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    To the ones who stayed too long,forgave too easily,and learned to carry everyone else's painwithout ever naming their own.

May these pages remind youthat choosing yourselfwas never selfish—it was survival.

      

    


	The version of me that is healing


I am not writing this from the moment of impact. I am writing it from the aftermath—from the quiet, unfamiliar space where the noise has finally settled and I am learning how to sit with myself again. Healing did not arrive like relief. It came slowly, awkwardly, with guilt stitched into every attempt to rest. I had spent so long being useful, being needed, being emotionally reachable, that choosing myself felt unnatural, almost wrong. Even now, there are moments when I instinctively reach outward before I remember that I am allowed to pause. That I am allowed to breathe without explaining myself. That I do not owe my exhaustion to anyone.

Healing, I’ve learned, is not about becoming harder. It is about becoming honest. Honest about how tired I was. Honest about how often I ignored my own discomfort to protect someone else’s peace. Honest about how I mistook endurance for strength and silence for maturity. I am unlearning the habit of shrinking my needs so they fit into other people’s convenience. Some days, this unlearning feels like progress. Other days, it feels like loss—because I am grieving a version of myself who believed love was proven through sacrifice alone.

There is a strange loneliness in healing. People are used to the version of me who showed up without being asked, who listened without interruption, who forgave without hesitation. They don’t always recognize the quieter me—the one who steps back, who hesitates, who chooses distance instead of damage. Healing has taught me that growth can make others uncomfortable, especially when they benefited from my lack of boundaries. And still, I stay. Not in the same way. Not at the same cost. I stay present with myself now, even when it feels unfamiliar.

I don’t yet know if I am fully healed. I only know that I am no longer abandoning myself to keep others comfortable. I am learning to be kind without disappearing, to forgive without reopening wounds, to care without carrying what was never mine. This chapter is not about closure. It is about beginning—from the place where I finally looked at myself and chose to stay.

––––––––
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2. Kindness With Limits

What softness looks like after boundaries Kindness does not disappear when boundaries arrive—it simply changes shape. It becomes quieter, more intentional, less desperate to be proven. I used to believe that being good meant being endlessly available, endlessly forgiving, endlessly understanding. That love and compassion were measured by how much of myself I was willing to lose for others. But kindness with limits taught me something different: that softness does not have to bleed to be real.

After boundaries, kindness is no longer impulsive. It pauses. It asks questions. It checks in with the body before answering with the heart. It no longer rushes to fix, rescue, or reassure at the cost of its own peace. Instead, it learns to sit with discomfort—mine and theirs—without immediately trying to make it disappear. This kind of kindness is not loud or dramatic. It doesn’t announce itself. It simply exists, steady and self-aware.

There is grief in this shift. I miss the version of me who gave without thinking, who loved without fear, who believed goodness alone could protect me. That version felt lighter in some ways, untouched by caution. But she was also constantly exhausted, quietly resentful, and deeply afraid of being abandoned if she ever stopped giving. Boundaries didn’t harden me; they made me honest. They forced me to admit that my generosity was often tangled with fear—that being needed felt safer than being known.

Kindness with limits means I no longer explain myself endlessly. I don’t over-justify my needs to make them more acceptable. I don’t apologize for requiring rest, space, or reciprocity. I have learned that the right people do not need long speeches to respect a boundary. They listen. They adjust. They don’t punish you for choosing yourself.

This kind of kindness is selective, and that used to scare me. I thought choosing where my energy goes meant I was becoming selfish, distant, cold. But I see now that discernment is not cruelty—it is care. I am still gentle, but I am no longer accessible to everyone. I am still understanding, but I no longer misunderstand myself to make room for others. I still forgive, but I do not forget what it cost me to learn how.What surprised me most was how boundaries revealed truth. Some people softened when I stopped overgiving. Others grew uncomfortable. A few became angry. And in their reactions, I learned who benefited from my lack of limits and who truly valued me. Kindness with limits does not keep everyone—it clarifies everyone.
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