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Before You Begin...

Sweetheart,

I know life moves fast. And sometimes, we foreet u.e things we
most need to hear—especially when we’re ov>rwhelmed, tired,
or trying so hard to keep it all together.

This book is here for those moments.

It holds 52 small reminders—ne fcr each week of the year—lit-
tle pieces of my heart I wan. vcu to carry with you.

You don’t need to rush thiough them. Just open to the next page
once a week. Rea | the message slowly. Let it land where it needs
to. Then, if you 12el like it, write something down. A thought. A

memory. A tru h you want to keep.

There ore no right answers. No rules. Just space—space for you
to be exactly as you are.

And no matter when you start—January or June—just know this:
Every word in here was written with love. For you.

Always,
Mom



To My Daughter,

I know life doesn’t always slow down long enough to scv th:
things that matter most. So I made this book—not “ecause I
think you've forgotten, but because I want you t¢ remcmber,
again and again, how deeply and unconditionallv yo . are loved.

These pages are small reminders. Words I whisper in the
middle of the night if you ever needed the.i. Thoughts I want
you to carry when things get hard. .*n< truths I hope you’ll
never doubt, no matter how far or fast the world spins.

You don’t have to read it ali at hnce. Come back to it when you
need it—when you're <al. tired, unsure, or just want to feel a
little closer to home.

Love is not ~iwaye ioud. Sometimes it's quiet. Sometimes it’s
written dewn. And sometimes it looks like a black-and-white
book witi, weids only a mom could write.

Always,
Mom



Some days will make you question everytr.ing.
Your strength. Your worth. Even ycur r.2a:t.

But I hope you always remeriber this—you are still you.
And that's more than eno:oh.
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You don’t have to be the loudest, the ‘a.test,
or the most put-together person u.: t!ie room.

You only have to be recl.
The rest will come vhen i, ready.

N\
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You are not behind.
You are not too late.

Life unfolds at your pace, not anyone else’.
You're exactly whe:e vou “weed to be.
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You don’t owe the world a perforinar:e.
You don’t have to earn rest, love, or peace.

Just being you is enoug’: reas~n to deserve all three.
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If the voice in your head is crue!
don't believe it—it’s not your **uth.

You are more than your doubt.
You are worth being sentle with.

A\
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There will be days when nothing fects ccriain.
Not your plans. Not your heart. iNov »+cn yourself.

On those days, come back to what is:
You are loved. You are enouy'i. You are still you.
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You don’t have to smile when youe huriing.
You don’t have to be “fine” just (v koor the peace.

Real strength looks like honesty—
and tears are a kind o trui"; too.
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You are allowed to take up spare.
In a room. In a relationship in i world.

You don’t need permission to matter.
You already do.

N\
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Mistakes are not failures.
They are proof you're trying, st'cicring, growing.

Give yourself the grace youd give a friend.
Be kinder than your izver ctic.
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There is no timeline for heali 1g.
No deadline for clarity.

Take your time.
And when you'r: reads; you’ll bloom.
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You don't need to shine every day.
Sometimes, its enough jus: o Show up.

The light returns when it’s ready.
Until then—rest.

A\
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You are not too sensitive.
The world just forgot ho io b2 soft.

Keep your tenderress.
It’s one of your zreates: strengths.

\
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I've watched you become so much me:c tr.ov [ ever imagined.
And yet—you're still that little heartt 2at . carried.

I'm proud of who you are, nat ius: what you do.
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Some days you’ll feel like u m.oss.
But even flowers grow o.t of dirt.

You're allowed te bloc n imperfectly.

N\
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You are allov:ed to Fegin again.
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You are not a problem to fix.
You are a person to care for.

Start with compassion- -espcrially toward yourself.
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I don’t expect you to always have it togcihe:
I didn't, either.

What matters most is that yo:: neve: stop being true to yourself.

A\
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It’s okay if you don’t know whats ae.t.
The path doesn’t need to bc clear

Just keep walking.
You're not lost—z:st becoming.
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You won'’t be everyone’s cup of ica.
That’s okay.

The people who matt:» wo:7. ask you to shrink.
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You are a'veaa, cnough.

\
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You don’t have to be everyt.ning every day.
Some days, your only iob is to breathe.
That counts, too.
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Not everything needs fixing.
Some things just need tir:c.

You don’t have to carry every weight.
Let some of it ret
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There’s nothing you could ever do
that would make me stop loving you..

Ever.
This love is forever—n > conicions, no exceptions.

A\

52 | To My Teen Daughter



~
4
X
24
=

{:j
&

(w

ﬂw

felt ﬂ
)\z\,

”%

%i




You’ll make choices that don’t make sen.e ;o others.
That's okay.

Trust the voice that lives in you.
She knows the way.

54 | To My Teen Daughter



~

4

(k%(‘

/Q

=
)\z\,

{:j
&

”%

%i




You are allowed to be quiet.
You don’t always have to be stro.1g, <ocial, or sunny.

You are enough even when you're still.
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You are allowed to 1oe your time.

N\

58 | To My Teen Daughter



N T <

%&

(w 7 W* X




You don’t have to chase beirg ‘eough.”
You already are—even on ihe ruessy days.

Especially on the rzessy Juys.
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The world will try to sharc yo:
Don't let it shrink you.

Stay big-hearted. Stay +vild. Stay you.
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I don’t need you to be perfect.
I need you to be real.

And I'll love you thrc:ioh cvery version of that.

A\
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It’s okay to change your mind.
That’s not weakness—it’s growth.

You're allowed to begin agzin a. rnany times as you need.
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You're doing better vl an you think.
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Not all progress is visible.
Healing can look like rest. silence, or starting over.
Trust what's growing— even 1,hen you can't see it.

N\
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You were never meant to be sr.ull.
Don’t dim your light just beca.:se sthers squint.

Shine anyway.
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I may not always be nex. to ;ou,
but I am always, alway: wi'h you.

Love doesn’t lezve. 1 lingers.
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Trust takes time.
With others. With the world. VVith yourself.

You don’t have to rusk hea:i».g to be worthy of it.

A\
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You are not here to please eve* yone
You're here to live, feel, try, mess 1.p, and grow.

Make peace with bei:o micunderstood.

\
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You are saf> to slow down.

80 | To My Teen Daughter



N T <

%&

(w 7 W* X




You won't always feel brave—but courage still lives in you.
Even when you whisper, yc:re s*il strong.

N\
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You are not a burden.
Not for feeling too much. Not for 1:eed ng help.

The people who love you <vant ‘o carry things with you.
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I hope you always know this:
Your softness is not a weakness.

It’s a superpower the worid jorgot how to use.
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There’s no rule that says you have te niave it all figured out.
It’s okay to grow slowly, in your owr. wa,.

You're allowed to be a worl:in p.cgress.

A\
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You are worth loving —evcr. on the hard days.
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You don’t have to fix everything.
Sometimes, your presence is the most healing thing of all.

Just being there is enough.
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I may not be holding your hend voday,
but I'm holding you in every ‘hing I hope for.

You are never withc::t m, love.

N\
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Let go of who you were toid 10 Fe.
Come home to who you alre:dy are.

That version of vou 1. nagic.
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Some paths are lonely for a 1 i.ile.
That doesn’t mean you're ot the wrong one.

Keep walking. The light v.il meet you there.
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You are cllowed to rest.

A\
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You're not here to prove s our wsrth.
You already have it.

Just by being yc:
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Even when you doubt yoi sei;
I never will.

I believe in you 1with ev_ry part of me.
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The world can feel loud, fast unc tco much.
When it does—come back tc vor.r breath.

Come back to you.

N\
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If today is hard, that doesn'. me.n you are.
You're still worthy. Still loved.
Still doing your best
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You are loved.
Always.
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Before you close this book...
Just one more thing:
You were never meant to -¢ perfect.
You were meant ‘¢ oe loved.

And you always, always will be.

I\ matter where you go,

you’'ll carry my heart with you.

Love always,
Mom



About the Author

Nolia Reed writes from the quiet corners or cveryday life —where
the smallest words often carry the most .ve.

Though this is her first book 0" its kind, it comes from a very real
place: the desire to remind san.eone you love that they are never
alone.

The idea began as ~ handful of words—scribbled, saved, and
whispered in di{ncult inoments. Over time, those words became a
promise. Anz no #, a book.

She hopus this little collection finds its way into the right hands, on
the right day, with the right message. Because sometimes, all we need
is a gentle reminder that we are loved—just as we are.



