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For Meechan and Mee,

You never called me Mama,

yet somehow, you made me one.

You were only a part of my life,

but for you,

I was your whole world.

Thank you for choosing me.

Until we meet again, my babies.

With all my love,

A. Ahmad



​IN LOVING MEMORY

​Meechan

NOVEMBER – 15 AUGUST

“You never called me Mama, but you made me one.”

​Mee

“YOU CAME WHEN MY HEART had forgotten how to smile and left after teaching it how.”

“The souls I mothered will forever live in the heart they taught to love.”
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​ABOUT THE AUTHOR

A. Ahmad is a teacher and lifelong lover of stories.

The Souls I Mothered is her debut memoir, inspired by the extraordinary bond she shared with two little souls—Meechan and Mee.

Through this deeply personal journey, she explores love, grief, healing, and the silent language that exists beyond words.

She believes that family is not always connected by blood and that some of life’s greatest blessings arrive on four little legs.
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“Some souls enter our lives quietly and leave footprints that time can never erase.”

People often ask me why I wrote this book.

Perhaps they think it is a story about grief.

Or loss.

Or animals.

But the truth is much simpler.

I wrote this book because love deserves to be remembered.

Not only the love that speaks our language.

But the kind of love that looks at you with innocent eyes and trusts you completely.

The kind of love that waits for you at the gate.

The kind of love that steals your sleep and fills your days with laughter.

The kind of love that teaches you motherhood without ever calling you “Mama.”

Before Meechan, I never knew my heart had room for such a bond.

Before Mee, I never knew broken hearts could learn to love again.

And before losing them, I never understood that grief is simply love with nowhere to go.

People say,

“They were just animals.”

But love has never cared about labels.

Love only asks one question:

Did they make your heart feel at home?

Meechan and Mee did.

This book is not a story about perfect days.

It is about ordinary moments that became extraordinary memories.

It is about sleepless nights.

Tiny footsteps.

Little meows.

Prayers.

Laughter.

And the unbearable silence that comes when love no longer has a place to run to.

Above all, it is a story about gratitude.

Because even though my time with them was short,

I was blessed.

Blessed to be trusted.

Blessed to be loved.

Blessed to become someone’s whole world.

And if I have learned anything from Meechan and Mee, it is this:

Some souls are not born to stay forever.

Some souls come only to teach us how deeply we are capable of loving.

And even after they are gone, they remain.

In prayers.

In memories.

In dreams.

And in those quiet moments when the heart whispers their names.

So if you are reading this while carrying the memory of someone you miss—

A person.

A cat.

A dog.

Or any soul that once made life brighter—

I hope these pages remind you of something beautiful:

Love does not end when life does.

It simply changes its address.

And perhaps that is why we never truly say goodbye.

We only say—

Until we meet again.

— A. Ahmad



​PART I – MEECHAN
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​The Day I Became a Mother

“Kabhi kabhi zindagi humein woh rishta de deti hai, jiske liye humne kabhi dua bhi nahi maangi hoti.”

November has always felt different to me.
Perhaps because some months quietly arrive and leave without changing much, while others bring moments that divide your life into before and after.
It was in November that she came into my life.
Tiny.
Fragile.
And completely unaware that she was about to change mine forever.
Meechan was only four days old when her mother died.
Four days.
Just enough time to know warmth.
Just enough time to know love.
And then, suddenly, she was left without the one soul she had depended on from the moment she opened her eyes.
People often say that motherhood begins with birth.
But I don’t think that’s always true.
Sometimes, motherhood begins with responsibility.
Sometimes, it begins with sleepless nights.
And sometimes, it begins with looking into the eyes of a helpless little soul and silently promising,
“Don’t worry. I’ll take care of you.”
I didn’t know much about raising a baby goat.
I had never done it before.
I wasn’t prepared.
I had no experience.
But love has a strange way of making us brave.
Somehow, what I lacked in knowledge, I made up for with care.
And slowly, without either of us realizing it, a bond began to form.
She wasn’t just another animal living in our house.
She became family.
There was something innocent about the way she looked at me.
Something trusting.
As though she had already decided that I was her safe place.
And perhaps she was right.
Because from that day onward, her happiness became my happiness.
Her pain became my pain.
And her little life became a part of mine.

I still remember watching her sleep and wondering how something so tiny could make my heart feel so full.
Sometimes, I would just sit beside her and smile.
Not because anything extraordinary had happened.
But because she existed.
And somehow, that was enough.
I didn’t know then that ordinary moments would one day become memories.
I didn’t know that one day I would miss the sound of her tiny footsteps.
I didn’t know that one day I would wish for just one more day.
But life doesn’t tell us which moments are temporary.
Maybe that’s why they become so precious afterward.
Looking back now, I realize something.
The day Meechan lost her mother...
I found a daughter.
And without realizing it,
I became a mother.
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​Learning to Be Her Mother

“Maa banna khoon se nahi hota... roz kisi ki fikr se hota hai.”

After she came into my life, everything quietly began to change.
At first, I didn’t even realize it.
There was no announcement.
No big moment where life suddenly felt different.
It was in small things.
In the way I started waking up earlier than usual.
In the way I found myself checking on her before doing anything else.
In the way my day slowly began to revolve around a tiny life that couldn’t even speak my language.
I used to think motherhood was something that arrived fully formed—like a role you automatically step into and just know how to play.
But with Meechan, it was different.
I was learning every day.
Learning through mistakes.
Learning through worry.
Learning through instinct.
She didn’t understand instructions.
She understood presence.
If I was there, she was calm.
If I was away, she would look for me.
And somehow, without words, we built a rhythm.
A silence that understood itself.
I remember how she would respond when I called her.
Not immediately at first.
But slowly, she learned.
And once she recognized my voice, something beautiful happened.
She would come.
Not walking.
Not hesitating.
But running.
As if my voice itself was a promise of safety.
And every time she came to me like that, something inside me softened.
Because I wasn’t just taking care of her.
I was being chosen by her.
People often think
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