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Author's Declaration

This work is dedicated to every person who has survived adversity, chosen healing over bitterness, and continued to walk by faith when the path was unclear. The experiences contained within these pages represent a journey of resilience, forgiveness, growth, and hope.

No artificial intelligence was used to replace the lived experiences, emotions, personal memories, or authentic voice of the author. The heart of this work belongs solely to S. Page and the life experiences that inspired it.

Scripture Reference (Optional):

"For I know the plans I have for you," declares the Lord, "plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a future."
— Jeremiah 29:11

Author Motto

Carry love farther than the stars.
Carry hope beyond the atmosphere.
Carry faith when you cannot see the road ahead.
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To everyone who has touched my life with kindness, grace, wisdom, laughter, truth, correction, encouragement, and unconditional love—this book belongs to you as much as it belongs to me.

To my grandmother, whose faith carried generations, whose prayers covered me before I understood their power, and whose strength taught me that storms do not last forever. Thank you for giving me a home when I needed one most and for showing me that love can be quiet, steadfast, and unwavering.

To my mother, whose imperfections taught me forgiveness, whose struggles taught me compassion, and whose final words became a gift that time can never take away. Though our journey was not easy, love found us before the end.

To my children and grandchildren, you are the continuation of my heart. Every lesson, every prayer, every sacrifice was made with your future in mind. May you always know that you were loved long before you understood what love truly meant.

To my family, friends, teachers, mentors, coworkers, and those who stood beside me through my darkest moments—you may never fully know how much your presence mattered. Sometimes a conversation, a hug, a prayer, or simply showing up becomes the very thing that saves a person.

To those who have left this earth but remain alive within my memories, thank you for the footprints you left upon my soul. Your voices still guide me. Your laughter still echoes. Your love still reaches me.

And to every reader holding this book in your hands:

If life has broken you, may these pages remind you that you can still be rebuilt.

If you've been hurt, may you discover that healing is possible.

If you've been forgotten, may you know that your life matters.

If you've been silenced, may you find your voice.

If you've walked through darkness, may you never stop searching for light.

Life will test you. People will disappoint you. Circumstances will sometimes break your heart. But there is something inside you greater than every storm you will ever face.

Carry love farther than the stars.

Carry hope beyond the atmosphere.

Carry faith when you cannot see the road ahead.

Carry kindness because someone else may need it to survive.

And above all, never forget that your story still has chapters left to write.

With love that reaches beyond time, beyond distance, and beyond the heavens themselves,

S. Page
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Chapter 1: Saturday Mornings and Shadows
Detroit mornings in the Northend smelled like opportunity and grit, though at the time I didn’t know that’s what I was waking up to. To me, Saturdays smelled like cereal, syrup, and the faint tang of the city pressing against our two-family flat. The streets buzzed even before the sun cracked open, and our corner was alive with cousins, neighbors, and the echoes of laughter that seemed to bounce off the brick buildings.

I was the oldest of four girls — my mother’s first, my grandmother's name sake — and I carried that in ways I didn’t understand yet. Saturdays were sacred, a temporary reprieve from the chaos of weekdays. My cousins and I would gather around the television, mesmerized by Soul Train, Fat Albert, Hanna-Barbera cartoons, and all the shows that made our imaginations spin faster than the spinning records on TV. That morning ritual grounded us, gave us a sense of belonging, even if the walls around us were worn and the stairs creaked like they were whispering secrets.

Downstairs, we lived in a small flat that barely contained the noise of a growing family. My grandmother lived upstairs — a pillar, a fortress, a silent observer of all the life below her. Her presence was unshakeable: grounded, unwavering, stubborn to the hilt, and deeply spiritual. She spoke only when necessary, but her words landed with weight. She had a way of moving through the house that commanded attention without demanding it, a quiet authority wrapped in love, faith, and the occasional Chip Ahoy cookie.

My mother, in contrast, carried her stubbornness differently. She was my first storm. Free-spirited in ways that often collided with the needs of the family, she lived as though having four daughters wasn’t part of her reality. I grew up seeing her live like she belonged to the world before she belonged to us. And I, the oldest, was both witness and unwilling participant in her chaos.

By the time I was eight or nine, I had learned lessons no child should ever have to learn so young: I had to be both parent and child, guide and observer. My sisters’ needs became my responsibilities, and I often felt like I was drowning while trying to hold them afloat. I cooked what I could, bandaged bruises, whispered comfort when fear clutched their small hearts. But nothing could prepare me for the weight of humiliation, of being exposed in ways that carved shame into my bones.

The Moment That Changed Everything

I remember the day clearly — the day that shattered the fragile veneer of my childhood. My mother, after being gone for days, returned. I can still feel the chill of the room, the smell of cigarette smoke, and the heavy tension that preceded what was to come.

She had men with her — strangers, acquaintances, maybe friends. I don’t remember clearly, and in some ways, I’m grateful for that fog. But I remember the moment that marked the end of my life as I had known it: she beat me. Naked. In front of them.

Humiliation. Pain. Rage. Fear. All of it collided in one overwhelming instant. My sisters were somewhere behind me, probably hiding, probably silent, probably too young to understand what they were witnessing. I couldn’t breathe. My body was trembling. My mind was screaming. I realized, in that second, that there was no refuge where I was. No protection. No justice. Only survival.

And I chose survival.

I ran.

Not to the streets. Not into the unknown. Just around the corner to the place I had always secretly longed for: my grandmother’s house. My grandmother, whose presence had always felt like an anchor in the middle of life’s stormy sea, welcomed me with open arms. She didn’t scold. She didn’t question. She just embraced me. That embrace said everything: You are safe. You are seen. You are still loved.

Life with Grandma

My grandmother’s world was different from my mother’s, yet equally formative. Grounded. Faith-filled. Structured. Loving, but not lenient. She had rules — firm, unshakable rules — and her discipline came from a place of deep care. She believed in family above all else. She could cook anything you desired; the aroma of her meals carried warmth that reached your soul before it reached your stomach. Her Coca-Cola was sacred, her Chip Ahoy cookies almost legendary.

Living with her, I began to breathe again. I learned patience, respect, and quiet strength. I learned that faith wasn’t just about prayer; it was about living a life aligned with integrity, honesty, and resilience. I saw her move through the world with a quiet authority that left no room for doubt — a woman who didn’t need to shout to be heard, who didn’t need to prove her value because it was evident in her every action.

Early Lessons in Resilience

Being uprooted from my mother’s home didn’t feel like liberation at first. It felt like exile. But gradually, I discovered the early pillars of who I was becoming:

Strength through adversity: You can survive the unbearable and still retain your humanity.

Faith as foundation: Even when words weren’t enough, belief provided clarity, courage, and calm.

The power of observation: Grandma didn’t lecture; she demonstrated. Watching her taught me more than any words ever could.

Family is sacred: Even imperfect families provide roots, wings, and lessons in loyalty, love, and forgiveness.

And yet, I would carry the shadow of humiliation for years, a constant reminder of what the world can do, and what I could endure. But the fire had lit a flame within me — a determination to survive, to thrive, and to one day tell my story fully, without shame, without apology.

Saturday Mornings and New Beginnings

Life with my grandmother was slower, quieter, yet richer. Saturday mornings still held the magic of cartoons and Soul Train, but now, I saw them through different eyes. They weren’t just escapes. They were reminders: even in the midst of chaos, life could be joyful. Even when pain was real, laughter could exist. Even when you had lost a temporary sense of home, a new home could nurture and protect you.

I was only twelve. Yet I felt the weight of a lifetime in those moments, walking through hallways filled with smells of fried chicken, sugar, and faith. I had been tested, humiliated, and exposed — but I was still here. And that, in itself, was a triumph.

Even now, I can feel that moment: the young girl running around the corner, tears streaming, heart pounding, and then being caught in my grandmother’s arms. That embrace said everything I needed to hear: You will survive. You will be seen. You will become stronger than the storms that come for you.

And so, my story began.
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Chapter 2: Discovering the Gift
School had never been a problem for me. In fact, I thrived quietly, tucked in the corners of classrooms or sprawled across my bed with a notebook. I liked being by myself. I liked reading and writing. I liked the way words could capture a thought, an emotion, a world, that existed somewhere between my imagination and the page. But for the longest time, I had no idea that I was smart — truly smart. I thought I was average, like everyone else around me, coasting along with no special recognition or hope for accolades.

That all changed in middle school, in my English class. My teacher, Mrs. Rinaldi, a woman who carried herself like every word mattered, called me aside one afternoon after class. She held a poem I had written — a jumble of thoughts, emotions, and imagery that I hadn’t even thought could impress anyone.

“You have a gift,” she told me. “Your writing is powerful. You have a voice that can change people. You should use it.”

I stared at her, confused. Change people? Use it? I had never thought of words as more than an outlet, a way to make sense of my world. But her encouragement planted a seed I didn’t even know I had been waiting for.

Shortly after, some of my poems were selected for publication by the National Poetry Society. That recognition came with a trip I will never forget. I met Maya Angelou and Ms. Gwendolyn Brooks — two writers whose names would later echo through history as giants, but at that moment, they were just extraordinary women who had read my words and smiled. I didn’t talk about it much, though. I rarely did. I liked solitude, enjoyed my own company, and shied away from drama — whether from family or peers. But that trip, that moment of validation, lit a fire in me that would never go out.

Finding Myself in Numbers and Words

Math, on the other hand, was a different story. Numbers never made sense to me the way letters did. Equations felt like puzzles designed to frustrate rather than clarify. I remember staring at assignments for hours, scratching my head, wondering why anyone would ever need “x” or “y” in real life. Words, though, were different. Words were alive. They breathed. They danced. They taught. They could build worlds or tear walls down.

It was through words that I first realized I could shape reality — even if the world around me was chaotic. Writing became my anchor, a place I could retreat to when life felt heavy or confusing. And though I didn’t yet understand the full potential of this gift, I knew instinctively that it was mine, and mine alone.

High School: The Grounding Force

When I arrived at Martin Luther King Jr. Senior High School, I knew I had found something extraordinary. For me, it wasn’t just a school. It was a sanctuary, a place where my curiosity
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