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SECTION 1: THE GATEKEEPER YOU DIDN'T CHOOSE
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I was the first in my bloodline to have a child born out of wedlock.

I was the first to divorce.

I was the first to do a lot of things my mother swore she'd never let happen in her family. And watching me do them—watching me become them—broke something in her. Or maybe it just revealed what was already broken.

My mother ran a nursery school. She was good at it. Children loved her. But I learned early that those children got the version of her that I didn't get. They got her presence. They got her attention. They got her choosing them.

I got her distraction. I got her choosing them in front of me. She would smack me in front of the other children. Public humiliation as a parenting tool. And I learned: I am not chosen. I am not worthy of her presence. Other people matter more than I do.

I became a child who was always trying to be chosen. And when I couldn't be—when it was clear that no amount of being good would make her look at me the way she looked at other children—I stopped trying to be good. I rebelled. I did things that made me look tough. I thought if I couldn't be chosen for being worthy, maybe I could be noticed for being bad.

I thought the problem was me. I was a bad child who messed everything up. If I just changed, she would be different. But there was nothing to change. The rejection wasn't about who I was. It was about who she needed me to be so she could maintain her own survival.

The Punishment

I can't tell this story without telling this part.

When she caught me in a moment of normal childhood self-discovery, she treated it as something shameful and punishable. The punishment was physical — she hit my hands. And on at least one occasion she forced my own hands into my own face — my mouth, my nose — as a form of humiliation. A sensory punishment. The teeth marks on my hand came from my own hand being forced against my mouth with enough force to leave a mark.

She weaponized my own body against me. She made my hands the instrument of my humiliation.

I've dissociated from most of it. There are fragments. There are moments that come back in pieces. There's the deep, cellular knowledge that my body was not safe. That my sexuality was not mine. That to be a girl was to be a target.

And I never told anyone. Not my father. Not my sisters. Not my daughters, until very recently. I kept it locked away because naming it meant accepting that my mother — the person who was supposed to protect me — had hurt me in the most intimate way possible.

The Dysregulation

By the time I had my first daughter, I was dysregulated.

My nervous system was running in fight-or-flight. My body was flooded. And I didn't have the language for it then. I just knew that I couldn't feel what I was supposed to feel. I couldn't bond the way mothers are supposed to bond. The oxytocin system was suppressed — my body was too busy surviving to allow me to attach.

So I did something else instead. I publicly chose her. I made sure everyone could see that I was choosing her. I smothered her with my presence because I was terrified of being the person who looked away. I held her so tightly that she had to become responsible, had to become whole, had to become the kind of daughter who didn't need her mother to show up — because her mother was too flooded to be there.

And she became that. At an age when she should have been allowed to just be a child, she was managing my dysregulation instead.

The Breaking Point

But something shifted.

I started studying my own life with brutal honesty. I looked at the patterns. I looked at my body. I looked at what I was carrying and what I was passing down. And I saw it clearly: I am repeating the cycle.

I had the dysregulation. I had the shame. I had the abandonment. I had the public rejection. And I was about to give all of it to my children.

So I made a choice. Before my other daughters were born, I made a vow. Solemn. Complete. I swore that I would take all of this upon myself. That none of them would have to carry it. That I would break the cycle.

I didn't know if I could keep that vow. But I knew I had to try.

What I Became

At 38, I am not my mother.

I am regulated enough to show up. I am present enough to choose my daughters every single day — not publicly, not as performance, but genuinely. I am a mother who holds boundaries with her own mother. A mother who says no. A mother who refuses to pass the shame forward.

My daughters grew up without sexual shame. Without the dysregulation inheritance. Without the message that they are not chosen.

Did I get it perfect? No. Did I carry my own wounding into the relationship? Yes. Am I still untangling what was done to me? Every day.

But I broke the cycle. Not in theory. In practice. With my body. With my choices. With my refusal to be silent.

The Gatekeeper

A gatekeeper is someone who stands at the threshold between what was and what will be.

She doesn't pretend the past didn't happen. She doesn't hide from it or minimize it. She looks at it straight on. She says: This happened to me. This is what it cost. And I will not let it cost my children the same way.

She is not healed. She is not perfect. She is not exempt from her own wounding.

But she is present. And she is choosing. And she is willing to be the first generation that breaks the pattern — not because she's special, but because she was desperate enough to study herself. Honest enough to see what she was doing. Brave enough to say: Not with my children. Not on my watch.

That is the gatekeeper you didn't choose to be. The one life made you. The one your daughters need you to be.

And that is who I became.
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