
Is it possible to Live without a Mother’s Love? 

 

 

Entry statement:  

I lost my mother 4 years ago to chronic kidney disease, extremely common and treatable with 

a transplant. Tests were being done, dad was found to be a matching donor, mom was put on 

dialysis and all seemed to move in direction of a successful kidney transplant. It was 

diagnosed on 18th October 2015. She died on 18th March 2016 due to a brain haemorrhage. 

No kidney transplant. 6 months. I was only 20. Since then, I became the General Secretary of 

my university, graduated as a physiotherapist with honours, worked with some of the best 

athletes, landed a post graduate course in sports medicine at the University of Glasgow. All 

without a mother’s love. 

An orphan might have a different answer to this question. Someone who knows what a 

mother’s love is will tell you a different story all together. I can vouch for “You realise a 

value, when you’ve lost it”. Then again, my life has gone ahead the same way as it would 

have if my mother was still alive. I’m not saying I didn’t lose anything. But I seem to ask 

myself one thing repeatedly. Am I paying a cost of the lost mother’s love? 

 

 

 



Christina Rosetti (1830-94) wrote some of the most beautiful sonnets. One of which is her 

“First Love”. Her mother. 

“Sonnets are full of Love’ 

And this my tome has many sonnets; 

So here now shall be one sonnet more; 

A love sonnet, from Me 

To her whose heart is my heart’s quiet home, 

To my first Love, my Mother, on whose knee 

I learnt love-lore that is not troublesome; 

Whose service is my special dignity” 

 

Even more poets have written about their mothers. The love, sacrifice, role in their bringing 

up, struggle; all have been well documented throughout history. What more could you ask 

from a woman than a gift of Life? There are more poems, songs, sonnets, stories about a 

mother’s love than there are about a lover’s love. How do you even compete with a Mother’s 

love? You don’t. 

 

My mother was one of those born during the growing economy and radical changes in India. 

Born second of the 5 siblings to parents who only wanted a son and ended up having 4 

daughters before eventually having a son. My grandparents were pretty poor. The thought 

that they would let 4 girls go through all the hardships only to have a son angered my mom 

until pretty late into her life. As she finished college, she did 2 jobs to support herself, her 

education and lend a hand to my grandmother in running the house. Even through all of that, 

theirs was a happy family compared to many others during that time. She grew up to be the 

most responsible of them all. Respected and looked up to by all her cousins and family alike. 

One thing she absolutely knew was that there was no alternative to education. Something that 

she very much instilled in my sister and myself since an early age. You did not have to be 

extraordinary, but good enough that education could sustain your livelihood. She eventually 

went on to get a master’s degree (still rare in the 1980’s, especially for a woman) as a social 

worker. My parents got married (arranged marriage of course!)  in October 1994. I was born 

in July 1995, a honeymoon baby if you can call it that! My birth neither stopped mom from 

working nor did it ever affect my upbringing. She worked with women and children in slums, 

empowering and educating them, and helping them lead a better life for themselves as 

opposed to the rotten environment they were stuck in. 

 

I would specifically like to make a note of how this shaped up her personality. She was 

already a down to earth person growing up. However, working with the underprivileged 

made her even more humble and aware of the situation out there. A major sign of a married 

woman in India is the gold jewellery that she wears. My mother stopped wearing all of it 

once she saw the plight of the women and children in the community, she worked in. The rest 

of my family were sceptical about this gesture, as my mother defied the ‘normal social norms 

to be followed by a married woman’. My dad completely supported her decision and she 

gained even more strength to work harder in that aspect. Things like this never stopped my 



mother and is one of the biggest reasons for my immense respect for her. However, with both 

my parents working full time, I grew up with my grandparents. No complaints there 

whatsoever. But you could say that I wasn’t exactly showered with mother’s love until 5 

years old. That’s when my sister was born. Even more distribution in MY mother’s love. Still 

no complaints at all! 

 

Because I grew up with my grandparents, one of the major nightmares I had in my teenage 

years was about them passing away. I used to wake up scared, on the verge of crying and 

asking my mom what I would do if something like that actually happened. She would always 

have some answer for me then, that would soothe me temporarily and distract me from the 

harsh truth of death. As I grew older, I began understanding death as a concept and slowly the 

nightmares went away. I always wondered if my mom ever felt jealous of me being closer to 

my grandparents than her. I never asked. And she never showed it, whether or not she felt it. 

It was only after she was diagnosed with Chronic Kidney Disease (CKD) in October 2015, at 

a stage where a kidney transplant as early as possible was her only chance of survival, that I 

first thought about my own mother’s death. I was 20. I started thinking of how my mom’s 

role in my life affects it. Whether it will be difficult to survive without her. I will definitely 

survive, I thought. She had shaped me in a way that I was perfectly capable of surviving 

without her. What I worried more was if I would be able to Live. 

 

Great people have attributed their successes to their mothers. Michael Phelps says, “If not for 

my mom, I would not be where I am”. George Washington, Wilma Rudolph, Thomas Edison, 

Jane Goodall, Charles Chaplin, Caroline Kennedy, Stevie Wonder, to name a few, have all 

given their mothers credit for their extraordinary lives. Actors receiving Oscars, Politicians 

taking presidency oaths, students receiving International Olympiad prizes, Nobel Laureates, 

all have included their mother’s contribution in their successes.  Does this mean I would have 

no one to give credit to? Or even worse. Will I never achieve anything extraordinary without 

a mother’s love and support? 

 

There is a very beautiful scene in one of the movies that came out recently, ‘To all the boys 

I’ve loved before’. The female protagonist, who lost her mother when she was a kid, says “I 

forget there was a time when it wasn’t just my dad, my sisters and me.” I have been in that 

split-second situations, where I’ve so gotten used to the life without a mother, that I forget 

there was time when her presence would have made a difference. It this then, that I realise 

that her presence might have made a difference. 

 

Let me assure you that is not an autobiography nor a philosophical discussion. This is barely 

my take on the life of a 20 year old who has lost her mother. A mother’s love and 

contribution have been talked about so much that it almost feels like a stigma when you don’t 

have one. People look at you with you with pity when you tell them. Bosses, friends, teachers 



go on to think that any time you’re sad is because of that loss. Why is a mother’s love so 

important? My father loves me just as much. My sister loves me a lot. My future husband and 

kids will. Then why is most of the happiness, success in your life attributed to a mother’s 

love? Think about the orphans, kids in foster care, kids with convicted mothers, children with 

drug/alcohol addicted moms. Does that mean their mothers don’t love them enough? Who 

decides the scales used to measure a mother’s love? Who gives one a right to see one’s life as 

a measure of their mother’s love? I plan to write my own life story irrespective or losing or 

having a mother’s love. That doesn’t mean I won’t miss her. That doesn’t mean she didn’t 

have any role in me achieving that success. And that definitely doesn’t mean that I might not 

have any worthy successes or achievements. 

I just refuse my life, my career, relationships, my goals, my future to be defined by the 

number of years, amount and quality of my mother’s love that I received or missed out on. 

You might think it’s foolish of me to think that I can do all of these things without my 

mother’s love just because I lost it quire early in life. You’re absolutely right. But what we all 

are missing is the fact that life isn’t about ‘ifs’ and ‘buts’. No one can know how my life 

might have turned out had is still had my mom with me. no one knows how tour life is going 

to turn out with your mom in it. What happened when both of us end up at the same 

milestone in life, on the same paths? Me without my mother’s love. You with yours. Does 

that mean I don’t need a mother’s love? Does that mean your mom’s love was incompetent to 

make you into anything different? Aren’t you then measuring your mom’s love when you 

compare yourself to me? Aren’t you contradicting yourself when you said ‘No one can put a 

price on a mother’s love’? I am not being naïve nor inconsiderate of the value of a mom’s 

love. I know I would never know how my life might have turned out if my mom was still 

alive. But one thing that I’m sure about is that if I didn’t live my life with my own strengths 

rather than depending on a mother’s love as a shield or reason for motivation or a constant 

push to get along, my mom would have been the first one to be disappointed in me. 

Since my mom passed away, I kept searching for the answer to ‘what is a mother’s love?’. I 

am nowhere close to getting an answer. But I do have some experiences that made me aware 

of a few variables that matter. I believe I can live with the personality, the character that my 

mom helped build up, in the 20 years that she was a part of my life. But does this mean than 

an orphan who never had a mother to shape him up, will not have a good personality? I don’t 

have an answer to that either and doesn’t seem like I will in any foreseeable future. As I 

mentioned in the opening paragraph, we would never know an orphan’s answer to this 

question. How to do you comment on something you have never experienced? As for me, the 

personality I gained, will help me drive me for the years to come. It drives me right now even 

after losing her. And it would have driven me even with her alive. That’s what I answer when 

someone asks me if I miss not having a mother’s love. The fact that I would still strive to live 

my life by my rules and face hardships head on is partly the result of my mother’s short found 

love. So what if she was only there for one third of my possible life? 

I dived into the actual, happening years of my life after my mom passed away. I became the 

general secretary of the Student Council of my University, graduated as a physiotherapist 

with honours, worked with some of the best national athletes, went on amazing trips, landed a 



masters course in sports medicine at the University of Glasgow. All without a mother’s love. 

I had to learn from my experience on my own. There was no mom to go for advice, to cry 

when something went wrong, to share when something amazing happened, to laugh at the 

craziest jokes, to cuddle just because I was sad over something insignificantly stupid. I 

experienced all my ‘firsts’ after my mom passed away. The first job, first kiss, first beer, first 

cigarette (which did make me cough for the whole night!), first solo trip, first real 

relationship, first rave party. I won’t say I’m glad to have to have those experiences by 

myself, but I lived through that and came out with some of the best memories one could ask 

for. When people ask how I came though ‘some of the most influential years’ of my life 

(apparently one is most influential in their early 20s) without a mother’s guidance or love, my 

answer is ‘I don’t know’. Because I don’t know if not having a mother made me less 

influential or it made me learn more things and influenced me a lot more than it would have 

with her with me. Me and some of my friends whose moms are very much alive (I’m glad for 

that!) have turned out to be quite similar in lot of aspects. One such friend who was with me 

during graduation is also here in Glasgow with me for the postgraduation! Does that mean 

life with and without a mother’s love ends up on the same path eventually? 

I am after all talking after my own experiences and people in my life. I haven’t asked or 

spoke to anyone in a similar situation as mine and then tried to find out if they have a similar 

story as mine. Maybe it would be a different story all together. But I like where my life is 

right now. I am proud of how I’ve handled myself until now without a mother. I like how I 

plan to shape up my career, character, my life. There would be very different aspects to this 

perspective from a variety of people who might have a different opinion. My experience 

taught me to lead my life on my own terms and not be defined by how much or how less I 

received of a mother’s love. An important note to make here is that I am not in any way 

inconsiderate of how much my dad’s love was more than enough to compensate for her love. 

But that’s a completely different topic to dive into (one that I plan on doing some day, 

though). 

After all this I can say, YES. It is possible to live to without a mother’s love. Maybe not the 

way you had imagined. Maybe not the way you wanted to. But definitely just as good if she 

was still alive. I want you to think about this for a minute. 
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