


‘A Mother’s Promise’ is dedicated to my boys, who turned me into an accidental writer. 
And boys, above all, thank you for giving me the greatest, quirkiest,most engaging page-turner 

of them all: MOTHERHOOD!  



“I may not have gone where I intended to go,  
but I think I have ended up where I needed to be.” 
― Douglas Adams 

  

I am a reader, not a writer and I never even wanted to be one. I used to be a 

graphic designer, who decided to get married and then move cities and 

countries every time my banker husband’s job demanded it. I took a break from 

designing to have babies - and started an online mommy community on 

Facebook along the way. Because motherhood is hard, challenging and pretty 

much non-stop, but it can also be loads of fun. I also wanted to learn from 

other mothers (and basically ratify that I wasn’t the only one going crazy).  

What a relief it was to know that we (mothers) were all going through the same 

gamut of emotions everyday! Figuring out this rollercoaster journey of many 

ups and many downs was so much more fun when we were doing it together. 

First Moms Club also happened at a time when I was looking for answers; 

finding my space as a woman, daughter, wife and of course, as a mother. I 

realised that I was far from perfect and the pursuit of perfection only leads to 

much frustration, anguish and stress (at least for me). At the same time, running 

this community gave me a sense of identity and importance. It taught me 

discipline and responsibility.  But above all, it connected me to so many 

amazing women around the globe.  

Over the years, mothers started trusting the platform to share their deepest 

darkest secrets, their heartwarming, funny motherhood stories and their 

failures. It humbles me every time I think of the faith and trust they have shown 

in First Moms Club since 2010. I guess, sharing makes us all storytellers and 

writers - whether it’s unintentionally, reluctantly or enthusiastically.  

As an avid reader, every time I saw a motherhood story shared on our 

community, I wanted to save them deep inside, keep them safe, to be 

savoured at a later date.  But I also wanted to share them with many more 

moms. Mothers beyond our community, parents in various stages of their 

parenthood journey. And so, www.firstmomsclub.in was born, 2 years ago on 

Mother’s Day. Today, we have so many first time writers, bloggers and author 

moms writing for us, sharing their unique voices with other mothers through 

our website. First Moms Club connects over 2 lakh Indian moms across 100 

countries through platforms such as our FB group, our site and other social 

media platforms like Instagram and Twitter. 

This year, on the occasion of Mother’s Day, I am so chuffed to present our very 

first E-book ‘A Mother’s Promise‘ where 35 writers, bloggers, authors, 

http://www.firstmomsclub.in


homemakers and entrepreneurs from across the world have shared their 

Motherly promises with us. Promises that they made to their children. Promises 

that they want to make, promises they have kept and even promises they 

might have broken. 

When this idea struck me one morning coming back in a cab from my child’s 

school, I never thought it would turn out to be this beautiful compilation of 

articles and poems.  

It certainly wouldn’t have been possible if all these lovely moms wouldn’t have 

kept their promise to me and sent me their distinctive pieces, so thank you, 

Kiran Manral, Shweta Sankhla, Shachii Manik, Harshikaa Udasi,  
Rajni Arunkumar, Pavi Raman, Nidhi Sharma, Shivani Adib, Sharmistha 

Khobragade, Preeti Vyas, Tanu Shree Singh, Vibha Batra, Vineeta Taneja,  
Pooja Khanna, Janice Goveas, Rachana Gupta, Meghna Pant, Karen Tewari, 

Swati Lodha, Sudha Menon, Richa Mukherjee, Vrushali Telang, Payal Kapadia, 

Shoma Narayanan, Neha Mital, Nalini Sorensen, Nidhi Dorairaj Bruce,  
Lubaina Bandukwala, Vaishali Shroff, Narmadha Kamalakannan,  
Aanchal Prakashan, Harshika Daryanani, Smita Vyas and Prerna Sinha. 

As I read (and re-read) these notes, letters, missives to your children, one 

emotion clearly shone through. Yes, there was immense, unconditional love for 

your children, but here was a desire, an earnest effort to make a better world 

for your children - and to make decent young humans for this world. Humans 

that are kind, caring and compassionate. And with so many of us wanting the 

same thing, I cannot believe that the future is all doom and gloom. As the 

saying goes, ‘The Universe Shall Conspire’ (while we, of course, continue to 

strive) to make a world that is deserving of the wonderful young humans that 

our children shall be.  

I would also like to thank my FMC writer mommy duo of Rajni Arunkumar & 

Shweta Sankhla for always being there and giving wings to all of my ridiculous 

ideas while adding their own dash of craziness to it. 

A very, very special thank you and much gratitude to Neha Mital for providing 

the much-needed calmness and elegant sense of design to this book.  

This is our very first attempt and we would love to share so many more 

motherhood stories with our readers in the future, so please, spread the word 

among your many mommy (and daddy) friends and help the tribe grow! 

- Ruchita Dar Shah 
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I am not an ‘I promise’ person. I have never promised 

anyone anything. But an article I once read got me 

making a promise to myself; a fervent one at that. 

The article was about an adoptive mother being 

shamed at a store for carrying her toddler around in a 

sling. Unbeknownst to the stranger, the little one had 

been an orphan with Down’s syndrome. She’d been a 

baby who had refused to cry after having woken up 

because she had known no one would come to 

comfort her. She had sung out loud to grab the 

attention of a caregiver when she had needed a diaper 

change. She had hit her head against a sterile crib 

cage in order to self-soothe. I felt my heart pull at its 

seams in pain. Can you imagine the emotional state of 

that little life? 
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What is right is often wrong and what is wrong is often 

right. Going ‘by the book’ is fine up to a point. But as 

a mother, I go by instinct more than the written word 

of specialists. For instance, I didn’t Ferberize my 

daughter. Personally, I don’t think a quiet baby is 

necessarily a calm one. For this and similar things, I 

know a lot of people will go judge me with pontifical 

superiority. But you know what? That’s alright by me. 

Regarding my daughter, these are a few things I have 

promised to do: 

Cuddle and coddle her. A lot. Even when she’s a teen 

and squirms at the thought of being cuddled. 

Allow her to run to me if she feels insecure or 

uncomfortable in a situation. And if people call her 

clingy or needy, so be it. It is my job to make her feel 

secure, safe, and calm. And I will do my job. 

Walk up to her if she is crying (not throwing a tantrum). 

I will find out the cause of her discomfort. I refuse to 

allow her to feel she has no emotional help when she 

needs it. 

Encourage her to be independent and confident.    

That doesn’t mean I will not feed, bather her, tie her 

shoelaces, or carry her around. It just means I will teach 

her to take care of herself and her things; that I will let 

her play independently by herself, be messy, and get 

into trouble every now or so.  

Help her discover the joys of being able to defend 

herself—physically, emotionally, financially. If it means 

sending her to self-defence classes, giving her extra 

tutoring at home from the time she’s in pre-primary, so 

be it. 

�2



12 May 2019

Allow her to fall asleep next to me, sometimes with her 

face nuzzled in my neck, her hands on my tummy or 

bare arms. In fact, she is going to be allowed to 

snuggle for as long as she wants, irrespective of how 

old she is. 

Lead her to feel comfortable in her own skin; to never 

allow anyone to make her feel she isn’t enough, 

physically. Also teach her to help others feel good 

about themselves. 

Apologise to her when I am wrong; she needs to 

understand that saying sorry does not make you small. 

Guide her to be kind in a world that is increasingly 

becoming unkind; to treat people with respect and 

expect the same in return; to be accommodating,    

but never at the cost of her self-respect. 

Show her by example to treat those not-so-fortunate 

economically, physically, mentally, spiritually, or 

emotionally, with compassion. 

Make her understand that she cannot pass on blame 

to an external factor for her own fault. So she cannot 

scold or hit the ground/wall/toy/furniture for the bruise 

she has got just so she can feel better. I will brush the 

dust away, calm her down; but tell her it is her own 

carelessness that brought on that hurt. And it starts 

now, when she is still not 5. 

Reason, negotiate, motivate, and talk to her logically.  

It may or may not work all the time. But hell, I am 

going to try. I promise to treat her like she’s a thinking 

person whether she’s two or 22. 

Scold her when the need arises. She should know she 

is cared for; that she is being corrected because she  
is loved. 
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Laugh with her over silly nothings. Just because.  

Take pictures with her even when it isn’t a special 

occasion. Just a walk in the park with her picking dried 

leaves, or flowers, cycling, running, laughing or crying. 

I’ll make a whole load of pictures available for her to 

look back on with happiness and know she had a 

happy childhood. 

Some people think I am a fusty mother who lays it 

thick on upbringing. I am also called a pressure cooker 

for having a head full of steam. Well, I will risk being 

called all this and more. For, I’d rather always think of 

ways to help her become a person worthy of being 

called a human being than have regrets about what I 

‘could have done’. Also, I made a promise to myself: 

my daughter will not be in want of emotional support. 

Nor will she feel insufficient or helpless.  

That said, I know I will lose my cool. I know I will rant, 

complain, scream and shout, and be unreasonable 

with her. But then that’s what this note to self is for: on 

all those trying days and nights that I get waylaid, I will 

read this and pull myself up by the bootstraps and be 

what I promised I’d be: a good mother. Not a perfect 

one, just one who’s trying terribly hard to not let her 

own failings come in the way of raising her child to be 

who she is meant to be.  
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Dear Norah, 

Now that you are old enough to read this, know that 

firstly, I am proud of the person you have become.       

I am proud of the path you have carved for yourself in 

this world. I am proud of your successes but I am even 

more proud of your failures because they have helped 

you become the person you are today! 

Always remember, I got your back, I’m always standing 

next to you so you never feel alone and I will always be 

your biggest cheerleader! 

Today, I write this letter to the future you and wish for 

you to read it whenever you doubt your ability to do 

anything, or whenever you feel like you are unworthy 

of something or someone. Read this letter and you will 

know your worth - that is my promise to you! 
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You are our biggest strength. Ever since you were a 

child, you have broken barriers and changed many 

perceptions.  Even before you turned two. You have 

worked very hard to achieve all your goals with the 

biggest smile and the most positive attitude. Your 

biggest ability is that you are a keen learner and you 

are resilient. When I think of people who will make 

their mark in this world and leave a legacy behind, I 

think of you being right up there, shattering many 

glass ceilings and breaking the mould. 

I believe you are going to be the most intelligent, 

confident, funny, witty, humble, able, friendly and the 

kindest soul in the world. You may remember me 

singing that to you when you were little! 

  

You were born to me by some miracle. I cannot 

comprehend how worthy God thought I was, to send 

you into my life. You were my saving grace in this 

world of rat-races. You helped me take the scenic 

route, taking it slow and letting me enjoy every phase 

of you growing up a little more! You gave me the gift 

of sight, made me more able to see the bright side of 

life. Your presence has lit up many hearts. Ever since 

you were a kid, you had many cheerleaders across the 

world cheering for you every step of the way.  

There may be people in the world that may not get 

you and that’s okay.You are the future. The world 

needs you, the world is waiting for you. Your attitude, 

positivity and grace are what the world needs, to be as 

able as you! Be the sight the world needs, be the 

storyteller of your life and inspire millions who need to 

see how beautiful life can be if you choose happiness 

just like you do, every step of the way. 
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Dream big, stand tall, be the positive voice the world 

needs. You have the ability to be whatever you wish to 

be. Your ability is inspiring the world, your ability is 

motivating the world. People want to be like you, 

people want to have babies like you because you have 

changed the face of beauty and perfection.  

Nobody could limit you because you chose to be 

happy, you chose to be kind, you chose to see the 

good in people. You chose to be limitless. 

  

Meet the determined - Norah Mittal. 

That’s how people will identify you! 

That’s how I see you, Norah. You are my limitless 

world, you are my best creation. 

We are proud of you Norah! 

You are wise and witty,  

you are strong and pretty! 

Always know your worth, 

And how important you are on this earth! 

You gave us a different view, 

Because of you, we are “The Lucky Few”. 
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Dear Daughter, 

I’ll have probably told you all of the things in this letter 

by the time you’re old enough to read this. You’re only 

5 years old now, but we talk about so many things 

already, I talk so much! It’s amazing how you listen and 

understand and always, always have just the right 

things to say – even though you say it in your 

adorable, childish, innocent way, I can see how 

meaningful your insights are. We all feel you are wise 

beyond your years. You know Mumma doesn’t just say 

stuff that she doesn’t mean, even if it’s a compliment 

to her own daughter. So, you know that I mean it: I’m 

blessed to have you.  

I’ve dreamed of having a daughter long before I can 

even remember. I didn’t know when I was going to be 

a mother, but I knew this – I always wanted a daughter, 

a daughter just like you. I’ve read somewhere that a 

child chooses his or her mother-to-be. And I’m so 
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thankful to God and grateful to you for choosing me to 

be your Mumma. You have made me a better person 

in so many ways. I’m not even going to bother to 

count in how many ways you have positively affected 

my life, because the count is always increasing, 

because every day I learn something from you, from 

your innate goodness and kind heart. Words fall short 

to express my love for you.  

A mother’s love is the most unconditional love in the 

world. Like your Naani’s love for me and your maamu. 

Like my love for you. It’s hard to explain and it takes 

one to be a mother to truly understand that. When 

Naani used to say that to me, I used to be like, “Okay, 

sure”. But when you were born, I finally understood 

the meaning of it. They say it’s like one’s own heart is 

growing outside one’s body. And because of this, us 

mothers can become overly invested in everything in 

our child’s life. Sometimes, and more often than not, 

we want our kids to say and do things exactly how we 

would. Thanks to what Naanu-Naani have taught me, 

I’ve learnt that it might not always be the best idea to 

do that. It is one thing to guide one’s child and a 

completely different thing to try to make them  
our clones! 

So, this I promise you –  

I will be your guide. I’ll help you learn from my 

mistakes. I’ll also let you make your own mistakes, but 

with caution, because mistakes are also important. 

Mistakes are the best teachers. God knows I have 

never learnt from others’ mistakes, I’ve always burnt 

my hands and learnt from it. But I know you’re wiser 

than me, and I hope you will use my experience to 

guide you. I will be open to you about my short-

comings (as if they’re not obvious enough). I might be 
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wrong many a times. Scratch that. I WILL be wrong 

many a times. I’m human. But when I realise my 

mistake, I will not be ashamed to accept it and 

apologise. You might have noticed that I do that even 

now because I know it’s okay to not be perfect. I mean, 

how perfect can a girl be? No one wants that kind  
of pressure!  

Trust me, go easy on yourself baby, in life, we’re our 

own best friend. I promise I’ll try to first learn to love 

myself so that I can then teach you to love yourself. I 

hope I’m able to do that because that part sounds 

easy, but it really isn’t. For starters, don’t second guess 

yourself. There are others who will readily do that for 

you. I’ll teach you to be careful of those kinds. Don’t 

feel daunted. Never let anyone discourage you.  

Listen to your gut. And when you’re not sure what to 

do, do what Naanu says, “Be a good human being” - 

and the rest will easily fall into place.  

I’ll encourage you to be confident of yourself, but 

never arrogant. The beauty is in being sure of yourself, 

not in trying to prove that you are. I promise I’ll point 

your mistakes out to you when needed, but I’ll do that 

with respect. Just because you are a child and I’m the 

mother doesn’t make you any less worthy of respect. 

And with others, you must learn to command respect, 

not demand it. I promise I’ll also remind you that just 

because I’m your mother doesn’t make me the best 

candidate for a punching bag. I know I do that to 

Naani. But like I said, you’ve got to learn from  
my mistakes!  

I’ll teach you to make decisions for yourself by letting 

you take decisions for yourself. If I disagree with your 

decisions, I will let you know the possible outcomes. I 

will remind you that it’s your life, and you have to live 
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with your choices, so take decisions wisely and 

accordingly. I promise I will tell you what I think is the 

proper/right thing to do. But I also promise that I won’t 

be offended if you choose to not take my advice, 

provided your decision is guided by your inner voice 

and kind heart that I know you have.  

A tiny example is something that happened recently – 

A friend of yours hurt your feelings, not on one 

occasion, but repeatedly and knowingly.  As your 

mom, I feel your pain, possibly more than you do. I 

have been bullied when I was a kid. So I wasn’t having 

any of it when someone was being a bully to you. 

When you said that she wasn’t being a friend to you, I 

casually said what I’ve heard most kids say when they 

are upset - that famous “I won’t call you for my 

birthday!” line. So I said - “Fine, we won’t call her for 

your birthday if she doesn’t know how to be a good 

friend to you.” You were quick to retort – “No, 

Mumma. She made a mistake but she isn’t a bad girl.  
If I don’t call her, she will feel bad. And I don’t want 

anyone to feel bad.” I had tears in my eyes. I don’t 

know what I did right, but those were your words. My 

casual statement made to simply distract you from the 

hurt, which I thought would be taken lightly and 

forgotten the next minute, was understood by you and 

rejected straight away, and rightly so! You refused to 

do as I said. I felt proud. I really respect that you chose 

to do the right thing even if it meant pointing out how 

silly your mother was being. Stay the same noble and 

joyful girl that you are.  

Always do the right thing. Be you. I promise you, I’ll 

always be your biggest cheerleader. God bless you, 

my love, with all the happiness in the world and more! 

Love and hugs, Mumma 
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I was jabbering on the phone like the world would end 

if I hung up 

You called me, 

‘Look at me, Mamma,’ 

I ignored you. 

I was typing on the keyboard probably liking 

something or someone 

You called me, 

‘Look at me, Mamma,’ 

I paid no heed. 

I was tapping furiously on the phone debating 

something about parenting 

You called me, 

�12

Shweta is passionate about 

babies and especially empathetic 

to parents of young ones, after 
having two boys of her own.  
She is a CPA and worked as a tax 

accountant before she found her 

true calling, which is singing and 

dancing with her kids. She is an 
Early years educator now and 

works with teachers and parents. 

In a life-long love affair with 

words, she  collects conversations 

throughout the day and blogs 
about them at night. 

Tomorrow 
by Shweta Sankhla



12 May 2019

‘Look at me, Mamma,’ 

I said, “Not now baby” 

Now you are sleeping next to me 

In that nook between my shoulder and chest 

and all I want to do is look at you. 

Tomorrow, I will try harder 

Tomorrow, I will do the right thing 

Tonight, I will smell your hair and sleep. 
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From a twinkle in my eye to that second pink line on 

the test, I loved you before I knew you. Morning 

Sickness and Pregnancy brain, Swollen Ankles and 

Weird Cravings - we rode every wave together, our 

bodies growing and connecting with every heartbeat.  
I promised to always stay in tune with you and  
your dreams.  

Every morning when I opened my eyes, I wondered if 

you were awake too? If you stretched like I did - with a 

grumpy face and wiggling toes. You certainly wiggled 

plenty when we saw you on the Ultrasound. It’s like you 

were saying, “Hey! Hey mommy! Look at me doing a 

backflip!” We giggled, delighted and convinced you 

were a gymnast in the making. I promised to dance 

with you and twirl you around, our worlds spinning 

with laughter.  

When you finally emerged, screaming and 

complaining, I held you in my hands, breathless with 
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wonder. Nothing in the world seemed as important as 

counting your little peapod toes or caressing your little 

furrowed brow. You blinked at me and smacked your 

lips as if asking, “So Mommy, what’s next?”.          

Right there, I promised to always protect you from 

everything bad in the world.  

Tummy time and sitting up, burping and colic. You 

were a champ through it all. With your chubby thighs 

and fat rolls, goodness! It was a miracle I didn’t gobble 

you up. You cooed and gurgled and I fell in love a little 

more every day. And I promised to always enjoy your 

inner goofball.  

You didn’t crawl at 8 months. Or 10. You didn’t walk or 

talk like the other kids. You didn’t always meet my 

gaze or respond to my voice. I told myself this was 

temporary; nothing to worry about. Right. Right? 

Wrong. One morning, as I was bouncing you on my 

knee, a word floated into my head. A word I’d kept 

locked up, buried under a pile of half-truths, in the 

darkest recesses of my mind. Maybe it was seeing you 

blow spit bubbles, oblivious to me calling out your 

name. Perhaps it was watching you cover your ears as 

a distant plane flew noiselessly overhead. Or maybe it 

was my gut, telling me you needed help. But now that 

word in my head just wouldn’t go away. Autism. 

Autism. AUTISM. It was a glorious morning with the 

sun shining down on us, but I shivered. And promised 

myself, I would get you that Help.  

Over the years I made a million more promises to you. 

I vowed I would not treat you any different. You were 

perfect, cherubic and incredibly cute, so that was an 

easy one. For your sake, I promised to become more 

assertive. To get you the services you needed, the 

therapy that would mould your early years. I fought 
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with Insurance companies and Early Intervention, with 

Case managers and Behavioral experts. I battled with 

regressive mindsets and idiots who gaped at you at 

the store. Sometimes I raised my voice, and sometimes 

I didn’t say a word. But I always made sure you knew I 

was a 1000 per cent on your side.  

I promised to let you fail. So much of what you learned 

had to be taught to you in little bite-sized pieces. How 

to walk, how to form words, how to respond to a 

voice. I couldn’t have you feeling like you were inferior 

to your peers, just because some things came easier to 

them. Even at 3 years old, you were amazingly 

perceptive. So I let you make your mistakes. Cry and 

howl in frustration. When you stopped crying and 

signed for help, I would be there in an instant. Ready 

to nudge you a little, till you figured it out by yourself. 

You failed so much. You still do. Big, gaping mistakes 

that sometimes make you giggle. But when you learn a 

skill? Oh man, it is a thing of beauty to watch. And it is 

entirely YOUR success.  

I promised to educate myself before teaching you. Any 

time you struggled with a new task, I tried to see it 

from your point of view. Why was this puzzle hard? 

Why was this book boring? How could you read above 

your grade level, but struggle to write? I had to 

change my perspective and with time I discovered new 

angles. Unseen roadblocks that prevented you from 

succeeding. But mostly, I learned so much about 

myself and you. You have the same delightful 

combination of impatience and inflexibility, that I 

possess in spades. But you’ve also got my kicking 

sense of humour and a whole bunch of pride. So most 

days we ended up brainstorming ways to master a new 

skill. We paced and complained and ate unhealthy 

amounts of peanut butter, but we got the deed done. 
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And some days, we just pushed the books away and 

snacked on chips while watching Mario Gameplay 

videos on YouTube.  

I sob sometimes when I hug your little body. As you 

meltdown or go through a particularly hard day. I cry 

occasionally to show you that it’s okay to feel anxious. 

You’re human just like me, and those tears can be so 

cathartic. But I weep with abandon, every time you hit 

a milestone. I pick you up and we hoot and holler, 

celebrating your success and your spirit. With big, 

glistening teardrops, I let you see how incredibly 

proud I am. Of you and all that you are. I vowed to 

never cry in front of you. Now, that’s a promise I can’t 

be bothered to keep.  

You’ve come a long way since that sunny morning in 

March. You still struggle, you have newer challenges as 

you approach your 9th year. But it's always an absolute 

treat to watch you. As you try to negotiate an extra 

hour of screen time, with perfect grammar and diction. 

Your snooty face when you inform me that “12 times 

12 is 144, Amma!” with no help from the calculator. 

When you bond with your little sister and give her 

impromptu hugs. When you let the puppy lick your 

toes with a dreamy smile on your face. When you talk 

about your best friend and how he’s obsessed with 

trains too.  

You’ll never be like your typically developing peers. 

You’re on a different orbit and there’s nothing wrong 

with that. But rest assured, there’s a place for you in 

this chaotic world. You’ll graduate, find love, get a 

perfectly nerdy job. At your own pace; when you’re 

good and ready. And I’ll be right there to cheer you 

on. Now, that’s a Promise.  
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Majhi Anika,  

Life introduced us to unconditional love when we 

(Baba and I) heard your heartbeat for the first time. 

Was it a boy or a girl? Was the health of the foetus fine 

or were there were any development delays? How did 

you look?  We had no clue. And neither did it matter. 

From that moment on, in a spotless sonography room 

pulsating with beats of your tiny heart, three lives got 

firmly interlocked.  

Having you grow within was sheer joy. Our healthy 

pregnancy was packed with writing my first novel, 

Baba moving into a bigger office space, swimming, 

meditating, watching films and eating fresh greens. 

During this exhilarating time, I also made quiet 

assurances to you as a mother. While most are kept, 

there is one that I am yet to fulfill.  

Let us start with those made good: Be it your choice of 

hobbies or extracurricular activities, you are free to 
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choose all that your heart desires. My job is to guide, 

support and encourage. Whether it is football or 

guitar- I will be in the backseat making sure of needs 

and safety while you drive through the wonderful 

possibilities life has in store.  

Chart your path. Want to be a scientist? Do it. Wildlife 

photographer? Create the possibility. Musician? Be my 

guest. Don’t go with the crowd. But have compassion. 

Respecting yourself and others is the only mandate. 

Own a skill. Hone it. No one retires if she has an 

extraordinary skill-set useful for humanity.   

Know that you will not always succeed. And that it is 

okay to fail. The adventure of trying something out-of-

the-box is valuable in itself. Accept defeat and pick 

that mantle again, girl. Keep going. Be audacious and 

explore potentials. 

I promise to respect your views even if they differ from 

mine. And to accept the bonds you nurture. Make 

friends from the heart and chances of mishaps will be 

few. True friendship transcends barriers of money, age, 

caste, creed, religion, country and sometimes 

language even.  

I promise to give you every book you ask for. What a 

wonderful trait my girl has inculcated! Reading will 

widen your horizons and trust me, there is no greater 

joy than curling up with a good tome. And keep asking 

questions - who, why, what and how. It is the only way 

to grow.     

 “You are beautiful, you are intelligent, you are strong, 

you are important,” my chanting will continue as and 

when.  Contrary to what you think, it is not a mantra I 

made up. These powerful lines from Hollywood’s 

celluloid masterpiece called ‘The Help’ left a lasting 
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impression on me. When you are slightly older and 

equipped to understand African-American History, 

three of us will watch it together.  

And that brings us to the undertakings that have not 

been kept: I do not play board games with you.  Nor 

have we watched Harry Potter together.  It is not your 

fault that Mumma is associated with routine and Baba 

with fun of games and movies. But try to understand if 

possible. Work starts for me after dropping you to the 

bus. It is interspersed with demands of running a home 

and taking care of your ailing grandparents. Once you 

are back from school there is a break yet again so that 

you get my assistance on homework, school activities 

and projects. I do it because raising you is a pleasure. 

And so is my profession. Serious writing starts only 

after Baba is back from office and by then all the 

standard practices of studies, bathing and dinner are 

done. But yes, I promise to try and participate more in 

your downtime Monopoly or Wii.  

I assure you, I’ll give you wings to fly.  And roots to 

come home to. Dream, soar and create magic. But if 

things do not work out, know that it is absolutely fine. 

Come home, Mumma will love and accept you 

unconditionally.     

A very prominent writer and activist, Maya Angelou 

once said, “My mission in life is not merely to survive 

but to thrive. And to do so with some passion, some 

compassion, some humor and some style.” I think it is 

an impressive way to lead one’s life.  

Go for it little girl, Create Your Magic. Mumma’s got 

your back. Love You Hamesha,  

Mumma.  

P.S - I wish you called me ‘Aai’ sometime. The End.  
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I will not be there to see  

when you first turn over 

first sit up 

first pull yourself up 

first start walking 

unless you are obliging enough to do it over the weekend. 

Yes, I am selfish. 

I choose to work. 

I choose to sit in my office at my computer 

while you grow and discover life. 

I could say that it is not for me that I do this. 

I do this for you 

to provide you a better life. 
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But why lie? 

I know I do it for myself. 

That you will be benefited by it in a way 

is entirely incidental. 

No, we are not connected 

The way some mothers and children are. 

You don’t really recognize me. 

It is not me who can feed you 

or comfort you when you are distressed. 

But it is me who is awake with you 

in the darkest hours of the night. 

It is my hand on your body  

that keeps you from waking 

in your restless phases. 

Yes, I do feel envious 

when you smile and gurgle with the maids. 

And I have to remind myself 

that is enough for me that you smile 

even if the smile is not for me. 

It’s enough that you live and thrive 

and this I promise 

that even though I may not always be around 

in your darkest hours and your troubles 

I will always be there for you. 
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Being a mother of two kids – a nerdy, obedient son 

and Mini-me, the dramatic younger daughter, has 

made me a better human in all ways. And be it having 

fun or being a passionate working woman, spreading 

her wings. 

I actually have a hand-written diary which I wrote to my 

kids during each pregnancy. Reading a few snippets of 

it, I now find it funny and I wish to give it to them 

maybe when they leave home, or maybe when they 

turn 18, or maybe when they need a good laugh. 

From being an adamant, possessive, pampered girl, 

becoming a mother made me a patient, sincere, 

selfless creature – a wonderful woman. Those stretch 

marks and a disproportionate body made me better 

than ever. I used to have the usual routine of work, 

back home, watch TV, eat ramen, chill out, sleep. But 

when life pushed me into a hectic schedule, especially 

after two c-sections,the workplace expecting me to 
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scale up, the family expecting me to take charge – that 

is when I realized my potential. I explored all possible 

interests because I wanted to strike a balance between 

having my identity, separate from my children, and 

caring for them.  

I tried teaching jobs, radio jockey interviews (I finally 

became one), being an artist, poet, dancer, blogger, 

even an author and a standup comic. There is not a 

single field which I wanted to try my hand at and 

didn’t. I think, my kids bring out this new version of me 

each year. As they grow older, I am growing younger 

(someday, I feel we will be of the same age, sharing 

secrets). 

My son, being an introvert and close to a decade old 

now, is very reserved in terms of physical expression of 

affection. I am the only person who hugs, cuddles and 

kisses him (Of course, the biting, scratching, climbing 

on to him part is taken care of by my daughter). 

Though I totally understand that this maturity is part of 

his growth, I used to long for his hugs. One night, 

when he probably had a bad dream, his sleep was 

disturbed. He muttered and tossed and turned and 

finally came to me. “Amma, ammaaa” he cried and 

hugged me tight. I patted him, kissed and hugged him 

to sleep. He fell asleep hugging me back. That is when 

I understood - a mother’s bond is beyond explicit 

expressions. Children trust that their mother is always 

there. And yes, she is! I know that promise is 

something my body, mind and soul have taken when I 

grew them inside my womb. I will always be there for 

him, at any stage in life, at any cost. And I know they 

know it. Every child’s every cell knows this by default. 
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Okie Dokie, let me wipe my motherly emotional tears 

away and ahem.. wear my crazy mommy hat! What’s 

funny? Shh! A secret that every mother knows. One 

that only we know, ladies! 

A mother knows everything, right from why the child is 

crying to what we want for them. So, during our strict, 

parenting ‘TedEx’ speeches, kids know that mommy is 

right and has complete knowledge about everything. 

But, only we know that we are those poor souls, who 

don’t even have clarity on what to wear for that 

evening’s party. We might be in our thirties or forties or 

even fifties, but we are the confused customers 

looking into the mirror in the parlour not knowing what 

hairstyle to go for. We can order food for the entire 

family but are stuck between pizza or biryani in-

between a diet-planned week. The poor kids have to 

think mommy must be right. 

So, a promise to myself that I made quite recently is to 

loosen up a little bit. To err is human, to grow, to fall, 

to babble is a child’s nature. Let me not try to be the 

perfect mother bringing up a picture-perfect child, let 

me be a lovely mother, making sure, the child is 

growing as a right human for this world and a baby to 

us always! 

Of course, this article would not be complete without 

mentioning the lady who shed blood and tissue for 

me.  My mother – a woman of strength and attitude 

but a child at heart. In simple words, even though she 

is old and tired, if I get a headache, she forgets her 

blood pressure and sugar levels and runs into the 

kitchen to make a coffee for me. 

Mothers aren’t just humans, they are the parts of God 

sent exclusively for their kids and family.  
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Dearest K, 

  

The P for never peeing peacefully 

The R for every time I roar 

The O is all the ordinary food I cook 

The M is for the mess and more 

The I is how impossible I am 

The S for the seconds that just flew 

The E is exactly how I failed to keep 

The PROMISE that I made to you. 

  

Oops. I did it again. I promised I’d write a sweet and 

emotional letter to you this Mother’s Day. I promised I 

would forget each of your adventurous ways to make 
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me smile every year since you discovered what the fuss 

over this day was. (It’s slightly difficult to forget the 

taste of Oreo-flavoured water and lemon-grass roots’ 

drink, though.) I promised especially, that I would only 

remember your delightful gurgles, your charming 

goodness, your gargantuan smiles, and push aside 

your endless mischief, your meandering questions, 

your monstrous farting sounds. But no. I am waving 

goodbye to that promise right here, right now. 

  

It’s alright. You’re eight now and have fed on enough 

Roald Dahls to know that this tribe of parents is far 

from perfect. So it’s confession time. I may have 

promised you several things but I have broken a few of 

those promises here and there. For starters, and this 

might be very hard on you but brace yourself, every 

night when I promise we are ALL going to sleep, I 

break that one. I wake up after you’ve slept to 

continue reading. Now, child, understand that you may 

have all the time to read, but ma has no time to sit by 

herself and do that. In fact, she’d love for someone to 

give her a hot mug of coffee or some chilled fresh lime 

juice when she’s absorbed in her book. So, I suppose 

next time you hear me calling out “Lights out”, your 

question should be, “Coffee/Lime juice, mom?” and 

go and get it for me. Now THAT would earn you a lot 

of brownie points. 

  

Also, you know whenever mom goes out with your 

maasis, promising that it is for work, it’s not. I guess 

you’ve figured that out by now though I make a lot of 

hoo-haa to make it sound super important. Of course, 

it is important else, you would not have a sane 

mommy, you know! Well, so what do we do?  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We actually just hang out. We chat, we crack silly 

jokes, we laugh, and we get back. Just like you do at 

school with your friends. Only we don’t have a school 

to go to. Remember child that you have work-from-

home parents so you need to know that they need 

time off too! 

And then, there are some more. I promised I would 

stand outside your school gate on the days you cried 

to go in. I scooted as soon as you went inside. I 

promised I would drink milk too if you did. I have never 

liked milk so… I didn’t. I promised I would solve 50 

multiplication tables if you completed your five. I never 

did; I am done with Maths, kiddo. 

Okay, I am feeling awful now. 

I am a mother. I am a human. Hope you understand 

that nothing could have ever prepared me for this 

mommy journey that you’re taking me on. 

But hey, I have figured out a way to make up to you 

and ensure that I don’t repeat this. So for all my broken 

promises, I promise that I will never ever break a 

promise again. And I promise to write that sentence a 

100 times. Deal? 

Lots of love, Ma 

(PS: Make that 500 times. That will ensure it never 

goes out of my head. 

Here goes… 

I will never ever break a promise again 500 times. 

Done. No, it’s not Smart Alec-y.  

PS 2: Not 500 times, but I can break a promise once or 

twice, right? In a month? We’re cool then.) 
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Dear #loveofmylife Aiden, 

Here is a little something for you from your imperfect 

and slightly eccentric mother: 

I promise to make this world more accepting of 

someone like you, not just for you but for others like 

you, more inclusive, kinder and more open to people 

who are different. 

I promise to change the world for you (as much as I 

possibly can), so you can dream and grow like you are 

meant to and never ever try to change yourself for the 

world. 

I promise to protect you fiercely but at the same time 

make you strong enough to fight your own battles. 

I promise to teach you what I know but at the same 

time learn from what God has given you. 
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I promise to guide you through the ways of the world, 

but I will follow you as you lead me to where you want 

to go, and how you want to grow. 

I promise to teach you to be kind, loving, patient but 

at the same time tenacious enough to get what you 

want, to be single-minded, focused and competitive… 

with yourself - to strive to be the best version  
of yourself. 

While you might be successful in life because of the 

gifts God has given you, I promise to teach you to 

accept your failures graciously, to learn from them and 

never let it affect the larger goal - of being a good 

human being, of being true to yourself, of being 

curious forever. 

I might not be able to compensate for the fondness of 

the father you miss, but I promise to be a mother that  

YOU deserve and worthy of the lovely person that you 

are. Despite not being part of a 'perfect' family, I will 

teach you to make peace with your imperfect world 

and to look at the bright side of life, never judging 

people for their actions and decisions. Yes, life is tough 

but it is also beautiful. Focus on beauty, always. 

I might be a tough mom at times since all of the above 

comes with my own share of personal battles, but I 

promise to set you an example that even though your 

mom may be strong, she and every other woman 

needs to be loved and respected for the person she is.  

I might not have all the riches in the world to look after 

you, but I promise to make your world rich with love, 

curiosity and knowledge. 

Now and forever, Your Mamalee. 
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On life's crazy roller coaster ride, 

We'll watch and wonder wide-eyed, 

We'll scream as we drop 

Then trudge back to the top, 

And together we'll laugh side by side. 
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I saw you slip away  

I saw that smile fade 

That carefree boy 

who was oh, so full of love 

of chatter, fun and joy 

shy away from even known ones. 

That's the day I promised myself  

not to be harsh on you 

To be your ally, in all that matters and not, 

to get your smile back. 

It's not a tale I tell everyone, but something that needs 
to be told. Listen if you may, hear if you have the 
patience and agree, if you deem so. My little boy was 
always a friendly one, even before he turned two, he 
made friends easily in his gibberish tone. Always top of 
his class, teacher's pet and almost a star child. But life 
can't be that perfect, can it? At the age of eight, he 
was a target of vanity that our culture teaches. His 
friends called him 'potty coloured' and he realised that 
his skin mattered more than his intellect and intention. 
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He realised that he was different. I saw the light in his 
eyes dim, but couldn't understand why. Now he was 
trying hard to be liked, cracking jokes on himself. Did 
it get him friends? No, even the ones he grew up with 
shied away. 

Marks dipped, the smile faded and my happy boy was 
replaced by an angry preteen. It's a phase, I thought 
and kept pushing it away. Scolding him at times for not 
studying hard enough or not going down to play. I was 
pretty oblivious to it, until one day it well and truly 
blew up In my face. He had a showdown with kids 
bullying him in school, and what he did he do - he 
retaliated. I tried to talk to his teacher and to the 
parents of the kids who were involved but it did not 
help. That's when I realised matters were to be taken 
into my own hands. I promised myself that I will bring 
back his smile. 

It took me three years to even get my boy to smile. 
Yes, bullying can be really harmful to a kid's 
confidence. One year of seeking expert help, three 
years of me not reacting to his tantrums and rebuilding 
his trust. Three years of not pushing him beyond his 
comfort zone and silently waiting for my happy child  
to return. 

While mothers around boasted of their kids’ 
achievements, I only felt I’ve achieved something when 
my boy finally hugged me and giggled openly. 
Bullying is no fun mommies, so I opened up to you 
because my social posts will never tell you so, but I 
was a broken mom standing strong for my boy not so 
long ago.  

  

Bullies can be both boys and girls. 

Yes, my boy was bullied by a girl, first! 

Bullies are outgoing and aggressive. 

They can also be quiet and sneaky. 

They can be friendly yet fake.  

Talk behind your back  

Depression, anxiety come along and 
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last sometimes for very long. 

Low esteem or aggression  

are all signs of regression 

Headache, Stomachache, palpitations,  

are all built in it's relation. 

Don't ever let the light dim, or smile fade 

Make a promise to self - you will do whatever it takes. 

  

Bullying is not to be taken lightly. The effect of bullying 

can last over several years and can affect your child’s 

personality. Neither the bully or the bullied ever come 

out of it unscathed.  

Bullying is killing our kids. Being different is killing our 

kids and the kids who are bullying are dying inside. We 

have to save our kids whether they are bullied or they 

are bullying. They are all in pain-  

Cat Cora 
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To my daughters, Keya and Nyla, 

After you were born, Keya, I plucked up the courage 
to start writing my first book. And when you came 
along, Nyla, I summoned up the commitment to finish 
it. What I’m saying is, I became an author in the same 
startlingly sudden way that I became your mom.  

But on the verge of both motherhood and my first 
book, I made a promise to myself. Of all the stories I’d 
end up writing, I vowed I’d never write about perfect 
princesses who wait for perfect princes to come along.  

And of all the promises I’ve made, this was a promise 
best broken. I know that now.  
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But of course, back then, when my editor at Penguin 

first suggested I write a princess story, I rejected the 

proposal flat out. Keya, you were 10, and Nyla, you 

were 6. You’d both grown up reading princess stories. 

You’d both paraded about in those awful princess 

dresses – and to spare you public embarrassment, I 

won’t say more about them. You’d both loved pink 

once and gone through an ‘everything should be pink’ 

phase – and now hated the colour. And while the two 

of you were thrilled that I was writing a princess story 

and begged me to name the main characters after 

you, I was afraid you were growing up too fast. And 

that you’d outgrow the princess story faster than I 

could write it.  

This got me thinking. Could the classic princess story 

be tweaked to reflect what it’s like being a girl – or a 

boy – these days? Could I come up with a new sort of 

princess story for girls who’ve outgrown princesses? 

Even maybe, just maybe, a princess story that isn’t only 

for girls?  

‘I’ll do it,’ I told my editor. 

And as I sat down to write, I thought of all the clichés 

of the Once upon a Time story. The overused themes. 

A fair, blue-eyed princess who needs saving from an 

evil stepmother, a witch, or a dragon? Check. A 

handsome, equally blue-eyed prince who fights the 

evil stepmother, the witch or the dragon, and if he’s 

strong enough, all three? Check. The two of them 

falling in love. Check. And getting married, because 

fairytales would have you believe that’s the only way 
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you can live happily forever after.  
I felt exhausted already.  

What I needed was a new fairytale. A Twice Upon a 

Time, to revisit that tired old princess story and tell it 

again, only different. Because girls these days don’t 

want to sit by a wishing well singing ‘Someday my 

prince will come’. Or sweep and swab some random 

dwarf house in the woods just because they chance 

upon it.  

The most kneejerk way to do it would have been for 

me to go galloping off in the absolute and opposite 

direction. I can’t tell you how tempting it was to create 

a badass princess to replace Snow White. To send her 

off on a ship to fight pirates. Lead an army into battle. 

Brandish a sword and throw a few karate chops as 

good as any boy. As good as any boy.  

That last thought gave me pause. It’s where the trouble 

begins, isn’t it? Why do girls have to behave like boys 

to be accepted? Why do they have to be able to do 

what boys do to be considered strong? And what if it’s 

our definition of strength that is tilted against girls in 

the first place? 

So I placed Princess Keya firmly in the palace. No 

pirate ships. No battle axes. I gave her pink dresses,    

a pink bedroom, pink heart-shaped windows, even a 

garden full of roses (all pink, of course!).  

‘She’s a girly-girl!’ That’s what you said, Keya, when 

you found out. Maybe you weren’t that excited about 

being a princess, after all.   
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So I created a second character. An ordinary girl called 

Nyla who dreams of being a princess and is anything 

but one. Now, it was my turn to displease you, Nyla. 

As it turns out, you didn’t like being the ordinary one. 

And I realized, with a start, that both of you were just 

as stuck as my princess characters. Picking from only 

two ways to be a girl. Girly girl, if you’re six and under. 

Tomboy, if you’re older. 

That’s when I saw it at last: the biggest challenge for 

princesses today isn’t fighting pirates or enemy armies. 

It’s fighting mass-manufactured definitions of who they 

should be.  

Maybe boys and girls like you – and the men and 

women that they will one day grow up to be – are 

living, breathing clichés. Maybe we’re all trapped by 

the stereotypes that define us. Boys don’t cry. Men are 

strong. Girls are bossy. Women are multitaskers. 

Mothers always know everything. (Yes, I’ve fallen for 

that often enough!) Princesses are perfect. Maybe we 

all end up hankering to become the perfect people 

that our first fairytales set us up to be.  

  

But what I want to tell you is that people don’t have to 

be perfect – not even princesses – and of course, they 

aren’t. And princesses don’t have to do big, bold 

things to be big, bold people. They don’t have to save 

a species from extinction. Or rescue the human race. 

They just have to create a little wiggle room within 

their princess worlds to be themselves.  

So when Princess Keya says ‘I quit!’ and shrugs off her 

old role, everyone around her is forced to change, too. 
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Because change is like a forest fire. All it needs is one 

spark to get it blazing.  

Why do I tell you this now? Because the two of you, in 

the full bloom of youth, are more creative than any 

artist, any writer. Because what you are in the process 

of creating is something infinitely more important than 

a work of art. What you are in the process of creating  
is yourselves.   

And that’s why I urge you to become the authors of 

your own stories. To have the courage to say you want 

something different, even if you don’t always know 

what different is. To work out the people you will 

become, with no help from kings, queens, or me. And 

maybe some of these things will be so hard to do that 

in comparison, fighting dragons will seem easy-peasy.  

But you’ll find that the adventure to define yourself is 

always worth it. And that what you could possibly 

become is limitless if you weren’t girls or boys first – 

but people. With different destinies. Different choices. 

Free of judgment. Free of the need to fit in. 

On Mother’s Day this year, I make you a new promise: 

to let the two of you grow into any and every sort of 

girl you want to be – from girly girls and tomboys to all 

things in between.  

And that’s a promise I intend to keep. 

Always, Mom 
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Please read the offer document carefully before 

investing.  

Oh, wait! This is about investing in promising children, 
isn’t it?  

No! I mean, yes! I mean, promising our children that 
we will… 

Oops! You mean making a promise to them? I thought 
it was about raising promising children! That terms and 
conditions apply. Hell, I knew there was a catch. 

We invest our time, our efforts, our sanity, our money, 
our everything into our children and treat them like 
mutual funds – the more diverse the portfolio, the 
better. The higher the returns, the better. But we need 
to realise that parenting is the most inconsistent truth. 
It is a science where every experiment has a different 
outcome even though we expect the conclusions to be 
the same. And that’s obvious because every parent is 
different. Because every child is different. I have two 
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boys and they are like chalk and cheese. I may try the 
same thing with both, but they react and act in 
completely and utterly different ways! And I believe 
that’s true with everyone. 

As a parent, I have oftentimes felt the pressure to raise 
ideal children – best in everything, sophisticated, 
smart, eloquent, confident, intelligent, know-it-all 
types. Our perception and understanding of what’s 
‘best’ itself are skewed. And I won’t deny falling prey 
to this façade of parenthood that sucks you in like 
quicksand – only if you do the best for your child will 
your child be the best. We set benchmarks and cross 
thresholds, failing to understand that often, the best in 
your children comes out when you simply let them be. 
For they are already the best, isn’t it? 

Before we make our promises to our children, here’s a 
promise we need to make to ourselves as parents. We 
need to keep the faith. We need to stop hounding our 
children to be something or the other. Something that 
they aren’t. For we tend to overlook what they really 
want to do or be in our tunnel vision of things. We 
don’t realise, but we may be threatening their mere 
existence – the irony lies in the fact that we want our 
kids to master ninja skills when they’ve barely learnt to 
walk and talk, while we will read articles and type 
social media posts on how we don’t want our children 
to grow up and how we need them to stay little and 
child-like for a while longer!  

So, here’s an ode to my children. It’s risky, like an offer 
document, because they will read it and they may hold 
it against me if I don’t stand by it. But nonetheless, it’s 
a promise, and I’m going to keep it. 
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This world, oh’ this zany and gruelling world 

Full of contradictions 

Is going in directions it shouldn’t 

The pressures of growing up 

The pressures to be  

The master of all 

And jack of none 

Are nothing but cruel! 

So, I promise you that I won’t care! 

Really, I won’t care if you win or lose 

For it only matters that you tried your best and did not 

Give up. 

I won’t care if you aren’t a who’s who 

Or part of TED-ed clubs in school! 

For it only matters that you do  

what you love 

and seize, not medals, but 

moments. 

Never would I care if you are burly or girly, 

Or many other futile things some people say, 

For it only matters that you are strong and fearless 
enough  

To stand up for yourself 

And others. 

I won’t care if you’re not among the coolest kids in 
town 
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Or the most sought-after boys,  

For it only matters that you are 

A true friend. 

I wouldn’t care if you cry when you’re in pain 

For it only matters that 

You cried. 

Because it’s human 

To feel.  

I would care less if you lose something you love 

Or are hurt, 

Because that’s life! 

For it only matters that you remain 

Grateful 

For what you still have. 

For it only matters that you talk. To me 

Or to someone else, 

And find strength in conversations 

And hugs, 

And understand that  

Nothing’s ever built to last. 

Did I ever tell you how I’d never care two hoots about  

The way you look – tall or fair or dark or handsome? 

For it only matters that you look  

Happy, 

Every smile telling me that the world is, perhaps, 

a much better place! 
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I really won’t care if you’re not  

The most intelligent kid ever born, 

For it only matters that you are  

Kind and grounded 

And in difficult and demanding times, you are 
collected and 

Wise. 

And I won’t care if you’re not perfect 

For perfect is just an illusion. 

For it only matters that you’re honest and 

Unpretentious and 

Always you! 

I just wouldn’t care if you’re a superhero or not, 

For it only matters that you are 

Real, 

Mindful that you are capable of 

Bringing about change, and 

To those in need you’ll be compassionate and 

A hero. 

This world is still beautiful 

With all its flaws. 

This world is still worth fighting for! 

Don’t idolise my generation, 

Don’t look up to us, 

For we are responsible for what it is 

Now. 

In all this smog and dust and debris 

That we have created, 

I promise you that you will still find buried, 
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Copious amounts of 

Kindness 

Care 

Joy 

Hope 

And above all 

Love! 

This is not just a promise, 

I truly mean everything I’ve said so far and more. 

I honestly won’t care 

Only because I truly and deeply care. 

And my promise to you is no matter what… 

I’ll always be there, 

I’ll always be there. 
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When you’re a child, you crib about your parents’ rules 
and discipline, about doing the household chores, and 
sundry other things. We’ve all done it, our parents 
probably did it too, and our children follow suit. It’s a 
universal phenomenon, as inevitable as the waves in 
the ocean or your infant waking up and wailing just 
when you’ve sat down to eat. And then you have your 
own child and you realise – amidst a confusing mix of 
your pint-sized version’s yowls, laughter, helpfulness, 
and laziness – just why your parents raised you the way 
they did! 

When Juhi was born and, later, Aniruddh, my promise 
to them was very simple: that I would do my best to 
bring them up the way my parents brought me up. 
With a tweak here and a tweak there to fit their 
individual personalities but, in the main, following in 
my parents’ footsteps – taking from them the precious 
baton of guiding a young child to grow into the best 
human being he or she can be. 

And that’s no easy task! Maintaining a dual face of love 
and firmness is a balancing act, that’s for sure. On the 
one hand, making sure that your child never lacks 
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emotional security while, on the other, being 
sufficiently strict when the need arises. Working out 
the idiosyncrasies of each child's behaviour and 
guiding them accordingly. Always ensuring that you’re 
blending more than enough of those essential bear 
hugs with that equally necessary discipline. Listening 
to their tiniest concerns and allaying them.  Praising 
them when they do well and encouraging them when 
they don’t. And giving them the Stink Eye when they 
misbehave. It’s not a skill like any other, I tell you, 
seamlessly morphing between drill sergeant and hug-
and-kiss ATM! 

Then, as they grow older, letting the children develop 
their skills and talents, and not pushing them into a 
vocation that’s not to their liking. 

Sometimes it’s quite easy – my children enjoy listening 
to my supply of anecdotes, and it’s great fun to slyly 
instil values in them by means of endless chitchat! 
Books can be a sneaky teaching tool too. The 
emphasis on “Do as you would be done by” in Charles 
Kingsley’s The Water Babies that I read as a child made 
a lasting impression on me, and I hope that my 
children discover similar gems to live by in our well-
stocked bookshelves at home. 

This is what my parents gave me. This is what I have 
promised to give my children. This is the baton that I 
hope will pass down the generations. 
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My darling Neel, 

When you had just started to learn how to write  

To  express yourself through words,  

You must've been barely 6,  

You gave me a card on my birthday. 

It said, "Mama, Thank you for always lis-ning to me".  

It was the greatest compliment  

I had ever received 

Buddhist philosophy instructs us to  

Always and only seek  

Wisdom, courage and compassion.  

These three, it says, are enough to navigate  

Through all the twists and turns  

That life in this world will present you with.  
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Wisdom? 

You don't need that from me. 

You will find it all around you 

In teachers, in friends, in lovers,  

In partners, in situations 

If you stay present, wisdom is all around you 

An ever eager teacher 

Courage?  

You don't need me to give you courage 

This  you will find inside in only one place 

Inside yourself 

And you will be left 

Speechless and overwhelmed 

At just how much courage you have within you 

Courage of a lion king 

To bravely deal with any challenge  

And emerge victorious 

Compassion?  

Why look at me as the only bearer of compassion 

You will find it at every corner when you give it 

And its grace and kindness will leave you stunned 

When you receive it 
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Wisdom, courage and compassion 

These three are already yours 

I see it in the way you go about your life  

As a 10-year-old 

And when you present these to the world 

Through your thoughts, words and actions 

I am left gobsmacked 

So what can I promise you? 

What can you count on me for? 

Just the lis-ning 

Without prescription,  

Without judgement,  

Without condition. 

A listening ear,  

My shoulder to rest your head on,  

My lap to sleep on   

A long hug with me wearing your favourite brown shirt,  

(which you insist makes me more 'huggable') 

A space to be your authentic self 

To be vulnerable 

For to have someone to listen to you 

Give you the space to be you 

Is perhaps the hardest to find 

This space 

I promise you  

Always. 
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Then:  

Promises to my Unborn Child 

1. I shall love you unconditionally, even when you show 
vampirical tendencies and attack my sore breasts. (I shall 
only assume you take after your father). 

2. I shall not grumble when I’m woken up in the middle of 
the night for a feed… I shall just keep all of that in account 
when I’m 95, have Alzheimer’s and expect you to do the 
same. 

3. I shall try not to get too upset when you sneak in that 
occasional slab of chocolate to bed, and find you and the 
bed smeared in gooey ants the next morning. 

4. I shall not blame your genes on your father when you 
show up with a C on your report card. 

5. I shall keep my cool when you insist that you want a 
tattoo for your sixth birthday. I will try and con you into 
waiting till you’re 18 instead. 

6. I promise not to get too hysterical when you miss your 
first 11’o clock curfew, and not conjure up horrible 
scenarios- I’m going to have a tough enough time trying to 
dissuade your father from setting off in the car armed with a 
shotgun. 
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7. I shall try not to pretend to be super cool in front of your 
friends, so you’ll feel at home when they discuss their 
uncool parents, who never understand. 

8. I will never compare you to your friends/ classmates/ 
cousins just as long as you promise not to compare our 
parenting skills with your grandparents’ 

9. I promise to see you fall, scrape your knee, bleed, get 
stitches, and have the strength to send you back out into 
the world. But there’s no guarantee I won’t be bawling my 
eyes out, the moment you’re out that door. 

10. I promise to love your daddy just as much as you, so 
you know that he’s part of the miracle that is you. 

Now:  

That was more than 13 years ago. I’m now the mother of a 
teenager and an 8-year-old with the social life of a 
Kardashian. Suffice to say that every single one of these 
promises has been broken by me, at least once, if not 
several times over. As mothers, we start out with the best of 
intentions, but of course, we are seldom prepared for the 
baby that we are saddled with (in my case it was as if they 
knew the promises I was making and conspiratorially 
rubbed their tiny hands together, saying, “Challenge 
Accepted!”).  

But, I’m still your mom, my loves, I see your “Challenge 
Accepted” and raise you a new set of promises. Am I 
tempting fate by penning down these promises? Probably. 
Will I be bested by the kids once again? Most likely. But 
hope springs eternal and all that so here goes: 

Promises to my babies who think they’re all grown up 
now 

1. I shall still love you unconditionally - this time it shall be 
when you roll your eyes at me. And I know I can’t blame 
your dad for this one. I can hear my parents chuckling in the 
background.  

2. I shall definitely grumble at being woken up in the 
middle of the night - but I’ll sleep sounder knowing you’ve 
come to me with whatever’s bothering you, however trivial, 
rather than bottling it up. 

3. I shall try not to get too upset at that occasional piece of 
chocolate sneaked into bed - because, in all fairness, I 
didn’t really share my bar when I snuck it into bed last night. 
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4. You’ve now shown up with a ‘C’ on your report card a 
couple of times. And we always say the same thing whether 
it’s an A or a C - it’s okay if that’s the best you can do after 
you’ve tried your hardest. But if it’s because you’ve not 
bothered to make an effort, baby, I will rain hellfire upon 
you. 

5. I’ve figured out the tattoo thing - I’ve gone and gotten a 
few myself. Now it’s no longer something you do to rebel 
against us. You want to be a true rebel, you keep your body 
skin-and-piercing free. Ha! 

6. So far, we haven’t skipped any 11 o’clock curfews. That’s 
because we haven’t had the courage to extend the curfew 
until 11 yet. But there was the time when one of you got 
lost in a busy Bangkok market - TWICE! You’re lucky we 
don’t have you on a leash since then. 

7. I don’t have to try not to be the cool mum in front of your 
friends at all. Apparently, it is a skill mothers of all teenagers 
automatically acquire. I am currently very uncool, very mean 
and very old-fashioned all at once.  

8. I still don’t compare you to others. But that hasn’t 
stopped you from comparing us to your friend’s parents. 
Quite unfavourably, might I add. We fall woefully short of 
expectations. You might want to get used to it, kids! Life is 
seldom fair. 

9. You’ve had more falls and scrapes than I can count. Some 
of them pretty serious too. And I didn’t have any trouble 
letting go of you then. But those wounds that you get on 
your heart? Because some thoughtless kid has been cruel or 
unkind? How do I protect you from those, love? How do I 
ever let go, trusting that you will recover?  
I do still love your daddy. But I’d be lying if I say it’s just as 
much as the two of you. You can bet it’s the same for daddy. 
We’d throw each other into harm's way in a heartbeat if it 
meant protecting you. Although I’d miss him terribly and 
mourn him forever.  

10. These promises are nowhere close to complete and I 
probably will come up with a new one every day, as both of 
you teach me to be a better mom, a better person every 
day, with the kind of stunts you pull (deep breaths. Deep 
deep breaths). But remember this - my love for you will only 
grow; it is unwavering and I will be your most ardent 
supporter throughout your life. Mother Promise!  
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The first time I saw you, 

Truth be told - you were a bit blurry 

A few grainy spots in a speckled whoosh 

Even the Sonographer scratched his head a bit 

The next time and the time after that  

You reached further 

Blurry dots assuming some form 

A heartbeat, a rhythm  

Little feet, 1-2-3-4...10 toes 

Ten little toes! 

A puckered up nose  

And a mouth in a pout 

Oh how much I waited to see more and more of you 

And with each passing day I seemed to know 

Feel you growing, gnawing, reminding me of your 
existence, your presence  

It felt alien and new, yet old and familiar 
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‘We both are learning,’ I told you 

Forgetting my multivitamins and the reading aloud to 
the womb  

I don’t think you noticed -but I still felt guilty 

(The beginning of a pattern that  continues till today) 

And then you were born  

And the world went tipsy - oops- topsy turvy 

I heard you cry and the tears streamed out unbidden 

Then, I saw you and the space in my heart that was 
always yours  

but I had never known about - just opened  

I was unprepared - and how! 

So many things I learnt 

I hated  

I gave up  

I went back and picked up again 

You taught me things - even if I pretended and 
continue to pretend to be the one who knows 

No, I don’t 

Yet, I know this much 

And this is what I promise you 

Even if don’t know - I will try till I do 

(And kiddo, I expect no less from you!) 
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To my darling Chutney, 

I would love to fill your title lap with wholesome 
memories of perfection, an untainted childhood, 
brimming with the best, the finest and the happiest. 

Alas, what I offer instead are the realities of this world 
you will grow up in, the terrain you must charter  
with courage. 

No. There is no war being waged out there. But you 
will face many internal battles. When it is wise to be 
mute, a world of possibilities for the sharp and astute. 
Know then, that it is time to speak, but it is better to 
be a rumble in the sky than a cunning, hurtful dagger 
of lightning. 

Yes. The world is a beautiful place. But not if you leave 
the decoration to others. No-one is responsible for the 
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dreams that you dream and the canvases that you 
paint, hold the brush, firm. 

Why? You ask me about the use of simplicity and 
humility. Because the voices are getting louder and 
sharper. The opinions, more pointed and treacherous. 
Measure your words, balance your thoughts and 
remember that once your words leave on a bus, they 
shall never return. Be humble. Be kind. 

How? Is there a way to be courageous? Of course.  
The world is full of people who have lived, people who 
have died many deaths while living and resurrected 
like the Phoenix. They hooked their fingers onto faith 
like you latch your little one on to mine. Never lose 
hope. I dare you not to. 

When? Will you have everything you ever desire? Be 
the envy of the high heeled, flashing diamonds? 
Remember you don’t need sparkles to fuel your flight 
to the skies. Birds carry nothing but their humility 
beneath their wings. Wish for the sun, moon and the 
stars, but let the journey trample none. 

Who? Is anyone really dependable? So many, yet 
none. Make your own fortune. You will find your voice. 
You will find your feet. You will hold on to your soul. 
And you will live with gumption, with your head held 
high, with no-one helping you keep it that way but 
your own spine. 

Which? Is the path to happiness straight and pothole 
free? No. Whether you go left or right, consult with 
your heart, for it will never send you too far from what 
it is that you seek. You will find the greenest blades of 
happiness growing around the tiniest of pebbles. 
Don’t go looking for the big rocks. Collect the pebbles 
in your pockets. 

�57



12 May 2019

One question after another. Life is like a train, lugging 
bogies rattling with unanswered questions. You can 
either shake with it, creak and grain under its burden 
or chug along, at the pace that suits you and helps you 
keep your happiness. 

It’s funny that I am leaving you with this mountain of 
advice when the truth is that I have learnt more from 
you than the line up of hardbound books that gather 
dust on my shelves. 

I know now. The tiniest hands can save you, the 
smallest of feet can show you the way and the 
sweetest of smiles can save your soul and your heart 
on the darkest and rainiest of days. 

You have mended me like a kind tailor when my 
resolve has been torn to shreds, you have cooked up 
stories and laughter in a cauldron of innocence when 
stormy days were ahead. Like a wise old hand, you 
have taught me lessons of strength and resilience.  
Like a gentle mother, you raised me as I raised you. 

Forgive me for this endless scroll of sombre guidance. 
Aren’t we at our happiest best being silly, laughing at 
ourselves and the world, giggling our troubles away? 
Worry not. Nothing will change. I will show you this 
amazing world, hand in hand, till my feet carry me. 
Then when I can walk no more, I shall see this 
wondrous world through your bright and starry eyes. 

Always be the sweet, sour, pungent and fiery little 
chutney that you are! 

Love you to teeny tiny bits. 

Your Boo Boo. 
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My darling Amara, 

Your great grandmother, my beloved Naniji, was 5 
years old when she was adopted by a doting aunt in 
Shimla. Her Masi grew so fond of her that she didn’t 
even want to send Naniji to school! Naniji grew up 
without knowing how to read and write, and although 
she married well and was an excellent cook, her lack of 
education became the biggest bane of her life. In turn, 
Naniji promised her children the one thing that she 
didn’t have: an education. Sadly, at the age of just 35, 
she became a widow. She was left alone to raise five 
young children. Her brother-in-law gave her a small 
stipend of Rs 400 each month for her expenses. Of 
this, Naniji earmarked Rs 50 a month on each child’s 
school fees. This left her with a measly Rs 150 to feed 
and clothe her family. Yet, she did not budge from her 
truth, and despite all odds and struggles, she sent her 
children to the best schools in Shimla, and they lived 
the unrealised dream of their mother.  

In turn, my mother, your beloved Naniji, studied hard 
and became a gold medalist at Punjab University.    
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She went on to have a stellar career in the civil services 
and retired as the Chief Commissioner of Income Tax 
in Mumbai. Sadly, the burden of having to work for a 
living left her unable to pursue her passion for 
painting. In turn, she promised her children a life of 
passion and creativity, even feeding them red (beet) 
chapattis and green (spinach) puris, so they could learn 
to always think outside the box. Today, your Mama is a 
stand-up comedian and your mother is an author, 
living the unrealised dream of their mother.  

In turn, your mother, yes your beloved one, has 
education and passion (sadly, not good cooking skills) 
as part of her legacy. Despite this, I was put into a box 
by society thanks to my gender. I was told: chup raho, 
adjust kar lo, tolerate karo, keep quiet! I was called: 
chikni, chameli, bitch, slut, virgin etc. In turn, I promise 
to give you freedom from gender expectations. I 
promise not to put you in a cage of gender 
prescriptions. I promise never to treat you as a ‘girl’ or 
a ‘woman’ but as a human. You can wear blue or pink, 
cry or not cry, be sensitive and be courageous, dance 
Kathak or a be a wrestler, save for your dream wedding 
or your dream house, like boys or girls, be the 
breadwinner or stay-at-home mother. But no matter 
who you are or what you do, I promise to always 
encourage you to speak up because silence is the 
biggest violence against women. I promise that I will 
encourage you to never think of yourself as a victim, 
no matter what curveball life throws at you, but to 
always think of yourself as a warrior. And in that way, 
you can live the unrealised dream of your mother.  

In turn, I ask only that you promise your children, my 
beloved grandchildren, whatever it is that I am 
inadvertently unable to give you so that your children 
are born into a better world and leave behind a better 
world. For isn’t that the only legacy we can truly leave 
behind?   

Love, 

Yours, beloved, forever. 
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“She hates me… and I deserve that. I don’t keep my 
promises. I want to… but I can’t. I wish I was as good a 
mother as she wants me to be.” A tear escaped  
her eyes.  

“Do you have a count of my broken promises to you?” 
An experienced voice asked her.  

“I don’t… you were the best. And whatever promises 
you broke were insignificant… because you kept the 
ones that mattered.” She said as she caressed a 
wrinkled hand.  

“Oh! But I do… I remember every promise I ever 
broke- even the insignificant ones… because mothers 
always do. However, rest assured… just like you don’t 
remember my broken promises to you, your daughter 
won’t remember your broken promises to her.  
Because she would know that you kept the ones that 
mattered.” 
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Hey Kiddos, 

The nice aunty at FMC has asked me to jot down the 
promises I made to you. Well, to write ‘em, I first need 
to make ‘em (now you know who to blame). All-righty 
then, 7 cool promises coming up. Why 7, you ask? 
Well, Daddio and I made as many to each other - as 
we discovered later, you were part of the deal* - so, 
let’s call it even-steven, shall we? Here goes:  

Promise #1 

I’ll always be there for you, I’ll always be around… yup, 
even during house parties. Especially during house 
parties. You may be too young to throw them now, but 
throw them you will. At an unspecified date. In the 
near future. *Shudder* So, I promise not to go away 
for the weekend ever. Hey, I’ve seen Superbad, I know 
what goes down during house parties.   

Promise #2 

I’ll be your friend… on Facebook, Twitter, Instagram, 
and every other social media platform out there that 
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you happen to be on. I can just see you roll your eyes 
and go, “You call them followers on Instagram and 
trolls on Twitter, Mom!” Coolio, I’ll be your friend, 
follower, troll. And don’t even think of blocking me.   
I’ll have plenty of time when you’re old enough to 
open your accounts. In other words, multiple handles. 
<Insert favourite supervillain laugh here >  

Promise #3 

Your secrets will be safe with me… what? You don’t 
want to share your personal diary, your cell phone’s call 
log, your WhatsApp chat archive, and your browser’s 
search history with me? Fine. I promise to keep trying 
my bestest to hunt down those secret hiding places, 
crack those passcodes and master surveillance tech in 
a bid to gain access to that wealth of data. Trust me, 
it’s all for your own good. Just ask Facebook. And 
Cambridge Analytica. And Trump. And Vlad. 

Promise #4 

I’ll keep the communication lines open… Imma speak 
to you, my dear Gen Z baes, in a lingo y’all 
understand. Adorbs, isn’t it? And you thought Mom 
wasn’t all that. That calls for a high five. Anyone? 
Anyone? Come on, it’s rude to leave someone 
hanging. Or do you just say ‘leave someone hang’ 
these days? Uff, so confusing it is.  

Promise #5 

I’ll never embarrass you… I don’t get it, you know. 
What’s so embarrassing about calling you by your 
nickname in public (I mean, padduraam is a perfectly 
respectable nick, ask anyone) or showing off your nude 
pictures (chillax, they are only your baby pix) to guests 
or hugging and kissing you in front of the entire school 
bus or whistling loudly and cheering wildly each time 
you appear on stage during the Annual Day function 
or pleading with you to “Do that ‘jhingalala ho 
jhingalala ho ho’ dance, na, and show Uncles and 
Aunties”? Hey, I’m really proud of you and your 
extraordinary, mind-blowing, God-given talents. If that 
makes me a wee bit enthusiastic and demonstrative… 
okay, okay, hyper, so be it. Tell you what, if you display 
your phenomenal dancing skills when we have people 
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over, I’ll bust out my favourite move - whatchamacallit, 
that wonky pendulum kind of dance routine which is all 
the rage with you guys these days… floss- woss 
something - when your friends come over. I’ll get 
better at it with time, epic pinky swear. 

Promise #6 

I’ll watch over you… your shoulder, actually, all those 
exciting EPL and IPL matches you are hooked on. And 
make them all the more exciting with my running 
commentary peppered with original jokes (“Guess why 
little Lionel wasn’t invited for play dates? ‘Cos he was 
Messi! Har har!”) and astute observations (“How cute is 
that Captain Kohli of yours”) and sharp insights (“The 
match is so fixed”). 

Promise #7 

Promises are meant to be broken, you say? I wouldn’t 
count on it. Because I’ll never change ever. And that’s 
a promise. So, like your Daddio, don’t go holding your 
breath, okay? 

All my unconditional love, bear hugs and sloppy 
kisses,  

Mommy  

*Moral of the tale: Only ever make a promise if you’re 
wide awake/alert, in a language you understand 
completely, and preferably, without background music 
and chatter. 
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My Dear Jahaan, 

Not a day goes by which doesn’t make me feel 
grateful for having you in my life. I really cannot 
believe just how lucky I got. I do wonder though if 
somehow there has been a mistake. You often seem to 
just know what to do. The rights and the wrongs. The 
dos and the don’ts. You even have a way of making me 
feel better. You are confident that I will have the right 
answers even when I know that I am just winging it. 
You trust that there isn’t anything I can’t do even when 
I do not know where to begin. You have faith in my 
decisions even when I doubt them. You instantly make 
me feel better. You’re like my superpower of sorts. But 
with great power comes great responsibility. 

I am responsible for shaping you, your future and with 
that the future of what you will contribute to the world. 
And while I do not know what’s in store for the both of 
us, I do promise… I promise to love you, nurture you, 
support you. And while it may not always look like it is, 
I promise that it is unconditional. 
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I promise to lead where necessary, guide where 
needed and gently nudge you forward where required. 

And while there will be occasions that I slip up and 
make a mistake, I promise that I always have your best 
interests at heart. To err is human. 

I promise to teach you resilience and empathy. 

And while it may at times seem like an uphill task, I 
promise that should you persevere, the results are well 
worth it. 

I promise to be your reality check. And though I have 
called you perfect in the past, you’re not.  

And while we are all a work in progress, I do promise 
that you’re enough. You do not need to change who 
you are for anyone else. 

I promise to not let you fall prey to conditioning. One 
size does not fit all. It may also be tempting to take the 
easy road and make choices that have worked for 
someone else. 

And while it may seem daunting, I promise that with 
the right questions and attitude, you will find a path 
that is unique to you. And I will push you to pull 
yourself up by your bootstraps, get out in the world, 
and try it on for size. 

I promise to recognize that you are your own person. 

And while it may be challenging for the both of us, I 
promise to remember that. Always. I promise to let you 
walk your path. To make your own mistakes, to pick 
yourself up thereafter and to learn your lessons. 

And while I may not always be able to physically, I 
promise that you will never have to go through it all 
alone. I will always be around as your personal 
guide, your cheerleader even. 
Apart but never Separate. Free but never Alone.  

Lastly, while there may be times that I can’t live up 
to my promises, I do promise to try. My very best. 
Till my dying breath. 
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Dear Cuddles and Sammy, 

You are teenagers now.  

There has been no joy greater than to watch you 
become the young women you are - every year of your 
lives like a petal unfurling and revealing one more 
layer of uniqueness that is you.  The flip side to this 
teenage thing is that the promises I made to myself 
about motherhood are being tested in a rather 
stressful way! 

That said, some things will, however, stay forever. 

Of course, its not like they brought you to me in 
hospital and I dropped you in the crib, and stood at a 
kacheri and put my hand on a holy book and swore a 
lot of things. But yes, right from very moment I held 
you in my arms I realised that you were both precious 
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lives that were entrusted to me (and dad) to nurture 
and protect. I promised then to protect you. 

Then, I made little forts with bolsters and pillows so 
you won’t roll over from your bed, I held your little 
wobbly heads like a precious gem. And when you went 
to school to face for the very first time the big bad 
world on your own, I hung around the closed gates as 
if I could fight your battles for you through telepathy. I 
wept with frustration that I couldn’t save you from the 
bullies. That I couldn’t shield you from mean girls who 
said, “I don’t want to be your friend.” Yes, I promised 
to protect you. That will never change, no matter how 
old you and I grow. But over the years, the promise 
changed. Now I promise to empower you, to bolster 
your capabilities and confidence so that you can 
protect yourself.  

As you grow older and forge new bonds, you will find 
that relationships with come with conditions. And that’s 
good. It makes you considerate and responsible. But I 
promise to be the one you can unconditionally count 
on and take for granted.  I’ll crib. But that’s okay. I’ll 
take your last minute printouts, your please-can-you-
send-book-to-school-I-forgot-it. And yes, in due 
course, I’ll take care of your kids when you want  
“me” time. 

Above all, I promise (to try) to accept you for who you 
are, because knowing that you are loved for who you 
are is a place of peace, that you can go to during 
tough times.  Ideally, I’d like you to make acceptable 
easy, like being the kind of kids who will bring back 
empty dabbas from school, who will not watch TV and 
only read books, etc. but clearly, you are showing no 
such signs – so, yes, I promise to be accepting of this 
and more. 

I promise to never put down your choices, be 
respectful of your opinions and listen, really listen to 
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what you are saying. This is not hard. I am always 
marvelling at your thoughts and opinions. So much to 
learn, including how to handle my Instagram! I promise 
to let you find your own path and help you walk it if 
you need me to. 

Then there are promises I will not be able to keep. I 
want to promise to leave you a world that is still rich 
with the wonders that the Almighty has endowed it 
with – the thickness of the forests, the fullness of the 
rivers, the clean pure air. But we will leave you instead 
a plastic festooned, dry, polluted world. I want to 
promise you a world in which all kinds of people are 
respected and live in harmony. But that certainly seems 
a distant dream. But I promise that I will make sure that 
I sow the seeds of mindfulness and compassion in you. 
And this, in addition to self-reliance and confidence 
will ensure that you will find your own path to 
fulfilment in whatever world you find yourself in, and 
be content with it. 

My love always 

Mum 
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I give you freedom from  

my baggage. I won’t let  

my regrets Build a nest  

in your head, Will not let my  

ambitions Create your  

roadmap.  

Being free, be fearless. Stride into  

the night or light. I won’t let my  

bruises Warn you to stop, Won’t  

throw my experiences at you Like a  

reference book.  

Make your mistakes,  

touch your highs  

I will be the scaffolding Go on, touch  

the skies. Be open, be honest, Be  

true to yourself And always, always  

be kind, Regardless.  
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Adi and Nushu, 

First of all, thank you for helping me write this.  No 
seriously.  Plus, this is probably the last time you’ll let 
me address you by your pet names in public, so thank 
you for that too.   

Like I told you in an unguarded moment recently, Adi 
was the test child I practised my parenting on.  My 
promises to him when he was born included never 
yelling at him or using the phrase “…when I was your 
age”. Yes, I know – I’ve always set the bar too high for 
myself.  It’s a hereditary thing.   

Some of the other promises turned out okay, I think.  
And when Nushu was born I was older and 
considerably wiser (thank you, Adi), so I stuck to the 
important stuff.  Loving you guys unconditionally.  
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Being there for you.  Listening to you.  And as you 
grow older, I’m constantly adding to the list.  

I promise to give you the space to figure things out,   
to make mistakes and learn from them, to become 
independent and need me less and less.  It’s tempting 
to jump in and sort things out, and sometimes it’s 
heartbreaking to say no when you ask for help.          
At many other times, it’s positively liberating to say, 
“you’re old enough to manage this” and to go off and 
read a book.  But I also promise that I’ll come running 
to the rescue if you actually do need my help.   

I promise to respect your privacy.  I feel like I should 
know everything that’s happening in your life, but I 
know you need your space.  I promise to respect that.  
Just a couple of things though.  Nushu, could you see 
your way to waiting till I come out of the bathroom 
before you start asking me complicated questions? 
This privacy thing should work both ways ideally…   
And Adi - I know I can be nosy at times.  It’s usually 
when I’m worried about you. I’m working on it.  Being 
the mom of a sixteen-year-old has been simultaneously 
much easier and much tougher than I thought it would 
be. I haven’t got it all figured out yet.   

I promise to trust you as you choose friends, as you 
make decisions about your life and career, as you 
decide what you need to tell me and what you don’t. 
In time, I will move on to bigger things like trusting 
you to switch the lights off in your room when you 
leave the house... 

I promise to be there for you, even when you think you 
don’t need me. Especially then. 

I promise to support you in every possible way I can.  
Though maybe not financially once you get jobs of 
your own.   
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I promise to let go when it’s time.   

Don’t get that last one wrong.  I’ve promised to be 
there for you no matter what, and I’ll keep that 
promise.  But to thrive as adults, you’ll need to go your 
own way at some point, maybe not too far from today.  
I’ll always be your mom, and I hope we’ll always be 
close, but I know that some day I will have to stop 
thinking of you as kids and start thinking of you as 
adults.  I’ll not be responsible for you any longer and 
you won’t be accountable to me either. You won’t 
need my permission to stay out late or get a tattoo. 
You won’t need my signature on your passport 
application.  You won’t need to consult me before you 
decide to marry or change jobs or buy a car.   

It’ll be an exhilarating time for you (at least at the 
beginning, before bills and EMIs kick in), and nerve-
wracking for me.  I promise I’ll be ready for it, and will 
do my best to make sure you are too.   

Thank you for being the best kids I could have ever 
hoped for. 

With all my love, 

Mamma 
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My precious Bobo, 

I know you are going to squirm because I publicly 
mentioned your nickname, but what the heck - that’s 
my fundamental right and I am only exercising it! 

Now that you are a freshly minted ‘teenager’, I can 
safely unwrap everything about my Mommyhood 
journey till date because I know you will understand. 
And also, tell you what I eagerly look forward to in the 
next Saat Janam (7 lifetimes). Oops, did I just say 
Janam? Well, Yes! I meant it with all my heart and 
however brave & strong I may come across, it will be 
heart-wrenching for me if you don’t reciprocate the 
‘Saat Janam’ pact! 

Okay, let’s get facts straight. I am a mother. I did what I 
could to help you survive through your baby 
adventures. Mothers are supposed to be singing sweet 
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lullabies, but I secretly sang my favourite Bollywood 
songs while rocking you. I got back to work full-time 
when you were a bundle of energy and joy, all of 18 
months old. It is important for me to add value to my 
life, both as a professional and as a mother. You were 
an absolutely wonderful child, who made it so easy for 
me to go out there and pursue what made me happy. 
And then to have your Dad and grandparents, lending 
that solid support was the icing on the cake. I haven’t 
been around during some of your most important days 
in school- whether it was that dreaded fancy-dress 
competition I had to get you ready for (and as a 
creatively-challenged mother, I always dreaded those 
days, and thankfully, you didn’t fancy it either), also, a 
couple of your Sports Days when you have made me 
beam with pride at winning the race, (I wasn’t there to 
cheer you on, but I was clued in all the time and 
getting first-hand updates from your Dad and Abu).     
I have secretly wept when I was told you won the first 
prize or that you fell and bruised your elbow, but I am 
happy you were always around with family and today 
while I wish to be all over you, you don’t want any of 
us around and want to enjoy all the limelight, quietly 
and without any tamasha ( in your words). So, will give 
in to that for now! As you were growing up, I did have 
to brave the stern gaze of your teachers as you have 
messed up a couple of times, but I was happy doing 
that as long as I knew you were just doing what kids at 
your age were supposed to do. You and I both know 
how many times we have had the term ‘ADHD’ thrown 
at us, but your Dad and I were certain, you were an 
extremely active and energetic child with a good deal 
of intelligence (courtesy your Mom’s genes) and we 
never wanted you to let go of that. We are glad we 
stuck to our guns and you still manage to keep that 
energetic streak going, without complaints from your 
teachers.  

You are my soul pancake and the boy who makes my 
heart flutter the most. Ssh.. don’t let Dad know. I know 
you love your new found ‘teen’ independence but I 
love you more and so you are going to have constant 
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questions about your whereabouts and other erm… 
things being thrown at you. I love how forthcoming 
you are about your opinions, the much-needed reality 
check you give me, your crazy and absolutely lovable 
sense of humour and how you are pursuing your 
passion for soccer and guitar. Actually, these last two 
are a very deadly combination and you shall soon 
thank me for steering you in that direction. Okay, let 
me stop here. I haven’t steered you anywhere, you 
picked up both these interests on your own and you 
should be very proud of yourself. But this doesn’t 
mean I am not going to nag you about your unkempt 
hair, your messy shoes, your screen time, your love for 
Fortnite, tidying up your room, doing your homework 
on time, getting the laundry sorted and getting me 
that amazing toast-sandwich that we both love. So, get 
your teen hormones geared up while I get my peri-
menopausal hormones ready to embrace the joy of 
what lies ahead for us. 

I want you to have a blast doing what you love to do, 
to be kind, to have the courage to do the right things 
and always stay happy. Cheers to you my Bobo and I 
wish you all the love, fun and happiness.  

You are also the reason why your Mom loves her wine 
so much. 

Love you and shine on, my boy! 

From, 

Your Insta-less Mom  
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Dear boys,  

At teenage, most promises that we make to each other 
at dawn break by dusk and the warring parties retreat 
to their camps sullen and sulking. No one wins. No 
one loses either. We stay in a suspended state of 
conflict. At night, once you sleep, I creep into your 
rooms, ruffle your hair, straighten the blanket, and 
sometimes even manage to steal a goodnight kiss.   
Do you know that even today, when I whisper ‘love 
you,’ you mumble it back in your sleep just as you 
used to as a little child? I sometimes also whisper a 
sorry. As a parent, I am not beyond mistakes. And 
hence I apologise, sometimes after you are asleep and 
sometimes in broad daylight after I have swallowed my 
pride. I promise to let my heart mend itself every time 
your teenaged rage breaks it. I promise to let you in 
when you offer a hesitant apology. I also promise to 
help you mend yours. No matter who breaks it.  
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Despite the severity of our arguments at times, I 
promise to always be by your side. I promise you that 
this storm will pass; that we love each other despite 
the fact we do not see eye to eye on matters involving 
length of hair and condition of your room. I might 
seem like your worst enemy some times and at others 
an alien from a far off planet who doesn’t speak your 
language. But I promise to try to understand you.  

I promise to not take up your fights. They are your own 
to pick and win or lose. I will fight the world for you 
though. You will never be alone. If you decide to move 
against the tide, I will not help you wade the water. But 
I will keep an eye out for anyone who tries to push you 
into rough seas. It won’t be easy. Every time someone 
pushes you back, I will be tempted to sink their ship. I 
promise to have faith in your ship-sinking abilities. I 
promise to fight myself while I watch out for you.  

You will find failures as you go along. I promise to not 
make the path easier for you. That would be unfair to 
you both. I will, however, always help you pick the 
pieces, regroup and march ahead. I will also falter. I will 
be tempted to make all your troubles go away. For 
those times I need your promise to stop me. For you 
need to be caught at a dead end to be able to scale a 
wall. And when you scale that wall, you will always find 
me cheering you on.  

As one of you stands on the cusp of adulthood and the 
other at the peak of teenage, I promise to fight the 
doubt that keeps knocking at my door.  Are my babies 
ready? Will they ever be? Have I done enough? The 
tiny questions grate on me. They make me doubt 
myself as a parent, and you as a child ready to take on 
the world. At times like these, I promise to try and 
always remember my job as a mum – to love you 
endlessly, to fight you strongly, and to fight for you 
fiercely.  

I promise not to give in. I promise to believe in you.  
In us.  
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I never wanted to have kids. Why would anyone want 
to bring life into this violent, corrupt, overpopulated, 
polluted planet? Why would anyone inflict this 
existence upon another living being?  

I watched my friends struggle with their cranky little 
babies, forever complaining that their lives were 
ruined, forever complaining that their kids were brats, 
forever comparing my freedom to the lack of theirs, 
and I wondered why anyone would willingly inflict this 
punishment upon themselves! 

But that was before I got pregnant with you.  

You came to us as a surprise. Completely unexpected 
but not unwanted!  
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Despite all my earlier misgivings, I chose to have you. 
No one held a gun to my head. I chose to keep you in 
my life, I chose to be your mother and with that 
choice, I made a promise to you.  

I remember the exact point in my life when I realised 
that I had chosen to be a mother. It was when I saw 
you for the first time on the ultrasound screen when I 
went in to get my pregnancy confirmed. There you 
were, a little blob on the screen, your miniscule heart 
fluttering like the wings of a butterfly. I saw this fragile, 
beautiful, living being growing inside me and all my 
fears washed away like bubbles on the surface of a 
stream, making way for new emotions to flood in and 
take up the space that fear had left behind. 

I swore I would protect you from that day on, shield 
you from the harshness of this world and yet make you 
strong enough to face it one day. I swore I would bring 
you up so I could be proud of you and you could be 
proud of yourself. I swore that, now I had decided to 
have you, I would not bring you into this world alone 
(which is exactly why your brother appeared precisely 
fifteen months after you were born). I promised to give 
up everything so that I could give all of myself to you 
both…and the truth is, I never really gave up anything, 
I just put it on a shelf for a while, just as long as you 
two needed me. 

But, most importantly, I swore that I would never 
complain about this beautiful journey upon which I had 
embarked with you and your brother. I swore not to be 
like so many of my friends who would complain about 
their kids. I swore to never allow our relationship to 
come to the point where I’d say things like “my child 
doesn’t listen to me”. I swore I wouldn’t be the mother 
who mourns school vacations and grumbles that her 
child doesn’t communicate. I promised never to make 
you feel like a burden because you “changed my life 
and stole my freedom”. 
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I had chosen to take this path and had dragged both 
of you along with me down it, how, then, could I 
complain that you were a burden to me when it wasn’t 
you who asked  to be born? I swore that we would 
enjoy this journey together without leaving a single 
thing to look back at with regret. 

And what a journey we’ve had! We’ve had our ups and 
downs of course and I suppose it was hard in the early 
years, not that I knew any better – I had nothing to 
compare it with, see – that’s the thing! People would 
ask me how I managed with two toddlers and if it was 
more difficult than just handling one and I would reply 
that I didn’t really know since I was doing this for the 
first time.  

And to be honest, I had nothing to complain about! 
You were both like twins! You were and still are best 
friends. I brought you up together without a break in 
the sleepless cycles and diaper changes, which is 
actually a great thing! Imagine getting used to 
sleeping through the night and then suddenly having 
to go nocturnal again! No, I had nothing to complain 
about at all – each and every one of your phases 
growing up was better than the previous one, and 
considering the fact that I loved each phase – it was 
like having my cake and eating it too. 

As I kept my promise of never complaining about 
motherhood, for some strange reason it became a self-
fulfilling promise! The more I enjoyed motherhood, the 
more enjoyable it became! The more I believed that 
you and your brother were amazing kids, the more 
amazing you became! It was as though you knew 
about the promise and instinctively worked at helping 
me keep it. 

It is the strangest thing; this one simple promise 
became more like parenting tool! Not wanting to 
complain about parenting, I did everything I could to 
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make sure you guys yourselves had nothing to 
complain about, you see, it’s a circle – content, secure 
kids are great kids to be around which makes for 
happy mothers which makes for easier parenting which 
makes content, secure kids!  

You’ve both grown into happy, positive young adults, 
without any sense of entitlement. You’re obedient and 
communicative, respectful and perceptive, helpful and 
incredibly funny…and you both have this amazingly 
healthy self-esteem…and I sometimes wonder. Your 
father and I often sit together when you’re both in 
bed, and we dissect both of you. We wonder where 
we went right, what did we do so differently from so 
many of our friends that, even now, with two teenagers 
who should normally be sassy and full of attitude, 
instead we still have sweet, respectful and  
positive kids. 

We’ve come up with many different theories, but, in 
the end, I think the answer is very simple – it’s the 
positivity you were given from a very young age. You 
fed on it and wanted more, you both became positivity 
junkies! Everything you did, and still do, revolves 
around that. Sure you had bad days, especially the 
terrible twos and thundering threes…and even now 
there are times when you’ve had a rotten day, and 
everyone is entitled to letting off steam, but I love the 
positivity with which you resolve your issues. I love that 
you don’t fall for peer pressure. I love that you respect 
me enough to follow my word as gospel even when I 
know it goes against what you’d really want. I love that 
we talk and listen to each other. 

Yes, I have no complaints, at all…not one! I think I’m 
managing to keep the most important promise I ever 
made, and you’re helping me keep it! 
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A streak of lighting, 

Flashing across the sky, 

Reminds me of how fleeting, 

Everything in life is. 

It makes me pause, 

Marvel at the colours, 

And ponder.  

It sparks this promise from me to you … 

You will have dark times, 

You will have bright times, 

And you will have storms that shake you to your core. 
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They will each swoop in, 

and out of your life, 

Over, 

   And over, 

      Again. 

If you  

Could  

Only  

Remember 

That the dark times  

Will roll by 

Like this storm with the lightning. 

If you  

Could  

Only 

Realise 

That being on top of the mountain too 

Will roll by 

Like this storm with the lighting. 

If you  

Could  

Only 
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Grasp 

That after your own big storm passes 

Sunshine always 

Rolls in. 

Before it all starts,  

All over again. 

Over, 

   And over, 

      Again. 

Cyclically. 

But always, 

Always 

Fleetingly.  

A streak of lighting, 

Flashing across the sky, 

Reminds me of how fleeting,  

Everything in life is. 

This I promise you, my child. 
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Dear Offspring, 

You are fifteen years old. For fifteen years you have 
been a constant reminder that I’ve been basically living 
with my heart outside my body. It is a cruel world out 
there, rash drivers, pedophiles, people who double 
park and jump queues, and I’m not always there next 
to you to take care of you. I won’t be able to anymore, 
as you grow older and get into college, junior college 
and then undergrad. There is public transport to 
negotiate in this, maximum city, and that is enough to 
have me going into panic attacks. Then there is the 
anxiety about college and college bullies. And there’s 
the anxiety about not being around to see you reach 
major milestones in your life. But I promise you this, 
you must know that your mother will always have your 
back. Your parents will always be your safety net, you 
can go out into the world, explore it, fall a bit, fail a bit, 
and come back. We will be there, no questions asked. 
Ah well, maybe some questions asked and some ‘I 
Told You So’s, but never mind those. Those are default 
programming wired into the parental brain.  
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I promise you that I will not be your friend. I will always 
be your parent. You will have plenty of friends all your 
life, you will have only two parents, I’m going to make 
darned sure I play the role demarcated for me by 
biology and society. I promise you I am going to try my 
hardest to make this world a better place for you to 
live, whether it is consciously trying to cut down on 
wasting water, recycling and upcycling waste, 
consuming mindfully, or advocating a more mindful 
lifestyle. I may not be able to change much, but I can 
definitely do my little bit, and hopefully pass some of it 
down to you. I promise you I will not be judgemental 
about any potential life partner you bring home to 
meet your father and me. Whatever reservations I may 
have, I will keep to myself and your father. Your life, 
your decisions.  I promise you I will always be honest 
with you, even if there are things that might hurt you. 
And finally, I promise that I will try to be the best 
mother I can be to you. I may not be the perfect 
mother, I may not the ideal mother, but I will always be 
the best mother I can be. And I will always remember 
that you were given to me for a reason, to make me 
realise that there is more to heaven and earth than I 
could ever realise and that you are my own, not-so-
little private miracle. 

Much love, 

Your mom 
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My only daughter Swaraa, turned eighteen recently. I 
took a break from my hyperactive work life when she 
turned fifteen. During her journey from Grade X to XII, 
from fifteen to eighteen years, we discovered our 
relationship for the future. I call it a journey of a 
thousand days.  

During these thousand days, we wrote a book, 
together titled “54 Reasons Why Parents Suck”, which 
is my promise to become better as a parent. Certainly, 
it can become a ‘universal promise.’ 

In a nutshell, here goes: 

I would never consider ‘disagreement’ from your side 
as a sign of ‘disrespect.’ I promise to understand that 
‘defying’ is your learning mechanism if ‘controlling’ is 
our raising mechanism. 

I would never take the ‘Parent’ tag seriously, carrying it 
like a monkey on my back. I agree that how you turn 
out doesn’t solely depend on my actions as parents. 
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Children want to have a performance appraisal for 
parents. After all, why should the children be the only 
one to get assessed and labelled, all the time? I 
promise to be a part of ‘rate and review’ that you wish 
to subject parents to. 

A study concludes that it isn’t so much a matter of 
what you ‘do’ as a parent, it’s who you ‘are’. I promise 
not to work on you like a project. I promise to work 
upon myself. 

I promise not to become a social media activist who 
overzealously plays the game of ‘sharing’, ‘forwarding’ 
and ‘liking’ various posts. I promise not to send you 
friend requests incessantly or wish you online on 
different occasions. 

I promise to value your ‘intentions’ more than the 
‘outcomes’ that they generate. I understand that 
parents might be the only people who saw you toiling 
hard even when you lost. 

I promise to walk the tightrope between ‘intimacy’ and 
‘independence’, gifting you both. 

I promise not to offer an ‘opinion overdose’ to you in 
the disguise of suggestions, advice and instructions. 

I promise to help you wear your ‘authentic’ face at all 
times, not worrying about the ‘group’ mask under the 
lure of peer pressure and social validation. 

Finally, I promise to read the disclaimer, “My child is an 
original piece. Any resemblance to any person, dead 
or alive, is incidental.” 
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I’m not sure all these years later if it was just a figment 
of my imagination, but the only memory I have of you 
immediately after you were born, is of cradling you in 
my arms and looking into your luminous large eyes. 
‘She has eyes like stars, and we will name her 
Nayantara,’ I told your delighted father before falling 
into exhausted slumber post an excruciating 30 hours 
in labour. 

I was probably not the most-hands on mom around, 
not even a half-way decent one, and I can’t claim to 
have been there for your every milestone. When I 
watch television serials and advertisements where 
moms in glamorous clothes, blow-dried hair and 
impeccable make-up talk about the joys of watching 
their toddlers take their first step or saying their first 
word, I remember the time I was raising you.  The only 
clothes I wore back then were baggy maxis to hide my 
pregnancy weight; I had no time to hit the gym and as 
for blow-dried hair and make-up, I was lucky I had the 
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time to shower and run a comb through my hair as I 
rushed off to work after putting you to bed.   

I was much younger than you are today when I had 
you, dear Nayan, and I was ambitious. Like so many of 
us from that generation, I believed I could change the 
world and make it a better place. And so, when 
neighbourhood do-gooders hinted frequently that I 
was not being a good mother to my school-going 
child by going to work and staying out so late, I paid 
little heed to them. You would probably get the award 
for the child who ate the most cheese sandwiches for 
lunch in school, but I know today that you know I did 
the best I could while trying to balance the competing 
demands on my time. You see, I wanted to be there for 
you but there was- and is- a part of me that wants to 
live not just for myself. Your grandfather, a wonderful 
man who spent his life working for the poor and the 
downtrodden, told us that human beings have the 
duty to reach out and help others and not just live life 
selfishly for ourselves. 

There was also a part of me that wanted to follow my 
own dream. I grew up in a small Mumbai suburb where 
the social mores were such that I lost some of my 
friends to early marriage- it broke my heart when my 
closest friend was married off at 18 to a boy she had 
never seen. I have never seen her since then and 
sometimes I wonder if that would have been my 
destiny too if I had not had the good fortune to have 
parents who believed in the dreams their daughters 
nurtured. I am grateful I got to follow my dream and it 
fills my heart with joy when I see you living your own 
dream as a successful pastry chef. I remember I tried to 
nudge you into taking up a job with a five-star hotel, 
but you wanted to become an entrepreneur and have 
your own patisserie. Dear child, I am proud of how you 
refused to buckle under incessant pressure and how 
systematically you went about co-founding Parisserie. 
My friends tell me that the pastries and entremets you 
create at Parisserie are sweeter because of how sweet 
and kind you are - and I couldn’t agree more. 
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This might sound like yet another of my bhashans that 
annoy you, but there are things that I want to tell you 
that are too important to leave unsaid and I do hope 
you will listen to me with an open mind. 

Dear Nayan, as you embark on the adventure of your 
life, remember that nothing on earth is more important 
than your dignity and self-worth. As you the walk the 
path that you have chosen for yourself, let no one tell 
you that you are not good enough; don’t let negativity 
and naysayers pull you down or distract you from your 
goal. Let the flame of pride and self-worth burn bright 
within you always. You have had the good fortune of a 
great education, use that to help those less fortunate 
than you. Not all of us have the means to give lavishly, 
but each of us comes to this world with some gift, and 
I hope you will use your talents to help those who 
could do with some help. We live in a world that is 
divided by hate and distrust; I hope your endless 
capacity to accept and embrace those who are 
different from you helps bring down a few walls. 

You are a young woman with a mind of your own, but 
to me, you are still the tiny bundle I brought home 
from the hospital, snug in a red-and-black checked 
shawl. I remember spending sleepless nights fearful 
that I would not hear you cry for me if I fell asleep. 
There are still nights when I stay awake, concerned 
about your wellbeing and what the future holds for 
you. 

Your grandmother tells me it is time you married and 
had a family of your own. And even though I might not 
be the most qualified to advise you about matters of 
relationships, I hope that your choice of a life partner 
will be someone who shares your dreams and is kind 
and respectful to you, your family and to the people 
who matter to you. And when you have found that 
man, be his best friend and create a happy world for 
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yourself. In the years after I married and became a 
mother, I let the demands of my career and my little 
new world take me away from my parents, my siblings 
and my friends. By the time I realised my mistake, my 
parents had aged and gotten used to my absence. I 
wish sometimes that I could turn the clock back and 
reclaim those magical years of my youth when I could 
have been around my parents and built memories with 
them. Don’t make the same mistakes, dear child. Our 
relationships are our biggest wealth, don’t squander 
that away in the belief that they will always be around. 
My father passed away three years ago, before I could 
tell him how much I loved him and how precious his 
presence was in my life.  

Call your grandmother every day and tell her you love 
her. Your call will mean the world to her because it was 
she who raised you when I was away building my 
career. And call me every day to say hello because I 
wait to hear from you, even though I know I give you a 
lot of unsolicited advice. 

It has been 27 years since the day I first held you in my 
arms and when I see what a fine young woman you 
have grown up to be, with your kindness, compassion 
and good grace, my heart swells with pride. And when 
I see the hope shining bright in your eyes despite all 
the challenges that you have faced in your life, I know I 
have dispensed my duties as a mother successfully. I 
might not have given you gourmet meals or thrown 
rocking birthday parties for you, but I have raised you 
to be a fearless, confident woman who needs no 
external validation for her talent and abilities.   

Be well, my child and know that, no matter what, I will 
always be there for you. I love you. 

Mama. 
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I promise I will keep you safe 
Deep within my heart 
I promise I will keep you happy  
No matter how far apart  

I promise to love you forever  
Even through fatigue  
I promise to let you fall 
And smile through my teeth  

I promise to be there for you  
When the world is not enough 
I promise to be tough on you  
Cos the sea sometimes is rough  

I promise aloud sometimes 
And sometimes within 
Some promises turn out okay 
And some fail right in  

I never fail to make new ones 
Cos I live in eternal faith 
That you are always filled light  
And guided like He sayeth 
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Dear Vivaan and Jai, 

As a young mother, I never made any promises.            
I guess I was just too busy figuring the whole 
motherhood gig, and promises were honestly, not part 
of my to-do list. I just went about doing my thing and 
surviving my motherhood journey. Along the way, I 
started a community for mothers, so I could bond with 
other mothers and learn a thing or two from them. 

But as you grow into your teens and tweens, I think it's 
time to make some promises. 

Back then, our world was small and our worries were 
just about sleeping through the night or getting potty-
trained. Today, it seems harsher and bleaker. Every 
other day, as I read about atrocities against women,     
I wonder who these men are. How did they grow up to 
be so evil? As a mother of two boys I often wonder, am 
I doing or teaching you boys the right things? 

Now that you have left your baby milestones far 
behind and are closer to turning into young men,         
I want to make promises that I hope you live up to. 
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I want to make promises so that I can be proud of the 
men you turn into. 

  

- I promise to talk to you every day and find every 
small reason to talk about treating women right.           
I promise to raise you into men who will grow up to 
respect women. To know right from wrong and to 
stand up for the women in your lives. 

- I promise to teach you that taking or sharing 
inappropriate pictures, videos or spreading rumours 
about women, fun as it might seem in the moment,    
is downright wrong.  

- I promise I will not support any old fuddy-duddy 
patriarchal practices, so both of you don’t think it's 
normal, the way society does. I will teach both of you 
that girls are not objects, but human beings and that 
we won't ever be flippant about it at home. 

- I promise to always be the other voice that’s heard 
very loud and clear at home, so you give your partners 
the space to exercise their views in your future homes. 

- I promise to teach you that the women in your lives 
may not need your protection, but they don’t need any 
of your objections either. 

- I promise that your dad and I will treat each other 
equally and speak for each other ( just like I am doing 
now), so you know that your wives can do the same 
and vice versa.  

- I will teach you that love does not exist without 
respect and respect rarely comes when partners are 
not treated or thought of as equals, at all times.            
I promise to teach you that you should be friends with 
your partners before anything else. 

- I promise that both of you will learn to let your 
partners be who they are and never make them feel 
like they have to be someone else. 

And before you turn into strapping young men, I 
promise I will make both of you into proud feminists.  
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We started this book on a wing and a prayer - we had a dream, and we could only hope 
we had enough mothers who dreamt with us. So when we received so many responses, 
we were overwhelmed. So, thank you to all the contributors, to the moms without whom 

this book would have remained just that - a distant dream. 

I’d also like to thank you, dear reader. I’m hoping our labour of love was well received. 
We’d like this to be the sort of book you cherish and keep coming back to, when your 

child is 5 months or 5 years or 15 or even 25. And through it all, we hope you keep 
reminding yourself of your own little promises to your children (or yourself - after all, like 

we always say, a happy mom makes for a happy child). 

If  you loved the book, do remember to share this with your mommy tribe, and as always, 
keep visiting www.firstmomsclub.in for all #MommyMatters 

              -Thank You 




