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I came into this world in the summer of 1970,  

in Crown Street Women’s Hospital, Sydney —  

a child born to a child.

My mother was sixteen.

Barely past girlhood herself,  

still growing into her own bones,  

still trying to understand love,  

fear,  

and the weight of being seen in a world quick to judge.

She did not enter motherhood with soft hands waiting,

or a nursery prepared in pastel hues.

She entered it under fluorescent hospital lights

and the heavy breath of society pressing against her back.

Back then, girls like her weren’t offered support.

They were offered shame,

silence,

and the suggestion that babies like me  

would be better off raised by someone else.

Homes existed not to shelter girls,

but to prepare them for separation —

Lady Wakehurst,

Parramatta Girls Home,

places where futures were decided

without consent, without kindness.

But my mother didn’t let go of me.

She held on,

even when the world told her she shouldn't,

even when she was still learning who she was.

I was not born into certainty.

I was born into struggle.

Into youth.

Into fear.

Into love too raw to know its own shape yet.

I did not arrive with lullabies waiting.

I arrived in the arms of a girl who chose me,

even when she could barely choose herself.

That was the beginning —

not a fairy tale,

but a truth:

I was wanted by someone who didn’t know how to say it,

loved by someone still learning how to love,

held by someone whose hands trembled,

but held me anyway.

And sometimes,

that is the bravest kind of beginning.
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Chapter Two  
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A Childhood Without Soft Corners

There are children born into cushions and lullabies,  

and there are children born into learning too much, too soon.  

I was the second kind.

My childhood did not have soft corners.  

It had sharp edges —  

expectations bigger than my age,  

responsibility heavier than my small shoulders,  

a home where survival was learned before safety.

My mother did her best,  

but she was still trying to find her own way through the world.  

She was young, frightened, overwhelmed —  

trying to raise me while still raising herself.

We lived in a world where tenderness was scarce  

and patience was even rarer.

I learned early how to read moods,  

how to sense tension before it had words,  

how to quietly carry blame that was never mine.  

Not because anyone meant to hurt me —  

but because life had given them storms  

and I lived in the ripples.

There were days my heart ached with confusion,  

wondering where I fit,  

wondering why love felt like walking on uneven ground.

I didn’t feel like I belonged  

not to my mother’s world,  

nor to the family life unfolding around us.

I was there — present in body,  

but often alone in feeling.

And yet, there were moments — small, precious ones —  

where childhood peeked through the cracks.

Mornings where the world felt gentle.  

Little escapes into imagination.  

Sunlight through a window giving me warmth  

that people sometimes couldn’t.

Those moments were seeds.  

Tiny reminders that softness existed,  

even if it wasn't always given.

I carried those moments with me,  

quiet treasures tucked inside,  

proof that I could feel love  

even when I did not always receive it.

No, my childhood was not soft.  

It was raw, uneven, complicated.  

But it shaped a girl who learned how to endure,  

how to dream anyway,  

and how to become the softness she once needed.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Three  
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Foster Homes & The Phone Booth at Twelve

Some children have bedrooms filled with toys  

and certainty tucked beneath their pillows.  

I had a suitcase that learned to open and close too easily.

Around eight years old, I began spending time in foster homes.  

Not because I was unloved,  

but because my mother needed space —

to breathe, to cope, to figure out life  

without the weight of motherhood pressing on her teenage heart.

I didn't understand that then.

I only knew I was being sent away  

while other children were being tucked in.

Foster care wasn’t frightening —  

it just never felt like *mine*.  

Different homes, different faces,  

temporary kitchens, temporary rules.  

Environments built to house children,  

not hold them.

And then there were the camps —  

Lake Keepit, with wide water and open sky,  

DOCS programs teaching resilience disguised as recreation.  

Canoeing, archery, group activities.  

Moments where I could forget I was alone.

I was good at pretending I belonged everywhere,  

because I belonged nowhere.

At twelve, the world asked too much of me.  

My mother placed coins in my hand —  

forty cents —  

and told me how to call the homeless line  

to find myself a refuge.

Imagine being twelve years old  

standing at a payphone,  

calling strangers to ask if you could sleep somewhere safe tonight.

No child should ever learn survival that way.  

But I did.

My mother and stepfather drove me to the refuge —  

not in anger, not in cruelty,  

but in resignation, in overwhelm,  

in the absence of tools they never had either.

I dragged my suitcases behind me,  

not knowing that children are meant to walk into childhood —  

not out of it.

From refuge to youth remand centres,  

from confusion to rebellion,  

I wandered through a system that managed me  

but never held me.

I learned very early  

that if I was going to survive this world,  

I would have to mother myself first.

Those years didn’t take my softness —  

they sharpened my awareness.  

They planted seeds of strength  

that would bloom later  

when life asked even more of me.

I wasn’t lost.  

I was becoming.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
FHEAVAEIN

HealingHopeand Heavenly:Signs

Siru’% \'RON
STEVENSON





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





