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[bookmark: _bfsx2btt0h94]Introduction: The Breaking Point
Before I ever wore a crown, I lived on crumbs.
Not just the crumbs of love, but crumbs of attention, of validation, of safety. I learned early how to shrink myself to fit the needs of others, how to survive in spaces where my emotions were dismissed and my presence overlooked. I was taught—by example, by silence, by circumstance—that being too much meant being unlovable, and needing anything at all made me a burden.
This is not the story of a woman who suddenly found her worth and stood up. No—this is the story of the woman who crawled toward herself. Who broke down, again and again, at the feet of people who could not see her, and still dared to hope she could be seen. This is the story of years spent gathering the pieces of a self shattered by generational pain, stolen innocence, toxic love, and the ache of being a mother trying to give what she never received.
The breaking point didn’t come all at once. It came in quiet, unnoticed moments—walking away from conversations that bruised, setting boundaries that made others uncomfortable, choosing silence instead of explaining my worth one more time. The breaking point was a slow burn, a sacred undoing.
From Crumbs to Crown is not a fairy tale. It is a roadmap of the heart. It begins with the hunger for love in all the wrong places. It descends into the fire of motherhood, grief, rage, and buried childhood wounds. And it rises—slowly, fiercely—into power. Into softness. Into sovereignty.
Every chapter is a mirror. Every part of this book walks the arc of becoming:
 The Crumbs – how I survived.
 The Awakening – how I returned to myself.
 The Crown – how I chose to reign.
This book is not about perfection. It’s about truth. It’s about the moments I wanted to give up, and the choice—over and over again—not to. It's about the woman I became because I dared to feel it all. And more than anything, it’s about what happens when a woman no longer asks for a seat at the table… and instead builds her own.















PART 1: THE CRUMBS














[bookmark: _rdvkb2aypkb]
[bookmark: _iow10eeynn3z]
[bookmark: _fhzizhklp3cv]
[bookmark: _jszqbefid6l0]

[bookmark: _qwhtfaodh35p]
[bookmark: _gduxzm1bhk4u]Dedication
[bookmark: _gduxzm1bhk4u]For Arria,
[bookmark: _gduxzm1bhk4u]my daughter, my light, my legacy.
[bookmark: _gduxzm1bhk4u]You are the reason I rose, the reason I healed,
[bookmark: _gduxzm1bhk4u]and the reason I wear my crown with grace.
[bookmark: _5c2m0ewmcikz]May you never have to fight the battles I did,
[bookmark: _n3lnz4ou0oyy]but if you ever do—know you come from a long line of queens
[bookmark: _55cp2fk07u0r]who never bowed to pain.
[bookmark: _byvdj76rjxyo]
[bookmark: _f0swmpiw5uu9]

[bookmark: _q5a5lu6aiilv]
[bookmark: _fix8tnjhlta]
[bookmark: _hxsjsqp0bh0t]

[bookmark: _w99zply5gbmi]Author’s Note
[bookmark: _a1ymjv3tddwy]This book is written from the deepest parts of my truth, drawn from real moments, real pain, and real transformation. The stories you’ll read here are mine—but they may also echo pieces of yours.
[bookmark: _a1ymjv3tddwy]Some of the pages may feel heavy. They speak of trauma, abandonment, silence, survival. They reflect the journey of a woman who spent years living on emotional crumbs—until she decided she deserved more.
[bookmark: _a1ymjv3tddwy]But this is not a story of despair.
 It’s a story of reclamation.
[bookmark: _a1ymjv3tddwy]I didn’t write this as a therapist or a scholar. I wrote it as a woman who had to learn, unlearn, fall apart, and rebuild. This isn’t about giving advice from a mountaintop. This is about sitting in the valley with you and saying, “I’ve been there too.”
[bookmark: _a1ymjv3tddwy]You may cry, you may pause, you may even feel triggered. That’s okay. This book is meant to be felt, not just read. Take breaks if you need to. Return when you're ready. Reflect as often as you need.
[bookmark: _a1ymjv3tddwy]Most importantly, I want you to know:
 You are not too much. You were never asking for too much.
 Your voice, your healing, and your wholeness matter.
[bookmark: _a1ymjv3tddwy]From one survivor to another,
 Thank you for walking with me from crumbs… to crown.
[bookmark: _r291i763cdih]With love,
 Joanna Natalie Salazar
[bookmark: _a1ymjv3tddwy]





[bookmark: _8f2clyw2famx]
[bookmark: _x4m7oatxktw6]Chapter 1: 
[bookmark: _2j3jiu2qf4a2]
[bookmark: _501qppzgp3ma]Raised by Wounds, Not Wisdom
[bookmark: _51ko1ie23jjs]
[bookmark: _9cgqh658fvpe]Introduction
Some of us were not raised with guidance; we were raised by survival. We were taught how to carry burdens, not how to unpack them. We were shown how to be strong, not how to feel safe. Our emotional foundation was built not on wisdom passed down with care—but on the wounds of those who came before us.
This chapter is not about blame. It is about truth. It is about seeing where the fracture began, where the silence took root, where the disconnection became normal. To understand who we are now, we must be willing to look at where we came from—not with bitterness, but with clarity.
[bookmark: _tbkzwl6nfo6u]Body
There was a script already written for me before I could speak. A script shaped by generations of women who carried too much, expected too little, and wore strength like armor. My mother wasn’t a villain; she was tired. She did what she could with what she had. But what she had was wounds. And what she passed down was a blueprint of suppression.
I remember watching her clean the house with anger in her body. Her movements sharp, her voice louder than necessary, the silence between her words even louder. Love didn’t feel warm—it felt conditional. I wasn’t embraced when I was overwhelmed. I wasn’t asked what was wrong when I cried. I was told to stop. To hush. To behave. So I learned early that love meant performance. If I wanted peace, I had to be perfect—or invisible.
There were moments I wished I could just be a child. Be held. Be heard. But my needs always seemed too loud for the environment I was in. I was given responsibility before I had language to express my needs. I was expected to understand things that were never explained to me. I saw things I never should have seen, and kept secrets I never should have carried.
I wasn’t taught boundaries, I was taught sacrifice. I wasn’t taught to speak up, I was taught to shrink. I became a little adult in a small body—pleasing, anticipating, fixing. And eventually, I began believing that I was only lovable when I was useful.
I adapted, as children do. I swallowed my voice. I clung to the approval of others because I didn’t know how to anchor within myself. I tried to make sense of the chaos by becoming the calm. I learned to read moods, not books. To tiptoe around emotions instead of expressing mine. These were survival skills—but they came at a cost.
That same pattern followed me into adulthood. I gave even when it hurt. I stayed even when it broke me. I loved people who mirrored the emotional absence I experienced growing up, and I clung to them, trying to earn the love I never fully received. I didn’t realize that what I longed for—safety, affirmation, unconditional love—had never been modeled for me.
Even in motherhood, I felt that haunting echo. The moments where I was overwhelmed and that old script tried to return—telling me to shut it down, to stay strong, to be silent. But I caught it. I caught it before it could take root in my daughter. Because I knew I had a choice. I could continue the legacy of wounds—or I could begin the work of healing.
[bookmark: _tov13u42hjbk]Reflection
This chapter isn’t just a page from my past—it is a mirror held up to generations of women like me. Women raised in homes where emotional expression was foreign, where pain was normalized, where survival was the only goal. But we are no longer children. And now, we have a choice.
To break the cycle, we must be willing to name the pain. To say, “This happened. This shaped me. But it will not define how I continue.” We cannot heal what we will not face. And we cannot parent from a whole place unless we are willing to do the work to become whole ourselves.
I now parent with awareness. I listen to the little voice inside my daughter because no one listened to mine. I soften when I want to shut down. I hold her when I once would have turned away. And in doing so, I hold myself too.
This journey did not begin with wisdom—but it can end with it. And that is how I begin to rise.









[bookmark: _pra15ghyyvl]Chapter 2: 
[bookmark: _hr36hyz61zgv]Stolen Innocence
[bookmark: _8mdfsmlyytfo]
[bookmark: _q8aamaiecdfn]
[bookmark: _mnkcslj2bk0s]
[bookmark: _lkw5frgiydy2]Introduction
There are stories I once believed I had to take to the grave—silent truths buried beneath the expectation to endure, to survive, to carry on. I didn’t learn silence from safety. I learned it from fear. From watching pain be swallowed whole by women who had no room for softness. I thought that if I said the truth out loud, the world would fall apart. But the truth was, I was the one falling apart inside.
This chapter is not a retelling of what happened. It’s not about the faces or the details. It’s about the impact. About how innocence was stolen in moments that broke something sacred in me. Moments I lived through, but never spoke of—not because I wasn’t hurting, but because I thought silence was strength.
[bookmark: _76bjjkgw2bwe]Body
When I was growing up, I didn’t just hear secrets—I lived them. I carried wounds I didn’t yet have the language to name. The kind of wounds that made me question my worth, my body, my right to be safe. The kind that made me feel like I had done something wrong, simply by existing.
The same silence I learned from my mother—who bore her own pain with a hardened face—became my own armor. She didn’t tell me I couldn’t speak. She didn’t have to. Her life, her survival, her suppression was the lesson. And so, I kept it in. I learned to flinch inward, to second-guess my instincts, to freeze when I should have screamed.
My innocence wasn’t just taken—it was violated in the quiet. I was taught to smile while bleeding inside, to function while unraveling. The laughter that should have belonged to my childhood was replaced by a haunting alertness. Hyper-aware. Always cautious. Always scanning for danger. I look at my daughter now, her freedom, her joy, her safety—and I realize just how much I never had.
There were no words then. Just the internalized belief that maybe I had invited it. That maybe being hurt was just part of being alive. That the aching discomfort in my own body was something I had to get used to. These were not thoughts a child should carry. But I carried them anyway.
And when I finally found the courage to say it—to break the silence—I realized the shame had never belonged to me. The guilt wasn’t mine. I had been taught to protect others, even at my own expense. I had been told, in a thousand unspoken ways, that keeping quiet was the only way to keep the peace. But it wasn’t peace I was protecting—it was dysfunction. And I was losing pieces of myself in the process.
That experience—those wounds—planted a lie deep within me: that I was damaged, that love had to be earned through endurance, and that my body, my voice, my needs, weren’t mine to claim. That lie followed me into every relationship where I accepted less, where I mistook attention for affection, where I believed that crumbs were all I could hope for.
But here’s what I know now: I was never meant to carry that silence. And my value was never diminished by what was done to me. The more I speak, the more I reclaim. Not just my voice—but the light of the girl who was buried beneath the pain.
[bookmark: _68ot1le1lk5r]Reflection
Stolen innocence isn’t just about what happened—it’s about what it interrupted. What it tried to silence. And yet, I am still here. Still rising. Still remembering the sound of my own truth.
I am no longer loyal to the silence. I am loyal to the little girl inside me who deserved better—and to the woman I’ve become, who knows how to protect her now. I parent my daughter with the awareness I once lacked. And in protecting her, I offer healing to the part of me that was once unprotected.
In speaking the truth, I begin to unlearn the belief that crumbs are all I’m worthy of. And though the innocence may have been stolen, the power is mine to reclaim.








[bookmark: _4nxv4cjyankm]Chapter 3: 
[bookmark: _t4eu8i40fkz7]Loving the Wrong One
[bookmark: _be9k7ztsd0wj]
[bookmark: _7ollgseddvne]
[bookmark: _wyzdpouhtkcs]Introduction
After pain becomes familiar, love begins to wear its mask. We start to crave the very thing that resembles our wounds because we mistake it for home. I wasn’t searching for love—I was searching for a place to feel chosen. To belong. To matter. And in that desperation, I accepted the first hand that reached for me, not knowing that it would lead me deeper into the fire I was trying to escape.
This chapter isn’t about blame. It’s about recognizing the hunger for love that led me into a war disguised as a relationship. A war I thought I had to win in order to feel worthy.
[bookmark: _fp7z8o2etsgc]Body
I didn’t marry a monster. I married the idea that someone, anyone, was willing to love me. I convinced myself that was enough. That I had been chosen—and that was all I had ever wanted. To be chosen. To be seen. To be someone’s first pick.
But what I thought was love quickly became confusion. Emotional highs followed by deep crashes. Words that sliced through my spirit, followed by apologies that sounded like promises but held no weight. The love I thought I had found became conditional—based on obedience, silence, endurance. And still, I stayed.
At first, I blamed myself. I thought, Maybe if I just try harder. Maybe if I love him more. Maybe if I stop making him angry. I folded myself into smaller and smaller shapes, thinking maybe then, he’d love me the way I dreamed of being loved.
There were moments when I believed his hurtful words—when I allowed them to become my truth. No one else will want you. You're lucky I chose you. You're too much. And a part of me believed it, because deep down, I had already been taught to question my worth. I had already internalized the lie that love must be earned through suffering.
I wore the bruises—both visible and invisible—as badges of loyalty. I called it commitment. I called it marriage. But it was survival. And survival is not the same as love.
For years, I stayed in the cycle. Hopeful. Exhausted. Waiting for the version of him that I imagined he could be. The version I fell in love with—the one who smiled, who held my hand, who whispered sweet nothings when the world felt too loud. I was waiting for my hero. The man who would see my scars and love me for them. But he never arrived. Only the pain stayed. The silence. The fear. The shrinking of my spirit.
The hardest part wasn’t leaving—it was accepting that the love I gave wouldn’t be enough to heal him. That no matter how deeply I stayed, how much I forgave, how tightly I held on, I could not change the way he chose to love me.
That truth shattered me. But it also freed me.
[bookmark: _vaarxq8bvj1f]Reflection
Loving the wrong one taught me the cost of settling for crumbs. It showed me how deeply I was willing to betray myself just to feel chosen. It revealed the little girl inside me, still begging to be wanted—still thinking love meant pain, as long as it meant she wouldn’t be alone.
But I am not that girl anymore. I am the woman who left. Who stopped begging. Who stopped believing that love had to hurt. I am the woman who knows now that real love doesn’t ask you to lose yourself. It invites you to become more of who you are.
In learning what love isn’t, I began to discover what it is. And while the wrong one broke pieces of me, I’m gathering them now. One truth at a time. One boundary at a time. One breath at a time.
Because I am no longer willing to be chosen at the cost of myself.











[bookmark: _9wcq4xtuwzux]Chapter 4: 
[bookmark: _uqn9z1d0tgpd]Crumbs I Gave Myself
[bookmark: _4emeb1eqnsf2]
[bookmark: _za4zx09zh89t]
[bookmark: _bpmrvvg434rs]Introduction
After the heartbreak, after the silence, after the storm of loving the wrong one, I thought I had awakened. I was done being the victim. Done with sacrifice. Done with pain that wore the face of love. I told myself I was reclaiming power—but what I was really doing was trying to prove I was unbreakable.
I had mourned my marriage. I had mourned the woman I was inside it. I gave myself two years to cry, to process, to rebuild. And when that time was up, I told myself I was free.
But freedom without healing isn’t liberation—it’s escape.
[bookmark: _bisk64vggsll]Body
I believed that if I could choose any man I wanted, then I was powerful. I believed that if I never had to commit, I could never be hurt again. And so, I closed my heart. I buried softness. I covered up the cracks with pride and a false sense of control. No one could use me anymore—because I had flipped the script. I became the one who left first. The one who never called back. The one who didn’t need to care.
I convinced myself that this was empowerment.
But the truth? I was still living in survival—just dressed in different clothes. This time, the pain wasn’t coming from someone else. I was the one handing myself the crumbs. I fed my ego and starved my soul. I said yes to bodies I didn’t know, hoping to feel something real. But all it did was numb me more.
There were no names, no stories, no warmth. Just empty connections and colder mornings. The woman who once gave all of herself for love now gave herself for nothing at all. Not even a name.
And still, I wore the mask of confidence. I told myself I was free. I told myself I was winning. But deep down, I was still that little girl—abandoned and aching—just trying to matter.
Looking back, I see now that I was still chasing worth. I had just changed the language. Instead of “love me,” it became “want me.” Instead of “choose me,” it became “notice me.” And every fleeting night was just another way of saying, Please don’t let me feel invisible.
This chapter of my life was not just rebellion—it was a cry. A protest against all the years I had given too much. But instead of healing, I punished myself for believing in love. I convinced myself I was better off without it.
And then, life interrupted.
I met a man. Not love. Not a savior. Just a person in the middle of my chaos. And from that moment, the trajectory of my life shifted—because not long after, I became a mother.
[bookmark: _7dgiqzdhnb26]Reflection
Had I not walked through this chapter, I would not have met my daughter’s father. I would not have conceived the greatest love of my life. This chapter may not be the one I’m proud of—but it’s one I have made peace with.
Because it showed me that even in our most disconnected moments, life is still birthing something redemptive. It revealed how far I had gone from myself—and how deeply I needed to come home.
These were the crumbs I gave myself. Not out of hate, but out of hurt. Not because I didn’t care, but because I didn’t know how to yet.
But motherhood would change that. It would strip away the pride, the numbness, the armor. It would show me softness again—not just in her, but in me.
And so, this chapter ends not with shame, but with grace. Because even the most misguided paths can lead us to sacred places.








[bookmark: _988q4aot9oli]Chapter 5: 
[bookmark: _ltp30u6v588b]Mothering Through the Fire
[bookmark: _n95844soxw5x]
[bookmark: _jwq0mxhdzczi]
[bookmark: _fwr7cdia5has]Introduction
He was never my great love. Not the man I dreamed of, not the partner I prayed for. Our paths crossed not by romance, but by recklessness—two wounded souls reaching for anything that would numb the ache. There was no foundation, no commitment, no dreams built between us. Just moments. And consequences.
And one of those consequences became the greatest blessing of my life.
My daughter.
She arrived not through love, but she brought love with her. A love I had never known, never seen, never imagined myself worthy of. But she didn’t come alone. She came with ties—to a man I barely knew, barely trusted, and barely wanted to remain attached to. Still, the strings tightened, not with affection, but with obligation.
We weren’t a family. We were co-survivors of a moment that changed everything.
[bookmark: _m5tqm9wtgi2i]Body
From the beginning, I knew I would raise her mostly alone. Not because he said so, but because I could feel it. His presence was erratic, his involvement inconsistent, his care conditional. And yet, there I was—trying to pull together pieces of a relationship that never truly existed. Not because I wanted him. Not because I needed him. But because I couldn’t bear the thought of her growing up feeling unloved by her father.
So I lowered my standards. Silenced my intuition. Swallowed my pride. I excused the bare minimum and called it "at least he’s trying." I tolerated inconsistencies, justified disrespect, and accepted silence, all in the name of "keeping peace for her sake." I handed myself more crumbs—this time not for love, but for motherhood.
I made space where there should have been boundaries. I made excuses for absences, softened the truth, and overcompensated so she would never feel the void that I felt growing up. I became the buffer between disappointment and her innocence, doing everything in my power to protect her from knowing just how little he showed up.
And still—I held on.
Because there’s something about becoming a mother that awakens both your fiercest love and your deepest fear. I didn’t want her to inherit my wounds. I didn’t want her to feel unwanted, forgotten, or emotionally abandoned. So I tried to manufacture a bond between them that didn’t exist.
But in doing so, I was bleeding myself dry.
I mothered her through the fire—navigating the coals of a fractured dynamic, showing up alone to milestones, and wiping my own tears in the quiet hours after holding space for hers. I carried the weight of two parents on shoulders already heavy with past wounds. And I did it while healing, grieving, and trying to find myself again.
There were moments when I felt angry—at him, at myself, at the unfairness of it all. But there were also moments when I found power in it. I realized I was more than enough for her. That her joy, her growth, her light didn’t depend on his presence—but on my consistency.
That’s when something shifted.
I stopped trying to force a fairytale. I stopped begging a man to be a father. I stopped betraying myself for the illusion of a united front. I learned to set boundaries—not as punishment, but as protection. For me. For her. For peace.
I began to realize that love isn’t shown through sacrifice alone—it’s shown through self-respect, through modeling what it means to choose yourself, even when it’s hard.
[bookmark: _atz8syz1indj]Reflection
Mothering through the fire taught me endurance, yes—but it also taught me discernment. I learned to separate sacrifice from self-abandonment. I learned that I can honor her relationship with her father without dishonoring myself.
I also learned that just because a child is born from a moment of pain or confusion doesn’t mean their life is destined for chaos. My daughter is proof that beauty can bloom in broken places. That even when love wasn’t present between her parents, it lives fiercely between mother and child.
And now, when I look at her, I don’t see regret—I see redemption.
Mothering through the fire didn’t destroy me. It refined me.


Closing Reflection: The Crumbs


I didn’t know I was starving.
Not at first.
I thought the pieces were enough—the almost-love, the half-truths, the fractured mirrors I was handed and told to find my reflection in. I thought endurance was proof of strength. That silence meant maturity. That pain, if buried deep enough, would become something noble.
Each chapter of my early life whispered the same lesson in a different voice: This is all you get. Take it. Be grateful.
I was taught to swallow my voice, my desires, my boundaries. I learned to negotiate with hurt, to decorate the spaces where love should’ve lived with fragments of hope and counterfeit connection. And I began to call that survival love.
But beneath it all—beneath the pretending and pleasing and punishing myself—there was always a quiet question: Is this really all there is?
That question would become my awakening.
Because the moment you begin to notice the crumbs… is the moment you remember there was once a whole loaf. That you were born deserving of more.
Part 2 begins there.
With the noticing.
 The undoing.
 The first tremble of a voice long buried beneath obedience.
The journey into awakening begins.


















PART II: THE AWAKENING











[bookmark: _tdi4u1efihdt]Introduction


There comes a moment, sometimes so quiet you almost miss it, when the weight of everything you’ve carried begins to crush the very parts of you still trying to survive. The silence you once wore as strength starts to echo too loud. The crumbs you once clutched feel too stale to keep you alive. And the mirror — the one you’ve been avoiding — starts showing you a woman you barely recognize.
This is the beginning of awakening.
It doesn't arrive with lightning bolts or grand epiphanies. It often comes disguised as exhaustion. As burnout. As the body begging you to stop. As the soul whispering there has to be more than this. You don’t wake up all at once — you stir. You question. You break. And then you begin the slow return to yourself.
In The Awakening, we begin to unravel the threads that tied us to survival. We meet the inner child we left behind. We choose ourselves in spaces that once demanded our self-abandonment. We defy the roles we were told to play. And in the quiet, we start becoming the very thing we needed all along: a safe place, a home within.
This part is not the victory — not yet. But it is the turning. The shifting. The moment when the woman who once settled starts asking why — and then decides she won’t anymore.
This is where she begins to rise.








Chapter 1: 
Burnout Was the Wake-Up Call



Introduction
No one talks about the grief that comes with growth — the grief of losing the strength that once kept you alive. After years of carrying, surviving, giving, and enduring, I finally told myself, no more crumbs. I thought awakening would look like triumph. I thought it would feel like power. And at first, it did.
But then my body collapsed. And I realized — awakening doesn’t start in your highest moment. It begins when everything you used to rely on falls away.
It begins with grief.

Body
After mothering through fire, after giving all I had to survive and keep someone else warm, I made the boldest decision of my life: to choose myself. I had made up my mind — I was done begging, done shrinking, done accepting pieces. I burned old beliefs, toxic attachments, and the illusion that suffering was love.
And with that, something lit up in me. It was a fire. A determination. A vision of the life I deserved. I had plans. I had drive. I had clarity. This was the moment I had been waiting for — the beginning of everything new.
But before I could rise, I crashed.
Suddenly, I couldn’t get out of bed. My mind was willing, the fire was still in me, but my body had no more to give. I wasn’t sad. I wasn’t hopeless. I just couldn’t move. The will was there, but the body said, no more.
I had never felt anything like it. It wasn’t the depression I once knew. It was like being a bird with wide wings and open sky, but no strength to lift off. The frustration, the confusion — it all spiraled into guilt. How could I finally be ready for change, and yet feel paralyzed?
I began to search. I read. I listened. I asked my body what it needed.
The answer came quietly: rest.
But resting didn’t feel victorious. It felt like failure. I had spent years proving I could push through anything, and now, here I was — still, tender, tired. I grieved the version of me who ran on empty and still called it power. I grieved the identity I had built around resilience.
This grief, this collapse, became my true beginning. Because in that stillness, I met myself. Not the one who performed strength. But the one underneath. The one who needed permission to be soft.
I started tending to myself the way I wished someone had. I stopped demanding progress and started practicing presence. I gave my body grace. I let myself sleep. I stopped asking, “Why can’t I do more?” and started saying, “You’ve done enough.”

Reflection
Burnout wasn’t a failure of strength. It was the consequence of strength being my only survival strategy. I was no longer willing to burn for everyone else, but I hadn’t yet learned how to live gently for myself.
This chapter wasn’t just the end of exhaustion. It was the beginning of liberation from pressure.
Awakening didn’t begin in fire or in flight — it began in stillness. In learning to let go of who I thought I had to be, in order to become who I truly was.
This is where the real work began. Not in fighting harder. But in finally listening.










[bookmark: _ze8ssp4f30s1]Chapter 2: 
[bookmark: _whwirnyyt5q8]Returning to Her – Facing the Inner Child


Intro
We often think healing begins with clarity — that moment when the lightbulb goes off and we suddenly know how to fix what’s broken. But sometimes, healing begins in the darkness. Not the dramatic kind, but the kind that settles in quietly when everything else shuts down. After burnout took me to my knees, I didn’t rise with a plan. I rose with a question: What now?
 And the answer — the real one — came not from pushing forward, but from turning inward.
 The journey back to myself began not with steps forward, but with a return.
 A return to the little girl I had buried beneath strength, perfectionism, and survival.
 A return to the child I had asked to stay silent so I could perform strong.
 This is the chapter where I met her. Finally. And fully.

Body
I didn’t want to go back.
 Not to the shadows.
 Not to the memories I had spent years stepping over, avoiding, denying. I had heard about shadow work. I had seen it floating around in books, in circles of healing, in whispered encouragements about "facing your inner child." I nodded at it, like you nod at a familiar stranger in passing. But I kept walking.
The truth? I was terrified of revisiting the old pain.
 I had learned how to perform strength so well that the thought of unraveling scared me more than the pain itself. I had survived, hadn’t I? I was still standing — why would I go back to the broken pieces?
But when burnout swallowed me whole, I had nowhere else to go. My body had quit. My fire had dimmed. And in the stillness, there was nothing left to distract me.
 Only silence.
 And in that silence, I heard her.
 "Will you see me now?"
She didn’t ask for much. Just a hug. Just to be seen.
It wasn’t easy. Sitting with her meant sitting with feelings I had spent years denying: the loneliness, the confusion, the ache of not being understood. I cried tears I didn’t know were still inside me. But in doing so, I cracked open — not in a way that broke me, but in a way that finally let light in.
I began to ask questions I had never been allowed to ask before.
 What did she need? What did she feel? What did she wish someone had said or done for her?
 And just like that, I became the listener. The comforter. The witness.
 I stopped waiting for someone else to rescue her and decided to do it myself.
I slowed down. I gave myself permission to take breaks. To feel. To cry without apology. To laugh without permission. I began tending to my needs with the gentleness I had always hoped someone else would offer. It was the first time I felt like I was becoming my own home.
This was the true beginning of my awakening — not a roaring fire, but a quiet softening. A moment of return. A choice to stop running and sit with the little girl inside of me who had been waiting all along.

Reflection
Sometimes, the bravest thing we can do is go back.
 Not to stay in the past, but to retrieve the parts of ourselves we left behind when we were too young to know better.
 The inner child isn’t weak — she is the part of us that still believes in softness, in magic, in being loved for simply existing.
 She holds our longing, our truth, our unmet needs.
 And when we turn toward her with compassion, we stop abandoning ourselves.
 In her eyes, we see the version of us who never needed to earn love, only receive it.
 And maybe, just maybe, that’s where true healing begins — with seeing her.
 With saying, I’m here now. And I’m not leaving.







[bookmark: _lbupvjyofq93]Chapter 3: 
[bookmark: _p5ys686l3h7l]Choosing Me


Introduction
There’s a moment in every awakening when you realize no one is coming to save you — not your partner, not your family, not even the child in you waiting for someone to finally show up. And in that moment, a quiet but powerful truth rises: you can choose yourself.
 Not out of rebellion.
 Not out of selfishness.
 But out of the deep, inner knowing that you are worth choosing.
 Over and over again.
This chapter marks the shift from survival to self-ownership — from waiting for permission to claiming the space that was always mine.

Body
The journey to choosing me didn’t begin with confidence.
 It began with exhaustion.
 I had reached a point where my body said “no more,” and my soul whispered, what if we do it differently now?
After visiting the little girl in me — hearing her, seeing her, comforting her — I felt something shift.
 The guilt I once carried for needing rest, for saying no, for not having it all together, began to loosen.
 I had always believed that selflessness was strength, that being needed was love, that proving my worth made me worthy.
 But suddenly, those beliefs no longer fit.
 They felt like a coat I had outgrown but was too afraid to take off.
Choosing me wasn’t loud. It wasn’t dramatic.
 It was in the small moments:
 Saying no without guilt.
 Resting without shame.
 Honoring what I felt without apologizing for it.
I stopped chasing the version of me that was always available, always fixing, always holding everything together — and started asking, what do I want? What do I need? What do I feel?
And for the first time, I answered without editing myself.
I felt the resistance.
 The fear that people would think I changed.
 The worry that I’d be seen as selfish.
 The internal voice still whispering, you don’t deserve this kind of care.
 But I did it anyway.
Because something inside of me — something sacred and tired of being silenced — had finally spoken up.
I chose me because I was done choosing pain to keep the peace.
 I was done shrinking to fit spaces that never made room for my becoming.
 I was done apologizing for my needs and calling it maturity.
 I was done betraying myself in the name of love.
And every time I chose me — gently, quietly, deliberately — I gave my daughter permission to choose herself too.
 This wasn’t just healing for me.
 It was a legacy shift.
 A pattern breaker.
 A new beginning written in the language of self-trust.

Reflection
Choosing yourself is not a rejection of others — it’s a return to truth.
 It’s the moment you stop asking for external validation and begin honoring your inner voice.
 It’s when you realize that your worth was never in your giving, your fixing, or your self-sacrifice — it was always in your being.
 Choosing you is not easy, especially when you've been conditioned to believe your needs are too much.
 But the more you do, the more you teach your heart what it means to be home.
 And maybe that’s what awakening really is — not becoming someone new, but returning to the one who’s been waiting for you all along.



[bookmark: _cb6uipfu9rw1]Chapter 4: 
[bookmark: _h6lkvvm4ysns]How Dare I!


Introduction
There comes a moment in every awakening when your becoming rattles the bones of your old life.
 You start doing the unthinkable: choosing yourself. Saying no. Taking up space.
 And the question echoes — first as a whisper within, and then as an uproar around you:
 How dare you?
But there’s another question, quieter yet more urgent:
 How dare I not?

Body
When I started to shift — to soften, to protect, to rest — I expected resistance, but I wasn’t prepared for how deeply it would come from within.
My own voice rose up first:
 How dare I ask for more?
 How dare I stop giving endlessly?
 How dare I want joy, ease, boundaries, rest — after all these years of hustle and pain?
It was like I had betrayed an unspoken agreement I had made with the world — that I would always be available, always strong, always the fixer, the giver, the one who holds it all together.
But just as I was learning to quiet the guilt and care for myself, the world around me pushed back even harder.
Those who had grown used to the crumbs I gave myself felt entitled to keep feasting off my self-sacrifice.
 And when they saw me change, their reactions weren’t concern — they were strategies.
Suddenly, I was accused of being distant. Cold. Selfish.
 I was reminded of all they had “done for me.”
 Manipulation wrapped in sweet words.
 Guilt paraded as love.
 They didn’t ask what I needed. They demanded who I used to be.
I was called dramatic.
 Too sensitive.
 Too independent.
 Too much.
But here’s the truth: I wasn’t “too much.”
 I had just finally become too much for those who preferred me small, agreeable, and quietly breaking.
And for the first time, I wasn’t apologizing for it.
Let them call it a phase.
 Let them twist the story.
 Let them fight to pull me back into patterns that only served their comfort.
I had lived in a cage of expectations for too long, and now that I had tasted freedom — there was no going back.
I had to learn how to live with the discomfort of being misunderstood.
 To stop explaining my growth just to ease someone else’s insecurity.
 To trust that those meant to walk with me in wholeness would not demand my fragmentation.

Reflection
This chapter of the awakening is messy. Lonely. Bold.
 It’s where you lose more than you thought — but gain what matters most: clarity, peace, and truth.
People will resist your healing. Not because you’re wrong — but because they can no longer benefit from your self-abandonment.
They will use every trick in the book: guilt, nostalgia, silence, pity, manipulation, even kindness.
 And you will feel the urge to shrink again, just to feel safe.
But healing isn’t about safety.
 It’s about liberation.
 And sometimes, the cost of becoming is being misunderstood.
So let them whisper, how dare you?
 Let them call you too much.
 You’re not too much. You’re just finally becoming everything you were always meant to be.
And that — that is a revolution.


















[bookmark: _izvb56aypy9f]
[bookmark: _fpd0q17pfrhl]
[bookmark: _j3yhsgcin0hd]
[bookmark: _juz9j7hxxkju]
[bookmark: _b16l26sx6ogu]
[bookmark: _7bnni18zoet2]Chapter 5: 
[bookmark: _8ssicj8jw2tw]Becoming My Safe Place


Introduction
There is a moment in the awakening when you stop waiting.
 You stop waiting for someone to come save you, see you, choose you, or finally love you the way you’ve always longed to be loved.
You realize no one is coming.
 And for the first time, instead of breaking, something in you rises.
Because now you know — you are not empty.
 You are not lost.
 You are not unworthy.
You are the one you’ve been waiting for.

Body
I didn’t know how to be my own safe place at first.
 For most of my life, I had tied safety to someone else — someone staying, someone loving, someone making me feel like enough.
 But those ties were never rooted in truth. They were fragile, conditional, and often manipulative. I wasn’t safe — I was dependent.
After the fire, after the resistance, and the grief, I stood there — raw and alone.
 Not lonely. But alone with me.
 And I realized I didn’t even know how to hold myself.
So I began slowly.
I listened when my body whispered: I’m tired.
 I paused when my mind raced toward old fears: You’re failing.
 I stopped apologizing for needing rest, silence, boundaries, joy.
I showed up for my inner child.
 Not just during journaling sessions or guided meditations — but in everyday life.
 I asked: What do you need today, love?
 And I listened.
I gave her what no one else ever had the capacity to give:
 Presence.
 Protection.
 Permission to just be.
I started to speak to myself gently — the way I wished someone had spoken to me during my darkest nights.
 I no longer used my voice to criticize or shame. I used it to comfort, guide, and hold space.
There were setbacks. I doubted myself often.
 But every time I returned to me, I found more strength. More softness. More home.
I learned that safety isn't just a space.
 It’s a practice.
 It’s built moment by moment, word by word, choice by choice.
I stopped expecting others to understand the depth of what I needed.
 Because I had started learning how to give it to myself.

Reflection
Becoming your own safe place is not an act of defiance.
 It’s not a wall built out of bitterness.
 It’s an altar made of devotion.
You aren’t choosing yourself instead of others.
 You’re choosing yourself before you abandon you again.
This chapter is where peace begins to bloom.
 Where you find comfort in your own presence.
 Where solitude becomes sacred, not sad.
This is not the end of your healing.
 But it’s the beginning of your return.
And as you rest in this home within, you’re preparing for the final chapter of this part — the rebirth.


[bookmark: _pjnzzy94ph84]Chapter 6: 
[bookmark: _mmcsvy5ixi07]The Rebirth


Introduction
Rebirth doesn’t always look like rising from ashes in glory.
 Sometimes, it looks like remembering your name after years of being called by everything else.
 Sometimes, it’s the softest whisper: I’m still here.
 Not the old you. Not the masked you.
 But the real you — the one who never stopped trying to be seen.

Body
After building a sense of safety within, I felt something stirring.
 Not urgency. Not survival.
 But readiness.
I was no longer pushing for healing — I was surrendering to it.
 I stopped chasing an identity that would make others proud or feel less threatened.
 I stopped dressing myself in roles that kept me small.
Instead, I slowly started living.
 Living in ways that honored who I was, not who I had to be.
Rebirth was not an event.
 It was quiet. It was slow.
 It was the accumulation of choices that honored my truth.
I began to say yes only when I meant it.
 I began to say no without guilt.
 I no longer waited for validation before taking the next step.
 I no longer made decisions through the lens of fear or abandonment.
I accepted that not everyone would like this version of me.
 I stopped explaining my healing to people committed to misunderstanding me.
 Because I finally understood myself.
 And that was enough.
In this stage, I felt unfamiliar even to myself.
 There were moments when I questioned: Is this really me?
 And then I’d remember — it wasn’t that I had changed.
 It was that I had returned.
 To the self I had long buried beneath approval, people-pleasing, and pain.
I began to trust my voice.
 I began to trust my body.
 I began to trust my timing.
I laughed more.
 I played more.
 I rested without apology.
 I loved without losing myself.
This was not a glow-up.
 This was a soul-up.
 This was the becoming I never knew I was allowed to claim.

Reflection
Rebirth is the celebration of your return — not to who you were, but to who you’ve always been beneath the noise.
 It’s the soft rising of a woman no longer waiting for permission.
This is the point in the journey where you stop surviving your story and begin rewriting it.
 With power. With clarity. With self-respect.
You’ve peeled away the layers.
 You’ve faced the shadows.
 You’ve built your own home within.
Now, as you stand on the edge of this new self, you’re not afraid.
 Not of being too much. Not of being alone. Not of being seen.
You’re ready to wear your crown — not as an ornament, but as ownership.
And so, we enter the next part: The Crown — the becoming of the woman you’ve always known you could be.



[bookmark: _1v14i5tfofua]Part 2: 
[bookmark: _i09ttcq75rnr]The Awakening — Final Reflection



Awakening is not a moment — it’s a series of quiet inner ruptures.
 It’s the slow unraveling of every version of yourself that was built for survival instead of truth.
This part of the journey held grief, not for others, but for the pieces of me I clung to — thinking they were required for love, for safety, for worth.
 I thought change would feel like freedom.
 Instead, it felt like loss.
Burnout was not the end — it was the body’s way of asking me to stop betraying myself.
 Returning to my inner child was not in the plan — it was the only way forward.
 Choosing myself felt selfish — until it felt sacred.
 Being “too much” became my power, not my shame.
 Becoming my safe place felt like an impossible task — until I stopped outsourcing it.
 And rebirth… it didn’t look like fire and light.
 It looked like quiet mornings, honest no’s, and guilt-free rest.
Every chapter was a reckoning with who I was and who I was no longer willing to be.
This was the unbecoming — the letting go.
 And through every release, I made space for the woman I was finally ready to meet.
The one who doesn’t beg for love.
 The one who doesn’t flinch at her own reflection.
 The one who doesn’t shrink to keep peace.
Now, she rises.
And with her rising, we enter Part 3: The Crown — not a throne given, but one reclaimed.
 Not a title earned, but a truth remembered.
 This is where I own it all — the voice, the power, the story.
 This is where I become the woman I was never told I could be… but always was.















PART lll: THE CROWN










[bookmark: _h1386wstyu9t]Introduction



There is a moment in every woman’s story when she stops waiting to be chosen.
 Not because she’s given up on love, but because she’s remembered her worth.
This is not the beginning of a fairytale.
 This is the reclaiming — of voice, of value, of power.
The Crown is not something I found.
 It was something I had to remember I was already born with.
This part of the journey is not about proving anything.
 It’s about standing in what I’ve already learned through fire, grief, silence, and awakening.
 It’s about no longer apologizing for the woman I’ve become — the one who dares to live whole, even when the world keeps asking for pieces.
Here, I am not striving. I am not shrinking.
 Here, I wear my boundaries like armor, not walls.
 Here, I speak the truth without checking if it makes others comfortable.
 Here, I am mother and woman, soft and strong, lover and lone wolf — unapologetically.
The Crown is not about power over others.
 It’s about power over my story, my energy, my choices.
This part is not the end of the journey.
 But it is where I walk with my head held high — not because I’ve never fallen,
 but because I got up… again and again.
Welcome to The Crown.
 The woman I once buried is now the woman I walk as.
 And she wears her crown from within.




[bookmark: _xdkodsapckkw]Chapter 1: 
[bookmark: _8wfw5hyz9j49]I Wear the Crown
[bookmark: _obyeo9hx912h]
[bookmark: _bkvwo2ke10au]
[bookmark: _4c6gshlqw764]
[bookmark: _2c5bkbbfwxu]Introduction
There comes a moment, not always loud or grand, where you simply decide: I am no longer asking for permission to exist in my fullness. It’s not about revenge or proving anything. It’s a quiet returning to yourself — a rising, not in rebellion, but in remembrance. This is where I arrived. After the fires, after the silence, after giving away the best parts of me for crumbs, I stood in the mirror and saw a woman I had never met before. She wasn’t begging, pleasing, or shrinking. She was whole. She was steady. She was sovereign.
This chapter is not about becoming someone new. It's about reclaiming the woman who was always there — beneath the exhaustion, beneath the self-betrayal, beneath the roles and expectations. It's about finally recognizing the crown that was never taken from me, only set down when I forgot who I was.

[bookmark: _igiupd8eiuef]The Body
Wearing the crown didn’t feel like fireworks or applause. It felt like silence — the kind that comes when you no longer explain yourself to be understood. It felt like peace — when you stop performing for love. It felt like boundaries — firm, quiet, and unwavering. It felt like shedding skin that was never mine.
The woman I used to be would have doubted this version of me. She would’ve said: Who do you think you are? She would’ve called me selfish for choosing rest. Difficult for asking to be treated with respect. She would’ve been terrified of what people would say when I stopped shrinking and started standing tall.
But here’s the truth: when I decided to wear my crown, I lost some people — and I gained myself.
No more shrinking into silence when I feel discomfort. No more over-explaining to be palatable. No more softening my truth to be accepted. I am not here to fit into spaces that only love versions of me that forget themselves.
I wear the crown when I say “no” without guilt.
 I wear it when I walk away from what no longer honors me.
 I wear it when I laugh loudly, rest deeply, cry openly, and love myself fiercely.
 I wear it when I mother from fullness, not from martyrdom.
 I wear it every time I choose me without apology.

[bookmark: _9e2nbw8rcn19]Reflection
Wearing the crown is not about perfection — it’s about presence. It’s not about power over others — it’s about power within. The kind of power that isn’t loud but unshakable. The kind that doesn't need to convince, just is.
This chapter marks the beginning of living from my wholeness. I’m not looking to be rescued, chosen, or fixed. I’ve already been reclaimed — by me.
And now, I lead myself.
Because the crown was never about how the world sees me.
 It was always about how I finally saw myself.











[bookmark: _cg247nxfqpbd]Chapter 2: 
[bookmark: _5tg6iyi597m6]The Reclamation
[bookmark: _vfslcmuo9jtq]
[bookmark: _asrxgtj318tu]
[bookmark: _rk33od2lbhle]
[bookmark: _wjccv84e0x7h]Introduction
I didn’t just wear the crown. I earned it.
But what good is a crown if the woman beneath it is still lost in old agreements?
After declaring my worth, something inside me whispered: Now go back and gather what’s yours. Reclaim the pieces you abandoned to be accepted. The parts you buried so others could shine. The voice you silenced for peace. The dreams you shelved for survival.
This chapter is the walk back into myself — not to become someone new, but to remember who I was before the world asked me to shrink.

[bookmark: _s023agvfcdy]The Body
There’s a sacred stillness that follows the declaration of worth. Once I said, “I am enough,” I expected celebration. But what came instead was resistance — both from within and around me.
Old voices returned, testing my courage. Old patterns tugged at my ankles. The world, confused by my quiet refusal to bend, tried to lure me back into old shapes with guilt, shame, and nostalgia.
But I was no longer available for negotiations that required me to betray myself.
I started reclaiming my life in whispers, not roars. I didn’t kick the door down; I unlocked it gently, stepping in with bare feet and open eyes.
I reclaimed my time — no longer overbooking myself just to prove my worth.
I reclaimed my voice — no longer filtering truth to protect fragile egos.
I reclaimed my softness — the one I once thought I had to hide to be respected.
I reclaimed my no — and with it, the freedom that was always mine.
Reclamation was never about revenge or proving anyone wrong. It was about choosing myself without permission. It was about turning inward and saying, You can come out now. You’re safe here.
And yes, people pushed back. Some mourned the version of me who gave without limits, who twisted herself to keep the peace. But I didn’t owe them the woman I used to be. I owed myself the one I had always been.

[bookmark: _uaheioxx1r2b]Reflection
Reclamation isn’t loud. It’s sacred. It’s intentional. It’s the quiet refusal to keep betraying yourself just to be loved, accepted, or understood.
Wearing the crown meant standing tall.
 Reclaiming myself meant walking back through the ashes to gather every part of me I once left behind.
This chapter was not a detour — it was necessary.
Because the woman who wears the crown with peace, softness, and power?
 She remembers who she is.
She holds her own hand now.









[bookmark: _g1ouddqjxhpu]Chapter 3: 
[bookmark: _xoaa6asilykk]Power in Softness
[bookmark: _fpbbipcudzn9]
[bookmark: _jwhxx9f0venp]
[bookmark: _d3dfxeou8e7z]
[bookmark: _m514xh58gkqd]Introduction
After reclaiming myself, I didn’t come back with sharp edges. I returned with softness.
Not weakness. Not fragility. But a softness forged in fire — the kind of softness that’s rooted, clear, and unshakable.
For a long time, I believed I had to be hard to be respected. I confused coldness with boundaries, harshness with strength, silence with control. I wore my survival like armor, convinced that anything less made me vulnerable to being used again.
But the truth is, nothing is more powerful than softness that chooses itself.

[bookmark: _e3pdx54oc9sg]The Body
Softness came when I stopped performing and started being.
It came when I stopped shrinking or swelling to fit the expectations of others, and instead gave myself permission to show up as I am — with my feelings, my tenderness, my truth.
I found softness in my tone, no longer needing to raise my voice to be heard.
 In my pace, no longer rushing to prove I was productive.
 In my presence, no longer fighting to be chosen — just being grounded in knowing I already am.
I began to mother myself the way I always needed — with gentleness, patience, and grace. I replaced the harsh inner critic with the voice of a nurturer. I stopped demanding perfection and started honoring effort. I chose rest without guilt. I gave myself room to cry, to pause, to be held — even if only by my own arms.
And this softness? It made me more powerful than I had ever been.
Because softness lets me see clearly without reacting.
 Softness makes me strong enough to stay calm in chaos.
 Softness lets me love without losing myself.
 Softness keeps me rooted when the world tries to shake me.
I no longer needed to prove I was unbreakable.
 Because I had learned how to bend — with grace — and still stand tall.

[bookmark: _tmb6d3wou9kj]Reflection
This chapter is where the crown settled fully on my head — not as a performance, but as a quiet truth.
Power doesn’t always roar. Sometimes it whispers.
And the woman I’ve become?
 She doesn’t chase, beg, or explain.
 She simply stands — soft and whole — in her own presence.
Because when softness is chosen from strength, it is the loudest declaration:
 I no longer need to be hard to be powerful.












[bookmark: _md62jjt74jpt]Chapter 4: 
[bookmark: _imk0msa98m42]Love on My Own Terms
[bookmark: _22xkrbdfd29h]
[bookmark: _5vsqvuhffoq0]
[bookmark: _za701inawy5d]
[bookmark: _8fxtt5bbzobv]Introduction
After softening, I saw love differently.
I saw how I had once called hunger love.
 How I had mistaken survival bonds for connection.
 How I had measured my worth by how much I could give, fix, or endure.
But this time, I was not begging to be chosen.
 I had already chosen me.
This chapter isn’t about who I loved — or even who loved me.
 It’s about how I learned to love with intention, clarity, and choice.
 It’s about how I reclaimed the right to define love on my terms.

[bookmark: _2qsm54vb1ecx]The Body
There was a time when I thought love meant sacrifice.
 I thought it meant staying, even when I was being broken.
 I thought it meant forgiving without repair, giving without limits, and being the "strong one" — even when I was drowning.
I used to believe that if I just loved enough, it would be enough.
But enough for who?
 Enough for what?
After awakening, I stopped giving love as proof of my worth and started choosing love that honored it.
I stopped confusing control with care.
 Stopped confusing presence with partnership.
 Stopped confusing attachment with love.
I no longer wanted love that came with conditions.
 I wanted truth. Transparency. Reciprocity.
Now, love had to feel like peace — not pressure.
 It had to feel like home — not a battlefield.
 It had to feel like freedom — not fear.
And I had to hold myself to the same standard.
 I began showing up in love without losing my boundaries.
 Without betraying my needs.
 Without shrinking.
Because the way I love now has nothing to prove.
 It simply is.
 Rooted. Grown. Full of truth.
I give from overflow — not depletion.
 And if I love you, it is a choice — not a need.

[bookmark: _rtxra4p2nmj3]Reflection
This chapter is not a love story.
 It is a return to love — the kind that starts within.
Because the greatest love story I’ve ever written is the one where I stopped waiting to be chosen…
 And chose myself.
Where love no longer asks me to betray myself for closeness…
 And instead meets me in truth, in respect, in wholeness.
I don’t chase love anymore.
 I receive it — only in the way that aligns with the life and peace I’ve created.
And that, to me, is love on my own terms.


[bookmark: _nfd6s1o5ik7v]Chapter 5: 
[bookmark: _tqjo85mo8c6e]No Longer Waiting
[bookmark: _je5ci9x2g7mv]
[bookmark: _y32j7zdp9jdb]
[bookmark: _tyvl74q118ue]
[bookmark: _q49gpo5iu7jo]Introduction
There was a time when I was always waiting.
Waiting for the right time.
 Waiting to be ready.
 Waiting for someone to see me, choose me, fix it, change.
Waiting for healing to feel complete.
 Waiting for the fear to go away.
 Waiting to be perfect before I began.
But life was passing.
 And I was stuck in the doorway.
I didn’t know the door had been open all along.

[bookmark: _3vnap2tw81v3]The Body
When you’ve spent so much of your life surviving, waiting can feel like safety.
I used to tell myself I wasn’t ready — that I needed more healing, more clarity, more something before I took the next step.
But healing is not a finish line.
 It is a rhythm. A movement. A becoming.
And one day, I realized the waiting was a form of hiding.
I was waiting to be less messy.
 Less uncertain.
 Less afraid.
But growth doesn’t ask for perfection — it asks for courage.
I stopped waiting for someone to walk beside me.
 Stopped waiting for external signs.
 Stopped waiting for validation that I was “doing it right.”
Because the truth is, I was the one I was waiting for.
And when I stood up — even in my shaking, uncertain truth — the world didn’t crumble.
 I didn’t fall apart.
Instead, I rose.
And the moment I stopped waiting, life started meeting me differently.
Opportunities showed up.
 Peace met me in the present.
 Love met me where I stood — not where I used to be.
I realized that wholeness wasn’t a future goal.
 It was a present choice.

[bookmark: _67iwsmcvnnf]Reflection
I am no longer waiting for someone to hand me the crown.
 I already wear it.
I am no longer waiting for the perfect day to begin.
 This moment is the beginning.
No longer waiting for the fear to disappear.
 I move with it, through it, beside it.
I do not wait to be loved to feel worthy.
 I do not wait to be seen to take up space.
 I do not wait to be chosen to feel enough.
I am enough. Now.
And I live, speak, love, create — now.
Because every breath is a declaration.
 Every step forward is a homecoming.
No longer waiting.
 Already becoming.
Already here.


[bookmark: _d7v9szb2r32v]
[bookmark: _dchjxr6mqsra]
[bookmark: _3w9tzg75bdju]
[bookmark: _xw1mqxf4nhd4]
[bookmark: _tiof0ylzr5jm]
[bookmark: _ec7b02ilj0an]
[bookmark: _l6ce92yk5ms8]
[bookmark: _ii85h7qwe5ux]
[bookmark: _erfgq9b89iky]
[bookmark: _4ue6vbyflvgi]
[bookmark: _t96pnbudwh5]
[bookmark: _cnvu8gbl6t4c]
[bookmark: _3r6dsc26z66i]
[bookmark: _q8ax3z976d9m]Chapter 6: 
[bookmark: _s3zwocrlrvi7]Raising Royalty
[bookmark: _s6n5z5waq9qd]
[bookmark: _tyjezv2ajnmo]
[bookmark: _nxp6ic1c7puo]
[bookmark: _w4h5kutm4s2o]Introduction
I did not just heal for me.
 I healed for her.
 For the little girl watching me rebuild a life with bare hands and bold heart.
 For the child I used to be, and the child I now raise.
My journey home to myself became the path I laid for her feet to follow —
 so she would not have to unlearn what I never got to know.
Because now I know: healing is not only about becoming free.
 It’s about creating freedom for those who come after you.

[bookmark: _nlp1j2m2xd3j]The Body
Raising royalty is not about crowns or castles.
 It’s about giving her what I never had — not just materially, but emotionally, spiritually.
It’s about presence.
 It’s about being the safe place she can return to, even when the world feels like too much.
 It’s about modeling softness and strength, not one or the other.
When I chose to become my own safe place, I also chose to become hers.
Not by being perfect.
 But by being whole.
 By showing her what it means to cry, to rest, to laugh loudly, to say no without guilt, to love yourself out loud.
There are days when I still stumble —
 but I no longer shame myself.
 Instead, I let her see that even queens fall… and rise.
The legacy I leave her is not one of self-sacrifice, but self-respect.
Not of waiting to be saved, but of knowing her power.
 Not of begging for love, but of being love.
I watch her now —
 her fire, her voice, her fierce sense of self —
 and I realize:
 this is what generational healing looks like.
Not perfection.
 But presence.
 Not control.
 But connection.

[bookmark: _c7tgy3j16n8k]Reflection
I am raising royalty — not by molding her into who I was taught to be,
 but by giving her the freedom to become who she already is.
And I guide her by being who I needed when I was her age.
 A woman who leads with truth,
 loves with tenderness,
 and wears her story like a crown.
This chapter isn’t just the end.
 It’s the continuation.
Because every healed woman becomes a ripple in the lives of those who follow.
 And every daughter raised in freedom carries the torch even further.
I wear the crown.
 And now, she knows it’s hers, too.



[bookmark: _kn48p72wkrmf]Final Reflection
[bookmark: _n5aok9a7btim]Part 3: The Crown



This part of the journey was never about arriving perfectly healed or flawlessly whole.
 It was about standing tall in all that I’ve survived and choosing to rise anyway.
Wearing the crown did not mean I had no wounds.
 It meant I no longer hid them in shame.
It meant I chose softness over performance, connection over control, and presence over perfection.
 It meant reclaiming what was always mine: my voice, my truth, my rhythm, my peace.
Each chapter in this part is a piece of the throne I built from the very ruins that tried to bury me.
Because that’s what women like me do — we rise, not in spite of the fire, but because we’ve walked through it.
The crown is not the end of the story.
 It is the beginning of a new lineage.
A lineage of healed mothers.
 Present women.
 Soft warriors.
 And daughters who no longer have to recover from what we did not heal.
This is what it means to reign — not over others, but over yourself.





[bookmark: _hr83pls6aml7]Epilogue: And So She Rises



She didn’t just break generational patterns —
 she danced on their ashes.
She didn’t just find herself —
 she created herself, again and again, through each breakdown and breakthrough.
This story was never about becoming someone else.
 It was about remembering who she was before the world asked her to be small, silent, and selfless.
And now?
 She walks differently.
 She speaks with intention.
 She rests without guilt.
 She loves herself like it’s sacred.
She is no longer a woman waiting to be chosen.
 She chooses herself every single day.
And when her daughter, or another woman, or even a former version of herself asks:
 “How did you do it?”
She smiles and replies,
 “I stopped shrinking.
 I started listening.
 And I remembered — I was never meant to beg for crumbs when I was born to wear a crown.”
This is not just her story.
 It is every woman’s story who dares to come home to herself.
And now, beloved reader —
 may you rise.
 In your own time.
 In your own way.
 And when you do, may you never forget:
You are the fire.
 You are the softness.
 You are the crown.
The throne is waiting.
 Go sit in it.

