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  To my mother, thank you for never giving up on me and for loving me through every storm. To my brother Steven, my hero, thank you for always standing beside me. To my children, you are my reason to keep fighting and my greatest blessing. And to Brandon, thank you for loving every broken piece of me and reminding me what safe, real love feels like. This book belongs to all of you, because your love helped me survive it all.
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My name is Jessica Kemper, and if there is one thing life has taught me, it’s that strength is not something you are born with—it is something you discover when life keeps trying to break you, and you keep choosing to survive anyway.




I have fought battles that at times I never thought I would make it through. I beat cancer twice. I broke my neck twice. I survived relationships filled with domestic violence, and I fought through depression and anxiety while trying to hold myself together for the people I love. There were days I felt completely lost, exhausted, and emotionally drained. Days where smiling took everything I had. But somehow, even in my darkest moments, I kept going.




A lot of my pain became silent pain. I became the person who checked on everyone else while hiding what I was carrying inside. I know what it feels like to feel broken while still trying to be strong for the world around you. But through everything I have survived, I realized something important: my story was never meant to end in pain. It was meant to help people heal.




That is why I became an advocate for mental health. I want people to know they are not alone. I want people to understand that struggling does not make you weak, and asking for help does not make you a failure. I speak openly about my journey because I know what it feels like to suffer in silence, and if my story can help even one person hold on a little longer, then every battle I fought meant something.




Out of everything life has given me, my greatest accomplishments will always be my children. My daughter and my son are my heart walking outside of my body. They are the reason I kept fighting on the days I wanted to give up. They gave me purpose when life felt unbearable, and they remind me every single day why survival matters. Being their mother is the most important part of who I am.




At the center of my story is also my mother. So much of who I am exists because of her love, her strength, and the lessons she gave me. Losing her changed me in ways words cannot explain, and there are still moments where I wish I could hear her voice or feel one more hug. Writing my story feels like writing a letter to her—showing her that despite everything life threw at me, I kept fighting. That I am still trying. That the woman she raised never gave up.




My life has not been easy, but I refuse to let pain be the thing that defines me. I want my story to be about resilience, love, survival, and hope. Because no matter how many times life knocked me down, I am still here. Still standing. Still loving. Still fighting 






I
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She is the kind of girl

who has met death more than once

and still wakes up every morning

with kindness stitched into her soul.




A girl who heard the word cancer

not once

but twice

and somehow still found the strength

to comfort everyone else in the room

while her own world was falling apart.




A girl whose neck was broken twice,

whose body has carried pain

most people could never imagine,

yet she still stands tall

even on the days

her bones feel heavier than her spirit.




She battles anxiety

that whispers lies in her ears,

depression that tries to convince her

she is too tired to keep going,

insecurities that make her question

the beauty everyone else can clearly see.




But even then—

even while fighting wars inside herself—

she chooses love.




She chooses to make someone laugh.

She chooses to answer the late-night calls.

She chooses to be the light

for people drowning in darkness

because she knows exactly

what darkness feels like.




She knows life can change in a heartbeat.

She knows what it feels like

to wonder if tomorrow is promised.

And maybe that’s why

her heart became so big—

because she learned

how precious every second really is.




She was never accepted

the way she deserved to be.

Not by the people

who should have loved her loudest.

Still, she refused to let bitterness

grow where love belonged.




Instead, she outshined every doubt.

Every rejection.

Every cruel word thrown her way.




Even battling cancer,

she found a reason to smile.

She tattooed a lawn mower on her eyebrow—

turning pain into humor,

fear into strength,

a scar into a masterpiece.




Because that’s who she is.




A girl who has had her heart broken

more times than she can count,

yet still loves

like she’s never been hurt before.




A girl who keeps giving pieces of herself

to a world

that has not always been gentle with her.




And no matter what tries to knock her down—

illness, heartbreak, trauma, fear—

she rises anyway.




Again.

And again.

And again.




Because girls like her

are not made to be destroyed.




They are made to survive.

To heal.

To inspire.




And one day,

the world will finally realize

that the strongest souls

are often the ones

who suffered silently

while still making everyone else smile.
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Somewhere beyond the stars tonight

there is a mother with gentle hands

still loving her babies from heaven’s side,

still whispering their names

through the wind, the sunsets,

the little signs we almost miss.




And down here, three hearts ache for you.

Three babies growing through a world

that feels a little colder without your laugh,

without your hugs,

without the way only a mother can make

everything feel safe.




But love like yours does not disappear.

It lingers in bedtime prayers,

in memories tucked inside tiny smiles,

in the feeling that somehow

you are still near

when the world gets heavy.




We miss you more than words could ever hold.

God, we wish we could hear your voice again,

see your face,

watch you hold your babies one more time.




But we know heaven gained an angel

the day we lost you here.

And we know you are watching over us,

guiding those babies with invisible wings,

loving them from a place

where pain can never touch you again.




This Mother’s Day,

your babies still carry your love inside them.

And all of us down here

carry the ache of missing you

and the blessing of having known you.




You may be in heaven,

but you are still a mother every single day.

Still loved.

Still needed.

Still missed beyond measure.
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I hope somehow you can hear me

in the quiet moments

between midnight tears

and the mornings I force myself to get through.




I need you to know

I’m trying.

God, I’m trying.




Some days life feels so heavy

that I barely recognize the girl staring back at me,

but then I hear your voice in my head

telling me to keep going,

telling me I’ve survived worse,

telling me I come from your strength.




And maybe that’s how I know

I’ll be okay eventually—

because you raised me to be.




But damn, Mama…

I miss you.




I miss your hugs,

the kind that made the whole world stop hurting

for just a little while.

I miss your laugh,

your voice,

the way you loved me

even when I was hard to love myself.




There are nights

I would give absolutely anything

just to lay my head on your shoulder again

and hear you say,

“Baby, it’s gonna be alright.”




I still reach for you sometimes

before remembering heaven is farther away

than my heart can handle.




But even through the grief,

I find peace in knowing

you’re no longer hurting.

No more pain.

No more suffering.

Just light.

Just peace.




And Mama,

if there’s one thing I hope you knew before you left,

it’s this—

everything good inside of me

came from you.




The way I love people.

The way I keep fighting.

The way I try to see good in this world

even after it breaks me.




That’s you.

That will always be you.




So when I finally smile again,

when I finally find happiness without guilt,

I hope you know

it’s because your love never really left me.




I carry it every single day.
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