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This ebook is dedicated to everyone who has suffered, who will suffer, and is suffering from heartbreak.
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​Introduction: A Journey of Healing
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Certain words bring to mind intense feelings, and heartbreak is one of them. It’s a word that covers many sources of pain such as the loss of a loved one, the end of a relationship, rejection, betrayal, the shattering of trust, or the trauma from someone we thought we could count on. These experiences can leave us feeling lost, hopeless, and broken.

In these moments. It's easy to feel as though we are alone, as if the weight of the world is too much to bear. Heartbreak often makes us question our worth and the future. But even in our deepest moments of pain, we are never without hope.

This journey is one of healing and restoration. No matter how shattered our hearts may feel, there is hope through the love of Jesus Christ, who is always ready to heal and restore. Through His love and grace, we can find peace, and strength to move forward, no matter the depth of the hurt we’ve experienced.
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This ebook is not intended to replace professional counseling, but to offer faith-based encouragement and support for those who are navigating heartbreak with the help of Jesus Christ.
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A Note to My Readers:

In sharing my story, I want to be open and truthful about the challenges I’ve faced—including moments of deep pain and trauma. This journey includes experiences of heartbreak, abuse, and loss that may be difficult to read.

If you find these topics hard, please remember to take care of your heart as you read. It’s okay to pause, step away, or come back when you feel ready.

Thank you for walking this path with me.
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​My Story: From Broken to Whole
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This ebook was born out of a very real journey—one marked by heartbreak, healing, and the steady presence of Jesus Christ walking beside me through it all.

That journey began when I was very young. Even in childhood, I experienced pain that left lasting marks on my heart. But it was also during those early years that I first became aware of Jesus. I didn’t understand everything back then, but I knew—deep down—that I wasn’t completely alone.

As I grew older, life brought both joy and sorrow. There were blessings but also burdens too heavy to carry alone.

This is my story of how I’ve gone from broken to whole. And how, even now, I’m still on that journey—one step at a time—with Jesus leading the way.

​My Childhood

I remember moments as a child when I felt the sting of rejection, confusion, or not feeling safe things a child shouldn’t have to carry. At the time, I didn’t have the words to explain the ache in my heart, but I carried it with me. And in the quiet, when no one else seemed to notice, I would talk to Jesus. Even if it was only in whispers or tears, I believed He heard me. Somehow, I knew He was there—just sitting with me in the silence.

Before I truly knew Jesus Christ, I didn’t understand what I was going through. As a young child, no one explained what was happening in my life. Looking back, it felt like I was just moving through each day in a numb state—experiencing everything but understanding none of it. I didn’t know how to process the pain. All I knew was that things were happening to me, and I had no idea how to stop them—or even whether they were supposed to be happening at all.

My first personal experience with Jesus came when I was around four or five years old. I was staying at my grandparents’ house—before they officially adopted me. Every night, I noticed my grandfather reading a small book before bed. It had both words and pictures, but it was the pictures that caught my attention. I remember one image of a bearded man surrounded by crowds. In another, someone knelt before him. And the one I’ll never forget—the man on a cross, wearing only a cloth, with blood on his hands, feet, and side. That image stayed with me.

One night, I asked my grandfather, “What are you doing?” I was curious about the book, the pictures, and the routine. He told me he was praying—talking to God. Then he said, “That man is Jesus.”

That was the beginning. I didn’t know it at the time, but Jesus was already meeting me—planting seeds of comfort in the middle of a painful season.

Not long after, I experienced one of the earliest heartbreaks I can remember: rejection tied to my identity. I was still around four or five years old, spending most of my time at my grandparents’ house and business. What I didn’t understand then was that my parents were on the verge of divorce—and my brother and I were at risk of being placed in foster care. To prevent that, my grandparents stepped in and decided to adopt us.

I still remember standing before a judge in a big courtroom, only five or six years old. The judge asked me who I wanted to live with: my mom, my dad, or my grandparents. I was terrified. I didn’t want to hurt my dad by choosing my mom—or hurt my mom by choosing my dad. So, I chose my grandparents, hoping it would hurt the least.

That moment changed everything.

My grandparents became my legal parents. My grandmother became “Mom,” and my grandfather became “Dad.” I was no longer a little girl living with her parents—I was a child trying to make sense of a broken beginning.

That was when my heart first cracked open to heartbreak.

I have known Jesus Christ for many years now. I first heard about God, Jesus, and praying from my grandfather (my adopted dad) when I was about four or five years old.

Honestly, I don’t remember exactly when I learned the names “God” and “Jesus,” but I do remember my grandparents taking my brother and me to church. I used to stay at my grandparents’ house until around the time they adopted us after my parents divorced. Going to church was new to me.

At church, I began learning more about Jesus and God. The pictures I saw in the small book were like the images I saw there. The church had a statue of Jesus on the cross—with nails in his hands and feet and a cut in his side, just like the pictures. At the time, I didn’t fully understand why I was going to church, but I slowly started learning about Jesus on the cross and the meaning behind those pictures.

Sometimes I didn’t understand why my grandparents went to church or why I went with them. But church was the only place where I learned about God, Jesus, the Holy Spirit, and the angels.

I went to a Catholic school when I first started school. Each day began with church service, where we learned about God, Jesus, and heavenly things. Afterward, we would go to our classrooms to study subjects like reading, writing, math, spelling, and other schoolwork.

Little did I know that life had many more painful, scary, and heartbreaking moments in store for me. After living with my grandparents for three years, I was nine years old when my adopted dad—my grandfather—became very sick. He was diagnosed with pancreatic cancer and had started spitting up blood. My adopted mom—my grandmother—began having me sleep in my regular clothes at night, just in case we needed to rush him to the hospital.

One night, around 3 or 4 a.m., my grandfather began coughing and spitting up blood again. It was still dark when my grandmother called for an ambulance. They arrived quickly, placed him on a gurney, and rushed him to the hospital. I wasn't allowed to go in and see him that morning. I was considered too young to enter his hospital room. Only my grandmother was permitted to be with him. My brother and I waited outside the room with a family friend.

A few hours later, around 9 a.m., my grandmother came out and told us he had died.

I never got to say goodbye. I never got to kiss him on the cheek or give him one last hug. That moment stayed with me—it was a heartbreaking goodbye that I never got to have.

I knew what death was. I had seen a relative in a casket before. But this time, it was different. This time, it was my grandfather—my adopted dad. I had already lost one father through divorce, and now I was losing another.

At the funeral home, I sat quietly, watching him lie in the casket. I wanted to cry, but I didn’t want anyone to see me. I knew he was really gone, that he would no longer be part of my life.

The music playing in the background was an instrumental version of Ave Maria. To this day, whenever I hear that song, I’m taken back to that moment—sitting there, staring at him, trying to understand what it meant to lose someone so close.

He looked like he was just sleeping.

On the day of the funeral, as they were preparing to close the casket for the last time, I knew this was it—the final moment I would ever see him. I had written a note to God about my grandfather, and I tried to lift his arm to place the note beneath it. But his arm was so heavy. That was when I truly understood: when someone dies, they are no longer in their body. They’re gone.

It’s been over 50 years since that day, but I can still remember it like it happened yesterday.

A new chapter of my life began—just my grandmother (my adopted mom), my brother, and I. Life felt completely different after my grandfather died. Before, I had spent a lot of time in the small store he owned, even learning how to work the cash register. But after his passing, the store was sold to new owners, and my grandmother only worked there part-time.

Everything felt different. She felt different, too. But I had no idea just how much things would change.

I started helping more around the house—putting gas in the car, checking the oil, mowing the lawn. I was learning new responsibilities, and it felt like I had to grow up overnight. At the same time, something shifted in her. Her attitude toward me became colder, harsher.

I was only nine years old, still trying to make sense of the world—and already, I had learned what it felt like to have a broken heart. But no one seemed to notice. No one asked how I was doing.

My parents had moved on to new lives and new families. The only father figure I had known was gone. My grandmother was left to raise two children with little support. And honestly, it felt like we were completely alone.

She made it clear she didn’t want me there.

Sometimes I wondered if she resented my grandfather—for dying, or maybe for leaving her with the burden of raising us. She would say things like how angry she was that he left her with "all this." Her words cut deep.

She would speak to me with cruelty. She’d take the only money I had—benefits I received after my grandfather’s death—and use it for groceries, cigarettes, or bills. Yes, they were things we needed, but she never let me forget it. She made me feel like I didn’t matter. Like I was a burden. Like I was worthless.

Around this time my uncle who was my grandmother’s sister’s husband started molesting me, but I didn’t know what it was called. All I know is that whatever he was doing to me was not right and he didn’t want me to let anyone know. It seemed that as long as my grandfather was around the bad stayed away. But now that he was gone it seemed to come at me.

Not too long after that a man who did the plumbing for my grandparents started to molest me too. He was doing the same thing to me as my uncle was. I didn’t know what to do. When I would see him with his wife and two sons who I went to school with at a restaurant he would ignore me when he saw me. But around my grandmother’s house he would always talk to me. This type of heartbreak was different from the other ways my heart broke.

My grandmother didn’t even know what I was going through whenever these two men were around me. And I didn’t know what to do as far as telling her. Back then there were no stranger danger signals or about what to do when someone touches you in places they were not supposed to. 

And sometime later when I was 10 years old two female relatives started to molest me when they were teenagers. I didn’t know what to do then. They were touching me in ways that my uncle and the other man touched me. But I didn’t know who to tell since I was visiting relatives at their home.
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