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​Breaking Free from Clutter

What emotional clutter is and why it takes up so much space.

The impact of unresolved emotions on mental, physical, and spiritual health.

The importance of space—why decluttering your heart, mind, and life is the only way to truly grow.

What you can expect over the next 100 days.

Before I ever threw away the old photos, the text threads I kept rereading, or the unread books stacked beside my bed, I had to face something far messier than my home: my heart was full of things I never asked to carry.

We don’t talk about emotional clutter the way we talk about spring cleaning or organizing our closets.
But it builds up the same way—quietly, over time.
A disappointment here.
A betrayal we “moved on” from too quickly.
A dream we buried because it felt too big, too wild, too risky.
A version of ourselves we lost trying to be liked, to be enough, to belong.
We tell ourselves we’re fine.
We stay busy.
We keep saying yes.
We smile when we want to scream.
We stay in places we’ve outgrown.
We carry stories that don’t belong to us anymore.
And then, one day, something inside us says: This is too much. I can’t keep holding all of this.

That moment?

That’s where this book begins.

​
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​The Things I Carried

​

​

​I carried silence like a stone,
Old fears etched deep into the bone.
Beliefs that whispered, “Stay the same,”
And roles that bore another’s name.
​Each step was heavy, every breath,
A quiet war, a kind of death.
But in the load, I came to see,
The weight I held was shaping me.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​The Closet

[image: ]


​The first thing I ever hid was myself.

I was seven when I realized people liked you better if you smiled even when you didn’t feel like it. That was the beginning of it—the emotional stuffing. A laugh here, a swallowed opinion there, a whole truth shoved into the back of the closet like an ugly sweater I wasn’t allowed to wear.

I kept things.
I kept pain.
I kept silent.
I kept roles, too. The “good daughter,” the “easy friend,” the “not-too-much woman.” I lived in other people’s expectations so long I forgot what my voice sounded like.
And when something broke me—really broke me—I just shoved it next to the rest of it. Behind the fear. Under guilt. Folded between years of “I’m fine.”

That’s how clutter begins.
Not in one explosion. But in quiet moments of “just deal with it.”
You don’t notice how heavy it’s gotten until you have to move it.

I once read that some people die buried under their own collections. Old paper, junk, broken electronics. What they didn’t say is: the emotional kind is worse. You can’t sell it. You can’t bag it up. You just carry it inside you—until one day, you break from the weight of what no longer belongs to you.

This book isn’t about finding yourself.
It’s about clearing space so you can finally hear yourself again.
Because I didn’t want to be full anymore.
I wanted to be free.

I no longer owe anyone the version of me that makes them comfortable.
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​The roles we play to fit in and be liked. How society teaches us to shrink ourselves.

I was six years old when I learned that “good girls” get noticed.
I didn’t know exactly what “good” meant back then, but I quickly figured out that the quieter I was, the more approval I received. The less I asked for, the more love I seemed to get. I grew up in a family where the loudest voices were often the most disruptive, and the calmest—especially the calmest girls—seemed to be the ones who survived. We learned to shrink ourselves, speak softly, keep the peace, and avoid rocking the boat.
But somewhere along the way, I mistook this for who I was. The script was handed to me before I even knew how to write my own. I believed I had to stay small to be loved. To be heard, I had to be quiet. To be seen, I had to blend into the background. To be worthy, I had to be perfect.

This script wasn’t something I consciously chose. It was a lesson taught through subtle glances, raised eyebrows, and the praise I received every time I chose silence over speaking up, cooperation over disagreement. I became the “good girl,” the one who did what she was told, never caused trouble, and, most importantly, kept everyone comfortable around her. Being “good” meant doing what others expected, even if it was at the cost of my own wants and needs.

I started to see myself as a chameleon, shifting shapes and colors to fit the environments I found myself in. If my family needed a peacekeeper, I was there. If my friends wanted someone to listen, I stepped in. If a partner needed someone to make them feel seen and understood, I became that person. But all the while, I was erasing pieces of myself to fill roles that weren’t even mine to play.

The Strain of Playing Small

I remember one moment distinctly—standing in the schoolyard at recess, watching the other girls laugh loudly, their voices ringing with excitement. They were free in their joy. And then there was me, standing quietly off to the side, pretending that I didn’t want to be part of it all. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to join—I did—but I had learned that it was easier to stand back, to observe, to keep my opinions to myself and just fit in.

Over time, that feeling of standing on the outskirts of my own life became second nature. I stopped reaching for what I wanted, stopped asking for what I needed. I convinced myself that it was better to be invisible, to be quiet, to make myself small so that others could feel comfortable.

I wore the “good girl” mask so well that I forgot it was a mask at all. I thought if I kept it on long enough, I’d be accepted for the role I was playing, but eventually, the mask became my face. I didn’t know how to be anyone else. I didn’t even know who I was when I wasn’t trying to meet the expectations of others.

The Illusion of Approval

Here’s the thing about approval—it’s like a drug. At first, it felt good. You get praise for being calm, collected, agreeable, and easy to be around. The world rewards you for keeping your opinions to yourself and stepping aside when it gets too loud. But as with any addiction, you eventually realize that approval isn’t the real thing. It doesn’t fill you. It doesn’t heal you. And the cost of constantly seeking it is much higher than you realize.

The more I played the “good girl,” the less I knew about who I was when no one was watching. I kept up appearances, kept my emotions in check, and lived a life that looked perfect on the outside—but on the inside, I was unraveling.

The Cost of Shrinking Yourself

I didn’t realize it at the time, but playing small comes with a price. The first time I felt the weight of it was in my early twenties. I was in a relationship where I spent more time trying to make my partner comfortable than I did listening to my own needs. I would say yes when I wanted to say no. I would go along with plans I didn’t like just to avoid conflict. The “good girl” was always the first to apologize, even when it wasn’t her fault. I lived in constant tension between who I was and who I thought I should be.

But the tipping point came when I started losing my voice entirely. It wasn’t just in relationships or friendships—it was in my own life. I’d silenced the part of me that was wild, that wanted more, that craved authenticity. I forgot how to speak up for myself, how to stand in my own truth.

I was no longer being loved for who I really was. I was being loved for the image I’d created—one that was neat, manageable, and easy to digest.

The Moment I Realized I Was Playing a Role

It wasn’t until a friend pointed it out to me one evening that I realized the full extent of the “good girl” script I’d been living by. She asked, “Why do you always apologize for everything? Even when it’s not your fault, you apologize. Why?”

In that moment, I realized something profound: I had spent my entire life apologizing for being me. I had apologized for my presence, my needs, my opinions. I was constantly shrinking myself to fit others’ expectations, and in doing so, I had lost the most important part of me—the part that was allowed to take up space.

That conversation was the spark that set the
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