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Dedication




For the one reading this in the dark
in the bathroom at 2 AM, in the car before work, in bed when you swore you’d sleep.


You know who you are.
This is for you.


For every breath you took when you didn’t know how to keep going.
For every truth you swallowed to stay loved.
For every step you’re still brave enough to take, 
even if you crawl first.


May these pages remind you:
You were never too broken to belong to yourself again.











  
  
Welcome




If you made it here, 
maybe you’ve realized by now
there’s no final chapter 
where you arrive perfect and unshakable.
Healing is not a badge. 
Growth is not a finish line.
They are spirals, 
seasons, 
doorways you’ll pass through again and again.

So when you feel yourself slip, 
when you find old wounds wearing new disguises,
don’t panic. 
Don’t shame yourself back into the cage.
Pause. Breathe. Listen.
You’ve survived your own mind before. 
You know how to stand back up.

And if you forget, 
come back here.
Flip to any page. Read it like a friend.
Then go outside. Put your hands in the dirt.
Tell the wind your secrets.
Let your ribs remember:
Freedom is never once-and-done,
it’s every honest breath, 
every soft decision to keep living 
like you belong to your own damn life.

Go gently.
Go bravely.
And when in doubt,
crawl first. Rise next.
Repeat as needed.










  
  
How to Use This Book




This is not a book to be read once and shelved. 
It’s a mirror, 
a quiet dare, 
a small rebellion 
against the version of you that says, “Not yet.”

Skip around.
Reread the same page until it stings less.
Mark it up. Argue with it.
Tape a line to your mirror if you have to.
Just don’t keep it pristine — keep it honest.
That’s how it works best.
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The Burning Library




Someone shelved me in silence. 
No title on the spine,
no catalog to find me by.
Just dust thick as judgment
and ink that bled without permission.

When the fire came,
it did not arrive like punishment—
it walked barefoot,
carried nothing but time,
and touched everything I ever was.

The encyclopedias of obedience
screamed first.
Then the volumes of withheld replies.
Then the index of things I should have said
but swallowed
for safety.

Bindings burst like ribs.
Sentences ripped free,
half of them still begging for punctuation.
The names of people I built myself around
melted into one black, unreadable smear.

I reached for a chapter I remembered loving once—
my handwriting curved across its edges,
naive, too open—
but it blistered the moment I touched it.
The paper hissed
and curled away from me
as if even memory
had grown ashamed of the contact.

In that moment,
I realized
how many of my stories
were written by hands that weren’t mine.
How often I had let ghosts
author my worth.

The roof collapsed inward—
a sudden silence as the beams gave way.
Smoke billowed up
like a secret trying to escape through the lungs.

I did not run.
I did not scream.
I opened my mouth
and swallowed the ash.

Something shifted in the floorboards beneath me—
not cracking, not breaking,
but bending
as if making space
for whatever comes
after the ruin.

I pressed my palm to the glowing remains,
felt a single word still warm
beneath the soot.

Not hope.
Not forgiveness.
Just a word
with sharp edges
and breath still trapped inside it—
a name I hadn’t spoken in years.

Mine.








  
  
Introduction




This book wasn’t born in a cabin by the sea 
or during some perfectly planned retreat.
It didn’t start with a neat outline or a publisher’s deadline.
It began the same place all my truest words do,
in the middle of my own mess.

It started as a single text message.
One honest sentence sent at dawn 
when I didn’t know how else to keep myself upright.
Then another.
Then a handful of strangers turned friends, 
waking up to the same reminder:
You are not too broken to try again today.

Those early messages didn’t fix anyone.
Least of all me.
But they built something steadier than motivation,
a quiet ritual of telling the truth.
First to myself. Then to whoever needed it most.

Those simple texts grew into a newsletter.
The newsletter grew into a small circle of people 
brave enough to read the parts of themselves they’d been avoiding.
And those conversations turned into these pages you’re holding now.

I didn’t write this book because I had answers.
I wrote it because I knew I wasn’t alone in my questions.
And maybe, somewhere between my confessions and your own secret truths,
we could remember together that healing isn’t a finish line,
it’s a slow, 
stubborn remembering 
of who you were before the world convinced you to hide.

So here it is.
Messy. Earnest. Not for show.

Read it how you need to: 
start at the beginning, flip to a random page, 
scribble in the margins, tear out a line and tape it to your mirror if you have to.

Just promise me one thing:
Don’t read it like you’re studying how to be better.
Read it like a friend cracking open the door to say, Me too.

And if, 
when you reach the end, 
you crave more small reminders to breathe, 
stand, 
or crawl forward,
you’ll find me right where this began:

still sending quiet truths at healingthoughts.com,
still sharing the flip side at shadowthoughts.com,

still in your inbox or your phone, 
reminding you you’re never too broken to begin again.

Being human, 
despite it all, 
is still 
holy work.

Let’s keep doing it together.








  
  
When the Cage Is Imaginary




Some prisons don’t come with guards. 
They don’t need them.
They feed on your loyalty,
your rehearsed explanations, your holy excuses,
your soft promise to stay small because freedom sounds too big.

I wrote this for the part of you that says “I can’t.”
For the breath that catches in your throat 
when you picture the life you’d live if you called your own bluff.
This chapter is not a gentle knock,
it’s a dare:
Check the door again.
Push.
See what rattles.
See what collapses when you stop kneeling to your fear.

If the cage was never real,
then neither is the lock.
Come prove it with me,
one trembling step past the threshold.
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"The mind is its own place, and in itself can make a heaven of hell, a hell of heaven." — John Milton







Unlocked From Within

I spent years accusing locked doors
for my stillness,
told myself the latch was welded shut
by cruel hands,
by timing,
by anything but my own reluctance.

Most nights I rehearsed escape
inside my skull,
while my feet curled politely
around the same cold tile.

Last week I turned the knob
without ceremony,
no secret key,
no guard to outwit.

I wasn’t caged.
I just never tested the handle.



The Lie I Called Loyalty

It hit me in a parking lot I didn’t want to be in.
Car off. Chest tight. A life I had outgrown still trying to hold me in the past.
I kept saying I was stuck.
That I couldn’t leave yet. Couldn’t risk the fallout. Couldn’t afford the mess.

But sitting there, I realized it wasn’t that I couldn’t.
It’s that I was terrified of what would happen if I actually did.

Because walking away from what hurts is one thing.
But walking away from what’s familiar is its own kind of grief.
I kept calling it patience. Maturity. Loyalty.
But if I was honest, it was fear.

That moment,
hands shaking on the steering wheel, heart louder than reason,
I saw it for what it was:
Not a trap. Not a punishment.
A choice.
One I had been pretending wasn’t mine to make.

And that’s where this line came from:


"Freedom begins the moment you realize you were never trapped." —Apr 07, 2025



The Trap I Forged and Freed

There was a stretch in my twenties where I blamed everything. 
My parents. The system. Past trauma. My lack of credentials. My “bad luck.”
Every setback got pinned to something external. 
I carried that victim badge like a medal. Heavy. Tarnished. Worn proudly.

Then one night I cracked open Man’s Search for Meaning. 
Viktor Frankl. Holocaust survivor. Psychiatrist. Philosopher of the soul.
He wrote about men finding purpose inside concentration camps. 
About how meaning wasn’t handed to you. It had to be wrestled from the chaos. 
Internal. Fierce. Your last possession when everything else was stripped away.

I dropped the book. 
Sat there. Staring. 
Ashamed.
If he could hold that truth inside a literal cage,
why was I still blaming everyone else while free?

It was never the apartment. 
Never the bills. Not even my past. 
It was me. 

The bars weren’t real. 
The lock was imaginary. The trap was built in my own head.
And the second I saw that, 
I mean really saw it, 
I felt something strange. 
A crack in the concrete. A breeze. 
The beginning of an exit.

Here’s Your Work Today

Ask yourself:
“Where in my life do I say I’m stuck… but really, I’m scared to choose?”

Write it down. 
Don’t edit. Don’t justify. 
Just name it. 

Is it your job? Your marriage? A version of yourself you’ve outgrown?

Then ask the harder one:
“If the cage door swung open, would I walk through it?”

Freedom begins the moment you realize the door’s been open the whole time.
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Proof the Door Was Never Locked

Freedom is closer than you think.
It doesn’t arrive with trumpets or permission slips.
It shows up the moment you’re more aware of your own excuses
than you are afraid of what happens when you stop using them.

You don’t need to deserve it.
You don’t need to wait for a perfect day.
You just have to stand up inside the lie that says you can’t.
Push the door. Feel it give.
Let the truth sting.
You were never locked in, 
you were just loyal to your fear.

Some people will keep kneeling in corners, 
polishing their chains,
praying for a rescue they won’t accept.
Don’t join them.
Walk out.
Feel the weight slip off your shoulders 
one choice at a time.
Breathe bigger than the walls you’ve memorized.
Speak louder than the silence that raised you.

And when you find yourself free,
don’t gloat, 
hold the door wide.
Someone else is about to stand up too,
and they’ll need to see you standing there,
living proof 
that no cage 
is stronger than a mind that decides to be done.








  
  
The Cost of "I'm Fine"




“I’m fine.” 
Two words that taste harmless on the tongue 
and rot the truth somewhere beneath the ribcage.
We say it to keep the world at ease,
but mostly to keep ourselves from drowning in what’s real.

This chapter is for the part of you that’s tired of performing okay-ness,
tired of stuffing pain into polite answers,
tired of waking up numb to your own heartbeat.

Read this like an invitation to drop the act.
To stand still long enough for the feelings you’ve buried alive
to crawl back home and speak their piece.

No more “I’m fine.”
Not here.
Here, you’re allowed to feel exactly as much as you do,
messy, unfiltered, and honest enough to heal.
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"You own everything that happened to you. Tell your stories. If people wanted you to write warmly about them, they should have behaved better." — Anne Lamott







Small Fires I Call Nothing

I once swallowed a thousand petty hurts,
stacked them behind my ribs
like unpaid bills,
easy to ignore until the ceiling leaked.

I became fluent in I’m fine,
the polite camouflage for smoke
seeping under my tongue.

Last week I wept into the sink,
watched suds swallow what my mouth refused.

Next time, I’ll let it burn
where I can see it.



Beyond “I’m Fine”

I used to pride myself on being easy,
easy-going, 
easy to talk to, 
easy to handle.

Every "How are you?" met with a quick, confident "I'm fine,"
a shield forged from politeness and denial.

Until the day I sat alone in my car, hands gripping the wheel,
heart racing, tears suddenly streaming down my face,
and realized I couldn't name a single honest feeling inside me.

I wasn't fine. I hadn't been fine in a long time.
I'd just gotten so good at playing the part,
I'd even fooled myself.

And that's when I knew something had to change,
starting with two little words I promised myself I'd never again use to hide my truth.


"How often do you dismiss or minimize your feelings with phrases like 'I’m fine' or 'It’s nothing'? What might change if you allowed yourself to sit with these emotions instead of pushing them aside?"— Mar 04, 2025



When “I’m Fine” Lies for You

You know the drill.
Someone asks how you are, and your mouth auto-fills with "I'm fine."
Maybe you even throw in a smile for good measure. 
But if they pried, if they really pushed, what would spill out?

I had a friend once, the kind who laughed easily, 
kept conversations light, and never, ever shared his struggles. 
He was the guy you went to when you needed a distraction, 
not when you needed depth.

Until one night, 
after a few drinks and a long silence, he admitted something:

"I've been pretending I'm fine for so long 
that I don't even know what I actually feel anymore."

That hit me like a freight train.
How many of us are walking around like that? 
Shrugging off our own pain, 
numbing discomfort with productivity, 
entertainment, or sheer avoidance,
until one day, 
we wake up completely disconnected from ourselves?

Your emotions don’t just disappear 
because you refuse to acknowledge them. 
They linger. They fester. They morph into exhaustion, 
resentment, anxiety; 
until they claw their way out in ways you can’t control.

And, pretending you’re fine doesn’t just fool others. It fools you.

Here's Your Work Today

So, let’s try something different.
Today, when you feel that impulse to brush off an emotion, pause.
Don’t judge it. Don’t analyze it. Just sit with it.

Ask yourself:
What am I actually feeling right now?
If I weren’t afraid of being judged, how would I describe this feeling?
What would change if I let myself fully feel this, instead of shutting it down?

No one’s saying you need to broadcast your struggles to the world. 
But at the very least, be honest with yourself.


      [image: ]

No More “I’m Fine” 

“I’m fine” is the most convincing lie you’ll ever sell,
and the cost is always higher than you think.
Each time you swallow your real feelings, you bury them alive in your chest,
and they do not die quietly.

They become the tired sigh in your bones.
The irritability you can’t explain.
The numbness you confuse for resilience.
And one day, they burst out sideways,
through tears you can’t control, 
anger you didn’t see coming, 
or a sudden emptiness that no amount of distraction can fill.

You don’t have to be fine here.
You don’t have to wear your polite mask just to keep others comfortable.
You don’t have to translate your pain into something easier for people to handle.

Sit down.
Say what you really feel.
Write it if your mouth can’t shape the words yet.
Rage if you must. Cry if you must. Sit in the heavy silence if that’s all you can do today.
But stop telling yourself you’re okay when you’re not.
Stop apologizing for needing space, help, or rest.

Your feelings are signposts.
They mark what needs care, 
what needs truth, what needs you to stop pretending.

Next time someone asks how you are, try honesty, even just with yourself.
Even if you say nothing out loud, say it inside:
I’m hurting. I’m tired. I need something different.

You don’t owe the world an endless performance of strength.
You owe yourself a chance to feel it all,
messy, raw, real.
Because that’s where true healing begins:
not in being fine, but in being fully human, 
and finally, fully honest.
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HEALING

33
meditations,
layered poems,
& deep breaths
for the tired soul.
Infinite small mercies. One book.
Read it slowly.
- Some lines might become your new backbone.







