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Dedication

To my daughter

Before you were born, I wondered what kind of mother I would become.

After you were born, I wondered whether I was enough.

For years, my life was measured by your laughter, your tears, your milestones, and your dreams. Loving you taught me courage. Raising you taught me sacrifice. Releasing you taught me faith.

This book is not about blame. It is not about distance. It is not about what was lost. 

It is about love.

The kind of love that changes shape but never disappears.

The kind of love that learns to open its hands. The kind of love that remains long after expectations have fallen away.

No matter where life takes you, no matter how much time passes, and no matter how different our paths may become, there is one truth that will never change.

You were my greatest lesson.

You were my greatest blessing.

And you will always be my baby.

With all my love, 

Mommy
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Before We Begin

This is not a book about losing a child.

At least not in the way it’s commonly understood. My daughter did not die.

She did not disappear. She did not vanish from the world. She simply grew up.

And somewhere between childhood and adulthood, between dependence and independence, between yesterday and today, our relationship evolved.

If you are a parent, you understand how significant that statement can be.

Relationships change.

It may sound ordinary until you experience it first-hand.

When children are young, they carry their entire world in their eyes. You are the first person they turn to when they are hurt, the first they seek when they are afraid, and the first they wish to share their successes with.

Then life begins its quiet progression.

School, friends, aspirations, responsibilities, love, heartbreak, and growth.

Gradually, they stop reaching for your hand. Later, they stop seeking your advice. Eventually, they build lives that no longer centre around yours.

This is as it should be. And that is precisely what makes it so challenging.

Few prepare parents for the experience of successful separation.

We anticipate grief when something goes wrong. We do not expect it when everything unfolds as it should.

Yet there is a distinct sense of loss in witnessing someone become exactly who you hoped they would be.

Independent, capable, and self-sufficient.

This feeling does not arise from resentment. It arises from change.

This book emerged during one of the quietest periods of my life.

A time marked by unanswered questions, unexpected insights, and a level of honesty I had not anticipated.

What began as grief gradually transformed into something else: understanding, acceptance, and clarity.

Not freedom from love, but freedom from fear.

The pages that follow are not an accusation. They are not a complaint. They do not seek to assign blame.

They represent the journey of a mother learning that letting go of her child is not the opposite of loving her.

At times, it is the most profound expression of love available. If you have ever waited for a phone call, ever questioned your value because of another person’s choices, ever struggled to distinguish love from attachment, or ever had to release someone while continuing to care for them.

Then these pages may resonate with you as well.

This is my story, but it may also reflect your own.
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Chapter 1: The Day I Stopped Counting
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There is a particular kind of grief that nobody prepares you for.

People know what to say when someone dies. They bring food, send messages, sit quietly beside you at funerals and tell you they are sorry for your loss. There are rituals for death, customs and prayers. But there are no rituals for losing someone who is still alive.

There are no sympathy cards for a mother whose child no longer calls. No funeral for the relationship that slowly disappeared while both people continued breathing. No gathering of family members to acknowledge the silence. You simply carry it alone.

For a long time, I did not even admit to myself that I was grieving. My daughter was alive. She was healthy, she was building her own life. What right did I have to feel loss? Wasn’t this what every parent was supposed to want? Hadn’t I spent years praying for her success, her independence, her ability to stand on her own feet?

I had.

The problem was that nobody tells you independence has a shadow side. One day your child no longer needs you in the same way. One day the phone stops ringing as often. One day you discover that the person who once told you everything now tells you very little.

And if you are not careful, you begin to take it personally. I wish I could say I handled that transition with grace. 

I didn’t.

I struggled, more than I ever admitted to anyone. The strange thing is that my daughter had not changed overnight. Looking back now, I can see that the distance arrived in small pieces. It arrived so quietly that I barely noticed it while it was happening.

The first signs were ordinary. A missed call here, a forgotten reply there, a promise to call back that never happened.

Life became busier for her: university, friends, responsibilities, relationships, plans. All the things that naturally fill a young person’s world.

I understood that intellectually, but emotionally it was another story. Every unanswered call planted a question in my heart.

Had I done something wrong? Was she angry with me? 

Was she embarrassed by me? Did she need me less? Or worse, did she not need me at all?

The human mind has a cruel habit. When information is missing, it creates its own stories. Most of those stories are usually wrong; mine certainly were.

I remember one particular morning during winter, when the cold seems to settle inside the walls. I woke up before sunrise and sat wrapped in a blanket with a cup of coffee warming my hands. 

The house was quiet. Too quiet.

When children are small, silence is a gift. When they are grown and gone, silence can feel like a punishment.

I glanced at my phone. Nothing - No missed calls - No messages - No explanation for the ache that immediately settled in my chest.

I put the phone down and told myself not to be ridiculous. She was busy, she had her own life, and she would call when she had time.

That was the sensible voice. Unfortunately, the sensible voice rarely wins the first argument of the day. Within minutes I was checking my phone again.

Then again, and again.

By lunchtime, I had looked at the screen so many times that I could have recited every notification without opening it.

Looking back now, I realised I wasn’t waiting for a message; I was waiting for reassurance. 

A message says, “Hello.” Reassurance says, “You still matter.”

At the time I didn’t know the difference. For most of my life, I had measured love by presence. If people called – they cared. If they visited – they cared. If they made time for me – they cared.

It sounds reasonable until life teaches you otherwise. People can love you and still be distracted, people can love you and still be immature. People can love you and still disappoint you. And sometimes people can love you while choosing a path that leaves very little room for you.

That lesson took me years to learn. The hardest part was that my daughter was not the first person I had struggled to release.

When I began examining my life honestly, I noticed a pattern that stretched back decades. I had always been the one who held on, the one who checked in, the one who remembered birthdays, the one who called first, the one who fixed problems, and the one who made excuses for other people’s behaviour.

I told myself it was because I loved deeply. Part of that was true, the other part was more uncomfortable. I needed to feel needed.

There is a difference. Love gives - Neediness clings. Love supports – Neediness chases.

For years I had confused the two, not because I was weak, not because I was manipulative, because I was human. Many women are taught from childhood that their value lies in how much they can carry. We become daughters who solve problems, sisters who keep the peace, mothers who sacrifice, friends who always understand.

After a while, caring for others becomes part of our identity. Then one day the people we cared for no longer require the same level of care. The role disappears.

And suddenly we are forced to answer a question we have avoided our entire lives.

Who am I when nobody needs me?

That question terrified me, more than loneliness, more than rejection, more than silence. Because if I was not somebody’s mother, helper, rescuer or caretaker then who exactly was I?

I didn’t have an answer, at least not yet. What I did have was a growing awareness that something needed to change. The constant checking, the waiting, the hoping, the disappointment – it was exhausting.

I was tired of allowing my emotional wellbeing to depend on whether another person responded to me. Even if that person was my child. Especially if that person was my child.

Love should not require self-abandonment, yet that is exactly what I had been doing. Abandoning myself while trying not to be abandoned by someone else. The irony was almost painful.

I remember standing in my kitchen one afternoon, staring through the window at the backyard. The dogs were stretched out in patches of sunlight, completely at peace with the world. I envied them, not because they had easier lives – but because they were fully present where they were.

They were not thinking about yesterday, they were not worrying about tomorrow, they were simply existing.

Meanwhile, I was standing in my own house while mentally living inside somebody else’s choices. That realisation hit me harder than I expected. For the first time, I saw how much of my life had become occupied by waiting. 

Waiting for a call, waiting for a visit, waiting for acknowledgement, waiting for things to return to the way they used to be. The truth was they were never going to return.

Children grow. Relationships change. Life moves forward whether we are ready or not. The sooner we accept that, the less we suffer. 

Acceptance sounds beautiful when you read it in a book; in real life, it feels more like surrender.

That afternoon, standing by the kitchen window, I made a decision that frightened me. I decided to stop counting. Not because I no longer loved my daughter, not because I was giving up, not because I wanted to punish her. I stopped counting because every number represented another day I was refusing to live my own life.

The distance between us was real. Pretending otherwise would not heal it. Chasing harder would not heal it. Tracking every day without contact would certainly not heal it.

What needed healing was me.

For the first time, I understood that releasing my child was not about letting go of love. It was about letting go of control. Letting go of expectations. Letting go of the belief that if I just tried a little harder, loved a little better, called a little more often, I could force a relationship back into existence.

Some things cannot be forced. Not love. Not respect. Not connection. Those things must be freely given.

As the sun began setting that evening, I placed my phone face down on the table and walked outside. The air was cold enough to sting my cheeks. For a few moments I stood there watching the sky change colours above the rooftops. 

Nothing extraordinary happened. My daughter did not call. No great revelation arrived. The world did not suddenly make sense. But for the first time in a very long time, I felt something unexpected. A small measure of peace. Not because I had solved the problem. Because I had finally stopped fighting reality.

And although I did not know it then, that was the first step in finding my way back to myself.

––––––––
[image: ]


​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​Chapter 2: The Empty Chair​
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The first Saturday after I decided to stop counting felt strangely ordinary. I had expected some dramatic sense of freedom, as though a heavy chain had been removed from my shoulders overnight. Instead, I woke up at the same time I always did. The kettle still needed boiling; the dogs still needed feeding. Dust still collected on furniture whether I was heartbroken or not. Life, I discovered, had very little interest in my personal revelations.

That morning, I cleaned the house from top to bottom. It wasn’t because the house was dirty. It was because I needed something to do with my hands. Whenever my mind became too loud, cleaning had always been my refuge. 

There was comfort in visible results. A wiped counter became clean, a washed floor became shiny, a cupboard became organised. Human relationships, unfortunately, did not respond to effort in the same predictable way.

By midday I found myself standing in the kitchen preparing lunch. Without thinking, I reached for a second plate. The movement was so automatic that I didn’t notice it at first.

For years, whenever my daughter came home, I cooked more than necessary. Every mother does it. You spend half your life making sure there is enough food, and somehow the habit never leaves you. Even after children grow up, a part of your mind continues planning meals as though they might walk through the door at any moment and announce they are starving.

I placed the second plate on
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