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Chapter 1: The Art of Lying
I didn’t start out wanting to lie. But somewhere along the way, I learned it was safer to be who people wanted me to be than to risk being who I really was. It wasn’t malicious — it was survival.
I became a chameleon, shifting my colors depending on who I was with, hoping if I could just fit perfectly, I would finally feel like I belonged. The problem is, when you wear a mask for long enough, you forget what your real face even looks like.
Chapter 2: People-Pleasing is a Full-Time Job
Lying and people-pleasing go hand in hand. When you believe your worth comes from keeping other people happy, you become an expert at reading the room — sensing what’s wanted before anyone says a word.
I became addicted to approval, a hit of validation replacing the work of actually building a sense of self. I confused being liked with being loved, and no matter how much approval I got, I never felt whole.
Chapter 3: Feelings are Friends (Even the Ugly Ones)
For most of my life, feelings were something to manage, avoid, or fake. Sadness? Push it down. Anger? Smile through it. Shame? Hide it.
It took me years to realize feelings aren’t enemies — they’re messengers. They tell us where we’re hurting, what we need, what matters to us. Learning to sit with my feelings — even the ones that made me want to crawl out of my skin — was the first step toward becoming real.
Chapter 4: Dumpster Diamonds
Here’s what I know now: All people are diamonds. Some of us just end up buried in dumpsters — covered in addiction, lies, people-pleasing, shame. But a diamond covered in garbage is still a diamond.
That’s how I see people now — whether they’re teens lying to my face, adults numbing themselves to survive, or counselors hanging by a thread after years of heartbreak. Diamonds everywhere, waiting to be seen, waiting to be believed in.
Chapter 5: Becoming a Hope Dealer
I didn’t set out to be a hope dealer — but I became one the moment I decided to tell the truth about myself. Hope isn’t about pretending things are easy or perfect. Hope is about saying, “Even this mess can become something beautiful.”
Now, whether I’m training counselors, speaking to teens, or sitting with someone in the middle of their storm, my message is always the same:
· You are valuable.
· You are not your mistakes.
· You don’t have to earn your worth.
· There’s nothing wrong with you that connection, honesty, and love can’t begin to heal.
Chapter 6: Finding My Own Value
I spent so much time trying to look valuable that I never learned how to actually feel valuable. That’s the biggest shift — and the one I want to teach every young person I meet.
Because when you believe in your own worth, you stop needing to lie for love. You stop twisting yourself into knots to be liked. You start living instead of performing. And that is freedom.
Chapter 7: The Work I Was Born To Do
Today, I stand in rooms full of hope dealers — counselors, peer support specialists, people in recovery — and I tell them the truth:
· This work is brutal.
· This work will break your heart.
· And this work matters more than we’ll ever know.
I didn’t become a LADAC because I had all the answers. I became a LADAC because I know what it’s like to be lost — and I know how much it means when someone refuses to give up on you.
That’s why I show up. That’s why I deal hope like my life depends on it — because for someone out there, it does. This story isn’t over. I’m still learning, still unlearning, still becoming. But if one person reading this realizes they are not alone — if one person trades people-pleasing for self-worth, trades shame for honesty, trades survival for real living — then every single step of this journey was worth it.

