
​[image: The image depicts a simple, minimalist composition featuring a single black dot positioned centrally against a stark white background.

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]
Copyright

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except for brief quotations used in reviews or scholarly works.

Published by Sedo Press Maine

sedopressmaine.org
This book is intended for informational and educational purposes only. It is not a substitute for professional medical, psychological, or therapeutic advice, diagnosis, or treatment. Readers experiencing distress or trauma symptoms are encouraged to seek support from a qualified professional.

Printing and distribution locations may vary.

​Contents

Important Note to Readers

Introduction

Letters for Closure


Your Parent Chose Their Partner Over You

Your Parent Competed Against You

Your Spouse was Disrespected

You Weren’t Respected as a Parent

Mom Made Your Pregnancy About Her

You Were Parented by Fear

Your Parent was a Perfectionist

Your Parent Emotionally Neglected You

You Were Blamed for Everything

You Were Put in the Middle of Everything

You Were Treated Like an Inconvenience

You Weren’t Protected from Abuse

You Lost Your Parent to Political Extremism

Your Parent Was Authoritative

You Were Parentified

You Were Bullied by Everyone

Your Parent Loved Your Sibling More

Your Parent Used God as a Weapon

Your Parent Was Too Busy for You

Your Parent Was Passive

Your Parent Was an Addict / Alcoholic

You Had No Voice

Your Parent Doesn’t Remember It That Way

Your Parent Body-Shamed You

Your Parent was a Narcissist

Your Parent was Your Friend First

You Finally Walked Away


Afterword

About the Author

Also by the Author

​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Important Note to Readers
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Going no contact often reflects a lack of acknowledgment or willingness to change, rather than a single, isolated behavior. Because of this, many of the letters in this book share overlapping themes. You may choose to read only the letter that feels most relevant to your situation, and you may also find recognition and validation in others.

Feel free to jump around and reread as often as you need for the words to fully integrate. These letters give language to experiences and emotions that often go unspoken, and hearing the right words can be an important part of healing.

Healing from emotional and psychological harm takes time. Walking away from what hurt you does not immediately undo its effects. Rebuilding, reclaiming a sense of worth, and learning to trust again unfold gradually, and support, whether personal or professional, can be an important part of that process.
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Introduction
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When I first wrote a letter from my mother to myself, taking responsibility for her emotional abandonment, I didn’t expect much. But reading those words gave me something I didn’t know I was still waiting for: acknowledgment, validation, an understanding of why me?

That’s when I understood that the words themselves hold power and we don’t have to wait to hear them.

These letters are for you, the adult child, who had to walk away from family, but lack a sense of closure because you have not been acknowledged, validated, or given clarity. 

Family estrangement is one of the hardest situations to be in, and I hope these letters can give you the sense of closure you need.​

Letters for Closure
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Your Parent Chose Their Partner Over You
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My Child,

I created a lonely home for you. I was too focused on filling my own emptiness, something that consumed me. I convinced myself that finding love would fix what was broken inside me. 

I was chasing attention, affection, the feeling of being wanted, and security. I poured myself into someone new and called it healing. What I didn’t see was you, waiting for me to look up, to notice you were still there. You needed a parent, but I kept choosing distractions over you.

When you tried to tell me how it felt, I brushed it off. I said you were overreacting, that you’d understand one day. I couldn’t handle being reminded of my neglect, so I made your needs seem unreasonable. 

You learned to stop expecting me to show up, to stop waiting for plans that never came. I was convinced you were fine, but really, it was abandonment disguised as freedom.

The worst part is that I never outgrew this need for validation. I never tried to help myself and I let my deficiency keep you in a state of abandonment. 

Now you’re an adult, no longer dependent on me, you’re able to get away from my selfishness; something that will clearly never change. 

You were right to walk away from the constant disappointment, from the cycle of promises I never kept. You deserved a parent who made space for you, not one who filled every corner of their life with someone else.

I’m sorry I made you carry the loneliness that was mine to face. I’m sorry I was never there for you and always made you feel unwanted and unimportant. You deserve a life surrounded by people who choose you. I hope you find that.

Be free.​​
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Your Parent Competed Against You
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My Child,

I should have been proud of you. Instead, I made you question whether any of it mattered. I made your accomplishments feel small because, to me, they were a reminder of everything I wasn’t.

When you shared good news, I found a way to shrink it. I pointed out what you could have done better or reminded you how I did it first. I made jokes that weren’t jokes. I dismissed what was important to you because I couldn’t stand how much it revealed about my own limitations.

You learned to hesitate before sharing your joy. You learned to downplay the things that made you proud because you knew I’d find a way to puncture them. You learned that my approval came with strings, that love in our house was rationed according to my ego. I should have been the person who made you feel larger in your own life. Instead, I taught you to doubt your worth.

The truth is, I was jealous. Jealous of your confidence, your opportunities, the ease with which you seemed to grow. You were becoming everything I wanted to be, and I didn’t know how to handle that without trying to pull you back down to where I was.

It’s my fault I never dealt with my disappointments and regrets and spent years taking my pain out on you. I should’ve picked myself up, pushed harder, redirected; anything to establish something in my life to be proud of. I could’ve taken inspiration from you. But each and every time, I chose to hide from my pain and fuel resentment.

I should’ve supported you and cheered you on. I should’ve seen you as an accomplishment of mine and someone I could be proud of. 

You were right to protect yourself from me, to stop looking to me for validation I was too broken to give. I hope you look at everything you’ve built and know you earned it and you have every right to feel proud. 

I hope you find people who will celebrate you and help propel you forward as far as you want to go. 

Be free.
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Your Spouse was Disrespected
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My Child, 

You didn’t cut me off out of nowhere. You started small by pulling back, setting limits, hoping I’d finally respect your spouse and the family you were creating. You asked me to stop showing up unannounced, to stop making plans that ignored yours, to stop wrapping guilt in sweetness and calling it love. You wanted peace, not distance.

But I couldn’t let go of control. I told myself I was just trying to stay close, but what I was really doing was refusing to accept that you have your own life now. When you pushed back, I cried. I said you were abandoning me. I made myself the victim so I wouldn’t have to face what I’d done.

I crossed your boundaries again and again, each time promising it would be the last. I’d seem fine for a while, then I’d find another way to pull you back in with a “favor”, a guilt trip, a family event that forced you to choose between me and your growing family. I couldn’t help myself. I wanted access to you more than I wanted to understand you.

You held on longer than I deserved. You gave me chance after chance, hoping that patience and explanations would make me change, but in the end, I just wouldn’t stop.

You deserve to live without my pride and judgment getting in the way of your marriage. I hope from now on, your days can be peaceful and full of love.

Be free.​​
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