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			Some women do not break loudly.

			They break quietly while still answering calls, showing up for people, smiling in public, and pretending they are okay.

			“The day I stopped recognizing myself was the day I unknowingly began becoming her.”
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			To every woman who has ever had to start over. To the woman who smiled while her heart was breaking.

			To the woman who carried more than anyone knew.

			To the woman who lost herself while trying to be everything for everyone else.

			And to the woman who is slowly finding her way back to herself

			This book is for you! These pages remind you that your story isn’t over, your pain isn’t your identity, and you can still become the woman you were meant to be!

			With love,

			Rhonah Ainembabazi.
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			Dear Her,

			I do not know what brought you to these pages. Maybe you are exhausted from carrying too much for too long. Maybe you are grieving a version of your life that did not happen the way you imagined.

			Maybe you have spent so much time being strong for everyone else that you no longer know what you need. Or maybe you simply miss yourself. If any of that is true, I want you to know: You don’t have to have everything figured out right now. You do not have to be fully healed. You do not have to know what comes next. But you only need to be willing to be honest about where you are.

			This book is not here to rush you.

			It is not here to tell you that healing is easy or that pain disappears overnight. It is simply an invitation. An invitation to pause, reflect, and be gentle with yourself!

			To believe that despite everything you have been through, there is still more life ahead of you.

			As you turn these pages, I hope you give yourself permission to feel what you have been carrying, to release what no longer serves you, and to remember that your story is still unfolding.

			I hope these words serve as a reminder that you are not irreparably broken. You are becoming. And even if your becoming feels slow, messy, or uncertain right now, it is still beautiful.

			Thank you for trusting me enough to walk this journey with you.

			I am cheering for your healing, your peace, and the woman you are still becoming.

			With love,

			Rhonah Ainembabazi
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			This book may have found you during a time when you are exhausted from being strong. Maybe this book found you during a season you never expected to be in.

			A season where you are tired of being strong!

			A season where life looks different from what you imagined!

			A season where you are carrying burdens that no one else can see!

			Perhaps you are rebuilding after heartbreak. Starting over financially! Learning how to choose yourself again or simply trying to remember who you were before life became so heavy.

			If that is where you are, I want you to know something:

			You are not alone.

			More women than you realize are quietly carrying disappointment, exhaustion, grief, and unanswered questions while still showing up for everyone around them. They smile, work, care for others, and keep moving forward, even when they feel like they are falling apart inside.

			I know that woman well because I have experienced her struggles myself. This book was born from a season of heartbreak.

			rebuilding, loss, healing, and rediscovering myself. It was written for the woman who feels behind.

			The woman who is exhausted from pretending she is okay and the woman who is trying to become herself again after life changed her. But more than anything, this book is about hope: -The hope that healing is possible!

			The hope that starting over is not failure. The hope that broken things can be rebuilt!

			The hope that regardless of what happened, there is still another chapter waiting for you!

			As you read these pages, I invite you to be honest with yourself.

			Pause when you need to. Reflect deeply.

			Journal honestly! Allow yourself to feel.

			This is not a race, and healing is not a destination. It is a journey of becoming.

			My prayer is that by the end of this book, you will no longer see yourself only through the lens of your pain but through the lens of possibility.

			Your story did not end with the events that caused you pain.

			And regardless of everything you have been through…

			You can still become her. 

			With love,

			Rhonah Ainembabazi
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			The Version of Me Nobody Saw

			There are moments in life that arrive quietly yet change everything.

			They do not come with thunder or dramatic announcements. Instead, they whisper truths we have spent years avoiding.

			One of those moments happened when I caught my reflection in a mirror.

			I paused.

			The woman staring back at me was familiar, yet strangely distant. The sparkle in her eyes had faded into exhaustion. Her smile looked rehearsed, and even her posture seemed to carry burdens no one else could see.

			A question rose inside me before I could stop it.

			Who is this woman?

			I wasn’t asking because I disliked what I saw.

			I was asking because, for the first time, I no longer recognized the woman staring back at me.

			It wasn’t about age.

			It wasn’t about my appearance.

			It was something much deeper.

			Somewhere along life’s journey, I had slowly disappeared.

			Every time I placed someone else’s needs above my own, I surrendered another piece of myself.

			Every time I silenced my pain so someone else could be comfortable, I became less visible to myself.

			Without realizing it, I had convinced myself that being strong meant carrying impossible burdens alone.

			In the process, I slowly buried the woman God had created me to be.

			I became understanding while hurting.

			Available while exhausted.

			Compassionate while broken.

			Patient while my soul cried out for rest.

			People admired my strength.

			Very few recognized what it had cost me.

			The woman who once laughed freely became cautious.

			The dreamer became uncertain.

			Between responsibilities, disappointments, unanswered prayers, betrayal, and endless expectations, I stopped living and quietly learned how to survive.

			The most frightening part wasn’t how much I had changed.

			It was how normal it had become.

			Brokenness no longer felt unusual.

			Emotional exhaustion became familiar.

			Loneliness settled into the background of my life until I almost stopped noticing it.

			Reflecting on it now, I see that moment in the mirror differently.

			It wasn’t the beginning of my breakdown.

			It was the beginning of my restoration.

			Because before a woman can become who she is meant to be, she often has to acknowledge the version of herself she quietly lost along the way.

			Many people imagine pain as something loud.

			They picture tears, dramatic breakdowns, or visible suffering.

			Yet some of life’s deepest wounds make almost no noise at all.

			They hide behind smiles.

			Behind productivity.

			Behind competence.

			Behind the appearance of strength.

			That was my story.

			I continued serving.

			Leading.

			Encouraging.

			As a psychologist and mental health advocate, I spoke on television, radio, podcasts, in schools, and at conferences about healing, resilience, and hope.

			People assumed I was living my dream.

			From an external perspective, it certainly appeared that way.

			What they couldn’t see was the private battle behind every public smile.

			Every interview required strength I wasn’t sure I still had.

			Every message of hope I shared with others challenged me to believe those same words for myself.

			Outwardly, I appeared composed.

			Inwardly, I was exhausted.

			That experience taught me something I now tell many women:

			Functioning is not the same as flourishing.

			You can keep showing up while quietly falling apart.

			You can continue meeting deadlines while your heart is running on empty.

			You can care deeply for everyone around you while neglecting the person who needs your care most: yourself.

			If you’ve ever smiled because explaining your pain felt more exhausting than hiding it, you are not alone.

			If you’ve ever continued carrying everyone else while wondering who would carry you...

			If you’ve ever convinced yourself that stopping wasn’t an option because too many people depended on you...

			Then you understand exactly what I mean.

			Somewhere in the middle of surviving, I disappeared.

			Not physically.

			Emotionally.

			Mentally.

			Spiritually.

			Whenever I share my story now, people often respond the same way.

			“I had no idea.”

			“You always looked so happy.”

			“I thought you had everything together.”

			They’re right.

			I was smiling.

			But over time, my smile became less an expression of joy and more a form of protection.

			It kept people from asking difficult questions.

			It spared me the exhausting task of explaining wounds I didn’t yet have words for.

			Eventually, smiling became easier than telling the truth.

			We live in a culture that often celebrates appearances more than authenticity.

			Success is applauded.

			Strength is admired.

			Productivity is rewarded.

			Vulnerability, however, is often misunderstood.

			Only a few people ask the question that matters most.

			“How are you... really?”

			Not the polite answer.

			Not the automatic “I’m fine.”

			The truth beneath it.

			As psychologists, we often refer to this as emotional masking—the tendency to hide our genuine emotions in order to function, meet expectations, or protect ourselves from judgment.

			Many of us have done it.

			We smile after crying.

			Comfort others while longing to be comforted ourselves.

			Keep showing up while silently wondering whether anyone would notice if we stopped.

			For a long time, I encouraged other people to seek help while quietly convincing myself that I didn’t need it.

			Not because I was being dishonest.

			Because I was human.

			I was aware of the irony.

			Sometimes the people who carry hope for others are still searching for hope themselves.

			Sometimes the strongest voices are speaking through wounded hearts.

			And sometimes the brightest smiles conceal battles no one else can see.

			Pretending to be okay never makes pain disappear.

			It simply teaches pain to hide.

			Hidden pain has a way of growing in the dark.

			It quietly steals your peace.

			Drains your joy.

			It gradually convinces you that merely surviving is sufficient.

			But surviving was never the life God intended for us.

			Healing began for me the day I stopped performing.

			The day I stopped pretending.

			The day I finally admitted what I had been carrying for far too long.

			“I’m not okay.”

			Those words did not make me weak.

			They became the first honest words I had spoken to myself in a very long time.

			And they marked the beginning of my freedom.

			For years, I believed strength meant enduring.

			I thought courage looked like carrying everything without complaint.

			I admired women who never cried, never asked for help, and somehow managed to hold everyone else together while quietly falling apart themselves.

			Now I know better.

			Real strength is not pretending you are fine.

			Real strength is telling the truth.

			You may not share this honesty with the entire world, but you should at least acknowledge it within yourself. 

			Healing cannot begin in a place where denial continues to exist.

			It begins where honesty enters the room.

			That mirror did not simply reflect my appearance.

			It reflected my reality.

			For the first time, I ceased to inquire about how I could continue and began to pose a different question.

			How did I arrive here?

			That question became the beginning of every other question that followed.

			When did I stop listening to myself?

			When did I become more committed to meeting everyone’s expectations than understanding my own needs?

			When did I begin believing that everyone deserved compassion except me?

			Those questions were uncomfortable.

			Some of the answers were even more uncomfortable.

			I had become so accustomed to carrying everyone else that I no longer noticed the weight I was carrying myself.

			The truth is, losing yourself usually happens gradually, not in one dramatic moment.

			It happens quietly.

			One compromise at a time.

			One disappointment at a time.

			One postponed dream at a time.

			One unanswered prayer at a time.

			Until one day you wake up and realize you have spent so much time surviving that you no longer remember what it feels like to truly live.

			I know many women who have experienced this kind of loss.

			Not the loss of a loved one.

			Not the loss of a job.

			Not even the loss of a relationship.

			The loss of themselves.

			The woman who once dreamed freely now overthinks every decision.

			The woman who once laughed easily now feels guilty whenever she rests.

			The woman who once believed anything was possible now measures every opportunity by the possibility of disappointment.

			Life has a way of doing that if we are not careful.

			Disappointment teaches caution.

			Heartbreak teaches self-protection.

			Failure teaches fear.

			Eventually, we stop expecting positive things, not because we have become pessimistic, but because hope begins to feel dangerous.

			I understand that woman.

			I was her.

			But I also learned something that changed everything.

			The version of you that disappeared is not beyond recovery.

			She is waiting beneath the expectations. Beneath the exhaustion. Beneath the performance. Beneath the survival.

			She has not stopped existing.

			She has simply been waiting for you to come back.

			For me, coming back did not happen overnight.

			It happened through countless small decisions.

			Choosing honesty instead of pretending.

			Choosing rest instead of constant productivity.

			Choosing prayer instead of panic.

			Choosing to ask for help instead of carrying everything alone.

			I chose to believe that my worth had never depended on how much I could endure.

			In retrospect, I can see that God was gently inviting me into something I had never learned before.

			Not just resilience.

			Wholeness.

			I had spent years asking Him to make me stronger.

			Instead, He began teaching me how to become healthier.

			There is a difference.

			Strength without healing often becomes survival.

			Strength with healing becomes freedom.

			If this chapter has stirred something within you, I want you to pause for a moment.

			Not to judge yourself.

			Not to criticize how far you’ve drifted from the woman you once were.

			But simply to notice.

			To become curious.

			To ask yourself the same question I asked in front of that mirror.

			Who have I become?

			Then ask another question that changed my life.

			Who is God inviting me to become now?

			Because the purpose of this book is not to make you mourn the woman you lost.

			This book aims to help you find the woman hidden beneath life’s burdens.

			That woman is still there.

			She may be exhausted.

			She may be wounded.

			She may need time.

			But she is not gone.

			And neither is your story.
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