
		
			[image: EBOOK_COVER-01.jpg]
		

	
		
			THE MAN 

			HER LOVE 

			BUILT

			A Memoir of Love, loss,

			and Becoming Whole

			NOAH KAIROS

		

		
			Copyright © 2025

			 All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, 

			distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including pho

			tocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, 

			without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews, blogs, or articles.

			 This is a work of nonfiction based on real experiences. Some names, 

			locations, and identifying details have been changed to protect the priva

			cy of individuals.

			 ISBN: 978-1-956369-23-4

		

		
			 Table of Content

			INTRODUCTION.........................................................................................6

			The Single Story...........................................................................................8

			The Perfect Timing...................................................................................10

			In Readiness to Dive.................................................................................11

			To the Audience........................................................................................12

			PART: Foundations....................................................................................14

			CHAPTER 1: THE ABSENCE & THE PRESENCE................................15

			The Father’s Day That Belonged to Mom..............................................17

			When Her Love Filled the Empty Chair.................................................18

			Guardian Angel.........................................................................................19

			True Heroism.............................................................................................20

			The Ignorance of Age...............................................................................22

			Everywhere; Nowhere...............................................................................23

			CHAPTER 2: A WOMAN’S LESSONS FOR A BOY.................................28

			Lesson 1 - You Break It, You Fix It........................................................29

			Lesson 2 - Kindness at a Price.................................................................32

			Lesson 3 - Dirty Dishes, Clean Lessons..................................................34

			Lesson 4 - Bending Without Breaking...................................................35

			Lesson 5 - Get Back on the Bike.............................................................36

			Lesson 6 - Birds and Bees........................................................................39

			Lesson 7 - Watch Your Tone...................................................................40

			Lesson 8 - No Shortcuts...........................................................................43

			Lesson 9 - The Bigger Person..................................................................45

			Lessons Live Forever.................................................................................47

			CHAPTER 3: MASCULINITY WITHOUT A MANUAL......................48

			The Man Act.............................................................................................48

			A Channel for Anger.................................................................................50

			The Thompson Encounter.......................................................................53

			The Powerful Art of Writing It Down....................................................55

			Strength and Tenderness..........................................................................55

			None Is Perfect..........................................................................................57

			There May Be a Manual Afterall.............................................................59

			PART 2: The Journey..................................................................................61

			CHAPTER 4: SCHOOLYARD REALITIES.............................................62

			One-On-One Encounters.........................................................................62

			Experiences Within A Team...................................................................64

			Social Night Eventualities.......................................................................66

			Everybody Has a Bad Day........................................................................67

			Coming Into My Own..............................................................................68

			CHAPTER 5: MIRRORS & SHADOWS...................................................71

			Mr. Thompson.............................................................................................71

			Coach Simmons..........................................................................................72

			The Allure of Shadows...............................................................................74

			Two Conflicting Figures............................................................................75

			CHAPTER 6: A MOTHER’S BURDEN, A SON’S AWEARNESS.........79

			Quiet Sacrifices.........................................................................................80

			When a Child Sees the Strain..................................................................81

			Lessons in Resilience and Gratitude.......................................................83

			PART 3: The Becoming..............................................................................86

			CHAPTER 7: THE MANIFESTO OF MANHOOD EARLY COLLEGE 

			LIFE.............................................................................................................87

			Welcome to College..................................................................................92

			Shadows on Campus.................................................................................95

			The Manhood Equation...........................................................................97

			CHAPTER 8: THE LOVE, INTIMACY & RELATIONSHIPS OF A 

			MAN ...........................................................................................................98

			Imani..........................................................................................................98

			Tara..........................................................................................................102

			Alisha........................................................................................................103

			CHAPTER 9: STRENGHT IN GRATITUDE FINAL MEDITATION..107

			Graduation Ceremony............................................................................107

			The Start of a Profession........................................................................109

			Challenging the Stereotypes of Manhood............................................111

			CONCLUTION: BE A MAN, BE YOUR MAN.....................................111

			A New Vision of Manhood: Presence, Integrity, Empathy................115

			A Conversation Across Generations and Cultures.............................117

			A Call to Action: Redefining Manhood Together...............................118

			A Tribute to Single Mothers - and to the Village that Raises a Man ......................................................................................................................121

			References.................................................................................................124

		

		
			This story is based on true experiences. Some names and details 

			were changed for privacy, but the lessons and emotions are real. 

			This memoir is a tribute to the love and labour of a single 

			mother, and an honest reflection on the process of defining 

			manhood for myself.

		

		
			Introduction

		

		
			The journey of a thousand miles - they say - begins with a single step. They won’t tell you, though, that as easy or reachable it may seem, you cannot take that step alone… 

			I guess I still remember how that step began for me. It was just another morning, 

			much like the one we see every day; shades of the subtle sun, a clear sky and the daring determination to move out there and conquer the world. Mornings always gave new strength. 

			A faint glow of morning light slipped through the kitchen window as Mother flipped the last pancake onto a plate. I was twelve years old, slouched at the table in my wrinkled school uniform, still rubbing sleep from my eyes. The smell of syrup and butter mixed with the crisp autumn air sneaking in through a cracked window. Mother moved around the kitchen in a well-practiced dance of activity - packing my lunch with one hand while nudging my textbook toward me with the other. 

			“Eat up, and don’t forget you have a math quiz today,” she reminded, her tone firm but not unkind. I mumbled a yes with my mouth full of pancake, which earned me a gentle swat on the back of my head - a wordless mind your manners. She had a way of balancing warmth and strictness in a single action. One moment she’d be fussing over a stray lock of my hair that refused to lie flat, the next she’d arch an eyebrow and ask if I’d finished the homework, she saw me neglecting the night before. 

			As I shovelled in another bite, I watched her methodically tie the laces on my worn-out sneakers. Normally, a kid my age might feel embarrassed that his mom still tied his shoes, but I knew this morning ritual by heart: she did it not because I couldn’t, but because she wanted to make sure I started the day cared for in every possible way. It was one of the countless little things she did to smooth the rough edges of our lives. 

			On the counter, her phone buzzed with a reminder for a parent-teacher meeting 

			scheduled for that evening. She silenced it and jotted a note to herself on a sticky note which she proceeded to pin on the fridge whiteboard. She was desperate not to forget. Between her hospital shift and my school events, our calendar looked like a game of Tetris.  

			I remember when I had forwarded my teacher’s mail to her. Of course, I couldn’t ask her directly: 

			“Will your father be joining us?”  

			Mom hadn’t answered that part; she never did. Instead, she’d forwarded it to me with a smiley emoji and a note:  

			We’ll be there.  

			Just the two of us - as always.

			I gulped down the last of my milk and grabbed my backpack. Mom handed me my lunch bag, pausing to tuck in the tag sticking out of my collar. “Remember what we talked about: if something feels tough today, do your best and don’t be afraid to ask for help. Okay, honey?” 

			“Okay, Mom,” I sighed in that drawn-out way preteens do, rolling my eyes for good measure. She responded by tweaking my nose, making me crack a reluctant smile. I realized she was doing it again - playing both good cop and bad cop, the comforter and the taskmaster. In that moment, her presence filled the kitchen completely. There was no gap she didn’t try to cover, no role she wouldn’t slip into for my sake. 

			As I headed out the door, she called after me, “Love you! Be good and be smart!” Her words were both an encouragement and a gentle command. I glanced back to see her standing in the doorway, a mug of coffee in hand, still in her scrubs from the night shift but smiling brightly through her exhaustion. 

			Walking down the block toward the school bus stop, I felt a familiar mix of 

			emotions: pride that she was my mom and a small, quiet awareness that something was missing.  

			At twelve, I couldn’t fully name it, but I felt it - like the hollow vacuum of a presence meant to be filled. Even so, I squared my shoulders. Mom had given me everything I needed for the day packed neatly in my bag and what I needed for my life tucked neatly in my heart.It struck me, even then, in a hazy way: her love was doing the work of two people. And somehow, that love made our little world feel whole, even when it was just the two of us. 

			The Single Story 

			Mornings like these were a familiar routine, but I’ve come to realize not everyone saw our little two-person unit the way I did. And so, with time as I grew into life, I got to learn a phrase. It’s called the “single story.”  

			It was the idea that people sometimes have a single, simplistic narrative about a group of others, and they apply it to everyone in that group without thinking. For families like mine - a boy raised by a single mother - the single story often goes like this: 

			 

			He must be missing something essential. He’s 

			bound to be troubled, or angry, or doomed to 

			struggle. In other words, his home is broken; his 

			father is not present… 

			I encountered that story everywhere, even if it wasn’t always said out loud. On TV, the kids without dads were often portrayed as lost souls or troublemakers, thanks to widespread misinterpretation pushed by the mainstream media. At school, well-meaning teachers offered extra sympathy I hadn’t asked for, assuming I needed saving. There were the neighbours who gave Mother a sad smile every now and then, as if to say poor you, doing it all alone. And there were the occasional classmates who would blurt out questions like, “Don’t you miss having a dad?” - the answer to which was complicated, more complicated than simple a yes or no. 

			The truth is, every family is different. My reality defied the easy label of “broken home.” Yes, there was something - someone - missing, and that mattered. But there was also so much love and strength present that it kept our home standing strong. I wasn’t some inevitable statistic, and Mom wasn’t some tragic figure or saint; we were just a family, with our own story. 

			And so, with close thought and a strong resolve, I have chosen to share that one lived experience in full, in all its nuance.  

			I pour out my heart, not to argue that every single-parent household is perfect or that fathers don’t matter nor to cast blame or spark some political debate about family structures.

			  

			All that matters here is the honesty, as raw, as soothing, as liberating it may be. 

			Because besides the stereotype and the single story; the assumptions that a boy like me was destined to be broken and angry - there were real people. There was my mother, there was me, and there was the life we built together. Our story won’t speak for everyone, but it’s one truth among many. And two truths can co-exist. Perhaps, if I tell it right, it will chip away at that single story and make some room for understanding. 

			Before we dive deeper, I’d love you to experience this story as my one-on-one 

			conversation with you, sharing what I saw, felt, and learned. You should also know that while I’m definitely shaped by my background - I’m just an ordinary man from a working-class family, raised in a place not too different from lots of towns and cities you’d recognize - this story isn’t about any one country or culture or people. I won’t be focusing on the politics of where I grew up or the specifics of the neighbourhood beyond what’s relevant to our personal journey.  

			The themes we’ll explore are human ones: the need to belong, figuring out who you are, finding love and holding onto it, learning to be resilient when life gets tough. Those experiences aren’t confined by geography or race. So even though my perspective is rooted in being the average son of a single mom, I hope readers from all walks of life will see something of themselves in these pages. 

			It’s also important for me to say what this book is not. It’s not a manual or a self-help guide that will give you “10 steps to succeed” or a lecture on how society should be. I’m not interested in preaching or handing out rules. Instead, think of this as part memoir, part reflection. I’ll tell you about real moments from my life - some happy, some painful, many mundane but meaningful in hindsight - and then I’ll share what I took away from those moments. If you find some wisdom or comfort in those reflections, I’ll be grateful. And if something doesn’t resonate with you, that’s okay too. Take what’s useful and feel free to leave the rest. This is a personal story, not a universal blueprint, and I respect that each reader will connect with it differently.

			Because this story involves other people - especially my mother and father - I want to set some ground rules up front, mostly for myself. This is a tribute to my mom’s labour and love, but I’m not going to put her on some impossible pedestal. Yes, in my eyes she was a hero, but she was also human. She got tired, she made mistakes, and she had her own dreams and frustrations. I want to honor her without pretending she was perfect or that she had to be perfect. Celebrating her work as a single mother doesn’t mean I think single moms have to do it all or do it flawlessly. No parent does. 

			As for my father, you won’t find any mud-slinging here. The fact is, he wasn’t around when I was growing up, and that’s a source of pain that will come through in these pages. But I’m not here to publicly shame him or to air every detail of what went wrong between my parents. Where I talk about him or the hurt of his absence, I’ll do it honestly and, I hope, with respect. 

			A note on privacy: in writing this, I’ve changed or obscured a few names, dates, and identifying details. The core of every story is true, but I might blend together a couple of events or use a childhood nickname instead of a real name for someone. This is to protect people’s privacy - my mom’s, my father’s, and even mine. The last thing I want is to cause anyone harm or embarrassment. 

			Finally, I can promise you that I will not sensationalize anything. There won’t be shocking twists thrown in for drama’s sake or any tragic detail milked just to pull at heartstrings. I’m also steering clear of any “culture war” narratives. This book isn’t an argument for or against any social agenda. It’s not about saying one kind of family is better than another. It’s simply the story of how I grew up and what I learned. I’ll keep it sincere, I’ll keep it responsible, and above all, I’ll keep it real. 

			The Perfect Timing 

			You might wonder, why tell this story now? The truth is, I’ve carried it around for years, quietly. As a boy and as a teenager, I rarely talked about what it was like growing up without a dad around. Partly, I didn’t have the words. Partly, I was afraid of being pitied or judged. I didn’t want anyone’s “that poor kid” sympathy, and I certainly didn’t want to prove the people right who expected me to stumble. So I kept my head down and my feelings to myself. 

			But a few things changed as I entered adulthood. For one, my mom and I had a 

			conversation not long ago that planted a seed. We were sitting at the kitchen 

			table - me home on a rare weekend visit, her stirring sugar into my coffee like I was still that little boy who needed every kindness - and she said, almost out of the blue, “You know, you should consider sharing some of what you’ve been through. It might help someone.”

			  

			At first, I shrugged it off. My story? I’m just one guy, nothing famous or sensational about me. But her words stuck. 

			Around the same time, I started mentoring a freshman at a local community college - a bright kid who reminded me a bit of myself at 18. One day he asked me, “How did you figure out how to be a man, growing up without a dad?” He asked it innocently, out of genuine curiosity, but I found myself momentarily speechless. That question lingered with me for days. How did I learn? How did I avoid some of the pitfalls everyone predicted for boys like me? I realized I had a lot to say in response - about my mom, about the men who did influence me in bits and pieces, about the lessons I learned the hard way. 

			And then there’s the world we’re in now. There are so many mixed messages about 

			manhood floating around. Some say a man should always be tough, never show weakness. 

			Others say men need to get in touch with their emotions and unlearn old habits. I felt caught in the middle of those messages, shaped by a mother who taught me tenderness and strength in equal measure. It feels like a critical moment to add a personal voice to that conversation. Not to give a grand theory, but to offer an example of one way it can be - a way that owes a lot to a strong woman’s influence. 

			In the end, I realized the cost of silence was that people like that college freshman - or their single moms - might feel alone in their experiences. If I kept everything I learned to myself, I’d be closing the door on an opportunity to support someone. By telling this story, I’m choosing to open that door. It’s a bit scary, sure - putting your life on display always is - but if even one person finds reassurance or insight in these pages, it’ll be worth it. For me personally, writing this is also a way to honor my mom while I have the chance and to make sense of my own journey one chapter at a time. 

			And now, is the perfect time. 

			In Readiness to Dive 

			Let me give you a sense of what you’ll find as you read on. Each chapter in this book is woven from two kinds of thread: story and reflection. I’ll invite you into specific moments of my life - you’ll be right there with me as I navigate a childhood memory, a tricky situation at school, a conversation that marked me deeply. These scenes will be told as vividly and honestly as I can manage, sometimes with humour, sometimes with raw emotion. It was all a rollercoaster experience back then; it will be right now as well. But I won’t stop at just telling you what happened. After each story, or woven into it, I’ll step back and reflect on what it meant in the bigger picture. I’ll talk about what a particular experience taught me, how it shaped my thinking or my character, and maybe what it could mean for others in similar shoes. 

			Don’t worry, this won’t turn into a lecture. The reflections are there to illuminate the story, not to overshadow it. One chapter might illustrate how I learned to ask for help without feeling ashamed, and I’ll reflect on how important that lesson was for a young boy trying to be “tough.” Another chapter might show a time when Mom’s gentle side and stern side both taught me what real strength looks like, and I’ll talk about how that redefined manhood for me. There are lessons about gratitude, about vulnerability, about forgiveness - the kind of everyday wisdom that isn’t flashy, but sure goes a long way in life.

			 

			I’ve tried to write all this in clear, down-to-earth language. You’ll notice the 

			chapters are divided into short sections. Life kind of happened in pieces - a scene here, a conversation there - and that’s how I present it. That means you can read a section or two, pause and

		

		
			think or take a break if you need, and then come back without feeling lost. It’s a book you can digest at your own pace. 

			To the Audience 

			Now, who is this book for? I wrote it first for sons like me who were raised by single mothers - I want you to feel seen and understood, to know that some of the confusing mix of emotions you might have - love, gratitude, anger, longing - are all valid and shared. I also wrote it for the single mothers out there, as a way of saying I see you, and thank you.  

			Perhaps a mom might even share parts of this with her son, as a conversation starter or just a reassurance that others have walked this path. Beyond that, it’s for friends, family members, teachers, mentors - anyone who cares about a young person from a home like mine and wants to understand a bit better what that experience can be like. And honestly, it’s for anyone who enjoys a story of growth and wants to peek into a life that might be different from their own. I believe we all become a little better when we try to understand each other’s journeys. 

			To help you navigate, here’s a quick roadmap of the book: 

			• Part I: Foundations - These first chapters delve into my early years. I’ll 

			share what it was like in the beginning, when I first felt the gap left by my father’s absence and, at the same time, the full weight of my mother’s love. This part covers the fundamental lessons and experiences of childhood in a single-mother home: how I started learning about life from a woman who had to play both mom and dad, and the first flickers of confusion I felt about “being a man” without a man in the house to show me how. 

			• Part II: The Journey - The middle chapters follow me into adolescence and

			the turbulence of the schoolyard and teenage life. Here, you’ll see how I 

			navigated friendships and bullying, and sought out role models - some good, some not so good - to fill the void of a father figure. This is also where I began to understand the scope of Mom’s sacrifices - seeing her work multiple jobs, experiencing moments where I desperately wanted to ease her burden. It’s a period of trial and error, of testing boundaries, and of slowly realizing what kind of man I wanted to become. 

			• Part III: Becoming - In the final chapters of the story, I’m on the cusp of 

			adulthood and then stepping into it. This part is about how I ultimately 

			defined manhood for myself. It explores my first steps into love and 

			relationships, and how being raised by Mom influenced the way I treat partners and handle emotions. It also focuses on the theme of gratitude - how looking back, I’ve come to see gratitude as one of the strongest pillars my mother quietly built in me, giving me stability and perspective as I face the adult world on my own terms. 

			Throughout the book, I aim to keep the tone warm, honest, and down-to-earth. I’m not going to hide what hurt - when something was painful, I’ll say so plainly. But I’ll also be gentle and compassionate, both to my younger self and to the others in these stories. The language you’ll read is straightforward; not big words to dazzle you or poetic flourishes to overwhelm you. That said, I do love the little details of life - the smell of my mom’s coffee, the sound of her keys in the door, the way my heart pounded at certain moments - and I’ll include those sensory touches so you can be there with me. I promise to avoid drowning you in overly purple prose. 

			
			
		




















































		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
	
OEBPS/font/LibreBaskerville-Italic.otf


OEBPS/font/CrimsonPro-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/font/CrimsonPro-Medium.ttf


OEBPS/font/Spectral-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/font/Spectral-Medium.ttf


OEBPS/font/CrimsonPro-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/toc.xhtml

		
		Contents


			
						The man her love built


			


		
		
		Landmarks


			
						Cover


			


		
	

OEBPS/font/CrimsonPro-ExtraBold.ttf


OEBPS/image/EBOOK_COVER-01.jpg
Ry
AN W)
bt ey

emoir of Love,Loss,

RS

S
i

£
)
it






OEBPS/font/Spectral-SemiBold.ttf


OEBPS/font/LibreBaskerville-Bold.otf


OEBPS/font/CrimsonPro-MediumItalic.ttf


