
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


SHE NEVER TOLD ME SHE WAS STRUGGLING

A reflective story about sacrifice, presence,

and the time we believe we have.
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All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This book is a work of creative nonfiction inspired by lived experiences. Names, locations, and identifying details have been changed to preserve privacy.

Dedication

To every parent who gave quietly

To every child who later understood

And to those who are still learning to show up

while there is time.

Preface

This book was written as a reflection on love, sacrifice, and the moments we often recognize too late.

It is not a story of blame or regret, but of awareness. Of learning to see beyond what is visible, to listen beyond what is said, and to value presence over assumption.

While inspired by real life experiences, this story has been reshaped and retold to speak to a universal truth that many of us are standing on sacrifices we did not witness. This book invites you to pause, reflect, and perhaps show up more intentionally for the people who matter most.

If it moves you to make a call, pay a visit, or simply ask a deeper question, then it has served its purpose.
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Chapter 1

The Woman I Thought Was Strong
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For as long as I can remember, my mother stood in my mind as a woman who had everything under control.

She never raised her voice about money.

She never complained about life.

She never asked me to worry about her.

From where I stood as a child, she was simply strong.

I grew up away from her, living in Polokwane while she remained in Port Elizabeth. Distance made her seem even more powerful. She was the one who always sent what was needed. School fees arrived on time. Groceries appeared when they were running low. Clothes were replaced before they became too small. There was always a sense that someone, somewhere, had things figured out.
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