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Above all love: Mother
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A story from the heart of a woman who became a mother and was never the same again
I don’t remember the exact day I first felt like a mother — it wasn’t a date on a calendar, nor a single moment in time. It was a slow transformation, a tiny hand gripping my finger, a sleepless night that stretched into months, a smile that gave me the strength to rise again. My life was no longer just mine. From that moment on, every breath I took was tied to a new name — my child.

In this book, you won’t always find fairy tales with happy endings. You will find exhaustion, fear, loss, pains that have never been visible from the outside. But above all, you will find love. A love that asks for nothing in return. A love that doesn’t need to be spoken aloud because it is in every action, every sacrifice, every morning that starts with "I have to," and every evening that ends with "it got better."

This is my story. That of a mother like many others. Simple, but filled with feelings only a mother’s heart can understand.

Chapter 1: Before I Became a Mother
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Before I became a mother, I thought love was a feeling.

An emotion that came and went. Something that slept inside the heart and woke only when someone deserved it. And love seemed beautiful to me, but also fragile, like glass. Later, I realized that true love doesn’t break. It doesn’t get tired. It has no conditions.
I was a young girl, with dreams that my small village couldn’t contain. It seemed to me that I had all the time in the world ahead of me. I didn’t know that time, after having children, would no longer belong to me. I didn’t know that hours would be measured by sleep, bottles, fever, house chores, life tests...

When I received the news I was pregnant, I felt joy, but also an uncertainty I had never experienced before. Would I be capable? Would I know how to be a mother? Would my child love me?

I wasn’t ready — at least, that’s what I believed back then. But what I didn’t know was that no mother is ever truly ready — until her heart breaks in two, one part still living inside her and one part starting to grow outside her.

The months passed. My belly grew. And along with it, my fear. But at the same time, I began to feel something new — a silent strength coming from within. As if nature was slowly preparing me for a role that would define me forever.

And then the day came. That day I will never forget. The pain of childbirth was real — but even more real was what came after:

My love for you. A love that didn’t ask. It came, stayed, and since that day — it has never left.
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Chapter 2: The Early Years – Sleepless Nights, Full He
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There are people who remember the early years of a child’s life as a sweet time, filled with smiles and soft sounds like the whispers of angels. And yes, there were smiles. There were first babbles, uncertain steps that made me cry tears of joy. But it wasn’t always like in fairy tales.

There was also exhaustion. A lot of exhaustion. It was a tiredness I had never known before — not of the body, but of the soul.

Sleepless nights felt like years. You would cry, and I would try to understand why. Sometimes there was no reason, sometimes it was teeth, a belly ache, or simply the desire not to be alone. And I was there. With a tired body and heavy eyes, but always with an open heart.

Sometimes I cried too, silently, when it felt like I was losing myself. The memories of the girl I was before you began to fade. There was no time left for me, nor for the dreams I had written down in notebooks when I was a girl. But I didn’t mind. Not because they weren’t important, but because now I had a bigger dream to live — you.

You taught me patience, without even knowing it. You taught me to smile at little things — a strange word, a tumble, an attempt to say “mama.” And in that little word, I felt the whole world.

When you were sick, I wanted to take all your pain. It’s strange how a mother’s heart works — your pain is the heaviest pain I have ever felt. More than any wound, more than any word that anyone may have ever hurt me with.

And as you grew, so did I. I was learning to be a mother. Every day, little by little. Because being a mother isn’t learned from books, but in the silent moments between two tired nesses, when the child sleeps and you stay awake, watching their breath and praying that everything will be alright.
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