
	     

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	For my children.

	So that one day, when you read this,

	you will know that you were always chosen,

	deeply loved,

	and never alone in this story

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Foreword

	 

	This book is written from the middle of it all — the chaos, the love, the exhaustion, the laughter, and the quiet moments in between.

	I wrote it partly for myself, to make sense of a life that often feels both overwhelming and beautiful at the same time.

	But I also wrote it for my children.

	So that one day, when they read these pages, they will know this truth above all else: they were never a burden, never an afterthought, never anything less than deeply chosen — even in the hardest moments.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	INTRODUCTION

	 

	I didn’t decide to become a stay-at-home mother because of a trend, a philosophy, or a social movement.

	I chose it because I love my children, and childhood only happens once.

	My oldest daughter is ten now. Then came my second daughter, and soon after that life surprised us with twins — a boy and a girl. When the twins were born, my second daughter had only just turned one.

	Those early years were beautiful, chaotic, exhausting, and overwhelming all at once.

	In the beginning, I tried to keep working. Like many families, finances mattered and still do. Raising children is expensive, and many parents simply cannot afford for one parent to stay home.

	But mentally and physically, I found myself struggling to balance everything.

	More than anything, I realized something simple but powerful: I missed my children.

	I missed the small moments.

	The silly conversations. The little milestones. The quiet mornings and messy afternoons.

	I realized that what fulfilled me most wasn’t somewhere else.

	It was here — in the middle of the noise, the toys, the laughter, and the chaos of raising them.

	Motherhood has taught me patience — more patience than I ever thought I had.

	It has also shown me how strong I truly am.

	And more than anything, it has shown me that this is my purpose:

	Being their mother while they are still little.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 1

	While They Are Still Little

	 

	I never made a grand announcement that I would become a stay-at-home mother. There was no big plan or life strategy behind it.

	It simply grew out of love.

	My oldest daughter is ten years old now. Then came our second daughter, who is six years old, and soon after that life surprised us in the most unexpected way — twins, a boy and a girl.

	When the twins were born, my second daughter had only just turned one.

	Those early years were beautiful, chaotic, overwhelming, and exhausting all at once. Anyone who has cared for several small children at the same time knows the feeling: days that feel incredibly long, but years that somehow pass in the blink of an eye.

	In the beginning, I tried to continue working. Like many families, finances were a real concern. Children are a blessing, but they also come with very real expenses. Diapers, childcare, clothes they grow out of in months, food, school supplies — the list never seems to end.

	In Belgium, most families rely on two incomes. Many mothers work part-time to balance work and childcare responsibilities.

	But despite trying to make it work, I found the balance incredibly difficult.

	Physically, I was exhausted. Mentally, I felt stretched in too many directions. And emotionally, something even deeper was happening.

	I missed my children.

	Not just occasionally, but deeply.

	I missed the little moments that make up a childhood: the conversations, the laughter, the quiet mornings, the messy afternoons, the milestones that seem small but mean everything to a parent.
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