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Before Everything Fell Apart 

There was a time when my life was simple. Not perfect. 

But peaceful. 

I laughed without thinking too much about the future. I 

trusted without questioning intentions. 

I loved without knowing the cost. I was just a girl with 

dreams. 

Dreams of building a career. 

Dreams of making my family proud. 

Dreams of being loved the way I loved. 

I believed life would follow a beautiful, predictable path. 

Study. 

Work. 

Love. 

Marriage. Family. 

Like everyone else. 

I never imagined that my path would be different. 

I never imagined that love would become my greatest lesson. 

Back then, my heart was open. 

I saw goodness in people easily. 

I believed words. 

I believed promises. 



 

I didn’t know that life tests the strongest hearts in the most 

unexpected ways. 

I didn’t know that one day I would be forced to choose 

between breaking completely … or becoming someone 

stronger. 

There were no signs. 

No warnings. 

Just small moments that felt normal at the time. 

Smiles that felt real. 

Conversations that felt meaningful. Feelings that felt safe. 

If I could go back and look at that version of myself, I would 

not warn her. 

Because she needed to love that deeply. She needed to trust 

that fully. 

She needed to experience everything exactly as it happened. 

Because that girl had no idea … 

She was about to become a mother. 

She was about to become independent. 

She was about to discover pain that would reshape her. And 

strength that would redefine her. 

She thought she was living her life. But life was preparing 

her. 

Preparing her to become someone she never imagined. This 

is not just a story about heartbreak. 

This is a story about transformation. 



 

This is the story of how a girl became a woman. How a 

woman became a mother. 

And how a mother became unbreakable. This is where it 

begins. 
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Chapter 1:  

The Girl Who Refused to Stay Small 

I was born into a middle-class family, the youngest among six 

siblings. Being the youngest meant I was loved deeply — 

protected, sometimes spoiled, but also expected to behave, to 

listen, to adjust. 

My childhood was simple. We didn’t have everything, but we 

had enough. Enough food. Enough laughter. Enough 

warmth. My parents were not rich in money, but they were 

rich in sacrifice. 

Still, even in a loving home, life teaches you lessons early. 

In 10th grade, I learned what it feels like to be humiliated. 

My math teacher did not believe in me. Some classmates 

laughed at me. They made me feel like I was not intelligent 

enough, not 

capable enough. Every mistake felt like a spotlight. Every 

failure felt permanent. 

I remember going home holding back tears. 

But something inside me refused to break. 

With the quiet support of my best friend, I made a decision: 

I would not let their opinions define me. I stopped reacting. 

I stopped explaining. I started studying. 

I studied not because I loved math. 

I studied because I wanted to prove that I was more than 

their judgment. 
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And when my results came, I scored well — better than many 

expected. That was the first time I tasted victory built from 

pain. 

That year, I learned something important: Sometimes 

rejection is redirection. 

Sometimes humiliation builds hunger. 

After school, I wanted more. I wanted independence. I 

wanted to see the world beyond my 

hometown. So I chose hotel management — a course that 

gave me an opportunity to leave and grow. 

Leaving home was both exciting and frightening. For the first 

time, I had to be responsible for 

myself. I worked hard during my diploma. I earned a job 

placement. I even worked as a makeup artist at LAKME 

Salon while building my career in the hotel industry. 

I was proud of myself. 

But stepping into the outside world came with another 

reality. 

As a Northeast Indian girl working in other states, I faced 

racial discrimination. People looked at me differently. Some 

asked insensitive questions. Some assumed I was not Indian. 

Some 

judged my appearance before knowing my name. 

It hurt. 

But I had already learned something in 10th grade — I do 

not stay small just because someone tries to shrink me. 
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So I worked harder. 

I kept improving. I got transferred to another state. I 

adapted. I smiled through uncomfortable situations. I built 

strength quietly. 

I didn’t know then that life was preparing me for something 

much bigger. I thought my biggest battles were exams, 

discrimination, proving myself. I did not know that love would 

become my greatest lesson. 
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Chapter 2:  

When Love Felt Like Home 

I did not fall in love all at once. It happened slowly. 

At first, he was just someone who listened. Someone who 

noticed small things about me. The way I spoke. The way I 

cared. The way I tried to be strong even when I was tired. 

With him, I didn’t feel judged. 

After facing discrimination outside, after proving myself 

again and again, being with him felt like resting. Like I could 

finally put my armor down. 

He was kind in the beginning. Protective. Reassuring. He 

made promises about the future — about marriage, about 

building a life together. And I believed him. 

Not because I was foolish. 

But because I loved honestly. 

We would talk for hours. Share dreams. Plan things that felt 

real and close. I imagined 

introducing him proudly to my family one day. I imagined 

building a home filled with respect and laughter. 

For the first time, I felt chosen. 

And when a woman feels chosen, she gives her whole heart. 

But love has a way of revealing truth slowly. 

When I discovered I was pregnant, my world paused. 
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I remember holding that reality inside me — shock, fear, 

confusion — but also something else … a strange calm. A life 

was growing inside me. A part of both of us. 

When I told him, at first he said he would standby me. He 

said we would handle it together. 

I believed him again. 

But something changed. 

It wasn’t immediate. It was subtle. Calls became shorter. 

Messages became slower. His tone shifted. He said he was 

busy. He said he was stressed. He said he needed time. 

Time for what? 

I started feeling the distance before he admitted it. 

Later, I learned his friends had influenced him. They told 

him he was too young. That this responsibility would trap 

him. That he should think about his freedom. 

And suddenly, the man who once promised forever was 

unsure about tomorrow. 

I met him at Marina Beach in Chennai one day, hoping for 

clarity. I wanted him to look into my eyes and tell me the truth. 

The waves crashed behind us, loud and restless — almost like 

my heart. 

He reassured me again. Said he would be there. Said not to 

worry. But words without action are empty. 

After that meeting, he slowly disappeared emotionally. He 

stopped answering calls. Stopped showing up the way he 

once did. 
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I felt abandoned — not just as a woman, but as a mother 

carrying his child. 

That was the first time I understood something painful: The 

person we love the most can hurt us the most. 

I cried alone many nights. Not because I regretted my baby — 

never that. I cried because the man I loved was turning into 

someone I did not recognize. 

Still, inside all the confusion, one thing became clear. 

I could not undo this life growing inside me. And deep down 

… I didn’t want to. 

Even if he walked away. 

Even if society judged me. Even if I had to stand alone. 

Something inside me was already changing. 

I was no longer just a girl in love. I was becoming a mother. 
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Chapter 3:  

Love Turned Into a Prison 

I kept hoping he would return to the man I first fell in love 

with. 

I kept telling myself, “ He is just confused … he is stressed … 

he will understand soon.” But love should not feel like fear. 

As my pregnancy grew, so did the tension between us. His 

uncertainty slowly turned into frustration. His frustration 

turned into control. 

He began questioning everything — where I went, who I 

spoke to, what I did. The warmth in his voice disappeared. 

In its place came anger, blame, and accusations. 

I was already emotionally fragile. I needed reassurance. 

Instead, I received intimidation. 

There were arguments. Harsh words. Silence that lasted for 

days. I tried to calm situations, tried to adjust, tried to save 

what was breaking. 

I thought if I loved him more, he would soften. I was wrong. 

One day, everything crossed a line I never imagined it would. 

An argument escalated. His anger was no longer just in 

words. It became physical. I still 

remember the shock more than the pain. I couldn’t believe 

this was the same person who once promised to protect me. 

Then came the moment that changed everything. 
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He tied me up. 

He locked me inside a room. I was pregnant. 

Alone. Trapped. Terrified. 

The walls felt smaller. The air felt heavier. I remember sitting 

there thinking, “ How did love bring me here?” 

I was not just scared for myself. I was scared for my child. 

That day something inside me broke — but something else 

awakened. 

I managed to call for help. My voice was shaking. I didn’t 

know who would come. 

A milkman heard. A stranger. A man who had no obligation 

toward me — yet he helped me escape. 

In that moment, he was my knight. 

Not the man I loved. 

But the man who saved me. 

When I stepped out of that room, I was not the same woman 

anymore. Fear was still there. Pain was still there. But clarity 

was louder. 

This was not love. This was danger. 

I left. 

Not dramatically. Not with shouting. Just with a silent 

decision: I would not let my child grow inside fear. 

I ran to a monastery in the hills of Kenaur. I needed silence. 

I needed protection. I needed to breathe. 

For four months, I stayed there. 
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I prayed. I cried. I hoped he would change. I still loved him 

— and that was the hardest part. Love doesn’t disappear just 

because someone hurts you. 

He searched for me. Called my friends. Asked about my 

location. But I didn’t tell him where I was. 

Part of me wanted him to come and apologize sincerely. To 

fight for us. To become the man I believed he was. 

But deep down, I knew something. 

He wasn’t calling because he loved me. 

He was calling because he was afraid of consequences. 

That realization hurt more than the violence. 

Inside the monastery, in the quiet mornings and cold nights, 

I spoke to God more than I ever had before. 

I asked for strength. 

And slowly, I understood something powerful: 

If I stayed, I might lose myself completely. If I left, I would 

suffer — but I would survive. 

That was the moment I chose survival. 

That was the moment I chose my child over my love. 

That was the moment I began becoming a single mother — 

not by abandonment, but by decision. 
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Chapter 4:  

Four Months in the Monastery 

When I reached the monastery in Kenaur, I was not running 

anymore. I was exhausted. 

The mountains stood tall and silent, as if they had seen 

thousands of broken hearts before mine. The air was cold, 

pure, and still. For the first time in months, there were no 

arguments. No 

accusations. No fear of footsteps outside a locked door. 

Only silence. 

And in that silence, I finally heard myself. 

The monks did not ask many questions. They gave me a 

small place to stay. A simple bed. Simple food. Simple 

routines. Morning prayers. Evening chants. Long hours of 

quiet. 

At first, the silence was loud. 

When you stop running, your thoughts catch up with you. I 

replayed every memory. Every promise he made. Every 

moment I ignored the red flags. Every time I blamed myself. 

I cried often. 

Not loud cries — but deep, quiet tears that fall when no one 

is watching. 

I cried for the girl who believed too easily. 

I cried for the woman who tolerated too much. 
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I cried for the child growing inside a broken love story. But 

something strange happened in those four months. The more 

I cried, the lighter I felt. 

I began waking up early, placing my hands on my stomach, 

whispering to my baby. I told my child, “You are not a 

mistake. You are not unwanted. You are my strength.” 

For the first time, I stopped praying for him to change. I 

started praying for myself to become stronger. 

The mountains taught me patience. The monks taught me 

discipline. The silence taught me truth. 

And the truth was simple: 

Love should not make you afraid. Love should not tie you 

down. 

Love should not shrink you. 

Some days he would call my friends, trying to find out where 

I was. I knew he was searching. A small part of my heart still 

hoped he would appear at the monastery, regretful, 

transformed. 

But deep inside, I began understanding his pattern. He was 

scared — not sorry. 

There is a difference. 

That realization hurt more than the violence ever did. 

Because it meant the man I loved was not fighting for us — 

he was protecting himself. 

One evening, as the sun disappeared behind the hills, I sat 

outside and felt something new. Peace. 
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Not because my problems were solved. 

But because my decision was becoming clear. I was no longer 

waiting for him to rescue me. I had rescued myself. 

During those four months, I changed quietly. 

The girl who once feared being alone began to embrace 

solitude. The woman who begged for reassurance began to 

trust her own voice. 

I stopped asking, “Why did he do this to me?” 

And started asking, “What kind of life do I want for my 

child?” And the answer was simple: 

A life without fear. A life with dignity. 

A life where love feels safe. 

When the time came to leave the monastery, I was not the 

same person who had arrived there trembling and broken. 

I was still pregnant. Still single. 

Still uncertain about the future. But I was no longer weak. 

Those four months did not erase my pain. They transformed 

it. 

And in that quiet monastery, surrounded by mountains and 

prayer, I truly became a mother — not just biologically, but 

spiritually. 

Because I understood something deeply: I could survive 

without him. 

And that realization was freedom. 
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Chapter 5:  

The Decision — Choosing to Raise My 

Child Alone 

People think becoming a single mother happens when a man 

leaves. But that’s not true. 

You become a single mother the moment you decide you will 

not beg someone to stay. 

After four months in the monastery, I had space to think 

clearly. I had replayed every memory enough times. I had 

cried enough tears. I had waited enough. 

Now it was time to decide. 

He was still calling people. Still asking about me. Still circling 

my life from a distance. But he was not changing. Not 

apologizing with responsibility. Not stepping up with action. 

And I understood something quietly but deeply: I could not 

build my child’s future on “ maybe.” 

Maybe he will mature. Maybe he will accept us. Maybe he will 

marry me. 

Maybe he will change. 

Maybe is not stability. 

A child deserves certainty. 

One morning, I placed my hand on my stomach and spoke 

out loud — not to him, not to society, but to myself: 

“ I will raise this child. With or without him.” 
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It wasn’t dramatic. There were no witnesses. No applause. 

Just me and the tiny heartbeat inside me. 

But that moment changed everything. 

I stopped waiting for his calls. 

I stopped hoping for his transformation. 

I stopped imagining a wedding that might never happen. 

Instead, I started planning. 

How will I work? Where will I live? 

How will I protect my child? How will I face society? 

I knew it wouldn’t be easy. I knew people would judge. I 

knew whispers would follow me. I knew some would say it 

was my mistake. 

And maybe it was. 

But my child was not a mistake. 

My love was real. My trust was real. 

My motherhood was real. And that was enough. 

There was still a part of my heart that loved him. Healing is 

not instant. Love doesn’t switch off like a light. But I learned 

something important: 

You can love someone and still choose yourself. 

Choosing to raise my child alone was not about anger. It was 

about dignity. It was about breaking a cycle of fear. 

It was about refusing to let my son or daughter grow up 

watching a mother who tolerates disrespect. 
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I did not want my child to learn that love means control. I 

wanted my child to learn that love means courage. 

And courage sometimes looks like walking alone. That 

decision did not make me fearless. 

It made me responsible. 

From that day, I no longer saw myself as an abandoned 

woman. 

I saw myself as a mother preparing for battle — not against a 

person, but against limitations, judgment, and fear. 

I was no longer asking, “Will he stay?” 

I was asking, “ How strong can I become?” 

And that question became the foundation of my new life. 
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Chapter 6:  

Returning to My Hometown and Facing 

My Family 

Going back home was harder than leaving it. 

When I first left my hometown, I carried dreams. 

Independence. Ambition. A future I wanted to build with 

pride. 

Now I was returning pregnant. Unmarried. Alone. 

The journey back felt longer than usual. Every kilometer felt 

like a question: What will they say? 

Will they be disappointed? Will I break their hearts? 

I had always been the youngest — protected, cared for. I was 

not supposed to return like this. But I was tired of 

pretending everything was fine. 

When I saw my home again, something inside me trembled. 

Familiar walls. Familiar smells. Familiar voices. It should 

have felt safe — but fear followed me to the door. 

My mother looked at me carefully. A mother always knows. 

There was silence before the truth. Heavy silence. The kind 

that sits between breaths. 

When I finally told her everything — about the pregnancy, 

about him, about the violence — her face changed. Not into 

anger. Not into disgust. 

Into pain. 



 

17 

Not pain because I had disappointed her. 

Pain because her daughter had suffered alone. 

She was shocked. Of course she was. No mother dreams of 

this path for her child. But she did not shout. She did not 

reject me. 

She told me to stay strong. 

That moment broke me more than anything else. Because 

love like that makes you realize you were never as alone as 

you thought. 

My siblings reacted differently — some confused, some 

protective, some angry at him. But beneath all of it was 

concern. 

I had been so afraid of burdening them. So afraid of 

admitting I was wrong. So afraid of their judgment. 

But what I found was something else: 

Family doesn’t always approve of your choices. 

But they still stand beside you when the world turns its back. 

Still, it wasn’t easy. 

Neighbors noticed. People whispered. Questions were asked 

in indirect ways. In small towns, news travels faster than 

truth. 

I could feel eyes on me sometimes. Pity. Curiosity. Judgment. 

But this time, I didn’t shrink. 

Because I was no longer just a daughter worrying about 

reputation. I was a mother protecting her child. 
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And something inside me had changed permanently in those 

mountains. I had faced violence. I had faced abandonment. I 

had faced silence. 

Whispers could not break me anymore. 

Returning home was not a step backward. It was rebuilding 

from the foundation. 

In my childhood room, placing my hand on my stomach at 

night, I felt something steady. I had lost a relationship. 

But I had regained my roots. 

And sometimes, going home is not about admitting defeat. 

It is about remembering who you were before the world tried 

to redefine you. That house no longer held just a daughter. 

It held a woman who had survived. And soon, it would hold 

a mother. 
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Chapter 7:  

Seven Months Pregnant — The Door 

That Did Not Open 

At seven months pregnant, my stomach was no longer 

something I could hide. 

My body carried proof of everything — love, betrayal, 

courage, and consequence. 

For weeks, I had been thinking about one thing: His family 

deserved to know. 

Not because I wanted to beg. 

Not because I wanted sympathy. 

But because my child deserved acknowledgment. So I made a 

decision. 

I went to his hometown. 

The journey felt heavy. Every movement reminded me that I 

was not alone anymore. My baby moved inside me as if 

sensing my nervousness. I kept placing my hand on my 

stomach, 

whispering, “We are strong.” 

When I reached there, my heart was beating fast — not from 

love, but from anxiety. I was not going there as a girlfriend. 

I was going there as the mother of their grandchild. 

I hoped for maturity. I hoped for responsibility. I hoped that 

maybe, even if he failed me, his family would not. 
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When I stood in front of them, visibly pregnant, there was 

no hiding the truth. I told them everything. 

About the relationship. About the pregnancy. 

About the promises. There was silence. 

But it was not the kind of silence that holds empathy. 

It was cold. 

Their faces did not soften. Their words did not comfort. 

Instead of acceptance, I felt distance. 

Instead of concern, I felt denial. They did not accept me. 

They did not accept the situation. 

And in that moment, something inside me went completely 

still. 

I was seven months pregnant — carrying their blood, their 

name — yet I stood there alone. 

No one asked if I was okay. 

No one asked if the baby was healthy. 

No one said, “Let us handle this responsibly.” 

I realized then that rejection can come not only from the 

person you love — but from the system that raised him. 

Walking away from that house felt different from every other 

heartbreak. 

This time, I did not cry immediately. I felt numb. 

But as I stepped outside, breathing the air deeply, I placed 

my hand on my stomach again and said quietly: 
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“We don’t need to beg for a place where we are not 

welcomed.” That day taught me something powerful: 

Acceptance cannot be forced. 

Respect cannot be demanded from those who refuse to see 

truth. 

If they could not see the dignity of a pregnant woman 

standing before them with honesty, then their rejection was 

not my shame. 

It was their limitation. 

On my way back, I did cry. 

Not because they rejected me. 

But because I realized fully — there would be no traditional 

family structure waiting for my child. 

No father’s home. 

No shared celebration. No collective joy. 

But then another thought came: 

My child will never grow up where love is conditional. And 

that gave me strength again. 

At seven months pregnant, I stopped hoping for validation 

from them. I stopped expecting fairness. 

And I completely, finally accepted — This journey would be 

mine alone. But alone does not mean weak. 

Sometimes, it means chosen. 
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Chapter 8:  

The Birth — The Day I Held My Strength 

in My Arms 

After his family closed their door on me, something inside 

me closed too. Not my heart. 

But my expectation. 

I stopped imagining apologies. I stopped imagining 

acceptance. 

I stopped imagining a wedding that would “fix” everything. 

At eight months, I no longer carried hope for them. 

I carried only my child. 

The days became slower. Heavier. My body was tired, but my 

mind was strangely calm. I had already faced rejection at seven 

months pregnant. I had already stood alone in front of people 

who refused to see me. 

What more could life throw at me? Then one night, the pain 

began. 

It started as a dull tightening. I tried to sleep through it. But 

soon the pain grew sharper, more frequent. My mother rushed 

around me, her worry visible but controlled. She held my 

hand the way she must have held it when I was a child. 

This time, I was about to become a mother myself. 

On the way to the hospital, I wasn’t thinking about his 

family anymore. I wasn’t thinking about him. 
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I was thinking about the tiny heartbeat that had survived 

stress, tears, fear, and uncertainty inside me for nine months. 

The labor was intense. 

Every contraction felt like my body was being pulled apart. I 

screamed. I cried. I held the hospital sheets tightly. Sweat and 

tears mixed together. At one point, I felt like I couldn’t 

continue. 

But then I remembered something. 

I had survived worse pain — emotional pain. This pain had 

purpose. 

Hours later, when my strength felt almost gone, I heard it. A 

cry. 

Sharp. Loud. Alive. 

That sound erased months of humiliation. 

When they placed my baby in my arms, my whole world 

shifted. So small. So warm. So innocent. 

I looked at that tiny face and thought, You don’t know how 

hard we fought to get here. Tears streamed down my face — 

but not from sadness. 

From pride. 

At that moment, I didn’t feel rejected. I didn’t feel 

abandoned. 

I didn’t feel ashamed. I felt chosen. 

Chosen to protect this life. 

Chosen to build something new. Chosen to rewrite the story. 
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The same society that questioned me could not take this 

moment away from me. The same family that rejected me 

could not deny this child’s existence. 

And suddenly I understood something powerful: They did 

not accept me. 

But life accepted me as a mother. 

As I held my baby close, I whispered softly: 

“You will never beg for love. You will never feel unwanted. 

You are not a mistake. You are my strength.” 

In that hospital room, I was no longer the girl who waited 

outside a closed door at seven months pregnant. 

I was a mother holding her miracle. 

And for the first time since everything fell apart, I felt 

complete. 

Not because a man stood beside me. 

But because I stood beside myself. 

That day, I did not just give birth to a child. 

I gave birth to courage that no rejection could ever take away. 
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Chapter 9:  

Sleepless Nights and Silent Battles 

No one prepares you for the nights. 

During pregnancy, everyone talks about the baby’s arrival. 

The joy. The tiny clothes. The smiles. But no one talks about 

3 a.m. 

The first few weeks after birth were a blur of crying, feeding, 

changing, and trying to understand this tiny human who 

depended on me for everything. 

There were nights when my baby would not sleep. I would 

walk back and forth in the dim light, rocking gently, 

whispering lullabies I barely remembered from my own 

childhood. 

My body was still healing. 

My stitches hurt. My back ached. My eyes burned from lack 

of sleep. 

But when I looked down at that little face resting against my 

chest, something stronger than exhaustion kept me standing. 

Love. 

Still … love does not cancel fatigue. 

There were nights when I cried silently while my baby slept 

beside me. Not because I regretted anything — never that — 

but because the weight of responsibility felt enormous. 

I was not just tired. 
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I was the only one responsible. 

If the baby cried, it was me. If the baby fell sick, it was me. 

If the future needed planning, it was me. 

There was no partner to take turns. No shoulder to collapse 

on at midnight. No one to say, “You sleep, I’ ll handle this.” 

Sometimes, in the quiet darkness, I would wonder: Would it 

have been easier if he had stayed? 

But then I would remember the fear. The instability. The 

control. 

And I would answer myself: 

No. Easier is not always safer. 

The battles during those nights were not just physical. They 

were mental. 

Society’s whispers still echoed in my mind. Questions about 

my character. My choices. My future. Sometimes relatives 

would give advice disguised as concern. Some people offered 

sympathy that felt like judgment. 

But I learned to filter voices. 

The only voice that truly mattered was the tiny cry calling me 

“Mama” before words even existed. 

Money became another silent battle. I had to think about 

returning to work. About balancing motherhood and career. 

About proving myself again — this time not as a student or a 

professional, but as a single mother. 

Every decision felt heavier. 
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But with every sleepless night survived, I grew stronger. 

Motherhood changed me in ways no heartbreak ever could. 

Before, I feared being alone. 

Now, I feared failing my child — and that fear pushed me 

forward instead of holding me back. There were small 

victories too. 

The first smile. 

The first time my baby held my finger tightly. The first 

peaceful nap after hours of crying. 

Those moments healed something inside me. 

I realized something important during those long nights: 

Strength is not loud. 

It looks like a woman who hasn’t slept properly in weeks but 

still wakes up when her baby cries. It looks like choosing 

patience when you are overwhelmed. 

It looks like wiping your own tears quietly so your child only 

sees warmth. Those sleepless nights were not just about 

survival. 

They were about transformation. 

I was no longer the girl who waited for love to complete her. 

I was the mother who became complete by giving love. 

And in those silent battles — in the dim light, with tired eyes 

and a full heart — I discovered a new version of myself. 

Not broken. 

Not abandoned. Unstoppable. 
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Chapter 10:  

The Day My Child Said “ Mama” 

There are many milestones in motherhood. 

The first smile. The first step. The first laugh. 

But nothing prepared me for the first time my child said, 

“Mama.” It was an ordinary day. 

No celebration. No special event. I was tired, as usual. 

Laundry was waiting. Dishes were in the sink. Life was still 

not perfect. 

My child was playing on the floor, surrounded by small toys. 

I was watching quietly, half distracted, half exhausted. 

And then I heard it. “Mama.” 

Soft. Unclear. But real. For a second, I froze. 

I looked up slowly. My heart started beating faster than it 

had during labor. I waited, unsure if I had imagined it. 

Then again — “Mama.” 

This time clearer. 

Something inside me cracked open. 

All the rejection at seven months. All the closed doors. 

All the nights of crying. All the fear. 

All the whispers. 

Suddenly, none of it mattered. 

Because in that single word, I was chosen. 
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Not abandoned. Not rejected. 

Not judged. Chosen. 

That tiny voice did not care about my marital status. Did not 

care about society’s standards. 

Did not care who stayed or who left. That voice only knew 

one thing: 

I was home. 

Tears filled my eyes, but I smiled so my child would not see 

them fall. 

I picked my baby up and held tightly, breathing in that 

familiar scent that had become my comfort. And I realized 

something profound: 

I may not have had a partner standing beside me. But I had 

something far greater. 

A pure, unconditional bond. 

In that moment, I forgave everything. 

Not because what happened was right. 

But because holding onto anger no longer served me. 

The pain had given me purpose. The betrayal had given me 

clarity. 

The abandonment had given me strength. And motherhood 

had given me identity. 

That day, when my child said “ Mama,” I understood that I 

was never truly alone. 

Every sacrifice had meaning. 
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Every sleepless night had value. 

Every tear had watered something beautiful. People may still 

see me as a single mother. But I see myself as a chosen one. 

Chosen to protect. 

Chosen to nurture. 

Chosen to break a cycle. 

And as my child rested in my arms, repeating that simple 

word — “ Mama” — I felt something I hadn’t felt in a long 

time. 

Peace. 

Not because life was easy. 

But because love had finally found its safest place. With me. 
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Chapter 11:  

Building My Career — Stronger Than 

Ever 

Motherhood did not make my dreams smaller. It made them 

urgent. 

After months of sleepless nights and emotional healing, 

reality stood in front of me clearly: 

Love feeds the heart. 

But work feeds the future. 

I could not afford to be fragile anymore. My child depended 

on me — not just for comfort, but for stability. 

Returning to work as a single mother felt different from 

before. Earlier, I worked to prove myself. To build 

independence. To grow. 

Now, I worked with purpose. 

I remembered the girl who left home to study hotel 

management. The girl who worked at LAKME Salon. The 

girl who faced discrimination but still kept her head high. 

She was still inside me. 

Only now, she was stronger. 

Balancing career and motherhood was not easy. Mornings 

were rushed. Nights were shorter. There were days when I 

carried guilt — leaving my child to go to work. There were 

days when I felt exhausted beyond words. 
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But there was also pride. 

Every salary I earned felt different. It wasn’t just money. 

It was security. It was dignity. 

It was proof that I could stand on my own. 

In the workplace, I had to fight quiet battles again. Some 

people saw me as “the single mother.” Some offered 

sympathy. Some doubted my stability. 

But I stopped explaining my story. My work would speak. 

I focused. I improved. I showed up on time even when I had 

barely slept. I learned new skills. I accepted transfers when 

needed. I adapted — like I always had. 

There is a different kind of strength that single mothers 

develop. 

Time management becomes survival. Emotional control 

becomes discipline. Priorities become clear. 

I no longer wasted energy chasing someone who left. I 

invested that energy into growth. 

And slowly, I began to see something beautiful. My child 

watched me. 

Even when too young to understand details, children absorb 

energy. My child saw a mother who worked. Who did not 

give up. Who stood tall even when life was unfair. 

That realization pushed me further. I was not just building a 

career. 

I was building an example. 
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The same world that once made me feel small now watched 

me rise quietly. 

I no longer needed validation from a man or his family. My 

confidence came from competence. 

Every achievement, every step forward, every improvement — 

I earned it alone. And the most powerful part? 

I was no longer working from fear. I was working from 

purpose. 

The girl who once cried in silence had become a woman who 

creates her own security. 

And one day, as I looked at my child playing peacefully in a 

home I was sustaining with my own effort, I felt something 

powerful: 

I did not lose everything. I rebuilt everything. 

Stronger. Wiser. Independent. 

Not because someone rescued me. But because I rescued 

myself. 
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Chapter 12:  

Forgiveness — Setting Myself Free 

For a long time, I thought strength meant anger. 

I thought being strong meant proving I didn’t care. Proving I 

was unaffected. Proving I had moved on. 

But healing is quieter than that. 

There came a day when I realized I was no longer angry. Not 

because what happened was acceptable. 

Not because the rejection didn’t hurt. 

Not because the violence didn’t leave scars. But because I 

was tired of carrying it. 

Holding onto resentment is heavy. And I had already carried 

enough — a child, responsibilities, sleepless nights, financial 

pressure, judgment. 

I didn’t need to carry bitterness too. 

Forgiveness did not happen overnight. 

It happened slowly. In small moments. 

When my child laughed freely. When my career stabilized. 

When I looked in the mirror and no longer saw a victim. I 

began to understand something important: 

He acted from immaturity. His family acted from fear. 

Society acted from conditioning. But I acted from love. 

And that difference shaped my destiny. 
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One evening, sitting alone after putting my child to sleep, I 

closed my eyes and said something I never thought I would: 

“ I forgive you.” Not for him. 

For me. 

Forgiveness does not mean reopening doors. It does not 

mean trusting again blindly. 

It does not mean forgetting. It means releasing. 

Releasing the need for apology. Releasing the need for 

validation. Releasing the need for revenge. 

Because the greatest revenge life gave me was growth. 

The girl who once waited outside a closed door at seven 

months pregnant would not even recognize the woman I 

have become now. 

I am calmer. 

Stronger. Clearer. 

I no longer ask why it happened to me. 

I ask what it built within me. And the answer is powerful: 

It built resilience. 

It built independence. It built depth. 

It built a mother who cannot be shaken easily. 

My child will grow up knowing a different version of love. 

Not loud promises. 

Not unstable affection. 

But steady presence. And that is enough. 
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Forgiveness was not the end of my story. It was the final step 

in reclaiming it. 

I did not get the fairytale. But I got something real. 

I did not get the partner I imagined. But I became the 

woman I needed. 

And today, when I look at my life — imperfect but peaceful — 

I understand something deeply: 

The person who turned negative into positive … Was me. 
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Chapter 13:  

She Became Her Own Miracle There was a 

time when I prayed for someone to save me. 

I prayed for him to change. 

For his family to accept me. 

For society to understand me. 

I waited outside doors that never opened. Today, I no longer 

wait. 

When I look back at my journey — the girl who was bullied 

in school, the young woman chasing independence, the lover 

who trusted deeply, the pregnant woman standing alone, the 

survivor who escaped violence, the mother rocking her baby 

through sleepless nights — I see one 

thread connecting all of it: 

I never gave up. 

There were moments I was broken. Moments I doubted 

myself. 

Moments I felt embarrassed, ashamed, exhausted. But I kept 

moving. 

Not loudly. 

Not perfectly. 

But consistently. 

Life did not become easier overnight. I still face challenges. I 

still have responsibilities that feel heavy. I still worry about 

the future sometimes. 
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But I no longer question my strength. 

Because I have seen what I can survive. I have learned that: 

Rejection is not the end of dignity. Abandonment is not the 

end of love. 

Single motherhood is not a weakness — it is leadership. 

My child is growing now — laughing freely, learning words, 

asking questions about the world. And when those small 

hands hold mine, I feel something deeper than pride. 

I feel purpose. 

I am not raising a child from a broken story. I am raising a 

child from a story of courage. 

One day, when my child is old enough to understand, I will 

not tell this story with bitterness. I will tell it with honesty. 

I will say: 

“ I chose you. Even when it was hard. Especially when it was 

hard.” And that is the part I am most proud of. 

I used to think a miracle meant someone appearing at the 

right time to rescue you. Now I know the truth. 

A miracle is the strength that appears inside you when you 

have no one left to rely on. A miracle is choosing dignity 

over desperation. 

A miracle is turning pain into power. 

And if anyone ever asks me who saved me … I will smile. 

Because the answer is simple. I saved myself. 
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Chapter 14:  

A Letter to My Child 

My dearest child, 

Before you could speak, before you could walk, before you 

even opened your eyes to this world — you changed my life. 

There was a time when I was afraid. Afraid of judgment. 

Afraid of the future. Afraid of raising you alone. But the day 

I chose you, something inside me became fearless. 

You may one day hear different versions of our story. But 

this is the truth: 

You were never a mistake. You were never unwanted. 

You were never a burden. You were my turning point. 

When doors closed on me at seven months pregnant, you were 

the strength inside my womb. When I cried at night, you were 

the quiet reminder that I had purpose. When I held you for 

the first time, I understood that God trusted me with 

something precious. 

Raising you has not always been easy. 

There were sleepless nights. Financial worries. Silent battles 

I fought without telling you. There were days I felt exhausted 

but still smiled because you were watching me. 

If I was strict sometimes, it was because I wanted you to grow 

strong. If I was protective, it was because I knew how harsh 

the world can be. 
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If I worked hard, it was because I wanted you to have 

choices. I want you to grow up knowing three things: 

First — Love should never make you feel afraid. 

Second — Never beg for a place where you are not respected. 

Third — Strength does not mean never falling. It means 

rising every time you fall. 

You are growing now. I see your curiosity, your laughter, 

your innocence. And sometimes I look at you and think, 

You have no idea how much you saved me. 

Before you, I was surviving. 

Because of you, I am living. 

One day, if you ever feel alone, remember this: 

You come from courage. 

You were born from resilience. 

You are the child of a woman who refused to give up. 

And I hope you carry that fire inside you — not anger, not 

bitterness — but quiet confidence. If life ever tries to shrink 

you, stand tall. 

If someone ever makes you question your worth, walk away. 

And if you ever doubt yourself, remember your first word. 

“Mama.” 

That word healed me. 

You are my greatest blessing. My hardest lesson. 

My proudest achievement. 
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And no matter how old you grow, no matter how far you go 

— I will always be the woman who chose you. 

With all my love, Mama 
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Chapter 15:  

The Woman I Became 

There was a time when my identity felt fragile. 

Daughter. Girlfriend. 

Abandoned woman. Single mother. 

Labels followed me everywhere. 

Some were given with love. 

Some were given with judgment. 

But today, when I look in the mirror, I do not see labels. I 

see evolution. 

I see a girl who was once bullied and doubted — who proved 

herself quietly. 

I see a young woman who left home with dreams and faced 

discrimination with dignity. I see a lover who trusted deeply 

— even when that trust broke her heart. 

I see a pregnant woman who stood outside closed doors at 

seven months and still chose grace. I see a mother who 

survived sleepless nights and silent battles. 

I see a professional who rebuilt her career stronger than ever. 

But more than anything … 

I see a woman who did not allow pain to harden her. That is 

my greatest victory. 

It would have been easy to become bitter. To hate. To live in 

anger. To tell my child a story filled with blame. 
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But I chose growth instead. Growth is not glamorous. 

It is choosing responsibility when you are tired. 

It is choosing self-respect when you feel lonely. 

It is choosing peace when revenge seems tempting. 

There are still days I get tired. Still moments when I wonder 

how life might have looked if things had been different. 

But I no longer wish for a different past. Because this journey 

built depth in me. It built wisdom. 

It built strength that does not need to be loud. Today, I walk 

differently. 

Not because life became easier. But because I became 

stronger. 

I no longer need validation from a relationship. I no longer 

fear being alone. 

I no longer doubt my ability to build a future. I know who I 

am. 

I am not the girl who waited to be chosen. I am the woman 

who chose herself. 

And if there is one thing I want the world to understand 

about my story, it is this: 

Single motherhood is not a failure. It is leadership. 

It is resilience in action. 

It is waking up every day and choosing love over self-pity. 

If someone reads my story and feels less alone — then every 

tear had purpose. 
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If another woman standing outside a closed door finds the 

courage to walk away — then my pain was not wasted. 

And if my child grows up proud of the woman who raised 

them — then I have already succeeded. 

I did not get the fairytale. 

I built something stronger. I built myself. 

And that … is enough. 



 

45 

Chapter 16:  

My Legacy 

When I was younger, I thought legacy meant money, 

property, status — something visible. Today, I understand it 

differently. 

Legacy is what your child carries in their heart long after you 

are gone. It is not what you owned. 

It is who you were. 

I may not leave behind a grand mansion or a famous name. 

But I will leave something stronger. 

I will leave an example. 

An example of a woman who did not collapse when life 

shook her. An example of a mother who chose dignity over 

desperation. 

An example of someone who turned rejection into 

redirection. 

When my child looks back one day, I do not want them to 

remember my struggles with sadness. 

I want them to remember my strength with pride. I want 

them to say: 

“My mother didn’t have everything easy. But she never gave 

up.” 

That is legacy. 
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I learned that love is not proven by who stays when it is 

convenient. 

Love is proven by who stands firm when it is hard. And I 

stood. 

Even when doors closed. 

Even when people whispered. 

Even when nights felt endless. I stood. 

Not perfectly. 

But persistently. 

There were days I questioned myself. Days I doubted my 

decisions. Days I felt exhausted in ways words cannot 

describe. 

But every morning, I woke up and chose responsibility. That 

choice — repeated daily — built my future. 

My child may never fully understand the nights I cried 

quietly. They may never know the exact weight I carried. 

And that is okay. 

Because my goal was never to make them feel my pain. My 

goal was to protect them from it. 

If they grow up secure, confident, and unafraid to choose 

themselves — then I have succeeded. My story is not about a 

man who left. 

It is about a woman who stayed. Stayed strong. 

Stayed loving. Stayed present. 
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And if there is one final truth I have learned, it is this: We 

do not control who hurts us. 

But we control who we become after. 

I became stronger. I became wiser. 

I became softer in the right places and firmer in the 

necessary ones. I became whole. 

This is my legacy. Not perfection. 

But perseverance. Not a fairytale. 

But truth. 

And truth, when lived with courage, is more powerful than 

any fantasy. 
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Chapter 17:  

The Future I Am Building 

For a long time, my life felt like a reaction. 

Reacting to heartbreak. Reacting to rejection. Reacting to 

survival. 

But today, my life is no longer a reaction. It is creation. 

I am not just living day by day anymore. I am building. 

Building stability. 

Building confidence. 

Building a home filled with emotional safety. 

The future no longer scares me the way it once did. There 

was a time when I feared questions like: 

How will I manage alone? What will people say? 

Will my child miss a father figure? Now my questions are 

different: 

What values do I want to teach? 

What environment will help my child grow fearless? How 

high can we rise together? 

That shift changed everything. 

I am teaching my child that love is steady, not chaotic. 

I am teaching through example that self-respect is non-

negotiable. 
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I am teaching that mistakes do not define you — your 

decisions after them do. And I am teaching myself 

something too: 

It is okay to dream again. 

For a while, I stopped dreaming about myself. I was focused 

only on survival and responsibility. But slowly, quietly, 

ambition is returning. 

Not desperate ambition. Peaceful ambition. 

The kind that says, I deserve growth too. 

I want more — not because I lack something, but because I 

am capable. 

A better career position. 

A stronger financial foundation. A secure home. 

Maybe even love again one day — but this time, healthy and 

equal. I no longer fear love. 

I just require maturity. 

The future I am building is not rushed. It is intentional. 

Every small step matters. 

Every disciplined choice matters. Every boundary I maintain 

matters. 

Because now, I understand something deeply: My child is 

watching how I build life. 

And one day, they will build their own based on what they 

saw me do. So I build carefully. 

With strength. With patience. 
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With wisdom earned the hard way. My story began with 

heartbreak. 

But it does not end there. 

It continues with leadership. It continues with self-respect. 

It continues with a woman who once stood outside a closed 

door at seven months pregnant — and now walks confidently 

toward doors she chooses herself. 

The future is not something I wait for anymore. It is 

something I create. 

And this time … I am not afraid. 



 

51 

Chapter 18:  

Why the People We Love the Most Hurt 

the Most 

I used to think love was the safest place. 

I believed that when someone says, “ I love you,” it meant 

protection. Loyalty. Permanence. I didn’t know that love can 

also become the place where you bleed the most. 

The deepest pain in my life did not come from enemies. It 

did not come from strangers. 

It came from the person I trusted with my whole heart. And 

that is what made it unbearable. 

Because when someone you love hurts you, it is not just 

pain. It is shock. 

You replay moments in your head. 

The promises. 

The late-night talks. 

The future you imagined together. You ask yourself, Was it 

real? 

The truth is — it was real for you. And that is why it hurt so 

much. 

When we love deeply, we remove our armor. We show our 

soft side. 

We become vulnerable in ways we never are with the world. 

We share our fears. 
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We share our dreams. We share our bodies. We share our 

future. 

And when the person who knows all of that chooses to walk 

away — or worse, chooses to stay but not care — the wound is 

deeper than rejection. 

It feels like betrayal of trust. 

I realized something painful but powerful: The more you 

love, the more you risk. 

Not because love is wrong. 

But because love gives someone access. 

Access to your emotions. 

Access to your insecurities. Access to your heart. 

And not everyone knows how to handle that responsibility. 

Some people love only when it is easy. 

But when love requires sacrifice, maturity, or accountability 

— they change. And that change feels like abandonment. 

I used to ask myself, 

“Why would someone hurt the person who loves them the 

most?” Now I understand. 

Sometimes it is not about us. 

It is about their emotional capacity. 

Their fears. 

Their immaturity. 

Their inability to choose responsibility over comfort. That 

does not erase the pain. 
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But it helps you stop blaming yourself. 

Because for a long time, I blamed myself. 

Maybe I loved too much. 

Maybe I trusted too much. Maybe I expected too much. 

But loving deeply is not a mistake. Ignoring your own worth 

is. 

The person I loved hurt me the most. But that same pain 

forced me to grow. 

It forced me to stand alone. 

It forced me to become stronger. 

It forced me to become a mother who builds stability 

without depending on anyone. The hurt did not destroy me. 

It revealed me. 

It showed me that I can survive heartbreak. I can survive 

abandonment. 

I can survive disappointment. And still love again — but 

wiser. 

The people we love the most hurt us the most because they 

were given the deepest access. But from that hurt, we learn 

something priceless: 

Never hand someone your heart without keeping your self-

respect. 

And never lose yourself trying to keep someone who is 

unsure about you. Love is beautiful. 

But self-love is survival. And I chose to survive. 
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Chapter 19:  

I Never Demand Happiness from Others 

There was a time when I believed someone else could make 

me happy. 

If he stayed. 

If he chose me. 

If he kept his promises. 

I thought happiness was something given. 

Now I know — it is something created. 

I no longer demand happiness from anyone. 

Not from a partner. 

Not from friends. 

Not even from family. 

Because demanding happiness from others is like handing 

them control over your peace. And I have learned the cost of 

that. 

When you expect someone to make you happy, you slowly 

give them power. 

Power over your mood. 

Power over your confidence. 

Power over your sense of worth. 

And when they change … your world shakes. 
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I don’t want my peace to be that fragile anymore. I realized 

something important: 

No one wakes up every day thinking, “ Let me be responsible 

for her happiness.” People are responsible for their own 

emotions. 

And I am responsible for mine. 

This doesn’t mean I don’t love. 

It means I love without dependency. 

If someone walks beside me, I am grateful. If someone leaves, 

I am still whole. 

My happiness now comes from simple things. 

My child’s laughter. 

Completing my work with pride. Keeping promises to myself. 

Sleeping at night without anxiety. 

Peace became more important than excitement. Stability 

became more attractive than intensity. 

I stopped asking, 

“Why don’t you make me feel special?” 

And I started asking, 

“Am I treating myself with respect?” Because happiness is 

not loud. 

It is quiet security. 

It is knowing you are doing your best. 
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It is knowing you are not betraying yourself to keep 

someone. I no longer demand love. 

I observe it. 

If it is consistent, I welcome it. If it is confusing, I step back. 

If it is conditional, I release it. 

I don’t chase happiness in people anymore. I build it within 

myself. 

And when happiness comes from within, no one can 

threaten it. That is freedom. 

That is growth. 

That is the woman I am becoming. 
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Chapter 20:  

I Can’t Trust Anyone 

There was a time when I trusted easily. 

If someone spoke gently, I believed them. If someone 

promised forever, I imagined it. 

If someone said, “ I will never hurt you,” I relaxed. Now … I 

pause. 

It’s not that I hate people. 

It’s not that I am angry at the world. 

It’s just that experience has changed me. 

When the person you trusted the most becomes the person 

who breaks you, something inside shifts. 

You start questioning words. You start observing behavior. 

You start protecting your heart in ways you never did before. 

For a while, I told myself, “ I can’t trust anyone.” 

It felt safer that way. 

No expectations. 

No disappointment. No emotional risk. 

If you trust no one, no one can hurt you. At least, that’s what 

I thought. 

But then I realized something deeper. 

Saying “ I can’t trust anyone” was not strength. It was pain 

speaking. 
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It was the scared version of me trying to protect the broken 

version of me. 

Trust was not the enemy. Blind trust was. 

I don’t trust easily anymore. 

But I don’t close my heart completely either. Now I trust 

slowly. 

I trust patterns, not promises. 

I trust consistency, not chemistry. I trust actions repeated 

over time. 

And most importantly … I trust myself. 

I trust my intuition when something feels wrong. I trust my 

boundaries when they say “enough.” I trust my strength if 

something falls apart again. 

That is the biggest difference. 

Before, I trusted others to protect me. Now, I trust myself to 

protect me. 

That doesn’t make me cold. It makes me aware. 

It makes me careful. 

It makes me emotionally intelligent. 

I don’t need to say “ I can’t trust anyone.” Instead, I say: 

“Trust must be earned.” 

And if someone cannot handle the responsibility of being 

trusted, they will not have access to my heart. 

Because my heart is no longer available to anyone who is 

unsure about me. It belongs first to me. 
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And to the life I am building. 

I was once broken by trust. 

Now I am strengthened by wisdom. And that is growth. 

 

 

A Letter to a Single Mother 

Dear Single Mother, 

I don’t know your full story. 

But I know this — you are carrying more than people see. 

You carry responsibility that never sleeps. You carry strength 

you didn’t ask for. 

You carry decisions that feel heavy at night. 

And you carry love … the kind that fights silently. 

Some days you are tired in ways you cannot explain. Not just 

physically. 

Emotionally. Mentally. 

Spiritually. 

You smile for your child even when your heart feels fragile. 

You show up even when you feel unseen. 

You keep going even when no one applauds you. And I 

need you to know something important: 

You are not weak because you cry. 

You are not a failure because you are alone. 
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You are not lacking because someone walked away. You are 

raising a human being with courage. 

Do you understand how powerful that is? There will be days 

you question yourself. 

“Am I doing enough?” 

“Will my child miss something?” “ Is this my fault?” 

Let me answer you gently. 

You are doing enough. 

Your presence matters more than perfection. 

And love from one stable parent is stronger than chaos from 

two. Do not let society make you feel incomplete. 

You are not “less than.” You are double strength. 

You play both roles when needed. You protect. 

You nurture. 

You discipline. You sacrifice. 

And you still try to heal your own wounds quietly. That is 

bravery. 

But please remember this too: 

You are allowed to rest. You are allowed to dream. 

You are allowed to fall in love again — but wisely. 

You are allowed to choose peace over proving yourself. Your 

story is not shameful. 

It is powerful. 

One day, your child will look at you and understand. 
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They will see the nights you stayed strong. The mornings you 

woke up anyway. 

The tears you hid. 

The battles you fought silently. And they will respect you 

deeply. You may feel alone sometimes. 

But you are not invisible. 

There are women like you everywhere — building life from 

broken pieces. And if no one has told you this today: 

I am proud of you. Keep going. 

You are not just surviving. You are becoming. 

With love, 

A woman who understands. 

 


