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            Your story matters. 

Your pain is valid. 

Hope has the last word.

 Begin your journey today.

      

    


Dedication Page

For every survivor who has ever felt silenced.

For the child in me, and the child in you, who carried too much too soon.

This book is for us.
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Prologue
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When I look back on my life, I see a story written in two languages: silence and survival.

I grew up in Brockton, Massachusetts, a city alive with corner stores, playground games, and the sound of kids running barefoot in the summer. On the outside, I was just another little girl with scraped knees and laughter in her lungs. On the inside, I was carrying a secret that shaped everything about me.

I was sexually abused as a child. Like so many survivors, I didn’t have the words to explain what was happening to me, and I didn’t believe anyone would understand if I tried. So I learned to be quiet. I learned to smile on the outside while hurting on the inside. I learned to survive.

But surviving is not the same as living.

This book is about the journey from silence to voice, from surviving to thriving. It is not just my story—it is a guide for anyone who has ever carried trauma and wondered if healing was possible. I’ve written it as both a survivor and as a therapist and peer specialist who now walks alongside others in their healing journeys.

You will notice that each chapter follows a rhythm: Story → Reflection → Lesson → Reflection Questions. My hope is that this structure not only invites you into my story but also gives you space to reflect on your own, to see your healing not as an impossible climb but as a step-by-step process you are already strong enough to walk.

This is not a book about despair. It is a book about resilience. About what it means to fall and rise again, to face the darkest shadows and still find light.

If you are holding this book, you are not alone. Your story matters. Your pain is valid. And your healing is possible.

Let’s walk this journey together.
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Chapter One: Stoughton to Brockton
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I was born in Stoughton, Massachusetts, but I was raised in Brockton and where my story began, where my laughter echoed down cracked sidewalks, where my scraped knees told stories of endless play.

People think of Massachusetts and picture Boston, historic streets, Red Sox, and autumn leaves. But my Brockton wasn’t like that. My Brockton was everyday city life—concrete playgrounds, chinese and pizza shops, corner stores that smelled like chips and pickles, kids chasing each other barefoot until the streetlights flicked on. It was the hum of air conditioners in the summer heat and the way thunderstorms would roll in out of nowhere, drenching us in rain before disappearing just as fast.
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