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Out of pain comes purpose. 

Out of purpose comes healing
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Dedication
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For my children — LaJuan, Anthony, and KeMani.

You are my heart, my reason, and my forever inspiration. Every step I take, every page I write, and every dream I chase is rooted in the love I have for you. You remind me daily of resilience, of laughter after tears, of hope after heartbreak.

And for every soul who has ever walked through love, hate, joy, and pain — this book is also for you. May you always find your sunshine even in the darkest skies, and may you never forget that your story, like mine, is still unfolding with beauty and purpose.
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Author’s Note

[image: ]




This book was born from life — from the moments that broke me, the ones that healed me, and everything in between. Each word is a reflection of truth as I have lived it: the love that carried me, the hate that challenged me, the joy that lifted me, the pain that taught me, and the sunshine that still guides me forward.

I do not write to be perfect. I write to be real — raw, human, and unafraid. If you find yourself here, holding these pages, I hope you discover a piece of yourself in these words. May they remind you that you are not alone in your story, and that even through the darkest chapters, there is always light to be found.

With gratitude,

Lakesha Mai-Ling Allen
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“I’m from love, hate, joy, pain, sunshine, and rain — and this is my story, all in one.”

When people ask where I’m from, I usually smile and say, “I’m from LOVE, HATE, JOY, PAIN, SUNSHINE & RAIN,” then let out a little laugh and follow it with, “That’s my story all in one.” Most people chuckle along, not thinking much of it. Some nod politely, their smiles polite but distant, like they don’t expect a story worth hearing. But every now and then, someone tilts their head, squints their eyes, and asks, “What do you mean?” And that’s when the flashbacks hit me—memories that rush in before I even have a chance to answer. Faces, sounds, smells, and feelings come flooding back all at once—the laughter of my grandmother in the kitchen, the bitter cold of winter mornings sneaking out the door, the sting of disappointment I didn’t know how to explain, the warmth of small victories I’d long forgotten. In those moments, it’s like time bends, and I’m no longer in the present but walking through the streets of my past, reliving the mess and the miracles that shaped me, trying to catch the pieces of me that somehow survived it all.

Today, it’s me, my brother, and my grandfather out back, cleaning fish in the sun. I can still feel the cool, slippery scales sticking to my fingers, the way the water ran over my hands, mixing with sweat from the hot sun overhead. I hear my grandfather’s voice, steady and patient, giving us instructions as we work side by side—sometimes scolding, sometimes laughing, but always guiding. The rhythm of the work—the scraping, the washing, the careful placement of each fish—was almost meditative, a connection to generations before us who had done the same. We’d clean enough fish for a big breakfast of fried fish and grits the next morning, a meal that smelled of home and love, a meal that always brought the family together, even if just for a little while. That simple ritual was more than food—it was a moment of unity, of shared effort and care, a memory I still carry like a warm light in my chest.
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