcrumb you, say you were “the one” and then disappear when sh*t got real.
They did.
So why are you handing your healing to the sky?



“The universe will heal me” sounds soft. Comforting.

But it’s a trap.
Because when you wait for something outside of you to do the work,
you stay broken under the illusion that something cosmic is fixing you behind the scenes.
Spoiler:
It’s not.
Healing doesn’t float down from the stars.
It’s built, day by f*ing day, in the dark — by you.**



You’re not broken because Mercury was in retrograde.

You’re broken because someone betrayed you,
and instead of screaming,
instead of setting a boundary,
instead of owning your rage and rising in it...
You sat in silence waiting for the stars to align.
That’s not growth.
That’s avoidance dressed in spirituality.



The universe is not your therapist.

It’s not going to do your shadow work for you.
It’s not going to block their number.
It’s not going to hold you accountable when you check their social media at 2am looking for scraps.
You keep asking the universe for signs
when the only sign you need is this:
You’re the one who has to save you.



Look — you can believe in energy. You can believe in God.

You can talk to your guides, your angels, your inner child, your spirit team, your higher self.

But if you’re still:

	texting people who already showed you they don’t respect you

	waiting for someone to “come back when they’re ready”

	hoping healing will land in your lap because you wrote 111 in your notes app
then you’re not healing — you’re stalling.




The universe doesn’t owe you anything.
Not clarity.
Not closure.
Not karmic justice.
All it gives you is space.
And it’s what you f*ing do in that space that decides who you become.**



You want peace?

Say the truth you keep swallowing.
Block the person who keeps hurting you.
Own the role you played in your own destruction.
Choose you — not when it’s easy, but when it hurts.
The universe doesn’t heal you.
Your honesty does.
Your decisions do.
Your boundaries do.



FINAL GUT PUNCH:

You don’t need alignment.
You need action.
You don’t need signs.
You need standards.
You don’t need a cosmic rescue plan.
You need to stop running from your own f**ing mirror.*
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