
BEYOND THE UNSPOKEN  

A Mother’s Story  

By Stacy Ryan

Copyright © 2025 Stacy Ryan  

All rights reserved.  

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without prior written permission of the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews or articles.  

This is a work of memoir. Names and identifying details may have been changed to protect privacy.  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Beyond The Unspoken A Mother's Story

Dedication

Chapter One – The Cocoon

Chapter Two – Doctor’s Words

Chapter Three – Cracks in the Cocoon

Chapter Four – Stepping Beyond the Cocoon

Chapter Five – Claire Breaks the Silence

Chapter Six – Questions in the Quiet

Chapter Seven – The Ride She Couldn’t Take

Chapter Eight – Walk Alone

Chapter Nine – The First Steps to Healing

Chapter Ten – Counselling

Chapter Eleven – The Unbreakable Course

Chapter Twelve – Putting It Into Practice

Chapter Thirteen – Steps Forward, Glances Back

Chapter Fourteen – A Fresh Start

Chapter Fifteen - The Offer

Chapter Sixteen - Motherhood: Strengths in Storm

The Unspoken Series

- Book One: The Weight of Unspoken Words  

- Book Two: Beyond the Unspoken: A Mother’s Story  

- Book Three: [to come]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication
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To all mothers —  

For the work that is rarely seen, the strength that is seldom praised,  

And the relentless courage it takes to raise a child.  
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Chapter One – The Cocoon 
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The flat was dim, curtains drawn against the drizzle that seemed endless that winter. Rosie sat in the armchair, Olivia pressed against her chest, her tiny breaths rising and falling in rhythm with Rosie’s own. The world outside carried on — buses rumbling past, neighbours laughing in the street — but Rosie felt sealed off, wrapped in a cocoon that was meant to protect her yet seemed to suffocate her more each day.  

Morning blurred into afternoon, afternoon into night. Feedings, nappies, laundry, the endless cycle of rocking and soothing. Rosie whispered lullabies into the silence, her voice trembling with exhaustion. The smell of milk clung to her clothes, the hum of the fridge filled the quiet. She longed for conversation, for connection, but the thought of opening the door filled her chest with dread.  

The days were repetitive, yet each one carried its own weight. Rosie would wake to Olivia’s cries, fumbling for bottles in the half-light, her body aching from broken sleep. She would pace the living room, bouncing her baby gently, whispering promises she wasn’t sure she could keep. You’re safe. I’ve got you. We’ll be alright. But beneath the words was a gnawing fear that she wasn’t enough, that the walls of the flat were closing in on them both.  

Claire, her sister visited sometimes, breezing in with cheerful advice. “You’ll feel better once you get out more,” she said, dropping a bag of groceries on the counter. Rosie smiled, nodded, and tucked her fears away. She didn’t tell Claire how her heart raced at the thought of strangers’ eyes on her, or how she lay awake at night rehearsing excuses to avoid leaving the flat.  

The cocoon was both sanctuary and prison. Rosie wanted to break free, but each time she reached for the door handle, panic pressed against her ribs, whispering that the world outside was too much.  

At night, when Olivia finally slept, Rosie would sit in the silence, staring at the shadows on the wall. She thought about the life she used to have — the freedom to walk into town, to meet friends for coffee, to sit on a bus without feeling her chest tighten. That life felt impossibly far away now.  

The cocoon held her, but it also trapped her. And as the weeks stretched on, Rosie began to wonder if she would ever find her way out.
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Chapter Two – Doctor’s Words
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Rosie felt like she couldn’t keep hiding forever. Something had to change. So she picked up the phone, her hands shaking, and booked an appointment. Just saying the words out loud felt like admitting how bad things had become.”  

The waiting room smelled faintly of antiseptic and stale coffee, a mixture that clung to the air and made Rosie’s stomach churn. Posters lined the walls — smiling families, reminders about flu jabs, leaflets about mental health support — but none of them seemed to speak to her. She sat stiffly in the plastic chair, Olivia wriggling in her pram beside her, the squeak of the wheels echoing each time she tried to soothe her baby.  

Rosie’s name was called, and she followed the nurse down the corridor, her heart thudding with each step. The doctor’s office was small, cluttered with files and the faint hum of a computer. Dr. Ellwood looked up, glasses perched low on his nose, and gestured for her to sit.  

“So, Rosie,” he began, his voice calm but clinical, “tell me how you’ve been feeling since the birth.”  

Rosie hesitated. How could she explain the way her chest tightened every time she thought about leaving the flat? How could she describe the panic that rose like a tide whenever she imagined strangers watching her, judging her, waiting for her to falter? She spoke haltingly, describing sleepless nights, the constant exhaustion, the fear that seemed to shadow her every move.  

The doctor nodded, scribbling notes on a pad. “It sounds like postnatal depression,” he said finally, his tone matter-of-fact.  

Rosie blinked. Depression? The word felt heavy, but wrong. She wasn’t sad — not in the way the leaflets described. She loved Olivia fiercely, felt joy in her baby’s smile, but beneath it all was fear. Fear of buses, lifts, shops, strangers. Fear of being seen, of losing control, of breaking down in public.  

“I don’t think it’s depression,” Rosie whispered, her voice barely audible. “It’s more like... panic. Like I can’t breathe when I think about going out.”  

Dr. Ellwood offered a sympathetic smile, but his pen kept moving. “It’s common,” he said gently. “We’ll monitor it. Perhaps some medication, perhaps counselling. It will pass.”  

Rosie nodded, though inside she felt unseen. The label didn’t fit. She left the surgery with a diagnosis but no relief, pushing Olivia’s pram back into the drizzle. The doctor’s words echoed in her mind, but they didn’t capture the truth.  

On the walk home, Rosie’s thoughts spiralled. Depression. That’s what he thinks. But what if it’s something else? What if I’m broken in a way no one understands? She glanced at Olivia, her tiny fists clenched in sleep, and felt the weight of responsibility pressing harder than ever.  

Back in the flat, Rosie closed the door and leaned against it, her chest tight. The cocoon swallowed her again, but this time it felt heavier, as though the doctor’s words had stitched the walls tighter around her. She had a label now, but not an answer.
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