
Chapter 1 Dear Daughter: Change 

"Wanting to grow and being willing to change are not 

the same thing." 

Dear Daughter, I hope you know by now that life doesn’t 

ask your permission to change. It just does. Sometimes softly. 

Sometimes like a wrecking ball. 

When you were little, I tried to protect you from the hard 

edges. I wanted your world to be soft. But life has its own way of 

showing up. And now, as I write this, I know that the best gift I 

could ever give you isn’t protection—it’s preparation. 

There was a time I feared change. Not just the big 

changes—like love ending or people dying—but the little ones. 

The kind that creep in quietly and take your routine, your 

certainty, even your sense of who you are. I held on too long to 

things that had already let go of me. Jobs. Friendships. Regrets. 

But I learned this: Change doesn’t take things from you. 

It introduces you to who you’re meant to be next. 

And darling, you are always becoming. No matter your 

age—how young or how old you are—you're still growing, still 

unfolding, until the moment you're no longer here. We are 

never finished. We are always in motion. 



Let the old dreams fall away when they stop fitting. Let 

the relationships drift when they no longer water your soul. You 

are not obligated to shrink just to make others comfortable. 

Change is not the enemy. Denial is. 

Be the woman who evolves. Who outgrows. Who doesn’t 

apologize for needing more than you used to. 

And if one day, you find yourself afraid to change—

remember this: you already have. Many times. You just didn’t 

give yourself credit for it. 

I remember when you were five years old, Madison, you 

wanted to learn to ride your bike without training wheels. You 

were terrified. But you didn’t back down. We went outside, and 

I held the seat as you wobbled. You kept asking me, "Are you 

still holding on, Dad?" And the moment I let go, you were 

flying—terrified, yes, but free. You didn’t fall. You didn’t crash. 

You changed. Right then and there. 

That’s the kind of courage I still see in you. You’ve always 

had it. And you always will. Even when you don’t feel strong, 

trust me—you’re stronger than you know. 

Change will ask more of you than staying ever will. It will 

pull at the seams of who you used to be. It will ask you to walk 

away from good enough in search of better. But it will also gift 

you a clearer view of yourself. One you’ve earned. 



There were changes in my own life I fought hard 

against—like letting go of an old identity, or saying goodbye to 

people who shaped my world. I stayed in places too long 

because I thought loyalty meant never leaving. But true loyalty 

starts with being loyal to your own growth. 

There was a time, years ago, when I was offered the 

chance to move out of a failing business partnership and into 

something better. A cleaner break. A healthier start. Everyone 

around me could see it—it was toxic, it was draining me—but I 

couldn’t let go. I told myself I had to see it through. I told myself 

I owed it to the others involved. But what I really couldn’t face 

was change. I had tied my self-worth to my role, my 

responsibility, my ability to fix it. And so I stayed. Longer than I 

should have. Long enough for it to start costing me more than 

time and energy—it cost me peace. It nearly cost me my health. 

And it definitely cost me precious moments with the people I 

loved. 

That resistance—the fear of walking into the unknown—

was like dragging an anchor through every part of my life. I 

wore it like a badge of honor: “Look how loyal I am. Look how 

committed.” But inside, I was breaking down. 

Looking back, I see that staying wasn’t noble. It was fear, 

dressed up in responsibility. 

Eventually, life forced the change. The collapse I was 

afraid of happened anyway. Only by then, I was too worn out to 



fully celebrate the freedom it gave me. That was one of the first 

real times I saw the cost of resisting change. Not just in my 

bank account, but in my soul. 

I share this with you not to shame who I was then—but 

to remind you that we all get stuck sometimes. And that it's 

okay to choose yourself. It's okay to walk away when the cost of 

staying is too high. The world may not always applaud your 

courage, but your future self will. 

Please don’t let fear of starting over keep you from 

beginning again. Your story doesn’t have to look like anyone 

else’s. And even if others don’t understand your choices, as long 

as you can stand in front of the mirror and say, "This is who I 

am becoming," then you’re exactly where you need to be. 

Don’t be surprised if you lose a few people along the way. 

Some people only love you when you stay the same. But the 

ones worth keeping will grow with you—or at least, cheer you 

on as you go. 

And remember this: not all change is loud. Some of the 

most profound changes in my life came in whispers. In quiet 

mornings. In long walks alone. In deciding that peace mattered 

more than proving a point. 

I hope you give yourself permission to bloom again and 

again. Even in the face of doubt. Even after heartbreak. Even 

when it seems easier to shrink. 



Your life will have seasons. Some will feel like winter, 

barren and cold. But even then, the roots are growing deeper. 

You’re preparing to blossom again. Give yourself grace to be in 

whatever season you're in. 

With every change, ask yourself: "What am I learning 

about myself?" Let that question guide you. Because this isn’t 

about becoming someone new—it’s about becoming someone 

truer. 

And if you ever feel lost, Madison, come back to this: you 

are not alone. Your story matters. Your growth matters. And I 

believe in you, even in the middle of your becoming. 

Keep going. And when life asks who you are now, smile 

and say, "Just watch." 

With love always, Dad 

 


