

    
        
          This Is Not the Childhood I Imagined for Them, and That’s Okay: Making Peace with Real Life, Real Kids, and Real You

        

        
        
          Odelia Finch Reeve

        

        
          Published by Odelia Finch Reeve, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THIS IS NOT THE CHILDHOOD I IMAGINED FOR THEM, AND THAT’S OKAY: MAKING PEACE WITH REAL LIFE, REAL KIDS, AND REAL YOU

    

    
      First edition. July 24, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Odelia Finch Reeve.

    

    
    
      Written by Odelia Finch Reeve.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Introduction | What We Thought Parenting Would Feel Like | What It Actually Is

Chapter 1: The Fantasy We Secretly Carried

Chapter 2: The Real Life You’re Living With Now

Chapter 3: The Inner World That Parents Alongside You

Chapter 4: The Body Doesn’t Lie

Chapter 5: You Are Not What You Feel

Chapter 6: Real Kids, Real You

Chapter 7: Trusting the Long Arc of Growth

Chapter 8: You Already Know the Way

Conclusion: This Was Never About Getting It Right

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Introduction

What We Thought Parenting Would Feel Like

What It Actually Is
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There’s a moment that comes quietly. Not the birth. Not the first step. Not even the first “mama.” It sneaks in after that. Sometimes during a diaper change that turns into a war zone. Sometimes during math homework when someone starts crying (and it’s not the kid). It lands with the weight of a whisper: This is not what I thought it would be.

You might not even notice the whisper at first. It hides under phrases like “I’m just tired” or “Maybe I’m not cut out for this” or “It wasn’t supposed to be this hard.” But somewhere in your nervous system, in the back of your chest or the tightness in your jaw, the whisper hums: This is not the childhood I imagined for them. And beneath that? This is not the parent I thought I’d be.

Let’s be clear. This isn’t about failure. It’s about a mismatch. Between the imagined and the real. Between what you meant to create and what actually unfolded. Between who you thought you’d be and who’s currently pacing the hallway trying not to lose it.

You didn’t get here because you were naive or idealistic. You got here because you cared. Because you wanted to offer something beautiful. Something stable. Something maybe you didn’t have. Or maybe you had it and wanted to pass it on. Maybe you vowed you’d do it differently. Or better. Or more softly. But now? Now it feels like you’re clinging to the edge of that dream, trying not to lose yourself in the tantrum or the silence or the endless, looping mess of it all.

There is a soft ache that forms in the space between vision and reality. Not a dramatic, world-ending pain. Just the slow erosion of an idea. A tiny mourning. Not for the child, but for the version of childhood that never took root. The one where you were calm and they were regulated. The one where your words landed and their eyes softened. The one where bedtime was sacred and breakfast felt like connection and your partner didn’t have that look on their face that says, how did we get here?

That ache doesn’t mean you’re ungrateful. It doesn’t mean you love less. It means something inside you hoped. Hoped for a version of life that felt cleaner, clearer, easier. Maybe more peaceful. Maybe more like the parenting books. Or your friend’s Instagram. Or that one moment in your own childhood when someone held you just right.

But here’s the part that’s hard to say out loud: sometimes it’s not peaceful. Sometimes it’s loud. And sticky. And exhausting. Sometimes it’s boring. Or numb. Or charged with an anger that surprises you. Or a loneliness that doesn’t make sense because technically, you’re never alone anymore.

This book is not here to guide you out of that space.

It’s not a system. Or a five-step plan. It’s not a path to the fantasy. It’s not interested in building a bridge back to the parenting you imagined. That bridge doesn’t hold. It’s made of “shoulds” and soaked in guilt. And it always collapses the moment you meet real life.

This book is a pause. A seat at the table. A breath. A place where you can bring the ache without fixing it. Where you can hold the reality and not rush to reframe it. It’s not here to help you do better. It’s here to help you be with what’s already true.

Because real parenting doesn’t demand ease. It demands presence.

Not the performance of presence. Not the I-heard-you-and-now-I’ll-coach-you presence. Not the regulated-at-all-costs presence. The kind where you stay. Where you don’t leave yourself in the hard moments. Where you don’t abandon your truth for the sake of appearing composed. Where you don’t trade your honesty for approval.

Presence doesn’t mean your voice stays soft. It means you’re aware when it’s not. Presence doesn’t mean you don’t react. It means you notice when you do, and something in you is still holding the whole scene instead of collapsing inside it.

The reason you feel so raw sometimes isn’t because you’re broken. It’s because this matters to you. You wanted to build something good. You still do. And maybe you are. But the blueprint turned to ash somewhere along the way. Maybe because of the child you got. Maybe because of the parent you became. Maybe because of the body you now live in, or the partner you’re with, or the world that keeps shifting underneath you. But here you are. Blueprint gone. Still holding bricks.

And so the invitation becomes: can you build without the plan?

Not recklessly. Not with resignation. But with your hands in the dirt. With eyes open to the real materials in front of you. The tiredness. The devotion. The inner noise. The fierce tenderness. The missed moments. The repair. The question marks. The grief. The gold.

This is not the childhood you imagined for them. Maybe it’s messier. Maybe it’s quieter. Maybe it’s more chaotic. But what if it’s also more alive?

What if they don’t need the fantasy? What if they don’t need the perfect? What if they just need you—the real one. Not the one who’s always calm, but the one who comes back. The one who feels. Who apologizes. Who says, “I don’t know,” and means it. Who breathes through the hard and doesn’t pretend it’s easy.

What if your presence does more than any strategy?

Not because it makes everything work, but because it lets everything be seen. Kids don’t remember performance. They remember relationship. Not the curated moment, but the connected one. Not the right answer, but the real response.

You’ve already done enough surviving. Enough striving. Enough hoping you’ll “finally get it together.” What if that’s not the point? What if the point is being with what already is—in you, in them, in this ordinary, sacred, frustrating now?

There’s something brave about admitting disappointment. Something soft and real and very much needed. It clears the room of illusion. It makes space for actual connection. Because until you let the dream go, you’ll keep comparing your child to a ghost. And they deserve to be met as they are, not as you wished them to be.

And so do you.

This is not about settling. It’s about seeing. It’s about giving up the fantasy, not the hope. It’s about laying down the blueprint and putting your hands on the walls that are already here. What needs shoring up? What needs knocking down? What still holds?

This is about parenting from presence, not pressure. From the inside out, not the outside in. From relationship, not role. It’s not easy. But it’s real. And that’s where love lives. Not the sweet, filtered kind. The earthy kind. The kind that sits with the tantrum, wipes the floor, breathes, and stays.

So if you're tired of trying to make it look like something it’s not—welcome. If you’re done pretending that you’re doing it “right”—welcome. If you’re holding a secret ache because it didn’t turn out the way you thought it would—this book has a chair for you.

Let’s sit together in the ache, not to fix it, but to feel what else lives beneath it. Let’s make peace with the real. With the kids we have. With the parents we are. With the unspoken parts that still want space to breathe.

This is not the childhood you imagined for them. And that’s okay.

You’re still here. And maybe, just maybe, that’s the beginning of something truer. Something messier. Something more alive than anything you dreamed.
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Chapter 1: The Fantasy We Secretly Carried
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1.1 The Childhood You Imagined

There was a version of it. Quietly built in the background while you made dinner, folded tiny socks, and read articles about emotional regulation. A version that lived not in a spreadsheet or parenting philosophy, but in your body. In the hopeful pull toward something good. Something warm. Something that didn’t need translating.

It wasn’t a fantasy with unicorns and organic muffins. It was more subtle than that. It was the feeling of brushing your child’s hair while they leaned into you. It was a kitchen table that held both conversation and calm. It was a bedtime rhythm that didn’t dissolve into frustration or negotiation or the haunting voice of your own childhood repeating itself louder than your own.

The imagined childhood is not a problem. It never was. It was an offering. A direction your heart turned toward. A glimpse of what it might feel like to raise a child without breaking yourself in the process. Or maybe it was about doing it differently. With more softness. More presence. Less yelling. More space for questions and silliness and unhurried mornings. You didn’t need it to be perfect. Just peaceful enough to hold love without panic.

But then the real days began. Not just the long nights and cereal underfoot. But the wide, unplanned wilderness of parenthood. And the imagined began to blur.

The child you thought would want connection suddenly needed distance. Or clung so tight you forgot what alone even felt like. The games weren’t always joyful. The learning wasn’t always magical. The screen time limits weren’t always held. The moments you’d pictured filled with laughter filled instead with tantrums, silence, or guilt.

And the ache arrived.

Not grief like a thunderstorm, but like a fog that settles when no one’s looking. A quiet sense that something’s off. That what you’re living doesn’t match what you meant to offer. And it’s easy to think the answer is to try harder. Push for more. Redesign the routine. Read one more thing. But the ache isn’t about effort. It’s about contrast. Between the childhood you imagined and the one unfolding in front of you. Between what you hoped they’d receive and what you now fear they’re absorbing.

The imagined childhood held something sacred. Not just for them, but for you. A longing for a relationship that felt mutual, alive, safe. A place where your voice didn’t shake, where their spirit didn’t shrink, where the ground between you felt trustworthy. You wanted to create a place they’d want to return to, even when they didn’t need you anymore. That hope wasn’t naïve. It was human.

You don’t need to shame yourself for holding that vision. It helped you move forward. It reminded you to care even when you were tired. But holding onto the vision too tightly can turn it into a measurement stick. And the gap between real and imagined becomes a verdict: I’m not doing it right. They’re not getting what they need. Something’s broken.

But maybe the point isn’t to close the gap. Maybe it’s to meet it. With honesty. With breath. With enough tenderness to say, I thought it would be one thing. It’s another. And I can still be here for this one.

The imagined childhood never promised this one would be easier. It just said you cared enough to dream. The one you’re living now? It might be more jagged, but it’s where the relationship lives. In the repairing. In the re-orienting. In the mornings that start too early and the nights that end in silent apologies.

You’re not behind. You’re not late. You’re not doing it wrong because the childhood in front of you doesn’t match the one that used to live in your chest. That first vision lit the path. This one? This is where the work becomes real. Not performance. Not striving. Just presence. Just staying.

Even when they don’t lean into your touch. Even when the softness feels out of reach. Even when you’re not sure what they’re learning. Or if you’re offering enough. Or if this will turn into anything that resembles a secure attachment.

The childhood you imagined matters. And the one you’re living matters more. Not because it’s better. But because
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