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	For everyone still carrying something
they were never meant to carry alone
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Introduction :
You know the feeling.

	 

	It is there before you even open your eyes in the morning. That half-second of peace right after waking — and then it arrives. The thought. The memory. The face. The thing that was said, the thing that was done, the thing that should never have happened. And just like that, before the day has even begun, your jaw is tight and your chest is already heavy and you are back inside the story.

	You carry it into the shower. You carry it to the kitchen. You carry it through conversations where you nod and smile while some part of your mind is elsewhere entirely — still in that room, still in that argument, still replaying what happened with a sharpness that time has done nothing to soften.

	At night it is worse. The mind, as if it has been waiting all day for the silence, finally begins its work. You have the conversation again. The one that already happened, the one you have revised a thousand times. You say everything you actually wanted to say. You are clear and devastating and they finally, finally understand. You have this conversation hundreds of times. Thousands. And they never hear it. Nothing changes. And the only person present for any of it is you.

	Sometimes you catch yourself mid-thought and realize your entire body has joined in. Your teeth are clenched together like something that must not be let out. Your shoulders have crept up toward your ears without your permission. Your hands have tightened into something close to fists. The person is not in the room. They may not even be in your life anymore. They might be in another city, another country, another decade. And still — they are here. They are always here. Occupying a room in the house of your mind that you did not choose to build and do not know how to empty.

	You hear their name in passing and feel a shift in your stomach, something dropping. You see a car like theirs and your breath shortens before your brain has caught up. A song comes on, a smell moves through a window, and suddenly you are not in the present at all — you are back there, in a moment that should be finished, that everyone else seems to have finished, but that you cannot seem to leave.

	This is what unresolved pain actually looks like from the inside. Not the dramatic version. Not the film version where grief is photogenic and anger is righteous and everything resolves in a single cathartic scene. The real version: low-grade, constant, quietly exhausting. A hum beneath everything you do. A weight you have carried so long you have forgotten you are carrying it.

	—  ✶  —

	 

	 


Now think about the last time someone told you to forgive.

	Maybe it was a friend who had heard the story enough times. Maybe it was a therapist, careful with their words. Maybe it was a parent, a sibling, a figure in a sermon — someone who meant well and landed badly. And maybe, if you are honest, something in you detonated.

	I remember the first time someone said it to me. A person I trusted looked at me with that particular calm and said: “You know, at some point you are going to have to forgive them.”

	I stared.

	“Forgi—” I could not even finish the word. “You want me to forgive them? After what they did? Absolutely not.”

	I was not just resistant. I was offended. Forgiving felt like handing them something they had not earned. Like signing a document that declared: what you did was acceptable, I release you from all consequences. Like watching them win a game I was the only one still playing.

	It felt like betraying myself.

	And so I held on. For a long time. Because holding on felt like the only power I had left. Because the anger felt, in some strange way, like loyalty — to the version of me that had been hurt, to the reality of what happened. Because I was afraid that the moment I forgave, some evidence would dissolve. Some record. Some proof that it had mattered at all.

	—  ✶  —

	What I did not understand then — what I want to give you in this book — is this: forgiveness has nothing to do with the other person. Not one thing.

	The forgiveness I had been taught was a transaction. You wronged me. I absolve you. Now we are even. It was a gift extended to the guilty party. A door reopened. A debt marked paid. And if that is what forgiveness is, then refusing it makes complete sense — why would you hand someone a prize they did not earn?

	But that is not what forgiveness actually is.

	Real forgiveness is not a gift to them. It is a release for you. It is not saying what happened was acceptable. It is not reconciliation. It is not trust. It is not forgetting. It is the decision — made slowly, imperfectly, and often more than once — to stop letting the wound organize your life.

	The heaviness you wake up with. The jaw you clench in the dark. That room in your mind where they still live rent-free while you pay the bill in sleep and presence and quiet daily joy. Forgiveness is not about freeing them from any of that.

	It is about freeing yourself.

	The moment I understood this, not just in my mind but somewhere lower and more physical, something shifted. Not immediately. Not dramatically. But something moved.

	This book is about that shift. About what forgiveness actually is, and why we resist it so fiercely, and why that resistance is completely understandable, and how the slow, nonlinear, sometimes maddening process of letting go might be the most important thing you will ever do for yourself.

	Not for them. For you. Only for you.

	



	
Chapter One
Why We Don’t Forgive

	



	




	“For almost nine years I kept a notes file on my phone. Every terrible thing she had ever said to me, written down. Dates, sometimes. I told myself I was keeping records. But I looked at it constantly. Before sleeping. When I was angry about something unrelated and needed a reason. I thought it was protecting me. It took years to admit that I was the only one it was hurting.” — Amara, 34, Lagos

	 

	Amara had been genuinely wronged. There is no question about that. A close friend had betrayed her trust in a way that cost her professionally and personally, then vanished when confronted. The hurt was real. The anger was legitimate.

	But the file was not a shield. It was a chain she had polished to a shine and called armor.

	What strikes me about Amara’s story is not the wound — it is the logic behind the file. The logic that says: if I hold on tightly enough, I am safe. If I keep the evidence, I cannot be gaslit. If I stay in the story, at least I am still in control of something.

	That logic is not irrational. For many people, in the immediate aftermath of being hurt, it is exactly right. The anger protects. The vigilance serves a purpose. The refusal to pretend is, for a time, a form of dignity.

	The problem is when the emergency response never gets the signal that the emergency has passed.
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