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To my children, Junior, Carleigh, and Carter,

You are the reason I kept going when life became difficult.

You are my greatest blessing, my greatest motivation, and my greatest purpose.

To my partner,

Thank you for sharing this journey with me.

Life has not always been easy, and the road we’ve traveled together has been filled with both beautiful moments and difficult ones. Though I don’t know what the future holds, I am grateful for the memories we’ve created, the lessons we’ve learned, and the three incredible children we brought into this world together.

Thank you for the love, the sacrifices, and the role you’ve played in my story.

And to every person who has ever felt broken, overlooked, rejected, or alone—

This book is for you.

Keep going.

Your story isn’t over yet.
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If you are holding this book, chances are life has not gone exactly the way you planned.

Maybe you’ve experienced heartbreak.

Maybe you’ve faced rejection.

Maybe you’ve lost people you loved, carried burdens you never asked for, or spent years trying to understand why certain things happened to you.

I understand.

For a long time, I thought my story was only about pain.

I thought it was about the little girl who lost her grandmother at four years old.

The little girl who was bullied.

The little girl who carried secrets, trauma, and insecurities.

The teenager who was diagnosed with diabetes at thirteen and wondered why life seemed harder for her than everyone else.

The young woman who experienced heartbreak, disappointment, and seasons of feeling like she wasn’t enough.

The woman who was told she may never have children.

The mother who would later find herself raising a child with a disability and navigating challenges she never imagined.

The woman who loved deeply, lost faith, questioned God, and sometimes questioned herself.

The woman who became exhausted from always being the strong one.

For years, I carried these chapters as separate pieces of my life.

But God showed me something I never expected.

None of those chapters were the end of my story.

They were preparing me for my purpose.

There were seasons when I stopped praying.

Seasons when I felt abandoned.

Seasons when I smiled for everyone else while quietly falling apart inside.

There were days I didn’t know how I would make it through.

Days when the weight of life felt heavier than I could carry.

Yet somehow, God never left me.

Even when I walked away from Him, He stayed.

Even when my faith became weak, His faithfulness remained strong.

As I look back now, I realize that every heartbreak, every loss, every setback, and every tear became part of the foundation God would use to build something greater.

This book is not about having all the answers.

It is not about a perfect life.

It is not about pretending I have it all together.

This book is about survival.

It is about faith.

It is about motherhood.

It is about grief.

It is about healing.

It is about learning how to keep moving forward when life gives you every reason to stop.

Most importantly, it is about purpose.

Because this is more than my story.

It is the story of a little girl who became a woman.

A woman who became a mother.

A mother who became a fighter.

A fighter who found her voice.

And a woman who discovered that her pain was never wasted.

If my story helps one person feel seen, one person choose hope, one person keep going, then every chapter was worth writing.

This story may be mine.

But perhaps some of it belongs to you too.
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Chapter 1: The Girl Behind the Smile
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Before I became an author, a mother, or a woman with purpose, I was a little girl trying to find her place in the world.

Like many children, I dreamed, laughed, played, and imagined what my future would look like. But unlike many children, I was carrying pain long before I understood how to put it into words.

One of my earliest memories of loss came at the age of four when my grandmother passed away. At that age, I didn’t fully understand death, but I understood what it felt like when someone you loved was suddenly gone. There was an emptiness I couldn’t explain, and although life continued, something inside me changed.

Growing up, my family didn’t have much money. There were times when I looked at other children and wished I had what they had. New clothes, certain shoes, things that seemed normal for everyone else felt out of reach for me. Yet somehow, my mama always found a way.

Looking back, I realize we may not have had everything we wanted, but she made sure we had what we needed. She taught me resilience before I even knew what the word meant.

School wasn’t always easy for me.

I was sensitive.

Some people called me a crybaby, but what they didn’t understand was that I felt everything deeply. Words hurt. Rejection hurt. Being left out hurt. I carried my emotions on my sleeve, and because of that, I often felt like I didn’t fit in.

I was bullied.

I struggled with my weight and often felt like I wasn’t the girl people chose. While other girls seemed confident and accepted, I questioned my worth. I compared myself to others and wondered what was wrong with me.

The truth was, there was never anything wrong with me.

I just didn’t know it yet.

There were also wounds I carried that nobody could see.

Experiences that stole pieces of my childhood.

Pain that I buried because I didn’t know how to process it.

Trauma that followed me long after the moments had passed.

For years, I carried those wounds in silence.

I became good at smiling.

Good at pretending.

Good at convincing people I was okay even when I wasn’t.

But God saw the little girl behind the smile.

He saw every tear.

Every fear.

Every insecurity.

Every question I was too afraid to ask out loud.

Even then, when I couldn’t see His hand, He was already writing a story greater than I could imagine.

A story that would include heartbreak and healing.

Loss and restoration.

Pain and purpose.

A story that would one day become more than my story.

A story that would help someone else find the strength to keep going.

At the time, I was just a little girl trying to survive.

I had no idea I was becoming a woman who would one day turn her pain into purpose.
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Chapter 2: The Things I Never Talked About
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There are some things people see.

And then there are the things they don’t.

People saw a little girl who cried too much.

A little girl who was sensitive.

A little girl who often kept to herself.

What they didn’t see were the battles I was fighting inside.

As a child, I learned early that pain doesn’t always leave bruises where people can see them.

Some wounds hide beneath smiles.

Some scars live in places nobody can reach.

There were experiences in my childhood that changed me.

Experiences that stole pieces of my innocence.

Experiences I carried in silence because I didn’t know how to talk about them.

For years, I convinced myself that if I didn’t speak about the pain, maybe it would disappear.

But pain doesn’t disappear just because we ignore it.

It waits.

It settles deep inside our hearts.

It shapes the way we see ourselves.

It shapes the way we trust others.

It shapes the way we love.

As I got older, the weight of those unspoken wounds followed me.

I struggled with my self-esteem.

I struggled with my identity.

I struggled to believe that I was enough.

I looked around and saw girls who seemed prettier.

Girls who seemed more confident.

Girls who seemed to get the attention I desperately wanted.

Meanwhile, I saw myself as the overweight girl.

The girl who wasn’t chosen.

The girl who didn’t fit in.

The girl who wondered why she wasn
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