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The Unseen Wounds  
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People-Pleasing: The Silent Addiction 

Loneliness in Disguise 
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The Cost of Pretending 

A Moment of Realization 
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The Things I Could not Say Out Loud 
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Mental Health Isn’t Always Visible 
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The Turning Point 

To the Reader 
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The Pressure to Be “Everything” 



13 

Money, Dreams, and Reality 
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The Loneliness of a “Connected” World 

Mental Health: The Battle No One Sees 
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A Generation That Still Hopes 

If You’re Struggling Too… 

From Me to You 
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The Moment Everything Broke 
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The Silent Breakdown  

An Unexpected Friend 

Choosing Myself 
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Walking Alone—but Not Abandoned 

To the Reader 
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Starting Again—From Nothing 
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What Helped (Even a Little) 
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The “Ugly” Side of Growth 
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Healing Isn’t Linear 

To the Reader 
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Step 1: Learning to Say No 
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Step 2: Rediscovering Joy in Small Things 
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Step 3: Choosing Myself, Daily 
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Step 4: Becoming My Own Home 
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To the Reader 
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Turning Hurt into Meaning 

Sharing the Story I Once Hid 
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The Power of Being Vulnerable 

Helping Others Helped Me Heal 
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· 

To the Reader 

· 

· 

· 

· 
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It does. You do. And someone, somewhere, is 

waiting for your voice. ￼
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In people. In approval. In being needed. 

· Self-love is not selfish. 

· Self-love is survival.

Unlearning the Lies 

· 

· 
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· 

expansion.

“I am allowed to take up space. I 

am allowed to be full, flawed, and still enough.”

The First Signs of Love 

· 

· 

· 

· 

· 

honest

Learning to Hold Myself 

I began 

comforting myself.
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“What do I need right now?”

“It is okay. I am 

still proud of you.”

I became the voice I never had. 

The parent I needed. 

The friend I longed for. 

Looking Back with Compassion 

· 

· 

· 

Because she is the 

reason I made it here.

To the Reader 

· showing up
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· choosing your peace

· being kind to yourself

You are enough. You have always been enough. 

And you do not need to shrink anymore.
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· 

· 

· 

I Am No Longer Who I Was 

Instead, I speak up. I protect my peace. I choose 

myself—every single day.
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I Know My Patterns—and I Pause 

“That is the old story. I do not live there anymore.”

I Am Rooted in Self-Respect 

 protect me.

· 

· 

· 

· 

I respect myself enough to never go back to a 

version of life that made me feel small.
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I Am Still Becoming 

 I am no longer surviving—I am 

living.

I am revealing. I am not 

shrinking—I am expanding.

I do not need to become someone else to be 

worthy. I just needed to come home to myself.

To the Reader 

You are not behind. You are not 

broken. You are not lost. You are becoming.

There is something beautiful waiting 

on the other side of your pain.

Not perfection. Not answers. But freedom. Peace. 

Wholeness.

beautifully 
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To the girl I used to be— 

Dear Little Tanu,

· Love. 

· Attention. 

· Freedom. 

· Praise. 

· Peace.
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But you made it, baby girl. 

You made it.

You Were Always Enough 

It was never your fault. You were always worthy. 

You were always enough.

· 

· 

· 

You Were Brave 
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it is just waking up when you do not 

want to.

 it is keeping a secret because you are 

scared no one will understand.

it is holding yourself together when 

you are falling apart inside. 

That is not weakness. That is courage.

You Are Safe Now 

To Every Reader with a Little Version of 

Themselves Inside 
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Because healing does not just change your 

future—it rescues your past.
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If You’ve Made It To This Page, Thank You. 

· You are not alone. 

· You are not behind. 

· You are not too broken to be whole again.
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If No One Else Tells You—Let Me Be the First to 

Say:

· You are enough.

· You are worthy. 

· You are lovable.

· You are powerful. You are allowed to rest, 

to speak, to take up space. 

· You are allowed to begin again, as many 

times as it takes. 

· Your story matters. Your pain is valid. Your 

healing is holy. 

I am proud of you.

– Tanu Shree Sharma


