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First Edition

Dedication

To my children —

the reason I kept standing when I wanted to fall,

the reason I kept trying when I was called tired,

the reason I kept believing when I was called lazy.

Everything I carried, I carried with love for you.

And to every mother who feels unseen while giving everything —

This book is 

A raw memoir of truth,

Survival, 

and reclaiming voice.
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Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Author’s Note — From One Mother to Another

Chapter 1 — The Jackpot 

Chapter 2 — Labeled Lazy

Chapter 3 — The Weight I Never Put Down

Chapter 4 — Night Belongs to Me

Chapter 5 — Fear in the Morning Light

Chapter 6 — The Question That Cut Deep

Chapter 7 — The First Real Connection

Chapter 8 — Reclaiming the Labels

Chapter 9 — Why This Book Exists

Chapter 10 — Hope Without Hype

Closing Chapter — Still Standing


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 

[image: ]


— The Jackpot

Wow.

It seems I finally hit the jackpot.

I win. Finally.

This must be my golden ticket to glory.

I finally found my skill—the one that had been buried deep inside me all along, wired into my system, waiting to be unleashed.

This is it, I told myself.

I finally won’t be broke anymore.

Or so I thought.

For years—too many years—I tried everything to find a way out of the maze called poverty. I ran at opportunities like they were exits, only to smash into walls no one warned me about. I worked harder, dreamed louder, prayed longer.

And still, I stayed stuck.

Dead broke.

Tired beyond explanation.

And labeled lazy by people who never saw the fight.

The “express” get-rich-without-doing-anything schemes were nothing but a glorious, outright scam.

And I fell for them.

Not once. Not twice. Too many times to admit without shame crawling up my spine. I was duped, over and over again, because desperation makes even lies sound logical.

But now...

Now I may have found my buffet of diamonds.

The love of writing.

The one that had gone quiet for years. Buried under survival mode, exhaustion, and the constant pressure to just make money already.

Writing didn’t promise fast cash. It promised work. Time. Honesty.

And somehow, that felt more real than anything I’d been sold before

––––––––
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MY BANK ACCOUNT HAS been low for years.

Sometimes zero.

But hey—I’m not bankrupt.

I’m just dead B-R-O-K-E. Haha.

There’s a difference.

Bankruptcy is paperwork.

Dead broke is survival.

And for the first time in a long time, the tide feels like it’s changing. The winds are finally blowing in the right direction.

Maybe—just maybe—my ships of dreams can finally set sail.

Destination: The Island of Ultimate Success.

Or at least somewhere with dry land and hope.
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— Labeled Lazy

Of course, the moment hope showed its face, the voices came with it.

Lazy.

That was their favorite word.

Not tired. Not worn down. Not drowning.

Just lazy.

They said it casually, like a diagnosis they were qualified to make. Friends. Family. Strangers who only saw the surface and decided that was the whole story.

“If you really wanted it, you’d try harder.”

“Other people manage.”

“You can’t be that tired if you’re still dreaming.”

They never asked how many nights I went to bed hungry. Or how often I stared at my bank balance like it might apologize. They didn’t see the jobs that broke my body but still weren’t enough.

They just saw the gaps between results—and filled them with judgment.

Lazy was easier than understanding.

And I carried that word longer than I ever should have.

The confrontation didn’t happen the way movies show it.

No raised voices.

No slammed doors.

Just a sentence, tossed casually, like it didn’t have the power to wound.

“You know... maybe you’re just lazy.”

I smiled. I always smiled. That polite, trained smile you wear when you don’t want to look defensive, when you don’t want to confirm what they already believe.

But something in me snapped quietly.

Lazy?

Lazy is choosing comfort over effort.

Lazy is staying still because moving feels inconvenient.

Lazy is not waking up tired before the day even begins.

Lazy is not trying again after failing for the hundredth time.

I wanted to list everything they never saw—the hours, the applications, the side hustles, the schemes I chased out of desperation, the nights I lay awake calculating impossible numbers.

I wanted to scream that exhaustion looks a lot like laziness when you’ve never been poor long enough to understand it.

But I didn’t.

I swallowed it.

Because explaining yourself to someone committed to misunderstanding you is another kind of unpaid labor.

So I nodded. Let them keep the word.

I knew the truth.

And one day, I wouldn’t need to argue it.

That word followed me home.

It sat beside me while I folded laundry. It whispered while I cooked meals that never seemed to end. It hovered in the quiet moments when the house finally slept, and I was left alone with my thoughts.

Lazy.

I tried to shake it off, but it had a way of sneaking into my own voice. Maybe I was doing something wrong. Maybe everyone else had a secret manual I’d somehow missed.

Motherhood didn’t pause the pressure—it multiplied it. Five lives depending on me, five mouths to feed, five futures watching what I did next. Failure suddenly felt louder, heavier, less forgiving.

I was tired in a way sleep couldn’t fix. Not the kind of tired people post about. The kind that settles in your bones and makes even hope feel like work.

And yet, in the middle of the chaos, writing kept calling me back.

Not loudly.

Just persistently.

A sentence here. A paragraph there. Scribbled notes between responsibilities. Words written in stolen minutes while the world demanded everything else first.

Writing didn’t rescue me overnight.

But it reminded me I still existed outside of survival.
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- The Weight I Never Put Down

Guilt is a quiet companion.

It doesn’t shout. It sits beside you while you do your best and whispers that it still isn’t enough.

I carried it everywhere—especially as a mother. Five children looking at me like I held the answers, while inside I was still searching for my own.

I loved them fiercely. That was never the question.

The question was why love didn’t seem to protect them from my circumstances.

I measured my worth in things I couldn’t always provide—school needs, little extras, moments of ease other families seemed to have without effort. I smiled through it, but inside, I kept score. And I always felt behind.

My dreams didn’t disappear when I became a mother. They just learned how to stay quiet. They folded themselves neatly into the corners of my life, surfacing only in the late hours when everyone else slept.

Wanting more felt selfish. Chasing anything beyond survival felt irresponsible. I told myself that good mothers didn’t dream loudly—they sacrificed, endured, and stayed grateful.

So I buried parts of myself in the name of love.

But buried things don’t die.

They wait.
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