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Introduction: How This Book 
Came About

For the longest time growing up, I didn’t know
who I was. I felt insignificant, a nobody, a good-
for-nothing, a misfit. Those beliefs were deeply
ingrained in me by the very people who raised
me.
Losing people I loved began to eat away at me.
I struggled. I stumbled. I searched.
Then, one day, I watched a movie called Big
Business, starring Bette Midler and Lily Tomlin.
It’s a comedy about two sets of identical twins
who are mismatched at birth, one set born to a
wealthy family, the other to a poor one, all
mixed up by a dizzy nurse in a small town
hospital in the 1940s. Fast forward to the 1980s,
and the mismatched twins cross paths in the
middle of a high-stakes corporate deal.

I remember thinking… What if I was switched at
birth, too?
In the film, Bette Midler’s character grows up
feeling completely different from her family.
She doesn’t fit in and she knows it. In the end,
she discovers she was right all along. 
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She was someone else, someone different. She
wasn’t crazy for feeling out of place. 

That hit something deep inside me.

Because that’s how I felt, too. Like, I didn’t belong.
Growing up was hard. I wasn’t dumb, but I
started pretending to be so I could stay under
the radar and avoid being perceived as “too
much” or being targeted. I learned to make
myself small to survive.
I loved the story of "The Ugly Duckling," a little
creature who wanders from place to place,
searching for where he belongs, yet is always
rejected. Only in the end does he discover he
was never a duck at all; he was a swan. All
along.
That story felt like mine.
I wasn’t a confident child. I was shy and passive.
I had dreams like becoming a model or a talk
show host, but I let them die quietly. I talked
myself out of them before anyone else could. I
looked around and didn’t see anyone who
looked like me, who sounded like me, who was
me so I assumed I didn’t belong. I let self-doubt
and shame steal those dreams right out of my
hands.
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There was a time when our caretaker wrote a
letter to my brother and me, calling us dogs,
cows, and stupid. We had to read it out loud
before going to school. Imagine what that does
to a child. There was never enough bread for
school. I wore dirty ballet clothes while the other
girls wore clean, new ones. I recall the
embarrassment of being summoned to the
ballet school office because the bill hadn’t been
paid. I was also so afraid of failure because I
knew what the consequences would be at
home if I didn’t perform well. Eventually, I let go
of that dream, too.

Even in my own family, I felt like I didn’t belong.
My face looked different. They had talents I
didn’t. They fit. I didn’t.
I’m not telling you this to share some sad little
story; I’m telling you this because I had no
identity. I had no dreams. I had no self. Because
somewhere along the way, those things were
stolen from me. Dream theft. Identity theft. Soul
theft.

But here's the miracle: it was all still there.
Not gone. Just buried.
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I started to realize that the dreams hadn’t died
they were layered under lies I had believed. 
And I had to unlearn those lies. I had to discover
what it meant to love myself, care for myself,
and choose me again.I discovered that there’s a
mirror inside each of us. Like water reflects a
person’s face, the soul reflects who we really are.
What I saw in the physical mirror looked broken,
but the mirror within showed me the truth: I was
not lost. I was just hidden.

Now, I’m living from that truth. I got my identity
back.
And because of that, my life has undergone a
significant change.
I wrote this book for you, the one who feels stuck,
lost, small, or silenced.
 
If something was stolen from you… Your dreams,
your confidence, your voice, your sense of self…
this book is for you.
If you’re ready to reclaim what was taken
If you’re ready to find yourself again
Read on.
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PART 1:  FACING THE DARK



Chapter One: The Shadow Of Self

“You cannot become yourself until you’ve faced
who you’ve been pretending to be.”

The Fractured Self

There’s a moment, sometimes loud, sometimes
quiet, when we realize we’ve lost ourselves.
Maybe it comes after a breakup. Or while lying
awake at night, wondering why, despite all the
boxes we’ve checked, we still feel empty.
Sometimes it sneaks up as anxiety, depression,
or burnout. But if we listen closely, there’s a
deeper question inside the ache:
Who am I, really?
Thinking about this now, I’m reminded of a film I
once watched starring Jackie Chan. It's called
Who Am I?, and it left a strange kind of imprint
on me. In it, Jackie Chan plays a top-secret
soldier who crashes in the South African jungle
during a mission gone wrong. When he wakes
up, he has no memory, no name, no past, no
sense of self. The villagers who rescue him
begin calling him “Who Am I,” because that’s all
he can say.
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The movie follows his journey to rediscover his
identity, to piece together the fragments of who
he was and who he might still be.
At the time, I didn’t realize how closely I related
to that feeling.
If you’re reading this, maybe you’ve also lived
your life wearing masks. You’ve been the version
of yourself that others expected: the good one,
the smart one, the strong one, the quiet one, the
put-together one. And maybe it worked… for a
while.
Until it didn’t.
You don’t know where you begin or other
people’s expectations end. You feel like a
stranger to yourself. That’s not weakness that’s
awakening.
                      My Own Fractures
My first awakening came the hard way, after I
was diagnosed with cancer.
Let me tell you, there's no soft landing when
you're hit with news like that. It was a rude
awakening. A moment that shook everything.
Luckily, it hadn’t spread. However, even then,
healing wasn't just physical, but also emotional,
spiritual, and psychological. It took years to
figure out the very things I now teach my clients.
Years of peeling back the layers.
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My second awakening came in a conversation
with a woman named Dr. Heart, how fitting,
right?
She asked me two questions that stopped me in
my tracks:
“Why do you want to belong to that group so
badly?”
“Why do you stay connected to someone who
keeps hurting you?”
Those questions cracked something open in
me.
They made me take a hard look at the masks I
was wearing, not because I was fake, but
because I had been fractured. I had built a self
around survival, not truth.
That’s when I started to uncover what had
actually happened.
Because of the way I was raised, I had stepped
into the “hero” role, the one who holds it all
together, keeps smiling, entertains, rescues, and
carries the emotional weight for everyone. I
became the clown, the fixer, the caretaker…
anything to keep people happy. Anything to feel
useful. Valuable.

But I was losing myself in the process.
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If you’ve ever felt like you’ve been cast into a
role you never auditioned for, you’re not alone.
In coaching and inner healing work, we see this
all the time. 
There are six common survival roles children
adopt in dysfunctional or emotionally chaotic
environments:

The Hero
The Scapegoat
The Lost Child
The Mascot / Clown
The Caretaker / Enabler
The Golden Child

These roles are unconscious. We don’t choose
them, they’re assigned. And over time, they
shape how we see ourselves, how we relate to
others, and what we believe we’re worthy of.
But here's the truth:

You are not the role. You are not the mask. You
are not the wound.
You are the person beneath it all waiting to be
seen, heard, and reclaimed.
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