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    For the little girl I once was and every girl still finding her way home

      

    



  	
        
            
            This book is for anyone learning to soften. To trust. To love themselves—again or for the very first time.
You are not broken. You are becoming.
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Chapter 1: Dear Little One (Age 5)
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Dear Little One,

I see you.

Curled up in that corner, hugging your knees to your chest, eyes wide with questions no child should ever have to ask. You think no one notices you. But I do. I always have.

I remember how you used to talk to your stuffed animals like they were the only ones who could understand you. And maybe they were. You were so small, and the world around you felt so big and loud. Too loud. Too unpredictable. You didn’t know what mood the house would wear each day—whether it would be soft or stormy.

You tiptoed through those early years like a ghost trying not to wake anyone. You didn’t laugh too loudly, didn’t cry too long. You thought if you were just good enough, quiet enough, easy enough... maybe then, someone would stay. Maybe then, love would stop being so scary.

But you were never the problem, sweet girl.

You were not too much.
You were not too sensitive.
You were not wrong for wanting to be held.
The grown-ups failed you in ways they never should have. And I want you to know: you didn’t deserve that. You deserved songs before bed, arms that protected instead of punished, and voices that softened when you cried.

I wish I could scoop you up now and hold you until the shaking stopped. I wish I could whisper in your ear: “You are safe with me. I will never abandon you.”

Even now, I carry you with me. You show up sometimes when I feel small again. When I flinch at kindness or brace myself for disappointment. That’s you, still trying to protect us.

But we are not there anymore. We made it out.

And little one—I'm learning to love you the way you always needed to be loved. Patiently. Gently. Unconditionally.

You are so brave. You survived.

With all my love,
Your future self
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🌱 Affirmations
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	I was never too much—I was always just enough.

	My feelings are real, valid, and worthy of compassion.

	I am safe now.

	I carry the strength of my inner child with me.

	I am learning to love the little one inside me, every single day.
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Chapter 2: Dear Girl in the Mirror (Age 8)
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Dear Girl in the Mirror,

You stare at yourself like you're searching for something—proof that you're okay, that you're lovable, that you're real.

I remember how long you stood there some days, brushing your hair over and over, trying to make yourself look perfect. Maybe if you looked just right, they'd see you. Maybe if you smiled long enough, the yelling would stop. Maybe if you got all the answers right at school, someone would finally say, "You matter."

You were already learning to perform. To hide the pain behind practiced grins. To become smaller in spirit even as your body grew. And yet, you still hoped. You still wished on stars and birthday candles. You still believed that someone might come rescue you.

Sweet girl, I wish I could go back and tell you this: You were never meant to save yourself by disappearing.

You don’t have to earn love by being flawless. You don’t have to hide your hurt behind perfect posture and polite smiles. You don’t have to prove your worth to anyone—not by grades, not by kindness, not by silence.

Your worth is not in what you do. It’s in who you are.

And I see who you are. Under all the pretending and people-pleasing is a bright, tender, powerful spirit—one that was meant to shine, not shrink.

I’m sorry they made you doubt your reflection. I’m sorry they made you feel like love had to be bought with obedience.

But here's what I know now: you were always enough. The mirror was never broken—you were just taught to see through someone else’s cracks.

Today, I look in that same mirror and I try to see you with new eyes. Not with criticism or shame, but with gentleness. I speak softly now, so that you can hear me through the years:

You are beautiful.
You are worthy.
You are loved—even when no one says it.
And I promise to keep showing up for you.

Forever yours,
Your future self
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