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    To my parents, for their love and support through every step of my journey.
And to my dear friend, who was taken too soon by an overdose. I miss you every day, but I know your smile is lighting up heaven. I hope you are proud of me for becoming a mental health advocate and raising awareness about suicide and drug overdose prevention.

      

    



  	
        
            
            The Lord is my light, my strength, and my Savior; whom shall I fear?" – Psalm 27:1

      

    


I dedicate this book to my parents, Wilmer and Joann Larsen, whom I miss dearly.

And to my friends who are smiling and looking down on me, your presence is felt every day.
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Introduction reflections from my heart
Whispers from the Heart is more than just a journal — it’s a daily conversation between my soul and the world. Over the next 100 days, I invite you to walk with me through life’s quiet moments, raw emotions, and whispered prayers. This book is my open heart, filled with reflections from sunrise to bedtime — honest, unfiltered, and full of purpose.
Every entry offers a piece of my journey — the struggles I’ve overcome, the mental health battles I’ve faced, and the calling I feel deep within my spirit to share God’s love. Whether I’m talking about my cats Bella and Ginger, sharing a mental health fact, telling a lighthearted joke, or offering a prayer and a Bible verse, each page is written with the hope that it brings comfort, joy, and healing to you.

This journal is not just about me — it’s about us. About knowing you’re not alone. About reminding you that your story matters. And about finding peace in the stillness where God whispers to the heart.

Welcome to Whispers from the Heart — may you feel seen, heard, and deeply loved.
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📅 July 14, 2025 10am reflections from my heart entry

This morning, I woke up a little after 8 AM, even though I had been up earlier around 2 AM and didn’t fall back asleep until close to 5. I spent that early morning time updating my first book, which is scheduled to be published on September 1, 2025. I added a final chapter—one that a friend who passed away from an overdose placed on my heart. It’s about how drugs are not the answer when you're battling depression, anxiety, and pain. It’s a message I hope will touch lives.

After that, I opened the door and let my girls—Bella and Ginger—out to roam freely. They’re both kittens from the same mama cat, and they love their freedom in the house. I made my usual iced coffee and a grilled cheese sandwich for breakfast. I even brewed an extra cup of coffee so I can keep refilling my iced coffee throughout the day. I’ll probably need another refill soon.

Lately, I’ve been dreaming about the day I’ll start earning extra income from my books. With only SSDI coming in, I still struggle to pay my electricity, phone, and Wi-Fi bills. After I buy groceries, cigarettes, and the small amount of weed I use to stay calm, there’s usually not much left. I usually get $160 worth of weed once a month, but it only lasts about five days. It helps me feel light—like I’m flying through the clouds—and gives me a break from the pressure I feel inside. For me, it’s safer than other drugs. Weed comes from the earth, and you can’t really overdose unless you smoke too much at once and “green out.” I’ve done that before—it made me sick to my stomach. I’ve learned my limits.

I refilled my iced coffee again, this time with some salted caramel syrup. It’s so refreshing. In the summer, I drink iced coffee; in the winter, it’s hot coffee. My medication makes me overheat easily, and with my portable AC in my room not working right—and my window unit in the living room working overtime—this summer heat has been rough. In the winter, I rely on four space heaters to keep my home warm.

While checking on my girls during a coffee refill, Bella followed me and is now sitting on the table beside my bed. Ginger is curled up in the hammock on the cat tree, already napping. A cozy sight. It brings me peace. They’ve been coming in and out of my room today, enjoying their freedom.

I’ve been journaling for about four months now. I used to write on notebook paper, but arthritis in my hand made that difficult. Typing has become much easier and less painful. That’s why I decided to start this public journal—one that will eventually become my third book. This one won’t be published in 2025 like the others. I’m taking my time with it.

Bella came into my life at the end of September 2024, shortly after I moved into my mobile home. She’ll be a year old next month. Then, eight months later on May 21, 2025, I brought Ginger home—from the same neighbor’s house. They’re biological sisters, and their bond is special. When Ginger first came home, Bella had just been spayed. It only took two days for them to bond—mostly because Ginger began suckling on Bella. I tried to stop it at first, but she kept doing it, and eventually, I just let it be. Over time, she’s mostly grown out of it.

Now, Ginger is three months old. She looks a lot like Bella but has a darker coat with orange and white mixed in. Bella is a tiger-striped gray with black stripes on her legs and tail. She was an adorable kitten and has become such a beautiful young cat. Since being spayed, she’s calmed down and passed her old toys to Ginger, who loves the mice and balls. She even plays fetch! I didn’t teach her—she figured it out on her own. My cousin said that’s rare for a cat, but Ginger is full of surprises.

I just stepped smoked a cigarette and posted a new update about this journal book on my fan page, Bella and Ginger, on Facebook. (Make sure you follow the updated one—I accidentally deleted the original.) I also shared a post on my main page, Angela Elizabeth Larsen, and posted a short text update on TikTok @BellaAndGinger. I recently took a break from posting on YouTube to focus on journaling and managing my fan pages. I’m currently at 5,984 TikTok followers—almost at 6K! I’ve been working hard to reach 10K ever since I had to restart after leaving a weird agency that felt like a bot farm.

I’ve been a content creator for over a year now. I used to use templates to create faith-based and mental health awareness reels, but now I’ve shifted to more natural posts. Since getting Ginger, I’ve leaned more into real-life reels. This morning I made a short 15-second clip of her sleeping with the caption: “POV: Am I cute or what?” It got over 500 views already. People love Bella and Ginger—they’re the stars of the show.

Since I’ve let them roam freely, I haven’t made as many reels, but I still post at night when they’re resting or playing together. At first, I kept them in the room with me because having them close made my mental health feel more manageable. But Ginger got stressed and stopped eating, so I had to open the door and let her explore. Bella adapted fine, but Ginger really needed the extra space. Bella’s new hiding spot is under the bathroom sink. Ginger still tries to shred toilet paper, so I keep it in the package now.

Saturday night, I got really worried. Ginger stopped eating, and my anxiety hit hard. I cried and prayed, asking God not to take her from me. I begged her to eat, afraid of the dangers of fatty liver disease in cats. Thankfully, on Sunday morning, she ate when I gave them treats. I had run out of regular treats and used dry cat food instead—they didn’t mind. In fact, I think they believe it's all the same.

I get paid in a few days and plan to buy them more treats. I also want to try a new catnip flavor and maybe even brew catnip tea using my single-serve coffee pot. I boil water on the stove and pour it over my coffee grounds like a pour-over brewer. I stopped using my Keurig and turned to this simpler method using a scoop from an old protein shake brand I liked—one I haven’t been able to afford lately.

When I moved into my mobile home on September 1, 2024, it didn’t come with appliances. I finally bought some six months later, and even though my sink still backs up and the roof leaks, I feel grateful. I told my landlady about the leaks, but even after her son sealed the roof, it didn’t solve the problem. I used to love hearing the rain on the roof—now the sealant blocks the sound.

A while back, I paid my neighbor to help fix my plumbing and living room ceiling. He repaired the pipes temporarily, but they’ve started backing up again. I paid him for parts to fix the ceiling, but he never did the work and completely let me down. That triggered my anxiety and reminded me of how fragile my peace can feel. I hadn’t had anxiety in three months—until that incident with my medication delivery last month.

For now, I keep journaling on my Easy Diary app. I’ve been typing my private journal entries for eight days now. Those entries are too personal to publish, which is why I started this separate journal for the public—this book. This entry will close here for today, but I want to leave you with this:

If you're reading this, and you’ve been walking through anxiety, depression, or pain—you’re not alone. I’ve been in your shoes. I battled depression for six years, and I share more of that story in my first book.

Monday, July 14, 2025 — Midafternoon reflections from my heart Entry

It’s 2:16 pm, and I just got up to refill my iced coffee. It’s very good and refreshing. When I came back to my bedroom, Ginger woke up and went out of the room.

I’m getting hungry, so I will be fixing myself some lunch soon. I’m not sure what I will eat yet — maybe I’ll make another sandwich.

My portable AC isn’t working right and keeps shutting off in my room, but don’t worry, I’m not that hot since I have three fans running in here. The living room is a lot hotter, with the window AC working overtime trying to cool my mobile home.

I like spring, summer, and fall, but I dislike winter because my house gets really cold. I have to use four space heaters — two for the living room and two for my room.

I can’t keep my girls in my room all the time, so I let them free roam during the day. I bring them into my room and close the door in the evenings around 6 or 7, whichever feels right. Having them close helps my mental health thrive, especially on days when anxiety feels like two steps forward and one step back.

I don’t have many triggers, but when I do, I have a PRN medication that helps me stay calm and grounded.

I also often have allergic reactions that make my nose itch really bad. I was thinking about ordering Benadryl, but since my PRN takes care of both anxiety and the itch, I don’t need to. I’m glad because that itchy nose drives me bonkers!

As I finish this entry, I pray that these words help you feel less alone. Over time, as you read this journal, I hope you feel like I’m a friend walking alongside you.

I’m working on writing entries morning, midafternoon, and evening — each with questions for you to fill out, a prayer for you to pray silently, and a special Bible verse. This is the end of my entry.
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📖 July 14, 2025 – Evening reflections from my heart Entry

It’s 5 p.m. and I just brought my girls into the room for the night, like I did last night. I gave them some dry cat food as a treat since I ran out of real treats a few weeks ago. They don’t seem to mind at all—Bella even sniffed the bed to see if Ginger left any behind before hopping down to explore. Ginger’s laying across my legs, cozy as ever.

It’s been a peaceful, quiet day here in the country near Petersburg, Virginia—just ten minutes from Prince George. I recently found a girl on Facebook who lives nearby in Prince George County. She’s blind and shares her love for Jesus. Her bold faith inspires me.

Today reached 91°F outside and 82°F inside my room. My portable AC shuts off randomly, so I’m relying on two box fans and a small fan to stay cool. When my books are published and start bringing in income, I want to invest in a better portable AC. I went for the cheapest one I could find, and I didn’t read the reviews. Lesson learned.

Typing all day has made my neck ache, so I took some Tylenol for relief. Between my osteoarthritis and hip pain, I can’t work anymore—not like I used to. I went back to Hardee’s last September to work for my old boss, but quickly realized my body couldn’t handle it. Still, I’m glad I made that dream come true, even if it was just for a short while.

Now, I stay home—retired at 42—and it turns out, being a homemaker and cat mom is exactly what I needed. This is the life I prayed for.

A hundred days from today, this journal will be published on October 22, 2025. I hope my journey brings you peace and maybe even a few smiles.

There was a time when I felt stuck in a dark tunnel with only a sliver of light at the end. That light felt so far away. But after starting treatment for depression in January 2024, I’ve found my way out. I believe you can too. Healing is possible, and this journal is here to remind you of that.



📖 July 14, 2025 – Good Night Bedtime reflections from my heart Entry (8:38 PM)

I’m winding down for the night, getting ready to take my meds and let them kick in so I can fall asleep soon. Dinner was warm and cozy—pasta with butter and parmesan, just the way I love it. Simple joys like that really bring comfort at the end of a long day.

Bella is chilling on my bed table, and Ginger’s back in her favorite Yee Yee box—these girls always know how to keep me company and make life feel full. I lost count, but I think I own about 17 Yee Yee shirts now (maybe more), along with four faith-based ones I hold close to my heart. I also wear my TLIMS hat—“The Lord Is My Strength.” But it reminds me of Psalm 23 too: “The Lord is my shepherd.”

Ginger just leapt onto my bed after poking around my meds in the Yee Yee box again. My meds come in those organized bubble packs now, sorted by date instead of bottles. I love how simple it is—but sometimes the pills get stuck behind the paper, and I have to press pretty hard to pop them out. I also take Lysine for my immune system. I used to take turmeric for joint pain, but I stopped so I could prioritize getting Lysine from Walmart instead.

I’ve been typing my book journal and my private EZ diary all day today, and now my neck really hurts. I’m almost certain I’ve got arthritis in my neck along with my hip and back. Some nights the pain is more noticeable, and tonight is one of them. But I’m thankful for the day.

The girls are all tucked in for the night, waiting for me to turn in too. They stay with me in the evenings and at night, then I let them roam free in the mornings. Bella’s found a new hideout under the bathroom sink cupboard. Ginger prefers hiding behind the couch. They love their small cat tree in the living room—but they really love their big 6-foot one (taller than me at 5'9"). Most mornings, I wake up before they do. Today I woke up around 2 am, went back to sleep at 5, and was greeted by Ginger meowing for me to open the door.

It’s been a peaceful, blessed day. My room is cooling down a little—it’s about 79° in here. My AC has a personality of its own and keeps shutting off, which can be frustrating when it’s hot outside. But still, I stay fairly comfortable, and I’m thankful for that.

Before I close this out, I want to say something from the heart. If you're struggling with mental health and using drugs to numb your pain, please—take those drugs to the police station or your local health department. Don’t let the devil lie to you. He tells you drugs will stop the pain, then convinces you to take more, until eventually—he tries to steal your life. That’s what happened to my best friend. He had a smile that could light up the world... but he died from a drug overdose. His death broke me.

I want you to know something real: he’s in heaven now, looking down on me. And every single book I write is in memory of my dear friend—the one I miss terribly, the one whose life mattered so much. I carry him with me in every word, every page, every prayer I write. If you were to die from an overdose, your family would go through the same heartbreak I did. They would sink into depression. They would battle anxiety. Their minds would feel foggy, and their hearts would ache constantly. It’s a deep pain that clouds everything.

Please—don’t let the enemy win. There is hope. There is healing. You are worth saving. You are not a burden. You are not too far gone. Jesus is calling your name.



🐑 The 9941 Yee Yee Parable (Luke 15:3–7)
Let me tell y’all a Yee Yee Nation twist on one of Jesus’ most loving parables:
There were 100 Yee Yee sheep grazing on a big ol’ pasture under a golden Texas sunset. The shepherd, full of love, noticed one had wandered off. Instead of counting the 99 and shrugging, he left them safely behind and went after that one lost sheep—through briars, mud, heat, and darkness.

When he found that one little lost Yee Yee sheep, he rejoiced, lifted it onto his shoulders, and said, “Come celebrate with me! I’ve found my lost sheep!”

That’s how Jesus sees you. He doesn’t give up. Even if you’re the 1 out of 100, He’s coming for you—loving, forgiving, rejoicing when you’re found.



📝 July 15, 2025 – Early Morning Journal Entry

It’s almost 5 a.m. and I’ve been up for a while now. Bella and Ginger are sitting on the table, quietly watching the world wake up. It’s 72 degrees outside and 68 inside my room—pretty comfortable, especially since today’s high is only supposed to reach 86. That’s a lot cooler than those lower 90s we’ve had, and I’m thankful, because it helps keep my home cooler.

Earlier this morning, Bella had the zoomies again! I caught it on video and posted it to my TikTok and fan page reels. It turned out adorable. And speaking of TikTok—I hit 6,000 followers! I’ve come so far building my platform over the past year. People absolutely love my girls, especially Ginger. Some of Ginger’s reels have over 800 views! 🐾

My Bella and Ginger Facebook fan page has 39 followers now. It's been slow growing, but I keep holding onto hope. I need to reach 100 to complete Level 2 in monetization—every bit of extra income helps right now. It’s definitely been a waiting game.

It’s been raining and thundering again. Last night, I fell asleep to the sound of thunder. That sound has always been so peaceful to me. I used to hear the rain tapping on my mobile home’s metal roof, but now I don’t really hear it. My landlady’s son sealed the roof to stop a leak. It helped a little, but the leak is still there—in the living room and the junk room. I keep towels on the living room floor and a storage bin in the junk room to catch the drips.

My mobile home is over 50 years old. A neighbor told me this trailer park has been around since the early ’70s. There are about 15 mobile homes in total, and three will be available soon. Rent is still affordable here at $700 a month. That’s a blessing in itself. I truly believe God placed me here, in this peaceful, quiet area. Loud music and crowded places are triggers for me—my mind goes bonkers trying to get away from the noise. Thankfully, it’s been much quieter lately.

The walls here are thin, and I can hear a lot from outside. The sun also heats the home quickly since it faces directly toward it. But I still find joy in the small things, like morning journaling with Bella and Ginger by my side.

Please remember—you are never alone. Jesus is always with you. He loves you so much that He wouldn’t let you go through anything He won’t help you through. Healing from depression and mental health struggles is possible—just take it one day at a time.



📖 July 15, 2025 – Morning Reflections from the Heart (9:44 a.m.)

I woke up before 9 a.m., smoked a cigarette in the house, and opened the door to let my girls free roam. They were so happy to get out of the room this morning—you could see the joy in their little paws. 🐾

I made my coffee and now I’m sipping on a refreshing iced coffee with chocolate syrup in it. A sweet little pick-me-up to start the day. I also just took my mental health meds—staying consistent with them is part of my healing journey.

Bella and Ginger have been zooming through the house, chasing each other down the hall into my room, then right back into the living room. I shook the treat container for treat time. Bella came running to the bed to collect her treats, but Ginger was too thrilled about her freedom—she went right back to lounging in the living room instead. Typical Ginger!

The AC ran all night, and this morning it’s 68 degrees in my room and 75 degrees outside. I ended up turning the AC off for now because I’ve got goosebumps, but I’ll switch it back on when it starts warming up again.

Today, I want to share one of my favorite Bible verses with you. I first discovered it on a faith-based Yee Yee shirt I wear proudly:

“No weapon forged against you shall prosper...”
— Isaiah 54:17 (ESV)
That verse brings me so much peace. It’s a reminder that even when things feel overwhelming—whether it’s mental health, finances, or life’s chaos—God is always fighting for me. If you’re reading this and feel like everything is coming at you all at once, hold on to this promise: The weapon may form, but it will not prosper.



📖 Reflections from My Heart – July 15, 2025 – 12 PM Afternoon Entry

I just gave Bella and Ginger their treats. Bella, of course, is always meowing for them like I’ve never fed her in her life. Tomorrow is payday, so I’ll be able to stock up again. I plan to try catnip treats and even get catnip for Ginger to try. Bella’s picky and may turn her nose up at the catnip ones, but Ginger will probably go wild for them.

Lately, I’ve had to keep my toilet paper inside the package because I have a little toilet paper monster—yes, Ginger! She tried to shred it even while it was still in the package, but she failed this time. Victory for Mom! My plan to keep her from becoming a TP tornado worked!

Bella is turning 1 next month, and at the end of September, it’ll be one whole year since I got her. Ginger joined us on May 21 when she was just six weeks old. She’s now three months old and obsessed with playing fetch. This morning at 6 a.m., just as I was about to go back to sleep, Ginger decided it was fetch o’clock. I even posted a reel on TikTok of her trying to play—it's already gotten over 900 views!

For breakfast, I had buttered toast, lightly toasted in my toaster oven—just the way I like it. The girls smelled it from a mile away and came running into my room. I gave them each a tiny bite, of course.

I’m not hungry for lunch yet since breakfast was at 10 a.m., but I might make a grilled cheese later. I’ve been typing my private journal all morning on my EZ Diary app—it’s truly an amazing tool. My laptop, which I got last year, is my pride and joy. It’s the best investment I’ve ever made.

I’ve been journaling for four months. I started with pencil and notebook paper, but my hand started hurting too much. About a week ago, I began typing instead. Journaling has truly changed my life—it clears my mind, helps me process every thought, and keeps anxiety from knocking on my door.

When I lived at the crisis home after my hospital stay for depression, journaling and listening to the radio were my main coping tools. I didn’t have access to my phone, but that disconnection helped me begin healing.

Later, in the adult transitional home, I continued using music to cope—especially After Midnite with Granger Smith. His voice soothed my soul. I’ve been a proud part of Yee Yee Nation for years and have 18 shirts, including 4 faith-based ones I wear with joy.

If you’re struggling and love country music, I encourage you to listen to After Midnite. Granger’s story, especially in his book Like a River, is one of redemption and healing. It helped me through grief after losing my aunt. His prayer over me helped heal the heartbreak from losing my parents and my best friend to a drug overdose.

I hope these reflections bring you peace and strength, just as writing them brings me peace. May these words help you feel less alone in your struggles.



Reflections from My Heart
7/15/2025 – 2:47 PM
I’ve decided to write my entries throughout the day: early morning at 5am, morning at 8am (after going back to sleep from being woken by God around 4 or 5am), noon at 12pm, midafternoon between 2pm and 3pm, evening at 5pm when I bring the girls into the room for the night, and bedtime around 8 or 9pm—or whenever I feel tired. This rhythm brings peace to my soul and a deeper connection to my healing.

Each entry I write is like another step away from the grip that mental health, PTSD, and anxiety disorder once had on my life. I no longer want those things to define me. I want to feel free from the burdens they created—free to live in peace, hope, and joy again.

I used to get anxiety just from walking into my old job at Hardee’s on Nine Mile in Highland Springs. From the minute I stepped through the door, the mistreatment, the lack of appreciation, and the racism chipped away at my spirit. I was grieving the loss of my aunt and still trying to show up, but management didn’t care. I was a hard worker, always on time, never calling out, but they only seemed to value the ones who slacked off. The discrimination I experienced was real, and at the time, I didn’t even know I was being triggered due to undiagnosed mental health challenges.

Back then, I lived with an older man who would take me to work because it was five miles away, but eventually, I tried walking to work myself. That only made the anxiety worse. I didn’t know my triggers then like I do now.

Now, I have tools. I have a mental health guidebook from my skill builder, and I track my medication and complete weekly mental health checklists. I’m in a wonderful program called Soaring from Change. They’ve helped me heal and grow stronger, and soon—next month—I’ll be officially discharged because I no longer need a skill builder. That’s something I’ve waited three months to celebrate!

If you’re reading this and struggling, please look into mental health support programs in your area. You might find a skill builder who can walk with you in your healing journey. Mine has been a blessing—someone who understands me and also lives with anxiety. She even helped me find a good psychiatrist, and now I can do my appointments through video, which means I don’t have to leave my safe place—my home with Bella and Ginger.

Social anxiety still makes it hard for me to leave my house, but home is where I find comfort and strength. And many years ago, when I was in the thick of mental battles, I heard God call my name. I didn’t know what He wanted back then. My heart was heavy, and my mind was cloudy. But once I got treatment and began journaling, I felt a dream stir in me. I wanted to write books. My mind doubted, but my heart believed. And here I am—God's messenger—writing not one, not two, but three books.

My name is Angela, but I like to be called Angie. My parents named me Angela because they believed I would be a messenger of God. I nearly died in the womb, but God saved me. He had a purpose for me all along. That purpose was to share His love through my story and my writing.

There were many nights I cried out:
"Jesus, save me. I'm suffering. Please help me feel better."
And He did.
And dear reader—He can save you too.

📖 Reflections from My Heart – Evening Entry
7/15/25 – 5:21 PM
I just brought the girls into my room for the evening and gave them their cat food treats. Now they are napping together on my bed table. The house is quiet and peaceful. So far, it’s been a really good Tuesday, and I will be glad when this day is over, as in the morning I will be getting paid by SSDI.

Today hasn’t been hot in my room, and I’ve been cuddled up in my blanket feeling cozy and comfortable—except for my neck that has been hurting lately when I type my journal on my laptop. I have to heat up my rice sock to relieve my neck pain from really bad arthritis in my neck, from riding a bike to work for a very long time.

I'm starting to get tired and starting to yawn. I’ll be taking my meds early and probably going to bed around 8:30 PM tonight. It was supposed to rain and thunderstorm this evening, but the storm passed over and didn’t happen. Thunderstorms calm me and relax me. It was storming for a few hours when I went to bed last night, and I fell asleep to the sound of the peaceful thunder and lightning lighting up the night sky like fireworks.

Ginger laid down with me last night while I fell asleep. She is scared of thunder and wanted to be close to me for comfort.

My portable AC has been working correctly and not shutting off like it’s got a mind of its own. This morning, I had goosebumps and had to turn my AC off until it got warmer outside.

This is the ending of Reflections of My Heart – Evening Entry. I hope and pray that you find comfort by reading my entries and following my life as I take many steps away from mental health struggles during this 100-day journal book journey. I find comfort in writing my book, and I always feel good about myself after writing each entry.

🌙 Nighttime Good Night Reflections from the Heart
7/15/25 – 7:37 PM
I’m typing my entry early as I’m tired and ready to close out my daily journal, take my meds, and go to bed early. I got tired really early this evening and started yawning, but I have since stopped yawning. My neck is starting to hurt again. Earlier I had to heat up my rice sock again to relieve my neck pain. Tomorrow when I get paid, I’m ordering a neck support brace for my painful neck. Hopefully, the neck support brace will help my neck be less painful, and I’m ordering a washable neck heating pad that is microwaveable.

The girls are relaxing this evening. Ginger is sleeping on my leg, and Bella is laying in my Yee Yee box on top of my meds. I’m going to have a hard time getting to my meds with her laying there! I keep all my Yee Yee boxes because I believe it’s a Yee Yee sin to throw them away. A year ago when I was at the ATH, I got a big Yee Yee order, and my Yee Yee box was damaged, so I was not able to keep it and had to commit a Yee Yee sin of throwing my precious Yee Yee box away. It was the post office’s fault for not being careful with my Yee Yee package. I felt really bad having to throw that box away.

I’ve always dreamed of Yee Yee boxes piled up at my door. I have so many Yee Yee items now: 18 shirts, 2 tumblers similar to a Stanley, a “Don’t Tread on Me” flag hanging on my back door, a “Don’t Tread on Me” coffee cup, a coffee tumbler, and 3 Yee Yee hats. The hat I just got is a TLIMS hat (The Lord Is My Strength). When I start making money from my books, TikTok, and Facebook, I want to buy everything in the Yee Yee store, including all the hats. I want to get hat hooks and hang all my future Yee Yee hats in my hallway on the wall. I want all the flags! I wish I could put a flagpole on my mobile home so I can fly a Yee Yee flag outside my door.

Yee Yee means live your life to the fullest. The lifestyle of Yee Yee Nation makes me live a peaceful and happier life. My motto is: If someone makes you angry, don’t use violence with words or actions—just walk away and raise your hands in the air and shout out Yee Yee to the top of your lungs.

I’m closing out this Tuesday now. I pray you have a wonderful night and sleep well with happy dreams.



🌙 7/15/2025 – 11:16 PM
Insomnia Night – Reflections from the Heart
Tonight, I’m unable to sleep even though I already took my night meds. I take Cymbalta and Gabapentin in the morning, and at night I take Gabapentin, Risperidone, and ½ a Trazodone, which is supposed to help me sleep—especially since Cymbalta causes insomnia.

Every once in a while, even with the meds, I still have nights like this where insomnia keeps me awake until my body finally gives out from exhaustion. One possible reason why my insomnia is triggered tonight is probably my neck pain. I’ve been dealing with really bad arthritis in my neck, and not having proper neck support flares the pain up until it becomes unbearable. I’ve already had to heat my rice sock more than once tonight just to get some relief.

I plan to lay down soon and see if I can fall asleep. I felt like writing this entry since I can’t sleep.

My girls are on late-night patrol duty, roaming the room and watching over me. Sometimes they get the zoomies this time of night. Bella is picky—she hates being held and doesn’t like cuddling anymore like she used to when she was younger. Ginger likes to lay on my lap or legs when she chooses to but doesn’t enjoy being picked up either.

Ginger is a rare gem. She plays fetch with her mousy! I never trained her—she did it on her own. The first time, she brought her mousy over and dropped it in my lap. I threw it across the room, and she chased it, picked it up in her mouth, and brought it right back to me. Ever since then, we’ve played fetch together.

I’ve always loved cats more than dogs. Around here, cats are free to have, but dogs cost $50 per dog. With arthritis in my hip, back, and neck, I just can’t handle the care dogs need—especially without a fenced-in yard. I don’t believe in chaining or caging a dog either. They deserve space and freedom to run out their energy.

Years ago, I had a pit bull named Ace. He respected me because I loved him, walked him, and treated him right. But my children’s father treated Ace terribly—kicking him for no reason—and that made Ace aggressive toward my daughter. It broke my heart, but I had to give him away for her safety. Losing Ace still hurts. I loved him deeply, and I wish things had been different.

I’m going to end this entry now and try to get some sleep. My neck still hurts a little, so I’m going to take some Tylenol and hope it helps. Meanwhile, Ginger wants to play fetch with her mousy and isn’t letting me rest just yet. These girls definitely keep me going. 🐾



🌅 7/16/2025 – 6:29 AM
Early Morning Reflections from the Heart early morning entry
God woke me up shortly before 6 a.m. this morning. As usual, I opened the door to let Bella and Ginger out of the room. They were more than ready for their daily free-roam adventures.

I made my coffee and then fixed myself a refreshing glass of iced coffee along with some warm butter toast in my toaster oven for breakfast.

Today is payday, so I’ll be taking an Uber to Wawa to use the ATM and get my rent money out. I haven’t driven in many years, and now I can’t afford to own a car. That’s okay—God has me where He wants me, and I make do with what I have.

The high for today is supposed to be 88 degrees, so I’ll try to get everything done early. After I get my rent money, I have to order my cigarette supplies. I invested in a cigarette machine—it’s much cheaper to make my own than buy store-bought packs. Then I have to place my usual Walmart order and also buy some weed from my friend. Normally I get $160 worth, which lasts me five days, but this month I can only afford $60 worth.

This morning I already posted a “Good Morning” update on Bella and Ginger’s fan page. Right now, I have 39 followers on the new page. If you’re a cat lover, I’d love to invite you to follow it! Just make sure you join the updated page. I accidentally removed the old one from my Facebook account, but I realized that Jesus probably had me do that on purpose—He wanted me to start fresh, this time under the “Animals and Pets” category.

Every day, I post fun updates in Bella and Ginger's voice, along with morning and bedtime posts. I'm also working toward 10K followers on TikTok. Right now, I have a little over 6K followers, and I’ve been putting in the effort by joining grow lives, following people randomly, and then going back through my list a week later to remove anyone who didn’t follow back. It's time-consuming, but I’m committed.

Before I close out this morning’s reflections, I just want to remind you:
You are never alone. Jesus is always by your side. 💛



🕙 7/16/2025 – 10:30 AM
Reflections from My Heart morning entry
I woke up at 9 this morning and had to call my bank to get my debit card unlocked. While I was on the phone, I also opened a savings account so I can keep my rent money separate and safe until I’m ready to take an Uber trip to Wawa to withdraw it.

I already got a lot done today! I placed my Walmart order, ordered my cigarette supplies, and got my weed order in. I also ordered this month’s Freedom Club Yee Yee shirt—I can't wait until next month’s shirt comes out!

I finally ordered my girls their cat treats, too. They're going to be so happy when those get delivered. I’m trying something new: catnip-flavored cat treats. But just in case Miss Picky Bella turns her nose up at them, I ordered regular-flavored treats too. I also got them some catnip, and I know Ginger will go wild over it.

I treated myself, too—I ordered a new queen-size fleece blanket! I’m going to put my old blanket on the seat of the couch to dress it up a little and make it look cozier.

My Walmart order will be arriving this afternoon, and my neck brace and microwaveable neck heating pad should arrive tomorrow. For now, I’m using my neck support pillow, and it’s actually doing a great job keeping my neck pain under control. Thank You, Jesus, for little things that help big pain. 🙌

I also wrote a post on my Facebook fan page about my two upcoming books releasing September 1st and October 1st, 2025. I boosted the post for just $1 a day for a week. I’m praying more people see it, comment, like, share, and God willing—follow my page so I can reach my first goal of 100 followers and move on to Level 2 monetization.

I’m closing out this reflections entry with a reminder from my heart to yours:
You are never alone. Jesus is always by your side. He sees your struggles and your pain. He’s waiting for you to come to Him with a prayer—even a short one like this:



🙏 Short Prayer:

Dear Jesus,
I’m suffering. Please take away my pain. Please clear my mind of the fogginess that depression and anxiety puts on my mind. Please clear my heart of anxiety and worry. Help me be free of mental health struggles.
Amen.



🕧 7/16/2025 – 12:30 PM
Reflections from My Heart — Noon Entry
I just had lunch — grilled cheese! I don’t use butter anymore because I saw a Facebook reel about using mayo instead of butter. It makes the bread a beautiful golden brown and tastes even better than butter. Honestly, once you try mayo on your grilled cheese, you won’t want to go back. You can’t even taste the mayo!

Of course, my girls followed my grilled cheese back to my room and jumped on the bed, meowing for a few bites. Now they’re back to free-roaming the house. They were so happy to get out of the room early this morning that they ran down the hall like little joyful furballs.

Right now, I’m sitting on my bed, cuddled up in my blanket even though it’s 85 degrees outside and 75 degrees in my room. I ordered some pet-safe ant and roach killer because when I moved in, ants and roaches were already living here. One day soon, I’m going to clean out my kitchen cupboards and spray for roaches. I have a huge problem with ants—even in my room! I hate ants! I even spotted ants near the electrical socket in my room, so it’s definitely time to spray the house.

It’s been a busy morning, but I’m back on track and having a good day. I’m waiting for my Walmart order, which should arrive between 1 and 3 PM. I had to stock up on milk and bread and got some non-food treats for myself, plus some things I needed.

I’m closing out this reflections from my heart entry with a hope that my journal book brings light to the dark tunnel you may feel like you’re in, and helps you find your way out of it.



🕑 7/16/2025 – 2:00 PM
Midafternoon Reflections from My Heart
I’ve got a little update for today: my Walmart order arrived!

The girls got their new catnip treats, and oh my goodness—they absolutely loved them! Bella especially enjoyed the loose catnip. She rolled in it, nibbled it, and looked like she was in her own little kitty wonderland. Ginger didn’t seem too interested in the loose catnip itself, but she was all about the treats.

Now my bed is sprinkled in catnip like confetti from a kitty party. Ginger is currently sitting on my box, sniffing at the treat container and trying to get the lid off—she’s probably hoping for a refill! 😄 These treats are definitely a hit, and it’s a joy to see them so happy.

I also got myself a new blanket for my bed. It’s soft and cozy. I’m putting my old blanket on the couch for some extra comfort there, too.

As for groceries, I stocked up on two gallons of milk—one went into the freezer—and six loaves of bread. I eat toast for breakfast most mornings and make lots of sandwiches, so I need it to last. This time I got Wonder Bread since it has more slices per loaf and lasts longer.

Now I’m waiting for my pet-safe, plant-based ant spray to arrive. The ants have really been invading lately, and I can’t wait to get that under control without harming Bella or Ginger.

Right now, the girls are zooming all over the house like two furry bullets after their catnip snacks. It’s such a funny sight to see. I’m sure they’ll crash soon and nap together like the sweet sisters they are.

I’m closing out my reflections with a prayer in my heart that my journal book brings you joy, peace, and light in the darkness. I hope it reminds you that you’re never alone.



🙏 Prayer: A Cry for Rescue from Depression & Anxiety

Dear Heavenly Father,
Please hear the heart of the one reading this right now. If they are caught in the storms of depression and weighed down by anxiety, I ask You to step in with peace. Calm their thoughts, soothe their soul, and rescue them from the dark cloud that feels like it won’t lift. Bring light to their heart and hope to their mind. Let them know they are not alone, and that You are their strength and salvation. In Jesus’ name, Amen.



7/16/2025 – 5:00pm
Reflections from My Heart: Evening Entry
I just bribed the girls with cat treats to come into the room for the evening and bedtime. I shook the container and said, “Come on girls!” and like clockwork, they came running down the hall. I gave them each some of their new treats and gave Bella some loose catnip—she flopped down right on my bed table and entered catnip dreamland. Ginger ended up in the laundry basket looking as cute as can be, probably plotting her next treat mission.

It’s been a truly wonderful day. I got all my important stuff ordered this morning—groceries, my cig supplies, and even a new blanket. I received my cat-safe ant spray this afternoon and got busy spraying the table legs and the wall around the power socket. I even sprayed some on a paper towel to kill the ants crawling on the wall. Unfortunately, I still see a few ants on my bed table even after spraying. I use a plastic chest of drawers as my table, and the ants seem to think it’s their playground. But they’ve been warned—mama’s got spray now.

The girls are relaxing now. It's funny thinking back to when I first got Ginger and she was pooping on the floor. It didn’t take long before Bella taught her how to use the litter box. She watched her big sister and learned, just like that. I'm so glad I didn’t have to keep cleaning up messes. Bella really is a good teacher.

Earlier today, I treated both girls for fleas. Even though they’re indoor-only, I know fleas can hitch a ride when I go check the mail or take trash out. I want to keep my babies protected.

I’ve been sipping on my iced coffee with my favorite creamer—caramel macchiato. It’s like a little sip of heaven. I’m glad my cigarette supplies have been shipped and should be here in a few days. I’m almost out, so I’ll be using my glass pipe with a filter until then. This time I ordered 6 boxes so I’ll stay stocked up for a while.

I’m also really grateful that my neck hasn’t hurt today. I’ve been using my neck support pillow, and it’s helping until my brace and microwaveable heating pad get here tomorrow. Thank the Lord for that!

I’m especially happy I got batteries for my Logi mouse. It’s back in action, and I’ve been able to copy and paste without any more struggles. That Bluetooth mouse gave me so many problems. Now I’ve got extra batteries to last a while too. Little wins like that make the day better.

The girls are napping now. Bella is still in her catnip zone, and Ginger’s probably dreaming about more treats. I’m going to close out this evening entry with gratitude in my heart for a peaceful, productive day.



🕊️ Reflections from the Heart
July 16, 2025 – 8:00 PM
It’s been a long Wednesday and I’m starting to get tired. I’ll be taking my meds soon. I overheated after eating dinner in the living room, so I had to take a cool bath to bring my body temperature down. My mental health meds make me overheat sometimes, especially in the summer, and it gets really hot in my house.

The living room feels much hotter than my bedroom. Thankfully, my bedroom has two box fans, a small fan, and a portable AC, so I’m feeling cooler now. It’s so important to be careful with meds in this kind of heat—overheating can sneak up on you. I don’t overheat often unless I eat on the couch in the living room.

After the bath, the temp in my room started to drop, and I feel so much better now. My girls are still napping. Bella is curled up peacefully on the bed, and Ginger is sleeping in the clean clothes basket—she always chooses the clean one and never the dirty clothes! They nap from the afternoon into the evening and usually wake up when the house cools down at night.

Tonight I’ll be sleeping with my new queen-size blanket—it’s soft and cozy. My old fleece blanket was a twin size, so this one feels like such a luxury. My neck isn’t hurting tonight, which is a blessing, especially after how bad it hurt last night. That pain triggered insomnia and kept me up past midnight. But tonight, I’m feeling tired in a peaceful way and looking forward to sleep. I’m closing out this journal entry with hope and gratitude.



––––––––
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🌙 Reflections from the Heart
July 17, 2025 – 12:13 AM – Midnight Reflections
I woke up just before midnight with heartburn and ended up getting sick to my stomach. As I was trying to settle down, I received a message on my Meta business account—it turned out to be a scam. Thankfully, I felt prompted to take a screenshot and ask ChatGPT about it. That small decision saved me from being scammed. I went ahead and changed my Facebook and Instagram passwords and added two-factor authentication to both. I’m so grateful God stopped me and led me to trust that gut feeling.

Once things calmed down, I poured myself a glass of milk and added some caramel macchiato creamer—it tasted heavenly. I might just go pour another glass! Bella got curious and tried to sneak a taste, but I gently told her no—it’s way too sweet for her little body.

After that, it was midnight snack time for the girls. I let Bella pick between regular treats and catnip treats. She went straight for the catnip, of course. Now they’re both snoozing peacefully—Bella is curled up on the table, and Ginger is looking absolutely precious, curled into a ball on my bed. She looks cute as a button.

For my girls, catnip isn’t wild—it’s soothing. It helps them wind down and rest instead of sending them into zoomie mode. I love watching them relax; it brings calm to my heart too.

I’m going to wrap up this entry and head over to my EZ Diary app to continue my private journaling. If you’re going through mental health struggles, I want to say this: writing a journal can help ease anxiety and bring clarity to a racing mind. And if you're at your breaking point, please talk to your doctor. There’s no shame in asking for help. The right medications and support can guide you toward healing. Journaling and daily medication help me step further and further away from the storm of mental illness and into peace. One step at a time.



🕊️ Reflections from My Heart – 7/17/25 Morning Entry
“This is the day the Lord has made; we will rejoice and be glad in it.” – Psalm 118:24
I just woke up a little while ago. I slept really good last night. The A/C made it a bit too chilly, so I cut it off before bed. My new blanket is very thin, but it was cheaper than the others I saw at Walmart, and it did the job.

I just poured myself some iced coffee and gave my girls their treats. I let Bella pick hers—she chose the catnip ones. I’ve decided to keep the girls in the room with me instead of letting them free-roam the house. I like it better with them close.

At first, Ginger was meowing at the door, but she’s since calmed down and is now in my clothes basket giving herself a bath. Bella just jumped up on the window to watch the world. She wanted more treats, so I gave her the regular ones too.

The girls love looking out the window, so I can’t keep curtains up—Bella used to climb them as a baby and brought them down more than once. She taught me that when “meow” is part of “homeowner,” it really means the cats run the house.

Tomorrow I’m looking forward to my monthly delivery from my friend. The weed helps me feel free—mentally and emotionally. It’s something I use responsibly, and it gives me a sense of peace that other things haven’t.

As the sun rises, and the girls settle down from their catnip high, I’m grateful for this quiet moment.



🌞 Reflections from My Heart – Noon Entry
🗓️ July 17, 2025 – 12:15 PM
“And my God will meet all your needs according to the riches of His glory in Christ Jesus.” – Philippians 4:19
I just woke up from a peaceful morning nap with my girls, who are both still snoozing beside me. Bella is curled up on her favorite spot on the table, while Ginger is fast asleep in the cozy laundry basket she’s claimed as her own.

Earlier, my neighbor began mowing the lawn, but I think he picked the hottest part of the morning to start and had to stop. He’s been helping me all summer, and I feel truly blessed. I’m unable to mow due to two things: not owning a lawn mower and living with chronic pain in my back and hip. These health challenges limit what I can do—even basic chores—so I’ve learned to take life one step at a time.

My cigarette supplies aren’t expected until Monday, but I’m praying they come early on Saturday like they did last month. I’m nearly out of tubes and have started smoking my loose tobacco in my pipe. I put a clean cigarette filter in the pipe to keep the tobacco from being too harsh.

On a more exciting note, my boosted posts are beginning to take off! The Bella and Ginger voiceover post about my two upcoming books—with the link to my author page—is gaining the most traction. It’s getting more views and likes than the post where I used my own voice. That makes me so happy! I even gained a new follower, bringing me up to 40 followers now. 🙌

My Bella and Ginger fan page is slowly growing on Facebook. Every day, I pray for it to reach more people. I’ve got my post boosted at $1 a day for a week, and I can’t wait to watch those views keep climbing. My dream is for the page to go viral and grow to one million followers.

Since I can’t work anymore and SSDI alone isn’t enough, I really need the income from my books and social media to become something steady. I know God placed this creative passion in me for a reason—and I believe He will open the doors when the time is right.



📓 Reflections from My Heart

July 17, 2025 – 2:30 PM | Midafternoon Entry

I just finished lunch and shared a fun Facebook post where I pretended to order from a “Cat Café.” It started with: "Welcome to the Cat Café. May I take your order?"—just for laughs. Moments like that help bring light to my day and to others too.

I often use ChatGPT to help with grammar and hashtags for my posts and my books. Growing up, I never learned proper grammar in school. I was placed in special education classes and was always taught at a third-grade level, even though I needed a much more advanced curriculum. I was smarter than most students in my class, but my teachers didn’t see that potential or nurture it. The only math teacher who truly challenged me was in my 9th grade year. I still struggle with multiplication and subtraction because the rest of my teachers didn’t care enough to teach us at our grade level.

Despite the struggles, I had a few good experiences. In 11th and 12th grade, I took government and biology but failed my exams. Thankfully, I had a teacher aide who genuinely cared. She helped me get through those exams and always talked to me about cats—we were both cat people.

I’ve had many special cats throughout my life. When I was younger, I had a cat named Kitty who lived to be 19 years old and passed away on St. Patrick’s Day. Later, while living with a roommate, I had two other cats. Losing Daisy suddenly was heartbreaking. Then in January 2024, I had a mental health breakdown and had to call 911. After that, my roommate kicked me out, and I was sent to live in a crisis home. While I was there, she gave away my emotional support cat, Delilah, without telling me. I never even got to say goodbye.

Delilah was my heart. She always sat in my lap, let me hold her, and cuddled close. She helped ease my anxiety and brought me comfort like no one else could. I never had the chance to register her as an ESA because I didn’t have a psychiatrist back then. Losing her hurt deeply.

I named Delilah after my mom’s favorite radio host. Back when Mom was in the nursing home, she loved listening to Delilah on the radio. When my mom passed on December 21, 2011, our church contacted the station. Delilah announced my mother’s name on-air and sent us an autographed photo that arrived the day after Mom died. Sadly, she never got to hear the announcement—she had passed in her sleep. We never found out exactly when or how she died, and I never got the closure I needed.

The pain of losing my mom was made worse by my ex, who simply handed me the phone and said, “I’m sorry,” before walking away. No support, no comfort. I was devastated and in shock. I called my job to let them know I couldn't come in, and my amazing boss gave me the time I needed to grieve and attend the funeral.

Today, I no longer suffer from grief. God brought me closure in a beautiful and unexpected way. I had the chance to meet Granger Smith, and during that rare moment, I asked him for a powerful prayer. That prayer filled me with the Holy Spirit. It was like the slideshow of my dad on his deathbed stopped in my mind. The pain in my heart lifted. I was given ten brief moments where I could see my mom, my dad, and my best friend who passed from an overdose seven years ago.

If you're grieving today, I recommend you read Granger Smith’s book Like A River. It helped me find peace—and I pray it can help you too.



🙏 Prayer for the Grieving Heart

Heavenly Father,
I lift up every heart that is weighed down by grief. Wrap them in Your peace that surpasses all understanding. For every tear, bring comfort. For every memory that hurts, bring healing. Restore the broken places with Your love and surround each soul with the light of Your hope. Thank You for never leaving us, even when the pain feels unbearable. May those who are grieving feel Your gentle presence today.
Amen.



📝 7/17/2025 | 5PM Reflections from My Heart – Evening Entry

The girls are still napping peacefully. Bella is stretched out right beside me on my bed, while Ginger found her cozy spot in the closet and is sound asleep on the floor. My Walmart order came today—my new neck brace and neck heating pad. I discovered that the heating pad is actually heavy enough to double as neck support, and it’s much more comfortable to use in my warm room without heating it up. So for now, I’ll be using the heating pad for support and saving the neck brace for colder months or when I really need it. I’m thankful to have both options.

Today, I saved my new journal book draft on KDP! I’ll be officially submitting it in 97 days—on October 22, 2025. I’m already counting down the days until September and October when my first two books will be published. Every day, I pray that my book sales will grow in the Lord’s perfect timing.

I had also ordered a Freedom Club shirt from Yee Yee Apparel, but it ended up getting canceled. I believe that was God’s way of telling me that now isn’t the right time for a subscription like that. I’ll wait until my book income is more stable before trying again.

In the meantime, I’ve been sharing about my books on TikTok and Facebook. I’ve added my author link in my TikTok bio, my main Facebook page, and my fan page. I really need the income from my books, and I continue praying that God will place them in the hands of people who truly need them for their mental health journey.

As part of this 100-day journey tied to my journal book, I’m also praying over my upcoming third book—this very one you’re reading. I’ve saved it in my KDP account and I’m publishing my journal books as a series, each with its own subtitle. I pray that this book helps you feel less alone and brings peace to the pain that lives inside your heart.

I know how it feels to suffer with mental health pain—depression, PTSD, and anxiety disorder. I no longer carry that pain. I’ve been blessed with a wonderful psychiatrist who genuinely cares. After working with two different psychiatrists in the past, I now have the right match—one who sees me over video appointments, which I truly appreciate since I prefer to stay home.

Therapy was also a big part of my healing. I had six months of therapy and graduated at the end of 2024 feeling lighter, freer, and more joyful. I had an amazing therapist, and our weekly video calls helped me release so many emotional burdens. She would be proud of how far I’ve come and the steps I’m still taking to grow in my mental health.

Thank you for reading today’s entry. I’m closing this chapter of reflection with gratitude in my heart.



🌙 7/17/25 – 8PM Reflections from the Heart: Nighttime Entry

I’m not quite ready for bed yet. I had a nap this morning, so I’m feeling wide awake. Tonight, I just want to thank God for placing me exactly where I need to be. I'm especially grateful for my thoughtful neighbor—he doesn’t just mow his own grass, he kindly mows mine too. When I walked out to check the mail, I noticed he missed a small patch in front of my trailer and some on the side, but that doesn’t bother me one bit. The whole yard has been cut again, and that alone fills me with gratitude.

He even has a cat named Minion. She used to sit in the window and meow back when I greeted her—a sweet little ritual between us. But he recently blocked the window with objects, so now she can’t sit there. What he may not realize is that homeowner really means hoMEOWner—because when you bring a cat home, it becomes their kingdom. That’s why I let Bella lay on my bed table like she’s the queen of the castle. It’s her favorite spot, and Ginger has claimed the laundry basket as her royal throne.

Speaking of laundry, I’m doing some tomorrow. I keep a system in my closet with two baskets—one for dirty and one for clean—because putting clothes away is painful with my back. My pain has only gotten worse over the past year. I tried returning to work at Hardee’s last September, hoping to work again for the manager who first hired me 18 years ago. She treated me
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	Medications and med logs

	Anxiety disorder info

	Mental health recovery tools

	Awareness material and checklists
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	Have you ever faced an unexpected challenge at home? How did you handle it?


	What’s your favorite way to find calm and focus when life feels stressful?


	Do you have any pets who keep you on your toes or cause funny mishaps? Share your stories!


	How do you protect your creative work or important documents from accidental loss?


	What small blessings have helped you feel peaceful today?
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	What is something simple that comforts you during hard times?


	If you had to live off one type of food for a month, what would you choose and why?


	When was the last time you felt peace in the midst of a storm?
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	A full year in my mobile home 🏡

	A year with Bella 🐾

	My book 📖

	And... 25 years since my friend passed away from heat stroke 💔
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	Facebook: Angie Larsen, Bella and Ginger fan page
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