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To everyone who ever felt unseen, unheard, or unloved.

This story is yours as much as it is mine.

And to my family — thank you for giving me the strength to carry on, even when you didn’t know you were doing it.

With all my heart,

Liora Sage







  
    
      





“The wound is the place where the Light enters you.”

Rumi




“And so she walked.

Through the streets of her own memory,

through shadows no one else could see,

carrying the fragile light that she had stitched

from the very scars life left behind.”


    

    
      LioraSage
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  Foreword



I never thought I would write a book about my life.

Not because my story is perfect or extraordinary — but because for the longest time, I thought it didn’t matter.

I’ve lived most of my life quietly. Carrying pain that no one could see. Smiling when I wanted to cry. Trying to be strong for others while crumbling inside.

This Book is my truth — written in the language I’ve learned through loss, longing, healing, and hope.

You’ll read about my childhood, my silent heartbreaks, my quiet victories, and the things I never said out loud.

I hope that in my story, you find a piece of yours. And I hope you finish this book not just understanding me — but understanding that your story matters too.

If you’re still becoming, still healing, still trying — I see you.

This book is proof that you can walk through the fire and still write your own ending.







  Preface



There were so many times I wanted to give up — on people, on dreams, and sometimes, on myself.

But somehow, I kept walking. Step by step. Tear by tear. Year by year.

This book wasn’t planned. It was born from quiet moments when the pain couldn’t be held in anymore. From memories that refused to fade. From emotions that demanded to be written down.

The Girl Who Kept Walking is a collection of my truths — the silent battles, the friendships that faded, the crush that broke me, the family I love, and the future I still believe in.

I didn’t write this because I have everything figured out. I wrote it because I know what it feels like to walk through life feeling invisible, exhausted, and unsure.

If you’ve ever felt like giving up, I hope these pages remind you that you don’t have to run.

You just have to keep walking.

With all the parts of me I used to hide,

Liora Sage
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To the one I used to like — you were never mine, but your presence taught me what it meant to feel deeply. I don’t regret any part of it.

To my younger self — I see you. I’m proud of you. And I’m sorry for every time you felt alone.

To my readers, especially the girls who’ve cried silently at night — this is for you.

You’re not broken. You’re just still becoming.

And finally, to God — for giving me words when I had no voice, and strength when I had no one.

Thank you.
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She was the quiet one.

Not because she didn’t have anything to say — but because no one ever really asked.

From the outside, she looked like any other girl. Going to school, smiling with friends, doing her best. But inside, she was constantly fighting to breathe in a world that never seemed to slow down for her.

No one knew about the nights she cried quietly in bed.

No one noticed the way her heart sank every time someone walked away.

No one saw how hard she tried to be the daughter everyone could be proud of.

She was always the listener, the observer, the one who never wanted to bother anyone with her pain.

Until one day, she decided to write it all down.

This isn’t a story about perfection.

It’s a story about endurance.

About a girl who had every reason to give up — but chose not to.

Because somewhere deep down, she believed there was something beautiful waiting for her on the other side of the storm.

She is me.

And if any part of her feels like you — then this story belongs to you too.








  
  
  Introduction

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




The night was so quiet it felt like the world had forgotten I existed.

I remember standing by the window, forehead pressed against the cool glass, watching the streetlight flicker in the rain. My reflection stared back at me—tired eyes, trembling hands—and for the first time, I realized how small I felt against the vast, indifferent night.




No one knew that I was unraveling.

By day, I smiled and nodded. I laughed at the right moments. I kept moving as if I belonged in the rhythm of the world. But at night, when the walls had heard my secrets too many times, the silence pressed in until I thought it would crush me.




I had been carrying the weight of things I couldn’t name—

The words I never said.

The fears that made my chest ache.

The moments I pretended didn’t happen because they were too sharp to touch.




That night, I thought about stopping.

Stopping everything—

the pretending, the walking, the constant fight to look whole when I felt like glass.




But something small, stubborn, and almost invisible whispered back.

Not tonight. Just one more step.




I turned away from the window, barefoot on the cold floor, and walked.

Through the hallway.

Through the dark.

Through the silence that had become my only witness.




I didn’t know where I was going.

I only knew that if I kept walking, maybe I could survive one more night.

And maybe, just maybe, one day, I would find the version of me that didn’t feel like she was disappearing.
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