

    
        
          DON'T TAKE IT PERSONAL

        

        
        
          NADIA BROWN

        

        
          Published by Lomi, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      DON'T TAKE IT PERSONAL

    

    
      First edition. June 30, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 NADIA BROWN.

    

    
    
      Written by NADIA BROWN.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

DON'T TAKE IT PERSONAL

Chapter 1: Dealing With Grief

Chapter 2: Trust Your Gut

Chapter 3: Acceptance Ends the Lesson

Chapter 4: Protect Your Peace

Chapter 5: Love Without Attachment

Chapter 6: God, Intuition & Surrender

Chapter 7: The Human Experience

A Prayer of Gratitude

A Letter to My Younger Self


This book is for every version of me that had to exist so I could become the woman writing these words.

For little Nadia,

Who loved deeply, dreamed boldly, and believed there was beauty in people even when life tried to convince her otherwise. Thank you for never giving up on us.

For my daughter, Azhanì,

Who reminds me every day that love is still the greatest thing we can give. May you always trust your voice, protect your peace, and know that your worth has never been determined by how others choose to see you.

For my mother, Barbara,

Thank you for the lessons you never knew you were teaching and the ones you didn’t realize would shape me.

For my grandmother, Alice Mae (Thelma),

Your strength lives in me. I pray I continue to honor the foundation you helped build. Thank you for the love that carried me, even when I didn’t recognize it.

For my angels, Daisy Porter and Eunice Johnson,

Though time separates our stories, I carry your resilience with me.

And for anyone who has ever taken rejection personally, questioned their worth because of someone else’s behavior, or forgotten the sound of their own inner voice...

I hope these pages help you find your way back home.

Dear Reader,

Thank you for being here.

The fact that you're holding this book tells me that, at some point in your life, you've probably questioned yourself because of someone else's words, actions, or inability to see you the way you deserved to be seen.

I know that feeling because I've lived it.

For a long time, I took everything personally. Rejection. Disappointment. Misunderstandings. Relationships that didn't work out. Doors that closed. People who projected their pain onto me. I carried things that were never mine to carry.

Over time, life taught me something that changed the way I moved through the world.

Not everything is about you.

Sometimes people act from their own fears, wounds, or limitations. Sometimes life redirects you for reasons you can't yet understand. Sometimes the hardest seasons aren't punishments; they're invitations to grow.

This book isn't about pretending life doesn't hurt. It isn't about ignoring your emotions or convincing yourself that everything happens for a reason.

It's about learning to feel deeply without letting every experience define your worth.

It's about trusting your intuition, protecting your peace, loving without losing yourself, giving yourself grace, and remembering that healing isn't a destination. It's a lifelong journey.

Everything on these pages comes from lessons I've learned, questions I've asked, mistakes I've made, and perspectives I've gained along the way.

I don't claim to have all the answers.

I'm still learning.

My hope is simply that something on these pages makes you feel seen. That one chapter gives you the courage to trust yourself a little more. That one sentence helps you let go of something you've been carrying for far too long.

If that happens, then this book has done exactly what I hoped it would do.

So, take what speaks to you.

Leave what doesn't.

And above all else, remember:

Not everything deserves a place in your heart.

Sometimes, the most freeing thing you can do is not take it personally.
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​Chapter 1: Dealing With Grief
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I don't think people truly understand grief until it knocks on their own front door.

Before grief, death was something I knew existed. It was something that happened to other families, other people, but not me.

Then one day it became my reality.

And my life was never the same again.

Grief is a strange thing.

Some days I feel okay. Almost as if I've made peace with everything that happened. I laugh. I smile. I enjoy my life.

Then there are other days.

On days I find myself curled up in the fetal position, crying uncontrollably, mourning a version of life that only exists in my memories.

A life where my brother was still alive.

A life where my son still had his father.

Those two losses changed everything.

What makes it even harder to explain is that they happened years apart, but almost the exact same way.

My brother died in a car accident.

Years later, my son's father died in a car accident.

Both ran off the road.

Both vehicles caught fire.

Imagine life puncturing the exact same wound twice.

That's what it felt like.

It wasn't just losing two people.

It was reliving the same nightmare all over again.

After my brother died, life became dark.

Not just sadness.

Dark.

I questioned everything.

God.

Life.

Purpose.

My future.

I even questioned whether I wanted one.

Why my brother?

Why now?

He had just graduated from college.

He was growing closer to God.

He had so much life ahead of him.

People tried to comfort me by saying, "It was just his time."

I'm sure they meant well.

But those words never comforted me.

Because there was no part of me that could believe God wanted him to leave this world in that way.

I wasn't angry because my brother died.

I was angry because I couldn't understand why.

And when you can't understand pain, your mind starts searching for someone to blame.

Sometimes that someone becomes God.

The day my brother died, I wasn't even home.

I was on my very first road trip alone with my son.

He was just a toddler.

We drove to Gainesville to visit a friend. We had only been there about a day when my phone rang while I was getting ready to leave.

It was one of those phone calls that changed your life forever.

A close friend told me my brother was gone.

I remember feeling like all the air had sucked out of my body.

Nothing felt real.

I couldn't process the words I had just heard.

My first thought wasn't logical.

It was pain.

I remember thinking about driving my car off the road.

Not because I truly wanted to die.

But because the pain felt unbearable.

Then I looked at my son.

He was just a baby.

He didn't deserve to lose his mother too.

So, I drove.

Eyes full of tears.

Barely able to see the road in front of me.

Looking back, I realize that was probably the first time in my life I truly understood what it meant to walk by faith and not by sight.

I wasn't driving because I was okay.

I was driving because somehow God carried me home when I couldn't carry myself.

Halfway home my cousins met me and finished driving the rest of the way.

I don't remember much after that.

Grief has a way of blurring memories.

But I do remember what it felt like coming home.

It felt like walking into a world I no longer belonged in.

Everyone else's life kept moving.

Mine stopped.

Then came the questions.

The ones grief whispers to you in the middle of the night.

What if I had never gone on that trip?

What if my brother had come with me like I asked?

What if I had stayed home?

Would he still be here?

The question that haunted me the most wasn't about the accident.

It was about my last words.

I didn't tell him I loved him.

I didn't tell him I'd see him later.

Not because I didn't love him.

But because I believed we had more time.

Grief teaches you just how dangerous tomorrow can be.

I spent years trapped inside those questions.

Years carrying guilt that didn't belong to me.

Years convincing myself that somehow, I could have changed what happened.

I wanted everyone around me to hurt the way I was hurting.

My entire world had ended.

How could everyone else keep living?

How were people laughing?

Going to work?

Making plans?

Didn't they realize my brother was gone?

I couldn't understand how the sun still rose every morning after my world had fallen apart.

For a long time, I wasn't living.

I was surviving.

I existed.

That's the best way I know how to describe it.

I went through the motions.

I partied.

I stayed busy.

I surrounded myself with people.

Not because I was happy.

But because I was desperate to feel something besides the emptiness waiting for me whenever I was alone.

Every night I'd go home carrying the same darkness.

The same pain.

The same thoughts.

I honestly didn't see a future for myself.

I didn't know how to imagine a life without my brother in it.

Years later, losing my son's father reopened wounds I thought had finally started healing.

The grief came rushing back like it had never left.

It reminded me that healing isn't always linear.

Sometimes life touches an old scar, and suddenly it feels like an open wound again.

Today, seventeen years after losing my brother, tears still fall when I speak about him.

Some people say grief gets easier with time.

I can't honestly say that's been my experience.

The love never gets smaller.

Neither does the missing.

What has changed is my relationship with grief.

I stopped trying to outrun it.

I stopped trying to pretend I was okay when I wasn't.

I stopped asking God to explain everything.

Instead
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