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To every man and woman who gave their heart away, hoping it would be handled with care.

To those who loved deeply, forgave endlessly, and stayed far beyond the breaking point.

To the ones who lost themselves trying to keep others whole.

To the ones who thought they had to bleed to prove they were worthy of love.

This is for you.

For the tired hearts.

For the silent hearts.

For the guarded hearts.

For the hearts that finally learned to choose themselves.

You are not weak.

You are not broken.

You are not beyond healing.

Stillness is not the end — it’s the beginning.








Author’s Note

When I started writing Still Heart, I wasn’t writing from a place of having it all figured out.

I was writing from a place of exhaustion.

A place of pain.

A place where my heart had grown so tired of breaking, so tired of hoping, so tired of forgiving... that it finally grew still.

This book was born out of that stillness.

I wrote this for every person who has loved too hard, forgiven too much, and stayed too long.

For the ones who poured themselves out, only to be left empty.

For the ones who learned the hardest way possible that boundaries are necessary and self-love is non-negotiable.

If you saw yourself in these pages, know this: you are not alone.

Your exhaustion is valid.

Your healing is sacred.

Your peace is worth protecting.

Stillness doesn’t mean you’ve given up on love.

It doesn’t mean you’ve hardened.

It simply means you’ve learned how to stop bleeding for people who wouldn’t bandage you.

I’m writing this as someone who has been through the heartbreak, the disappointment, the cycles, and the silence. I’m writing this as a mother, a woman of faith, and someone who had to learn how to choose herself again — not out of bitterness, but out of survival.

If this book reaches you at your lowest, I hope it reminds you that survival is already proof of your strength. Healing will come. Peace will come. Love — the right kind of love — will come.

And until then?

Let your heart be still.

Let yourself rest.

Let yourself be whole.

Thank you for trusting me with your heart while reading this.

Thank you for letting my words walk with you through your healing.

With love,

Jalissa Williams

Author of It Takes Strength to Be Strengthened, The Forced Connection, and It’s Not a Disability, It’s a Superpower.

A Letter to You, Dear Reader

To the one holding this book in their hands,

To the one who makes it to the final page...

I want you to pause right here and take a deep breath.

Not just because you’re about to begin these chapters,

but because you’re surviving your own.

Every word written here came from a place of experience, from scars that finally stopped bleeding, from lessons that had to be learned the hardest way possible. If these words found you, it’s because your heart has been through battles no one else could see.

You’ve carried people.

You’ve loved people.

You’ve forgiven people who didn’t deserve it.

You’ve stayed when your spirit was begging you to walk away.

You’ve given chances that cost you pieces of yourself.

And yet... here you are.

Still breathing.

Still standing.

Still worthy of everything soft, gentle, healing, and whole.

This wasn’t a book about bitterness.

It wasn’t written from hate.

It wasn’t written to make you afraid of love.

It was written to remind you: you are allowed to protect your heart.

You are allowed to heal.

You are allowed to say, “No more.”

Your heart might’ve grown tired.

It might’ve grown still.

But stillness isn’t the end, it’s the beginning of something better.

Stillness is where we gather strength.

Stillness is where we rebuild.

One day, love will come again, whether from a person, a passion, or from within yourself, but this time, it will meet a heart that knows its worth. A heart that no longer has to bleed to prove its value. A heart that has learned how to beat... for itself first.

So, wherever you go from here, take this truth with you:

You are not too broken.

You are not too soft.

You are not too hard to love.

You are simply learning how to choose yourself the way you’ve always chosen others.

Protect your peace.

Guard your joy.

Speak kindly to yourself.

And never forget... your heart still beats.

Still heart.

Still worthy.

Still here.

Still loved.

With all my heart,

Jalissa 
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Chapter 1: The Beginning of an Open Heart
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“Some hearts weren’t broken... they were drained.”

We don’t always realize when it starts — this habit of giving, giving, and giving some more.

At first, it feels good.

Natural.

Right.

We were created to love, weren’t we? To forgive? To believe in people?

So that’s exactly what we do.

An open heart is one of the most beautiful things in the world. It trusts easily. It hopes endlessly. It gives without needing applause. It looks at broken people and sees potential. It looks at promises and believes in them, even after they’ve been broken time and time again.

When your heart is open, you find yourself loving with your whole soul. You don’t half-love people. You don’t ration your loyalty. You give all of you — every tear, every prayer, every late-night conversation, every ounce of forgiveness you can squeeze out, even when you’re running on empty.

Because love is supposed to be like that, right?

Patient.

Kind.

Long-suffering.

Unselfish.

That’s what you tell yourself, anyway.

So you stay.

You forgive.

You try again.

You allow room for mistakes, for growth, for change.

What you don’t realize is... while you’re busy loving people at their worst, you’re also slowly teaching them how to survive without ever giving you their best.

And it’s not just in romantic relationships — it’s family, friends, people you trusted to protect your heart. They’ve disappointed you more than once, but still... you keep your heart open.

Because maybe the next time will be different.

Maybe they’ll finally see how much you’ve been holding them up.

Maybe they’ll finally choose you, like you’ve always chosen them.

But the truth is, not everyone has your heart.

Not everyone is built to love the way you love, or give the way you give.

Some people will drain you simply because they don’t know how to pour back.

And others? They’ll drain you because they never cared to.

An open heart believes love can fix what only healing can. It believes loyalty can change what’s already broken. It believes time will make someone finally love you right, respect you right, honor you right.

But here’s the truth no one tells you:

Love is not enough if you’re the only one giving it.

Still, you keep loving. You keep trying. You keep holding onto people who were never strong enough to hold onto you.

And slowly...

The exhaustion creeps in.

The joy starts to fade.

The smiles become forced.

The tears become heavier.

The loneliness becomes louder.

One day you wake up and realize — your heart isn’t open anymore.

It’s not broken either.

It’s just... still.

Still from exhaustion.

Still from too many “I’m sorry’s” that led nowhere.

Still from holding in pain for too long.

Still from realizing you’ve loved everyone else, but neglected yourself.

But here’s the thing about
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