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To the ones who know me in ways the outside world never will,

who sat with me when silence surrounded me...

To the ones who know the deep pain I’ve carried,

who have seen the tears,

sat with me,

held me,

and picked up my heart

when I lost it

and stomped on it—

I am humbled,

and filled with so much gratitude.
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This book contains reflections on grief, loss, and emotional pain that may be difficult for some readers.

If you or someone you know is experiencing thoughts of self-harm, suicidal thoughts, or overwhelming distress, please reach out for support.

In the U.S., you can call or text 988 for the Suicide & Crisis Lifeline, or text CONNECT to 741741 for crisis support.

May these words hold space for you.

Take gentle care of your heart as you read.

You matter.

♥
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Dear Readers,
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I never would have thought in a million years that I’d be sitting here writing this to you. Even six months ago, I wouldn’t have believed it... yet here I am, and here we are.

Thank you for being here with me—right here, in this moment.

Even in the emotional pain, the chaos, the storms, the trauma... even now, sitting with grief, My Heart Is Home.

My heart is home not because I have life figured out or because I have everything together, but because I have finally learned who reigns in the sunshine and in the storms.

Who loves me.

Who fights for me.

Who stands beside me.

Who carries me through on the days when life is too heavy to bear... when I can’t breathe.

Jesus... here I am.

My heart is home because I am loved. I am seen.

(So are you.)

And now, more than ever before, the pain, the misery, the hurt—it has a voice.

And it speaks through the words on these pages.

Healing looks different for everyone. For some, it’s through their faith in God. For others, it’s faith combined with therapy. For some, it’s journaling their feelings and thoughts. For others, it’s talking to a close friend, loving others the way we wished we’d been loved, or protecting others the way we wished we’d been protected.
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When your heart finally finds rest,
healing can begin.
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When pain finds its voice,
healing finds its way home.
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