

What my mother carried

––––––––

A literary memoir of inheritance,faith,and the quiet courage of ordinary lives

By LJ Goss


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Prologue

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Epilogue

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Copyright


[image: ]


What My Mother Carried

A Literary Memoir of Inheritance,Faith,and the Quiet Courage of Ordinary Lives

Copyright©2026 by LJ Goss.All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced,distributed,stored in a retrieval system,or transmitted in any form or by any means electronic,mechanical,photocopying,recording,scanning,or otherwise without the prior written permission of the copyright holder,except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews,scholarly works,or other uses permitted under applicable copyright law. This is a work of literary memoir.

It is written from the author's memories,reflections,and lived experience.While every effort has been made to honour the truth of the people and events described,memory is inherently personal.Some conversations have been reconstructed from recollection,and certain identifying details have been changed where appropriate to protect the privacy of individuals.

This book is published as a tribute to the life of Rosemary Redman Williams,whose quiet faith,steadfast love,and enduring courage continue to inspire generations beyond her own.

First Edition/Published in 2026/Author:LJ Goss


Publishers:Author’s Corner/www.authorscorner.co.za /info@authorscorner.co.za / ljgoss@authorscorner.co.za 



ISBN: 978-1-0483-2200-2 (Paperback)

ISBN: 978-1-0483-2201-9 (Hardcover)

ISBN: 978-1-0483-2202-6 (eBooks / Audio)

Printed:Internationally

"The greatest inheritances are rarely measured by what we leave behind,but by the lives we shape while we are here."

LJ Goss
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Epigraph

"The ordinary acts we repeat in love become the extraordinary inheritance of those who come after us."

Lj Goss
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Note to the Reader

This book is rooted in memory.Memory is a remarkable storyteller.It preserves some moments with astonishing clarity while allowing others to soften around the edges.

It remembers the sound of a kettle before dawn more vividly than the date on a calendar.It recalls the warmth of a hand more faithfully than the exact words that were spoken.

These pages are not an attempt to recreate every event exactly as it happened.

They are an attempt to honour the deeper truth of a life.The people in this story were not perfect.Neither am I.They laughed,failed,hoped,forgave,worried,prayed,and loved as ordinary people do.

Time has given me something childhood never could.Perspective.

The child who lived these moments could only see what was happening.The woman writing them has spent a lifetime discovering what they meant.

If,somewhere in these pages,you recognize your own mother,your own father,your own grandparents,or your own home,then this book has become more than my story.

It has become part of yours.
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[image: ]


[image: ]

The Promise

I promise to tell this story with honesty.

I will not exaggerate pain to make it more dramatic.

I will not diminish joy because life was difficult.

I will honour the people who shaped me with truth,compassion,and grace.

Most of all,I will remember that the greatest lives are often the quietest ones.

This book is my offering to the woman who taught me that love is not measured by what we say,but by what we faithfully do again and again,one ordinary day at a time.
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Prologue
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The Things We Never See

There is a question that has followed me for most of my life.Not loudly.Not urgently.Patiently.It waited while I was busy building a career,raising a family,meeting deadlines,celebrating milestones,mourning losses,and learning,as we all do,that life is seldom as predictable as we imagined it would be.The question never demanded an answer.It simply remained.

Sometimes it found me while I was kneading bread.Sometimes while folding washing.Sometimes while standing at the kitchen sink watching the first light of morning spread across another ordinary day.The question was always the same.

What was my mother carrying that I never saw?

As children,we notice what is visible.We see packed lunches and clean clothes.Birthday cakes.Christmas mornings.A warm meal waiting at the end of a long day.What we do not see are the invisible things.The worry hidden behind a smile.The prayer whispered after everyone has gone to sleep.The disappointment quietly laid before God before dawn.The dreams folded away so that someone else's dreams might live.

It has taken me a lifetime to understand that love is often invisible while we are living inside it.Only memory gives it shape.Only time gives it a name.This book is my attempt to remember well.Not because memory is perfect.But because love deserves to be remembered.
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Chapter One
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Before the Sun Came Up

Some of my earliest memories begin before daylight.The house would still be wrapped in darkness,its windows reflecting nothing but the night,as though the world itself had not yet decided to wake.

Outside,the air held the cool stillness that belongs only to the hours before dawn.Even the birds had not yet found their voices.Yet inside our home,life had already begun.

I did not need to open my eyes to know she was awake.The house had its own language.The familiar creak of a wooden floor beneath careful footsteps.The gentle rattle of a kettle being filled.

The soft closing of a cupboard door,quiet enough not to disturb sleeping children.

Each sound carried the same reassuring message.My mother was up.Looking back now,I realise that before I ever knew the meaning of security,I learned the sound of it.Her name was Rosemary Redman.

There is something quietly beautiful about her name.Rosemary has long been a symbol of remembrance.For centuries,it has represented memory,faithfulness,and enduring love a simple evergreen herb that keeps its fragrance through every season.

It seems fitting that the woman whose life taught me the meaning of faithful love should bear a name that gently reminds us not to forget.

Perhaps that is why I write these pages.To remember her well.When I think of my mother now,I do not first picture a particular birthday,Christmas,or family photograph.

I think of movement.Hands busy with work.An apron tied around her waist.A kettle steaming gently in the quiet kitchen.

The first light beginning to gather at the window while the rest of the house remained asleep.She was not a woman who drew attention to herself.She did not enter a room expecting to be noticed.

She did not measure the value of her days by applause or achievement.She measured them by whether the people she loved had what they needed.

There was dignity in the way she lived.Not the dignity that comes from wealth or position,but the quieter dignity that comes from accepting ordinary responsibilities with extraordinary faithfulness.

As a child,I never questioned those mornings.I believed mothers simply belonged to the dawn.Breakfast appeared because breakfast always appeared.

School uniforms were somehow washed,dried,and neatly pressed.The smell of fresh bread drifted through the house because there had always been bread.

If a button came loose,it was sewn back on.If a tear found its way into our hearts,somehow she noticed before we ever found the words to explain it.

Children rarely stop to ask who keeps the ordinary world turning.They simply wake up and begin living inside it.Only much later did I understand that while we slept,my mother had already been carrying the first burdens of another day.

There were lunches to prepare.Beds to make.Floors to sweep.Meals to stretch from cupboards that sometimes held less than she wished they did.There were worries she carried without speaking of them.

Decisions she made without asking for recognition.Prayers whispered before the sun Rosy high enough for anyone else to see them.

Some burdens belonged to her hands.Others belonged only to her heart.As children,we saw the finished work.We never saw the cost.

Looking back,I believe the first lesson my mother ever taught me was not spoken.

It was lived.She taught me that faithfulness is rarely loud.It does not demand attention.

It does not announce its arrival.It simply rises before the sun and begins again.There was nothing dramatic about our mornings.

No speeches.No declarations of sacrifice.No expectation that anyone should notice how much she had already done before breakfast.

She simply began.Day after day.Season after season.Year after year.

Looking back,I cannot remember a morning when she spoke about how tired she was.Perhaps she was.Perhaps there were mornings when exhaustion greeted her before the dawn ever did.

Perhaps there were moments when the weight of providing,nurturing,comforting,and believing felt almost too heavy to carry.

If those moments existed,she folded them into her prayers and carried on.That,too,was one of the things she carried.Children have a remarkable way of mistaking constancy for permanence.When someone is always there,we begin to believe they always will be.

We imagine the kettle will always sing before dawn.That someone will always remember birthdays,mend torn clothes,comfort frightened hearts,and somehow make enough from what appears to be too little.

We never imagine that these ordinary miracles are being held together by one person quietly giving away pieces of herself,one unnoticed act at a time.

My mother never kept a record of those acts.She did not count her sacrifices.Love,for her,was not something to be displayed.It was something to be lived.

One loaf of bread.One whispered prayer.One mended sleeve.One encouraging smile.One more dawn welcomed before anyone else had stirred.

The older I become,the more I realise that the greatest chapters of her life were never written in newspapers,certificates,or public honour.They were written into the lives of her children.Into our character.

Into our memories.Into the invisible inheritance we carry without even knowing where we first received it.

Perhaps that is why memory always returns to those mornings before the sun came up.Not because they were extraordinary.

But because they revealed,without either of us knowing it,the truest measure of the woman called Rosemary Redman.

She lived as the Rosemary plant grows.Quietly.Faithfully.Holding its fragrance through every changing season.

And it has taken me a lifetime to understand that the inheritance my mother gave us did not begin with the things she left behind.

It began long before the sunrise.It began in the faithful rhythm of ordinary mornings,where love
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For my mother,
Rosemary Williams

You were not a woman the world would have called

extraordinary by its usual measures. But you were
extraordinary in every way that matered.
Inthe quiet way you carred burdens without

making them visible. In the way you gave even when

you hadltl et to give. In the vay you held a family

together through seasons of loss, uncertainty and

rebuilding

‘You never asked to be remembered. You simply lived with
fithfuless in the fe you were given. And yet, here you
are—remembered. Not for what you owned, but for what
‘you endured. Not for what you said but for what you
consistently did. Not for the ease of your lfe, butfor the
dignity with which you lived through its hardest prts

“This book i not a monument. It s areflection. A small
atempt o give language 10 e that shaped far more than
it ever revealed. You taught me that lov i not proven in
perfection, but i persstence. Thatstrength is notloud, but
steady. And that the most lsting inberitance a parent can
leave is not material,but moral

T carry your lssons now in ways Lam sl discovering, In
the way I see people. I the way | understand struggle In the
way Lirytolve with more patence, more grtiude, and
‘more awarenessof what it means to endure it grace. If
there s anything of worth in me, it is becauseof you. And if
there s anything | hope this book ahieves, it i tha your lfe

is seen—not asordinary,but as deeply, quietly profound.

With all my love,
Your daugher.
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