
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Petals through the Storm

by Dorothy Wells

**From Silence to Becoming**

There was a time when silence felt like my undoing. When everything I had depended on-love, family, approval—fell away, I was left standing in the stillness, unsure who I was without the noise. What I didn’t know then was that silence was not empty—it was sacred. It was the womb where my becoming began.

This book was born from that silence.

Every page carries the echo of nights spent questioning, breaking, healing, and awakening. It is not a story of perfection, but of transformation. It is a reflection of what happens when a soul decides to stop running, face the storm, and rise through it.

For years, I believed my struggles defined me. Now I understand they refined me. Each chapter you are about to read is a piece of my becoming—a path from pain to purpose, from survival to strength, from silence to bloom.

If you are reading these words in the midst of your own storm, may you find yourself somewhere within them. May they remind you that you are not alone, that healing is not linear, and that beauty can be born from even the darkest soil.

This is my offering, my truth, my becoming.

And if it helps you find your own light in the silence, then every storm was worth it.
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Chapter 1: Beginnings and Family Struggles   


I was born into a family where love and survival often collided, where tenderness was scarce and expectations weighed heavy. From my earliest days, I felt the storm of tension in the air, a home where voices carried more than words, where silence was just as loud, and where my spirit learned to bend but not break.

As a child, I often tried to be the glue that held things together, even though I was only learning how to hold myself. I became the one who watched closely, who sensed moods before words were spoken, who adjusted quietly so others might not erupt. I thought if I gave enough, if I loved enough, if I made myself small enough, perhaps the storms would calm. But deep down, even in my innocence, I knew there was something different about me. I carried an awareness that I couldn’t explain, like I had been placed here for more than just enduring what surrounded me. I did not yet have the language for it, but I knew, I was chosen to walk a path that required storms, so that I could one day learn how to bloom beyond them.  

Family was supposed to be a place of safety, yet for me it was both a cradle and a battlefield. My earliest lessons were not only about how to survive, but about how to keep my heart alive in a house where love was conditional, and approval felt like a prize you had to earn. Still, within me, something small and sacred remained untouched. That spark would guide me, though I wouldn’t understand its power until much later.


Looking back now, I can see how even those beginnings were seeds. Pain planted them, but resilience watered them. And though the soil was rocky, a flower does not ask the earth to be soft, it simply reaches for the sun.

I came into a world that was already heavy with unspoken wounds. My family carried storms long before I ever took my first breath, and in many ways I was born into the aftermath of battles I did not start. The air in our home was thick with tension, a place where love was rationed and silence spoke louder than words.

As a little girl, I learned quickly how to read a room, how to catch the flicker in someone’s eyes before the storm broke, how to sense the shift in energy before voices rose. My survival became my sensitivity. I thought if I could stay quiet, if I could keep the peace, if I could make myself useful enough, maybe I could soften the edges of the chaos around me.


Even as a child, I often carried more than my small shoulders should have. I looked after siblings, tried to comfort them when tears fell, and sought to protect others from the sharp words or cold stares that too often filled our days. It was as if I was born into the role of healer before I even knew what healing meant.


But beneath the struggles, there were still glimpses of light, moments when I would sit alone by a window and feel the sun warming my face, or when the night sky stretched above me and I felt a quiet connection to something greater. I did not have the language then, but I knew I was being held by something unseen. That knowing kept me from being swallowed by the pain.


Family was supposed to mean safety, yet in my house it often meant walking on eggshells. Affection was conditional, approval was scarce, and love felt like a puzzle I could never quite piece together. Still, I kept giving, kept hoping, kept trying to prove myself worthy of it. Deep down, though, I carried an awareness that I was different, that I was not meant to remain defined by these walls.


Looking back now, I see how those struggles were not just hardships, but seeds. Every harsh word, every lonely night, every burden carried became part of the soil that would one day teach me resilience. My childhood was not gentle, but it carved strength into me. And like a rose pushing through concrete, I was already learning, even then, how to reach for the light.


I came into a world that was already heavy with unspoken wounds. My family carried storms long before I ever took my first breath, and in many ways I was born into the aftermath of battles I did not start. The air in our home was thick with tension, a place where love was rationed and silence spoke louder than words.


I remember one Christmas morning when the tree was lit but the house felt cold. My siblings and I sat waiting for joy, waiting for warmth, but instead, we got sharp words and arguments that drowned out the sound of wrapping paper. I smiled anyway, trying to make my younger siblings laugh, trying to stitch together a moment of happiness from scraps. That day, I realized joy was something I would have to create for myself, even when it wasn’t given.


School was another place I carried the weight of home. On the outside, I looked like any other child, but inside, I felt older than my years. While other children giggled at recess, I often stood apart, my mind wandering to whether everything was okay at home, whether my siblings needed me, whether the storm was waiting when I walked back through the door. Even at a young age, I was both child and caretaker, both student and silent healer.


My siblings were my companions in survival. Sometimes we huddled together in whispered conversations, promising one another that things would get better. Other times, each of us retreated to our own corners, nursing wounds in silence. I carried an unspoken role: to protect, to comfort, to absorb as much of the heaviness as I could so they didn’t have to.



OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





