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FOREWARD: WHY THIS BOOK EXISTS

When | wrote When My Grandmother Died, | thought | had finally put
survival mode to rest. | named the loud side — the part everybody
sees. The hustling. The bills. The breakdowns. The visible grind that
leaves scars you can point to. That book was about the fight you
can’t hide.

But here’s the truth | couldn’t ignore: even after writing it, | was still
stuck. Not with money this time — with me.

| found myself in patterns | swore I'd outgrown. Holding on to people
| should have let go of years ago. Feeling triggered by little things in
the present because the past still had its claws in me. Smiling on the
outside while secretly asking myself: why can’t | shake this? Why
am | still here?

That’s when it hit me. Survival mode doesn’t just have a loud side —
it has a silent side.

The loud side screams: work harder, push more, keep going. The

silent side whispers: you’re not enough, don’t trust, don’t let go. The
loud side looks like exhaustion. The silent side feels like rejection,
abandonment, shame, fear. The loud side drains your body. Th
silent side quietly rewrites your soul.

And that’s why this book exists. Because | realized | wasn’t
Maybe you’ve been asking the same questions:



o Why do | keep ending up in the same kind of relationships?

o Why do I feel triggered by things | thought | healed from?

o Why do | keep shrinking my dreams even after I've survived so
much?

This is the missing piece. The part of survival mode nobody talks
about. The silent side.

If you’ve been surviving for years but still feel stuck... if you've
worked harder than ever but still feel empty... if you’ve tried to move
on but still feel haunted — then this book is your mirror.

Because until you see the silent side of survival mode, you’ll never
understand why the struggle follows you everywhere.




INTRODUCTION

SURVIVAL MODE HAS A HIDDEN LANGUAGE

Survival mode isn’t just about working three jobs, maxing out credit
cards, or hustling to keep a roof over your head. That’s the picture
we usually paint — the loud side, the obvious side. But survival
mode speaks another language too, one most of us have never
learned to translate.

It sounds like silence when you should speak.

It feels like shrinking when you want to take up space.

It shows up in triggers that make no sense until you trace them
back.

It’s holding on too long, apologizing too much, hiding too often.

This is the language of survival mode — rejection, abandonment,
shame, fear, loneliness. The things you can’t measure in dollars or
deadlines, but that weigh you down just as heavily.

Here’s the tricky part: most people don’t recognize it. They think, 'm
fine. I've survived worse. But the silent side of survival mode is
sneaky. It convinces you that clinging to what hurts is safer than
letting go. It tells you that dreaming is dangerous. It makes you
believe that what you’re carrying is noble, even while it’s breaking
you down.

| know this because I've lived it. | thought | was just “strong,” just
“resilient.” But what | was really doing was living inside patterns |
didn’t have words for.



| was mistaking survival for strength. And until | could name the
silent side, | couldn’t step out of it.

That’s what this book is here to do — give you language for what’s
been living in the shadows of your life. Because once you can name
it, you can see it. And once you can see it, you can choose
differently.

So as you read, don’t just take in my words. Hold up a mirror. Ask
yourself: Where has the silent side of survival mode been speaking
in my life? What patterns have | called normal that are really
survival? What would change if | finally let them go?

This isn’t a book about hustling harder. It’s about naming what’s
been unspoken — and realizing you don’t have to keep carrying it.




CHAPTER 1:
REJECTION

Rejection doesn’t always come in loud, dramatic moments.
Sometimes, it starts as a quiet ache that becomes the rhythm of
your life. Sometimes, it’s not what someone says, but what they
don’t do — the absences, the silences, the leaving early, the never
showing up at all.

For me, rejection wasn’t a one-time wound. It was my introduction to
love.

It began with my father. | knew about Cynthia — his mistress.
Imagine being a little girl who already understood betrayal before
she even had words for it. Imagine growing up with the knowledge
that your father could build a life outside of you, with someone else,
while your mother carried the weight of raising four children on her
own.

Later, he remarried. | don’t need to name her, because the story
isn’t about her name — it’s about her role. He married a woman who
had a son that wasn’t even his, and then | watched him raise that
boy as if he was his own flesh and blood. He poured into him.
Showed up for him. Gave him the presence | used to dream about.
And all the while, me and my three brothers — his real children
were left standing outside the home that should have been ours tqo.




She didn’t just allow it. She encouraged it. She helped him build a
new life while we lived with the absence of him. That wasn’t an
accident. That was a decision. And when you’re a child on the other
side of that decision, you don’t just feel left out. You feel erased.

The milestones of my life tell the story. He missed most of my
graduations. The ones he did attend — he wasn’t really there. The
one that seared itself into my memory forever was Villanova. My
bachelor’s degree graduation. That was supposed to be my
moment. The moment where the little girl who wasn’t chosen stood
tall as a woman who had fought and finished something no one
could take away.

But what | remember is him leaving in the middle of it. Not applause,
not pride, not a hug at the end — but him walking away. That’s the
memory branded into me: my father couldn’t even stay long enough
to honor the work | had poured years into. That’s what rejection
looks like when it grows up with you.

And here’s the part people don’t talk about: rejection doesn’t stay in
the past. It doesn’t fade when you graduate or grow older. It takes
root inside you and follows you everywhere. It whispers when you
walk into a room: You don’t belong here. It hovers over
relationships, making you tolerate too little, because somewhere
deep down you believe that little is all you’re worth. It fuels
overperformance — the hustle, the nonstop drive — not because
you’re just “ambitious,” but because you’re still trying to earn wha
should have been yours freely: love, approval, belonging.




For years, | thought my strength was mine. That my grind, my
hustle, my ambition were just who | was. But the truth? Much of it
was built on rejection. My fire came from trying to prove myself to
someone who had already decided not to see me. My strength
came from trying to be undeniable to a man who chose another
family over his own.

That rejection shaped me in ways | didn’t see at first. In
relationships, | held on too long to men who mirrored his absence,
believing that if | just worked harder, loved harder, proved myself
harder, maybe this time someone would stay. In business, | pushed
past exhaustion, thinking that maybe success could silence the
voice that said, you’ll never be enough. Even in friendships, |
sometimes shrank myself, afraid of being too much, because deep
down | knew what it felt like to be left behind.

This is the silent side of survival mode. It’s not the bills or the
breakdowns. It's the way rejection rewrites the story you tell yourself
about who you are. It convinces you that abandonment is normal.
That love is conditional. That approval has to be earned. And even
when you rise, even when you succeed, rejection lingers in the
shadows, making you question whether you really deserve it.

The truth I've had to learn — the one I'm still learning — is this:
rejection has nothing to do with my worth. It never did. It wasn’t
about me not being enough. It was about him not being able to give
what he should have. But when you’re a child, you can’t see it that
way. And when you carry that wound into adulthood, it takes yea
to unravel the lie that rejection plants in you.
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So let me ask you:

e Who or what first taught you that you weren’t enough?

e Where in your life have you been overperforming, not out of joy,
but out of a desperate hope that maybe this time, someone will
stay?

¢ How has rejection shaped the way you love, the way you work,
or the way you dream?

This is where the silent side of survival mode begins — not in what
you've lost, but in what you were never given. And until you name it,
it will keep writing your story in silence.




CHAPTER 2:
ABANDONMENT

Abandonment doesn’t always look like someone walking out the
door and never coming back. Sometimes it’'s more subtle, more
insidious. It looks like someone being physically present but
emotionally absent. It’s the father who stays alive but never shows
up as a dad. It’s the family who talks around you but doesn’t talk to
you. It’s the people who should have been anchors but instead
became ghosts you learned to carry.

For me, abandonment didn’t begin with being left behind — it began
with the absence of what should have been there all along. A
father’s arms when | needed comfort. His presence at moments that
mattered. His ability to say, I'm proud of you. He wasn’t gone in the
sense that he had disappeared forever; he was gone in a way that
was quieter, sharper — he was there, but not for me.

| think about the hospital visit. | had flown all the way from California
to New York when | heard he was sick. | walked into that building
with hope, even after years of disappointment. Maybe this time
would be different. Maybe sickness would humble him, soften him,
open a door. But instead, the nurse came back with a message that
wasn’t hers to carry: he doesn’t want you here. Not because he w
too weak to see me. Not because he couldn’t bear it. But becaus
his wife was there and he wanted to keep her comfortable — eve
at the cost of abandoning his own daughter in the lobby.
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That’s what abandonment does: it teaches you that even when you
show up, you still might not be chosen. It whispers that presence
doesn’t equal care. It's not the absence of a body that hurts the
most, it’s the absence of belonging.

And here’s the piece that connects back to survival mode: when
you’ve been abandoned emotionally, you start building your life on
silence. You stop expecting anyone to come through. You teach
yourself not to need. You become the strong one, the reliable one,
the one who never asks. You learn to carry more than you should
because asking for help feels dangerous. Somewhere deep down
you believe: if | don’t depend on anyone, they can’t leave me.

But that’s the silent side of survival mode. It convinces you that
independence is strength, when sometimes it’s actually a scar. It
convinces you that you're self-sufficient, when really you’re just
afraid to trust. It convinces you that not needing anyone is noble,
when in truth it’s lonely.

| see these patterns not just in myself, but in my family. People who
carried weight alone, who kept secrets, who learned to function
without support. Nobody pointed fingers, nobody said it out loud —
but the silence was passed down like inheritance. The unspoken
lesson was clear: don’t expect too much from anyone.

And maybe you’ve learned the same lesson. Maybe you’ve been
abandoned in ways no one could see from the outside. Maybe

you’ve had people in your life who stayed in body but left in spirit
Maybe you’ve convinced yourself you’re “fine” because you’ve
figured out how to keep going without what you really needed.
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But here’s the truth: abandonment shapes survival mode in silence.
It doesn’t scream. It doesn’t announce itself. It simply teaches you to
stop reaching — and once you stop reaching, you stop receiving.

So let me ask you:

e What support did you learn to stop expecting?

 Where did you lower your expectations just to keep people
close?

e How has silence convinced you that being “fine on your own”
was safer than risking being left again?

Abandonment doesn’t always leave you alone. Sometimes it just
leaves you carrying too much, too quietly. And until you name it, the
silent side of survival mode will keep teaching you that not needing
anyone is survival — when really, it’s the very thing keeping you
from healing.
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CHAPTER 3:
LONELINESS

Loneliness in survival mode doesn’t always look like being alone.
Sometimes you can be surrounded by people, even people who
love you, and still feel invisible. You laugh, you work, you post on
social media, you pour into others — but inside, there’s a silence no
one hears.

Survival mode teaches you to become an expert at carrying that
silence. You tell yourself, | like being alone. I’'m just independent. |
don’t need anyone. You rename loneliness so it feels less heavy.
You call it solitude. You call it isolation. You call it freedom. And for
a while, those labels work. They protect you from having to face
what’s really underneath.

But here’s the truth | couldn’t ignore anymore: what | had been
calling isolation was actually loneliness. What | had been praising as
“liking to be alone” was really me learning to live with pain in
silence. That’s the definition of loneliness inside survival mode —
carrying the weight of your ache without anyone to help you hold it.

| think back on all the moments | worked so hard to build Pretty

Smack, or poured everything into Pedis & Mimosas. Rooms full of
people, cameras rolling, lights shining — and yet, | felt unseen. Not
because they didn’t notice me, but because they didn’t know me.
wasn'’t letting them.
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| had trained myself to be the strong one, the put-together one, the
entertainer, the entrepreneur. But the part of me that ached? The
part that needed? That part stayed quiet. That part was hidden.

And then one day, | couldn’t hold it in anymore. | went on TikTok
and | broke down. Tears streaming, voice cracking, | poured my
heart out in a way | never had before. Three, maybe four videos —
five minutes each — of me just crying and admitting that no matter
how hard | worked, no matter how much | gave, | still felt invisible. |
said out loud what | had only whispered to myself: | don’t feel seen.

At the time, | thought | was just venting. But looking back now, | see
it was survival mode talking. Loneliness dressed up as work ethic.
Abandonment disguised as hustle. | thought | was crying about my
present, but really, | was replaying my past.

Because if | rewind far enough, that feeling of invisibility didn’t start
on TikTok — it started in my childhood. It started with my father,
who never truly saw me. It started with moments where | needed
witness, but got silence instead. And when you grow up with that
kind of absence, you learn a dangerous lesson: if the people who
should see me don’t, maybe no one ever will.

That’s the trap of survival mode. You think the loneliness is about
other people not clapping for you, not supporting you, not
recognizing your effort. But really, it’s about the way old wounds
convince you that you’re destined to stay unseen. Survival mode
doesn’t just make you feel lonely — it makes you believe lonelines
IS your permanent address.
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But the truth is, it doesn’t have to be. Naming loneliness is the first
step to undoing it. When you can finally say, This isn’t isolation, it’s
loneliness, you open the door to honesty — first with yourself, and
then with others. And in that honesty, connection finally has room to
grow.

So let me hold up the same mirror for you that | had to hold up for
myself:

e Where in your life have you called loneliness by another name?

e Where have you told yourself you prefer isolation, when deep
down you were aching for witness?

e And most importantly, what would it feel like to let yourself be
seen — not the strong version, not the smiling version, but the
real version?

Because here’s the truth: you don’t have to carry silence forever.
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CHAPTER 4
SHAME & SE CRE CY

If survival mode had a language, shame and secrecy would be two
of its strongest dialects. They speak softly, but their impact is
devastating. Shame says, You are not enough. Secrecy says, Don’t
let anyone find out. Together, they form a cage that looks invisible
from the outside but feels suffocating on the inside.

In survival mode, secrecy becomes a coping mechanism. It tells you
that if you can keep your struggles hidden, then maybe you can still
hold on to a sense of control. Maybe no one will judge you. Maybe
no one will leave. And so you get good at hiding. You smile when
you’re breaking inside. You push through when you’re exhausted.
You tell everyone “I’'m fine” because the truth feels too dangerous.

This is what makes secrecy so powerful: it doesn’t just conceal what
you’re going through — it convinces you that silence is safer than
honesty. That if you cover it up long enough, it might go away. But
in reality, secrecy only makes the wound deeper. Because what’s
hidden doesn’t heal.

Think about it: secrecy shows up in so many forms. It’s the person
who hides their financial struggles, swiping a credit card with a smi
while panic eats them alive. It’s the parent who pretends everything
is under control, even when they’re terrified. It’s the individual wh
struggles with habits or coping mechanisms behind closed doors,
terrified that exposure will equal rejection.

15



Shame and secrecy feed off each other. Shame says, If they knew
the truth, they wouldn’t love you. Secrecy responds, Then never let
them see it. And round and round the cycle goes.

What makes this so dangerous in survival mode is that secrecy can
look like strength. It can feel noble. You convince yourself, / don’t
want to be a burden. I'll just carry this myself. Or, If | tell the truth,
people will think I'm weak. So you hide. But in reality, secrecy
doesn’t make you strong — it makes you stuck. It isolates you from
the very connection that could help lift the weight.

Here’s the silent truth of survival mode: as long as you’re hiding, the
struggle owns you. The moment you begin to name it — even just to
yourself — the power starts to break.

So if you’'ve been keeping secrets about your pain, your habits, your
fears — know this: you’re not alone. Many people reading these
words are doing the same thing. But the cracks of change begin
when you stop confusing secrecy with strength.

The mask doesn’t protect you. It only hides the part of you that is
desperate to be healed.

So I'll hold up the mirror for you:

e What silence are you carrying because you’re afraid of what
people will think?
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e What parts of your truth have you buried under the word “fine”?
e And what would shift in your life if you allowed even one layer of
secrecy to come into the light?

Secrecy may feel like safety, but it’s actually the chain keeping you
bound to survival mode. Freedom doesn’t come from hiding. It
comes from honesty. And that first act of honesty doesn’t have to be

with the world — it can begin quietly, privately, with you.

Prompt: What do you hide to appear “okay”?
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CHAPTER 6:
FEAR OF LETTING GO

One of the hardest truths about survival mode is this: it clings. It
clings to people, to jobs, to hustles, to pain. Not because any of
those things are healthy or fulfilling, but because letting go feels too
risky. Survival mode would rather hold on to what hurts than face
the unknown of what’s next.

That’s why so many of us stay too long — in relationships that drain
us, in work that burns us out, in cycles that keep us small. Letting go
feels like loss, and survival mode has already taught us to fear
losing anything else. So we convince ourselves that holding on is
safer, even when it’s slowly breaking us.

I've lived this. I've held on to hustles long after | knew they weren’t
feeding me. Dead-end jobs, projects that had already expired,
partnerships that weren’t aligned — | stayed, because leaving felt
like free-falling with no net. The lie survival mode whispered to me
was simple: If you let go, you’ll have nothing.

| also held on to friendships that weren’t equally yoked. People | had
outgrown, who didn’t share the same vision, discipline, or faith. |

knew the connection had already shifted, but | clung anyway. Why%
Because survival mode convinced me that a familiar circle — eve
it was draining me — was better than stepping into unknown spages
alone. Letting go meant trusting that new people, aligned people,
would come. And at the time, that felt too scary to risk.
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But the deepest layer of letting go isn’t about hustles or friendships.
It’s about the past. Old betrayals. Wounds that replay like a broken
record. Memories that sneak into the present and dictate how you
move. For me, this has been just as hard — sometimes harder —
than walking away from anything or anyone. Because survival mode
clings to pain like it’s proof. Proof that you should protect yourself,
proof that you can’t trust again, proof that you’ll only get hurt. And
S0 the past becomes a shield you carry, even though it’s weighing
you down.

My wake-up call came in the form of a trigger. | don’t even
remember what sparked it — it wasn’t a big, dramatic event. But the
way it hit me made everything clear. In that moment, | realized: this
iIsn’t about today. This is about years ago. And yet it still has its
claws in me.

That was when it hit me: this is the silent side of survival mode. The
part nobody talks about. The part that looks fine on the surface but

keeps you chained underneath. | thought | was just “being strong,”

just “pushing through.” But really, | was carrying the past into every
room, every relationship, every dream. And until | let it go, | couldn’t
be fully free.

Letting go of the past isn’t about pretending it didn’t happen. It isn’t
about minimizing what you went through. It’s about refusing to let

what already hurt you keep hurting you. It’'s about choosing to stop
letting old wounds write the story of your present. That’s the kind
letting go survival mode fights the hardest, because it knows —

once you release it, you step into a level of freedom and greatness 4
can’t control.
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That’s how survival mode traps you. It convinces you that familiar
pain is better than unfamiliar possibility. That even broken love is
better than no love. That a struggling hustle is better than starting
over. That holding onto old wounds is safer than healing them. So
you hold on — long after it’s clear that what you’re holding on to is
already slipping away.

But here’s the silent side of fear: what if the very thing you're
clinging to is the thing keeping you stuck? What if holding on is the
reason you can’t move forward?

| had to ask myself that question more than once. And every time,
the truth was hard to swallow: survival mode wasn’t protecting me, it
was trapping me. My refusal to let go wasn’t loyalty — it was fear
disguised as strength.

And maybe that’s where you are too. Maybe you’'ve been holding on
tightly to a person, a friendship, a hustle, a memory, or even a story
about yourself — long after it stopped serving you. Maybe you’re
terrified that letting go will mean losing a part of your identity, or
admitting that something has ended.

But here’s the mirror | want to hold up: letting go isn’t the end.
Sometimes it’s the only way to begin.

Prompt: What have you held onto longer than it served you?
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CHAPTER 7:
DREAMS DEFERRED

The silent side of survival mode doesn’t just attack your confidence
— it attacks your dreams. Not loudly. Not with an obvious “you
can’t.” It does it quietly. It whispers: Not now. Not yet. Be
responsible. Play it safe.

And you believe it, because it sounds reasonable. Safety always
sounds noble. Responsibility always sounds wise. But in reality, that
whisper is the silent side of survival mode doing what it does best:
shrinking you without you even noticing.

That’'s why so many dreams don’t die — they just get deferred. They
get pushed aside for “later,” buried under bills, obligations, and fear.
You tell yourself you’ll come back to them once life calms down. But
survival mode rarely lets life calm down. There’s always another
crisis, another reason, another excuse to wait.

I've seen this in my own life more times than | care to admit. There
were moments when Pretty Smack had momentum, when | could’ve
leaned in and expanded, but instead | paused. / told myself, I'll pick
it back up when things are more stable. The same with Pedis &
Mimosas — opportunities were on the table, but | pulled back, afrai
of overextending myself, afraid of failing, afraid of what people
would say if | did. On the surface it looked like wisdom. But deep
down, it was fear. It was the silent side of survival mode convincin
me that safety was better than possibility.
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And here’s the thing about deferred dreams: they don’t disappear.
They sit in the background like unanswered calls, quietly reminding
you of what could’ve been. They show up as frustration, bitterness,
even jealousy when you see others moving forward. They weigh you
down, not because they’re gone, but because you’re still carrying
them in silence.

That’s the heart of the silent side. It convinces you that shrinking
your dreams is maturity. It convinces you that playing small is
practical. It convinces you that choosing survival over possibility
makes you wise — when in reality, it’s fear dressed up as logic.

But the truth is, deferred dreams don’t die. They wait. They wait for
you to be brave enough to stop listening to the silence and start
moving anyway. They wait for you to realize that survival mode will
never clap for you, never hand you permission, never announce that
“now is the right time.”

So the question is: how long will you let the silent side keep you
waiting?

Hold up the mirror:

e Where have you labeled your deferred dreams as “being
responsible” when really it was fear?

e Which of your ideas, projects, or visions have you shelved
because the silent side told you it was safer that way?

e And what would shift if you finally gave yourself permission to
choose possibility over safety?
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Because here’s the secret the silent side doesn’t want you to know:
your dreams are not gone. They’re alive. They’re waiting. And the
moment you decide survival isn’t enough anymore, they’ll rise with
you.

The silent side of survival mode doesn’t kill your dreams — it
convinces you to put them on mute. It tells you to lower the volume
until you can barely hear them. But every now and then, in quiet
moments, you catch the echo. And that echo is proof. Proof that
what’s meant for you is still calling your name.

This is the shift: realizing that deferred doesn’t mean denied. That
pause is not the same as permanent. That even if years have
passed, the dream hasn’t gone anywhere — it’s still waiting for you
to claim it.

So maybe the real question isn’t “Do [ still have dreams?” The real
question is “Am [ finally willing to live them out loud?”

23




CHAPTER 8:

THE CRACKS OF LIFE

Change rarely storms in with fireworks. More often, it arrives in
whispers — little cracks of light breaking through the silence. At first,
they seem too small to matter. A coincidence. A flicker. Something
you almost dismiss. But if you’ve ever been in deep darkness, you
know how powerful even the smallest crack of light can be.

When my grandmother passed, | thought the world had gone
completely dark. | was weighed down by grief, anxiety, and the
residue of years in survival mode. But in the middle of that
heaviness, light started slipping in — not all at once, but in ways that
stopped me in my tracks.

The first cracks came as angel numbers. Sevens, nines, fours, fives.
Over and over. On license plates. On receipts. On clocks at the
exact moment | needed guidance. At first, | brushed them off, like
maybe my eyes were just looking for patterns. But they wouldn’t
leave me alone. The more | saw them, the more | realized they
weren’t random. They were language. A reminder that there was
order even in the chaos. A signal that | was being called to pay
attention.

And then came the crack that split me wide open: realizing | was the
7th grandchild, entering my 7th 7-year cycle of life, right as | was
approaching my 42nd birthday — just weeks after my grandmothe
died. That wasn’t coincidence. That was alignment.
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Seven has always been the number of completion, the number of
spiritual awakening. And here | was, standing at the doorway of a
new chapter, with my grandmother’s passing marking the end of
one era and the beginning of another.

It felt like a divine setup. Painful, yes — but purposeful. Almost as if
her leaving was the crack that let me finally see what had been
buried under all the noise: that | was never meant to keep living in
survival mode. That | was being called higher, even if | didn’t know
how to answer yet.

That realization didn’t make the grief disappear, but it reframed it. It
made me understand that cracks aren’t signs of weakness. They’re
signs of transformation. They don’t erase the darkness, but they
keep the darkness from being final.

Sometimes the cracks show up as grief. Sometimes they show up
as exhaustion that forces you to stop. Sometimes it’'s a memory that
suddenly hits differently, or a word from a stranger that feels too
timely to ignore. They’re never loud. They don’t demand attention.
But they are insistent. They whisper: look closer, there’s something
here for you.

And here’s the danger: survival mode trains you to ignore the

cracks. To keep your head down. To tell yourself, “I don’t have time
for this.” To dismiss every flicker of hope as a distraction. But the
truth is, the cracks are the very thing that lead you out. They’re h
light enters. They’re how healing begins.
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The day | started paying attention, the world didn’t suddenly change
— | did. The same grief, the same exhaustion, the same chaos
existed. But | noticed light where | used to see only walls. And
noticing made all the difference.

So | want to hold up the mirror for you:

e Where are cracks of light showing up in your own life?

o What patterns keep tugging at you, asking you to notice them?

e What if those patterns aren’t random at all, but divine reminders
that you’re being called to something new?

The cracks aren’t proof that you’re broken. They’re proof that light is
still reaching for you. And maybe, just maybe, it's time to let that
light in.

The cracks of change are the exit signs out of the silent side of
survival mode. They are the proof that what feels permanent isn’t.
Survival mode convinces you that rejection, abandonment,
loneliness, or shame are just the way life has to be — that you'’ll
always carry them in silence. But cracks of change disrupt that lie.
They remind you that even in the middle of pain, there are openings.
They show you that silence isn’t the end of your story; it’s just the
place where the first light begins to leak in. And when you choose to
notice those cracks — to lean into them instead of ignoring them —
you start to see that survival isn’t the only option. Transformation ig.
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CHAPTER 9:
FROM SURVIVAL TO
STRATEGY

Survival is reactive. Strategy is intentional.

When you live on the silent side of survival mode, your life is one
long reaction. Not just to bills or deadlines, but to wounds you never
named. To rejection you stuffed down. To abandonment that left you
questioning your worth. To loneliness you renamed as
independence. To shame you covered with secrecy. Outwardly, you
look like you’re “managing.” Inwardly, you’re always bracing for the
next hit. That’s survival. It convinces you that if you keep moving
fast enough, you can outrun the ache.

But survival never creates stability. It just creates exhaustion.
Because when everything is a reaction, nothing is intentional. You
don’t build. You scramble. You don’t plan. You patch. You don’t
expand. You shrink.

Strategy is the opposite. Strategy doesn’t wait for the fire to break
out before it acts. Strategy says: I don’t have to live on defense

anymore. | can live on purpose. Where survival keeps you clutching
at what’s safe, strategy invites you to release what no longer serve
you. Where survival makes you shrink your dreams to fit inside your
fear, strategy expands your life to make space for those dreams.

The difference may sound subtle, but it’s everything.
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Survival tells you: Don’t let go of this relationship, even if it’s
breaking you — at least you’re not alone.

Strategy tells you: Create room for relationships that honor you,
even if that means walking away from ones that don'’t.

Survival whispers: Keep every hustle alive, no matter how draining,
because you don’t know when money will come again.

Strategy says: Focus your energy where the return matches the
investment, and stop paying interest on what’s bankrupting you.

Survival convinces you to replay the past — every rejection, every
failure, every betrayal.

Strategy dares you to imagine the future — not as a fantasy, but as
something you can intentionally build.

When | started shifting from survival into strategy, it didn’t mean the
pain disappeared. Rejection didn’t magically stop stinging. Grief
didn’t vanish overnight. But | stopped letting those silent chains
dictate my choices. Instead of waking up asking, What do | have to
do to just get through today? | began asking, What can | do today
that builds toward the life | actually want? That question changes
everything.

It doesn’t mean you won't still have triggers. You will. It doesn’t
mean you’ll never feel lonely again. You might. But instead of
reacting from those feelings — clinging tighter, shrinking smaller,
staying stuck — you can begin to respond with intention. That’s the
real shift: from silence controlling you, to you naming it and
choosing differently.
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So let me ask you:

o What would your life look like if you built from strategy instead of
struggle?

e If your decisions weren’t shaped by fear but by vision?

e |f your energy wasn’t drained by loneliness or shame, but
directed toward what restores you?

Because here’s the truth: survival may have kept you alive, but it
cannot help you live. Strategy is where life actually begins.
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CLOSING THOUGHTS:
LEGACY LOUDER THAN LOSS

The silent side of survival mode convinces you that its patterns are
permanent. That rejection will always shape you. That abandonment
will always haunt you. That loneliness, shame, secrecy, and fear are
your inheritance — passed down like unspoken heirlooms from one
generation to the next.

But survival mode is not a bloodline. It’s a pattern. And patterns can
be broken.

That’s what it means for legacy to be louder than loss. It means the
story doesn’t end with the silence you were handed. It means you
don’t have to pass down the same fears, the same walls, the same
unfinished grief. It means you can stop carrying what was never
yours to hold — and begin building something new.

The legacy you leave isn’t about titles or money or recognition. It’s
about cycles. Which ones you repeat, and which ones you end.

So | leave you with this: the silent side of survival mode will always
whisper that change is impossible, that you are too broken, that

nothing different can be built. But the louder truth is this — every
cycle can end with you.

The rejection can stop here.
The abandonment can stop here.
The shame, secrecy, and silence can stop here.
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And in their place, something new can begin.

So ask yourself this final question — and answer it honestly, not just
for yourself but for the ones who come after you:

Which cycle ends with you?
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