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PART I — Before Awareness

The Mother I Was

[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1
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It is early morning.

The house is quiet in a way that feels almost sacred. The kind of quiet that only exists before the world remembers itself. I am seated in the half-light, holding him against my chest. His breathing is soft, rhythmic. His fingers curl and uncurl as though grasping dreams.

This is my third child.

But this time... this time is different.

Not because he is different.
Not because motherhood suddenly became easier.
But because I am.
The first time, motherhood happened to me. It arrived like weather — sudden, overwhelming, unstoppable. I was young. I was unprepared in ways I didn’t even recognize. I loved fiercely, yes, but I loved from instinct, from urgency, from survival. I did not yet understand the weight of shaping a life. I only knew that I had to keep one alive.

The second time, I told myself I knew better. I had experience now. I had endured sleepless nights before. I had learned the mechanics — feeding schedules, soothing tricks, the art of functioning on fractured rest. But experience is not the same as awareness. I was older, yes. But maturity is not measured in years. It is measured in consciousness.

This third time was not an accident of timing. It was not the consequence of impulse. It was chosen.

And there is something sacred about choosing.

Want is a powerful thing. We often reduce it to desire, to longing, to preference. But true want — the kind that rises from the center of your being — is different. It is deliberate. It carries responsibility. It asks something of you in return.

I wanted him.

Not because a clock was ticking.
Not because society expected it.
Not because I needed to prove anything.
I wanted to mother again — differently.

And that wanting changed everything before he even arrived.

When you choose something consciously, you prepare for it differently. You think differently. You examine yourself. You ask uncomfortable questions. You confront parts of yourself you once ignored.

Why do I want this?
Who must I become to do this well?
What am I still carrying that does not belong in the life of a child?
Intentional motherhood begins long before birth. It begins in reflection.

As I carried him, I carried those questions too.

There is a quiet shift that happens when desire is paired with awareness. It stops being about possession and starts being about responsibility. It stops being about what the child will give you and starts being about what you must give them.

The difference between my first and my third was not love. I loved them all. Fiercely. Instinctively. Without hesitation.

The difference was consciousness.

The first time, I reacted.
The second time, I managed.
The third time, I chose.
And choosing changes posture.

I found myself slowing down. Listening more carefully — not just to the baby growing inside me, but to the mother growing within me. I began noticing my impatience before it erupted. I began tracing my reactions back to their roots. I began acknowledging the ways I had once parented from exhaustion, from fear, from inherited patterns I had never examined.

Age alone had not given me this. Time had passed before without transformation. What changed was not the calendar. It was my willingness to look inward.

Maturity is not about how many years you have lived. It is about how honestly you are willing to live them.

Holding him now, I understand something I did not understand before: wanting is sacred energy. It demands alignment. It demands preparation. It demands growth.

When something happens to you, you respond.
When you choose something, you participate.
This time, I was not merely responding to motherhood. I was participating in it.

There are still moments of exhaustion. Still moments when the sound of crying stretches thin against tired nerves. Consciousness does not eliminate humanity. It deepens it. But even in those moments, there is a pause that did not exist before.

A breath.
A remembering.
I wanted this.

And in that remembering, irritation softens into responsibility.

It is easy to love a sleeping child. It is harder to love consciously when they disrupt your comfort, when they test your limits, when they reveal the fractures within you. But that is precisely where intention matters most.

The third time is called a charm.

But it is not charm.
It is clarity.
I am not the same woman I was the first time I held a newborn. I do not mother from the same wounds. I do not react from the same fears. I have made mistakes. I have replayed memories. I have sat with regret. I have questioned myself more deeply than I ever thought necessary.

And perhaps that is the true beginning of conscious parenting — not perfection, not technique, but awareness.

This child will grow. He will one day see me not as an all-knowing figure but as a woman — flawed, evolving, learning. And I want him to inherit more than my love. I want him to inherit my willingness to grow.

That is what intention births.

Not just children.
But transformation.
As dawn slowly stretches across the room, he stirs. His eyes open — unfocused, searching. For a moment, he looks at me without judgment, without history, without expectation.

Through his eyes, I am not the mother I was.

Through his eyes, I am becoming.

And this time, I am awake.

Young and Oblivious
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When I say I was young, I do not mean young in years alone; I mean young in awareness, young in emotional literacy, young in my understanding of what it truly means to shape another human being. Motherhood did not arrive as a gentle unfolding for me the first time. It arrived like a sudden storm — loud, disorienting, impossible to ignore. One moment I was responsible only for myself, my moods, my ambitions, my disappointments, and the next I was holding a life that depended entirely on my steadiness, a steadiness I had never had to cultivate before. I loved instantly, fiercely, protectively. But love, I would later learn, is not the same as preparedness, and instinct is not the same as consciousness.

In those early days, I lived in survival mode without recognizing it as such. My body was exhausted, my mind fogged by broken sleep, my emotions stretched thin between expectation and reality. I had imagined motherhood as natural, almost intuitive, something that would unlock automatically once the baby arrived. Instead, I found myself pacing floors at night with a crying infant in my arms, wondering what I was missing, wondering why love did not automatically translate into calm, wondering why patience felt like something I had to force rather than something that flowed. I did not yet understand that my nervous system was overwhelmed, that my reactions were less about the child and more about my own unregulated inner world. I only knew that I was tired — deeply, bone-level tired — and that the crying felt like both a plea and an accusation.

Survival parenting is not cruel; it is reactive. It is waking up each day focused on making it through rather than growing through. I fed, I bathed, I cleaned, I protected. I did what needed to be done. But there is a difference between caring for a child and consciously guiding one. In survival mode, everything feels urgent. A cry is not a message; it is a problem to be solved quickly. A tantrum is not an emotional overflow; it is a disruption to be stopped. I responded swiftly, sometimes sharply, not because I lacked love but because I lacked space — space within myself to pause, interpret, and choose. When your inner world is chaotic, you seek control externally, and children, in their unpredictability, can feel like the greatest threat to that fragile sense of control.

Looking back, I can see how often my ego quietly inserted itself into moments that required humility. A baby refusing to sleep felt like a personal failure. A toddler defying instruction felt like disrespect. I interpreted normal developmental behavior as commentary on my competence. Instead of asking, “What is my child experiencing right now?” I asked, “Why is this happening to me?” It was subtle but significant. My reactions were not always about their needs; they were about my image of myself as a capable mother. When that image felt threatened, frustration rose quickly. I did not have the language for this then. I only felt irritation and the sharp sting of inadequacy, and I moved quickly to silence both.

Exhaustion magnifies everything. A small inconvenience becomes a crisis. A brief cry feels endless. Sleep deprivation strips patience down to its thinnest layer, and without awareness, that thin layer tears easily. There were nights when I stood over the crib willing the baby to sleep, not out of resentment but out of desperation for relief. There were moments when I placed the baby down more abruptly than I intended, when my sighs were heavier than they should have been, when my tone carried more edge than warmth. I did not see myself as harsh; I saw myself as overwhelmed. But overwhelm, left unchecked, has consequences. It shapes tone. It shapes atmosphere. It teaches children things we never consciously meant to teach.

And yet, I was trying. I must say that clearly, because memory has a way of rewriting itself into extremes. I was not indifferent. I was not careless. I read articles. I asked other mothers for advice. I adjusted routines. I apologized when I lost my temper. I held my child close and whispered promises to do better. But what does trying really mean? At the time, I believed trying meant effort — staying up late, sacrificing comfort, pushing through fatigue. I equated trying with endurance. If I was exhausted, it meant I cared. If I was stretched thin, it meant I was giving enough. I did not yet
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