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Forward by Rachel 
Founder of the Richmond Story House  
 
 My eighth grade English teacher, Ms. Herrema, did not have children.  What’s more, she 
was not married.  What’s even more, she had never married, and she didn’t seem to have a plan 
to fix either of these problems.  In other times or places, this may not have been a topic of 
conversation, especially among middle schoolers.  But in a small Midwest town at an even 
smaller Christian school twenty years ago, it was.  Middle school lore had it that she had been 
proposed to three times and had turned away each suitor, for reasons unknown. 
 When Ms. Herrema wasn’t off breaking men’s hearts, she was at the front of our 
classroom, sharply dressed in conservative but form-fitting long skirts and pastel sweaters.  Every 
day, she drilled us on grammar rules.  We memorize the most-used prepositions and all the 
helping and being verbs. One-by-one we recited “Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening” by 
Robert Frost, until our pacing and elocution met her standards.  She was extremely particular 
about punctuation, and told us we each had three exclamation marks to use over the course of 
our entire lives, and we should choose wisely. Every year, she had her class send letters to a local 
Dutch restaurant called Russ’ to inform them of their apostrophe error. 
 My middle school classmates respected Ms. Herrema, but I adored her.  I think I wanted 
to be her - confident and smart, seemingly unfazed that she had not lived up to a couple very 
understood, if implicit, cultural norms in the area: get married in your early 20s, and have 
children.  She was the first significant person in my life who hadn’t.  To me, she was a revelation 
of possibility.   
 And she was no small part in my decision to become an English teacher myself.  Unlike 
her, though, I would marry (though more than a decade later than most of my classmates, and 
only legally because of a certain 2015 Supreme Court decision).  My partner and I don’t have 
kids, but we want to.  
 I’ve retained my fascination with women who buck convention, especially in the marriage 
and family departments.  A few months ago, I realized I had collected a lot of these women as 
friends, and asked them to write me their reasons why they didn’t have children.   
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What follows is a compilation of those stories, and I’m so delighted with how they came 

together - how they resonate with each other and how they diverge.  How their thoughts seem at 
once fully processed but also raw.   
 Richmond Story House’s mission is to unearth and amplify untold stories in our 
community. These stories of women without children is our first written publication, and we’re so 
excited to share it with you.  Thanks to the Michelle, Kimberly, Jill, Victoria, Rebecca, and Val 
for their contributions, and to Cosima for compiling them. 
 This zine is dedicated to Ms. Herrema, who probably would have caught some errors 
proofreading these stories that I didn’t, and whose story I wish I knew better.  
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By Michelle  

I am both childless and child-free. It's not how I thought I'd ever start a story about my family.  

When I was young, I concocted tales of my tween-age daughter-to-be who drove me crazy 
(probably because I WAS tween-age and driving my mom crazy), and her brother who was a 
sensitive, artist-type. They were high-level stories, not really fleshed out. I knew I’d have at least 
two kids and they’d be smart, sarcastic and gorgeous.  

I was in my 20s when I secretly acknowledged to myself my less-than- stellar chances of 
becoming pregnant. I was overweight, had cysts on my ovaries, irregular periods and possible 
complications from an infection courtesy of a love who lied. I still hoped though, and married my 
husband because he first won me over with how he treated and loved my now-nieces-and-
nephews. He was dad material. I was going to be a great mom.  

Timing. Temperature. Cycles. Interventions. Drugs...the fertility kind. The kind that made my 
brain swell and put pressure on my ocular nerve. You need to lose weight. I gained weight. What about 
implantation? We were told we could artificially inseminate. Insert turkey baster (joke) here.  

Then my fertility world stopped spinning. My brother and sister-in-law were going to have a 
baby. I remember when he called to tell me. I was stunned and so bitterly hateful, though I told 
him I was over-the- moon happy. I cried hot tears and turned a thousand shades of red. I hated 
myself for that reaction for a very long time. And when James, our precious nephew, died as he 
was being born, it took an even longer time to convince myself that I was worthy of life after 
having that initial jealousy.  

After James, I didn’t want to birth a child, but I still wanted a family. I could write for days about 
the adoption process: how hard it is for an atheist and an ex-Mormon to find an agency that 
would accept our application, the vetting process, the counseling, the calls we made to  
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city agencies around the country inquiring about kids of all ages in the foster system, the hateful 
words strangers digitally directed at us due to our blog posts and Facebook campaigns telling 
people we wanted to adopt. Working with an agency felt smarmy, underhanded, cold. I hated 
the entire thing.  

Then it happened. We were told we were going to get “the call” from a family. We’d do an open-
adoption, keeping contact with the birth parents and family. The call never came. I didn’t get out 
of bed for three days. I was undone.  

After deep sorrow and performing radical rebellious acts like leaving my husband (briefly) and 
letting my job fall by the wayside, I realized something. I pursued having children because it was 
what I thought my life “should” be. Had I ever really wanted kids? Probably. But not anymore.  

I lost the weight, stopped corporate ladder-climbing and returned to my husband with different 
ideas of marriage. We left suburbia, and a house with two future-kid rooms, for urban living. I 
run my own brand marketing & strategic storytelling. I walk to restaurants and shops, and to the 
best park where I take my nephew (James’ little brother) to play and swing and see the skyline.  

I would have been a great mom, but that’s not my story.  

I am more child-free than childless. 	

I love the story I’m living.  
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By Kimberly  

Recently, my mother asked, and not for the first time, if I was going to add a grandson to her 
collection of granddaughters. Never mind that I probably only have three eggs left and not 
enough Janet Jackson money to make that miracle happen. I responded with the answer that I’ve 
known for quite some time:  

“Momma, that’s just not my ministry .”  

Putting my diminishing eggs aside, there are certainly other options if I wanted to become a 
parent and times I feel guilty about not wanting a child in my life full time. However, guilt is not 
a reason to take on the responsibility of guiding someone from zero to adulthood. It’s a job that 
never ends. I’m forty- mind your business- years old and my mother and grandmother still worry 
that I haven’t bought a winter coat. I travel for work and every Sunday, I have to tell them where 
I will be and when I’m coming home (Not that they ever remember. Write it down ladies!). This 
kind of love has to be exhausting. And you have to share your food; I hate sharing my food.  

I’ve always had a vision of my adult life. I used to carry this vision around in a backgammon 
game carrying case. Before vision boards and Pinterest, I had the Sears and Roebuck catalog. It 
had everything you needed to build a life! I cut out future me’s clothes, furniture, bathroom 
fixtures and even a non-descript black man for a husband. It was the 80’s; those were the only 
kind of black men they allowed in the catalog. This was a detailed account of my future, a future 
that eleven year old me did not think included children. I had paint swatches for goodness sakes; 
if I wanted to I’m sure I would have cut out a brown baby. My tastes have changed since then 
but the spirit of that backgammon case life remains. I am not implying that I’ve never felt that 
little twinge in my ovaries that says “Let’s make a baby!”, I’m saying I have never wanted it 
enough to make it happen.  
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This does not mean I live a child free life. I love kids. They generally love me right back. As the 
saying goes; it takes a village to raise a child. Some of the most important members of this village 
don’t have children of their own. They are the aunties and uncles who are called on to give a 
much needed break from the pressures of parenting. They are the mentors who take time out of 
their schedules to show kids a different way of life. They are safe spaces for children when it is 
needed the most and this is my ministry.  
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By Victoria  

One summer day, when I was about 10, my best friend, Maggi, and I were eating watermelon 
when she said, out of the blue, “Ya know, you can get pregnant if you swallow a watermelon 
seed?” Wait. What?!  

I stopped eating immediately, made some excuse, and ran home to my room. For months after, I 
would stand in front of the mirror, looking at the little bulge that was my pre-pubescent belly, 
trying to determine if anyone would be able to tell I was pregnant.  

I became a very cautious watermelon eater.  

Because, pregnant - that was absolutely the worst thing that could possibly happen to a girl. A 
betrayal of her family. At least that was what my mother pounded into my head.  

I just turned 60. 	

I will never have children.  

In hindsight, I was never going to have children. Was it nurture? Was it nature? I don’t know. 
But there always seemed to be a reason not to. Not yet. Not now. Not with this guy.  

Rational Reason #1: I was going to be a famous actress and being married (de rigueur for having 
children at the time) and a family would have to wait until I had established my career.  

Rational Reason #2: When I went away to college, I fell in with a bad crowd. They all wanted to 
be lawyers and save the world. So, I switched majors and ended up in law school too. I became a 
public defender and tried saving the world one client at a time.  

Rational Reason #3: By then, I was married. We tried to make something out of it for over a 
decade. But he was assuredly NOT the right guy to have kids with.  
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Rational Reason #4: Real love – the kind that you think only happens in movies – came to me, 
but it came late. We were both in our forties. We were both committed to saving the world 
through political activism and policy work. I became invested in helping people with mental 
illness and substance use disorders mired in a criminal justice system that didn’t work for them or 
for our communities. There was no time, energy or biology left for kids.  

Well there’s the litany of rational reasons. Because I thought I was supposed to have reasons – 
excuses, explanations and justifications for why I didn’t have children. But as I look back across 6 
decades to answer the question posed here – I realize it is only partly a conscious choice. It is also 
partly an inevitability that I wouldn’t have children of my own.  

Experiential Explanation #1:  

I was the youngest child in my family by 5 and 6 years; and the only girl, with two older brothers. 
We were not a particularly nurturing family. Nurturing families were on television – Make Room 
for Daddy, Leave it to Beaver, My Three Sons, The Partridge Family. Like many children born 
in the fifties, these sitcoms set the bar pretty high and I thought that was what a family should 
look like. As I grew up, it was always clear to me that I hadn’t been equipped to replicate that.  

Experiential Reason #2: My parents were born into the depression, growing up in the 1930s and, 
as they came of age, enduring the additional deprivations and impacts of World War II. My 
father, a New York Jewish boy trying to be something else, was a rigid, disciplinarian and former 
Marine. My mother left the farm behind her andheadedforcollegewhenshewas16. Raised with 
the whispered shame of illegitimacy in a small minded small town in the mid-west, she was trying 
to be something different, too. So, it was inevitable that they found each other on a small college 
campus in southern Indiana. Each trying to be what they thought society required of them. He 
started over there in the mid-west, she started over with the boy from New York City. They were 
so young and so hurt. 
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They would both be understood to have suffered from unrecognized and untreated post-
traumatic stress disorder. But that’s their story. Just context for mine. Their parenting styles 
reflected all of that and more.  

I was spared the direct fallout of their parenting because I was so much younger – and a girl. 
Dad never had to take the belt to me because I wouldn’t get a haircut. Mom never screamed at 
me or cried herself to sleep, because I was never the one drinking and drugging and running 
away. That all fell on my two older brothers. Neither Mom nor Dad raised their voices or hands 
to me. I wasn’t rocking the boat, I was trying to keep it afloat.  

But I was a witness to the family dynamic, victim of the family’s secrets. In my experience, 
families were full of rage - and getting pregnant would surely trigger that rage and focus it on me. 
It was the worst thing a girl could ever do. Not getting pregnant became solemn responsibility I 
undertook at an early age to keep my family happy. Even if I didn’t understand what it meant – 
or even how it happened. Don’t get pregnant echoed in my head for years. I may be the only 
woman on the planet who welcomed menopause with a sigh of relief. I could finally stop 
worrying.  

Inherent Reason #1: It was never really in me to be a mother. As Lady Gaga says, I was, to a 
certain extent, “born this way.” Caring for kids under the age of communication (I’m thinking 4 
or 5 here) elicited this reaction in me from the get-go:  

Change a diaper. Ew. 	

Bottle feed a newborn. Scary. 	

Sooth a crying infant. Not capable. 	

Entertain a young’un. So hard! 	

Wipe away a toddler’s tears. Nope. They don’t come crying to me.  
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Although I did once provide legal counsel to a friend’s three-year-old who felt she unjustly put in 
time out (also, she is planning to go to law school in the fall – think how many lawyers I have 
NOT brought into an already over-lawyered world!).  

I never even had a baby doll. I was Barbie and Ken all the way.  

In many ways, I am completely clear that I was not born to undertake the task of nurturing the 
heart, educating the mind or caring for the physical needs of small humans.  

But I have tried to make the world better for them. And I am satisfied with that.  
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By: Jill  

“I believe in equal rights for women. Which gives me the right to choose to be a stay-at-home 
mom. That does not undermine my intelligence or make me any less of a contributing member 
to society.”’  

That was me in college, fighting the good fight on behalf of stay-at- home moms everywhere. I 
still agree with my college-self, obviously so wise beyond her years, with a few addendums. But 
I’ve also come to understand that “choosing NOT to have children is also a  

right. And this in no way undermines my contribution as a woman in society.”[1] This second 
part took a little longer for me to realize than it should have.  

My not-so-gritty story of growing up in conservative, small-town middle-America, with marriage 
and motherhood as foregone conclusions, is not unique, and there are so many aspects of my 
childhood for which I am incredibly grateful. But it also came with limitations that were not 
easily recognizable at the time – primarily the limited exposure to diverse ideologies and role 
models.  

I began attending weddings of my childhood friends while I was still in college, and it never 
occurred to me that this could be informing a very singular worldview that had been instilled in 
me during my formative years. Birth announcements started rolling in shortly thereafter, and the 
“new baby” posts on Facebook still show up with a semi-frequent regularity. I have always been 
truly happy for these friends, especially when it is obvious how equipped some[2] are for 
parenting. I’ve never felt anger, bitterness, or envy when I hear about a friend having a new 
baby, whether it’s #1 or #5. Maybe it’s because I’m an amazing person, with a heart incapable 
of resenting the joy of others. But that’s probably not true, because I have experienced some 
serious joy-resentment in my day. So it may be that my desire to be a mom wasn’t quite as strong 
as I had always imagined. 

At no point in my life did anyone say to me, “You’re a woman, and as a woman, you are 
commanded to fill the earth and subdue	it.”   
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(Although I do think that’s written somewhere, now that I think about it...) However, my 
expectation of one day having a familyto care for was so intrinsic to every experience I had – 
every church service I attended, every woman I admired, every Calvinette[3] badge I earned.  

Growing up going to church 3 times a week (twice on Sunday), it seemed like the entire narrative 
for women was defined by her role as a wife and/or mother. (It only recently came to my 
attention that you can be a mother without being a wife. I am still reeling.) This might have been 
a singular occurrence, unique to the church I grew up in, but after moving to Denver following 
college and attending new, even “urban” churches, my experience was consistent. Small groups 
were always organized by life stage – college, young couples (which never lasted long before 
transitioning to young families), and even single moms. “Single, childless post-college person 
seeking community” was not a recognized role.  

So I started my own church group. People in their 20’s-30’s, married, single, kids, no kids. We 
were inclusive before Barack Obama made it cool to be. You might be tempted to call me a 
“hero” or “revolutionary”, but...the only reason we didn’t name our group “Transitions” was 
because it sounded too much like menopause. Even then, I still thought of this “single woman, no 
kids” phase of my life as transitional, just something between the stages of my actual life.  

10 years later, it doesn’t feel as “transitional”. And yet I’m strangely happy, which contradicts the 
internal narrative I had created for myself. Because what I’ve come to realize is that this pressure 
to be someone, to fulfill certain expectations, was self-inflicted. Of course I was informed by my 
external environment and certain cultural mores[4], but when I decided that the life I had 
envisioned wasn’t what I wanted, no one in my life belittled or criticized me for making that 
choice...at least to my face.  

So my reasons for not having kids, the actual intended subject of this essay, are varied. Some of it 
is circumstantial – it’s difficult for me to imagine raising a child without a partner to share it with. 
A large part of it is selfishness, which doesn’t lessen the older I get. But I also think 
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about my 7-year-old niece, and the young daughters of my high school friends I see when I go 
back to visit, and how important it is to show them that life does not always following the 
expected, or even desired, pattern. But they have the freedom to define themselves and fill their 
world with so many beautiful experiences that bring joy and fulfillment in the most unexpected 
ways.  

 

 

[1] With one very recent addendum, to be explained at the end. 	
[2] I use “some” intentionally. Because I also have serious reservations about the parental-
capacity of others, based solely on my Facebook feed, as is any good judgment. 	
[3] The Christian Reformed Church equivalent of Girl Scouts...minus the cookies. 	
[4] One of my primary goals in writing this essay was to use the term “mores”. It occurred more 
organically than I ever would have imagined.  
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By Val  

Two days ago I was in the ER (I’m fine, false alarm). Since I was there with stomach pain, and 
I’m a 34 year-old female, I got asked about five times by three people if I might be pregnant. A 
couple hours into my stay, my nurse said, “So...you’re not on any birth control and you haven’t 
had a surgery we don’t know about?” I shouted at him (we were buddies who joked around by 
this point so it’s ok) “Quit asking me if I’m pregnant!” He laughed and proceeded to do the 
pregnancy test on my little cup of pee anyway. I got that surge of adrenaline every woman who 
has ever dipped that stick in pee knows, and blurted “You asked me so many times that now I’m 
scared I actually am pregnant!” My husband stood up and said “Well, nice knowing you!” and we 
all laughed a little nervously. I made some joke about eight years of marriage, and the nurse 
asked some version of the question I’ve been asked a hundred times, and I said “We don’t want 
to have kids.”  

I realize now that it’s been a couple days that that was one of the few times I didn’t awkwardly 
try to justify that statement. I think I’ve come up with some good reasons not to have kids. I 
definitely have a big gun that I pull out when someone is particularly insistent, and it ALWAYS 
works. The simple truth is that I’ve never wanted to, for as long as I can remember. Female 
friends or cousins would pretend a doll was their baby when we were playing together as a kid, 
and it seemed an unfathomable thing to want. If we’re playing make-believe, why wouldn’t you 
want a baby dragon, or a flying horse instead?  

As one of my favorite writers Tim Kreider put it: “ I have never even idly thought for a single 
passing second that it might make my life nicer to have a small rude incontinent person follow 
me around screaming and making me buy them stuff for the rest of my life.” I laughed out loud 
when I read that because it is exactly how I feel. I usually told guys I was dating that kids were 
likely not an option. My husband kind of wanted to have kids at first when we were married, but 
when I demanded a reason, he couldn’t come up with a better response than “It’d be weird not 
to.” We’ve stopped seriously talking about it as an option, but the problem is that it still is an 
option, because I’m 34 and female. More often than I care to admit, I wish I had some medical            
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issue and found out I was infertile, or had some accident that required a hysterectomy, just to get 
past the stage where it’s still a looming possibility.   
 
My husband and I will often talk about how much better our dog and cat are than kids, or 
discuss how different people in our lives changed in ways we don’t want to after having kids. 
We’ll mention frequently how awesome it is to sleep in really late on a weekend, travel with ease, 
and spend our lives and money how we want. But I suspect these aren’t reasons, so much as 
reassurances that we are making the right choice as we near the time when it’s no longer a choice 
we can make.  
 
I suspect my reasons for not wanting kids are simply attempts at explaining why I have this weird 
absence of desire to do what my body is programmed to do. When I offer these explanations to 
others, I’m usually trying to make them leave me alone and absolve me of my guilt for being 
selfish and not very “female”.  
 
When I want to get people to shut up about my life choices, or when I want to feel like it’s the 
right, decision, I’ll drop my big gun that always works: I have bipolar disorder. I was diagnosed 
about 12 years ago and have been on mood stabilizers almost every day since. There were a few 
months in 2012 when a young psych resident and I thought I maybe didn’t have bipolar disorder, 
and I went off my meds and felt amazing and drank a bottle of Wild Turkey a week and barely 
ate or slept and nearly destroyed my marriage. My psychologist, a couple people close to me, and 
I concluded that I might be better off on mood stabilizers, and I’ve been on them ever since then.  
 
There are stretches of time when I don’t feel manic or depressed. But I almost constantly feel a 
little more anxious and sensitive than I’d like. When I do feel clinically depressed, all I want to do 
is sleep and eat and withdraw from life. These are not behaviors that nurture other humans. 
When I feel manic, I have an incredible amount of energy, and it makes me inspiring and fun 
and passionate about everything and gives me a lot of characteristics which I think are reasons 
why so many people tell me I’d be a great mom. But they haven’t seen the 
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darker side of this mania up close as I have, how angry and irritable and destructive I can get. 
How I’m compelled to pour gasoline on the life and relationships I’ve carefully built, light a 
cigarette, and drop the match, laugh, and walk away as it all goes up in flames.  
At times it feels unfair, like I’m playing the “mental illness” ace up my sleeve to win an argument. 
But people who demand to know why I’m not using my uterus for its intended purpose haven’t 
been dealt the hand I have, and don’t have to live with the struggle of fighting moods that I can’t 
control. They don’t need to know all the details about how I can barely care for myself 
sometimes, and can’t imagine bearing the responsibility of caring for a tiny human. Most of the 
time, all I want to do is work hard at my exciting and meaningful job, come home and have a gin 
and tonic, and spend time with my peaceful and cuddly husband and pets.  

Also, science has shown that bipolar disorder is genetic. So not only do I believe I don’t have the 
temperament to properly mold a vulnerable child’s psyche, I believe I would also biologically 
create a psyche that is inclined to be as unstable as I am. Choosing to keep my genes out of the 
collective gene pool is a mild, personal form of eugenics, but it is the decision I can live with.  

I was sick of feeling brooding and introspective after writing so much about these tough subjects, 
so I took my dog for a walk. We had a pretty great time, but since my brain was stuck in “analyze 
everything at 80 miles per hour” mode, I noticed how torn I was between letting her run free in 
the woods and keeping her on the leash to keep her safe. I made a cost/benefit analysis about 
how happy she gets vs. the risk of her falling through the ice in the frozen river and the time it 
takes to pick the burrs out of her adorable red sweatshirt. I thought about how proud I was when 
some guy stopped and petted her and talked about how beautiful and smart she was, and how 
guilty I felt when dragging her back inside when she wanted to stay outside. Almost every time I 
yell at her or my cat, or close the door on their adorable faces to go to work for 9 hours, I feel 
guilty that I’ve neglected them and worried that I’ve hurt their feelings. I know this would be 100 
times worse if it were a human, compounded with the knowledge  
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that I might be emotionally scarring a person who can in turn hurt others. There is the hopeful 
option that the good would outweigh this all, and sometimes when I’m drinking wine and 
watching the show This is Us, I feel a swell of emotions and demand that my husband has sex 
with me without a condom. But I know who I am and I know how I feel and operate the 
majority of the time, so at this point, I’m deciding to use protection, enjoy my life exactly as it is.  
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By Rebecca  

Remaining child-free was never a conscious choice. Growing up, I probably always assumed I 
would have kids someday simply because that’s what all the people I knew tended to do. Our 
mother spoke of it often (“When you girls have children someday....”), so it was simply a self-
evident fact that I accepted must be true. Our mother also made a point, though, of raising us to 
believe we truly could do anything we wanted, and I dreamed big. At the age of 8 I decided I 
would be a marine biologist, studying under Jacques Cousteau and then going on to have my 
own television show. At 12, I decided I’d rather be an archaeologist/adventurer a la Indiana 
Jones, and my mom promptly signed me up as a volunteer on a local dig so I could start to learn 
the ropes.  

At 14, I gave up on archaeology and set my sights on being a world- famous pianist. I 
internalized what I imagined to be the lifestyle of a concert pianist at every possible level, 
meaning I had a minimal social life because I was constantly practicing and going to lessons. I 
was also starting to see my future come into focus and I imagined a whirlwind of travel, 
intercontinental commitments, and black-tie events. The life I imagined never seemed to involve 
children (or even a relationship, for that matter).  

I followed my dream to college, where I majored in piano. Turns out it’s really, really hard to 
become a famous concert pianist, and reality had other plans for me. While I drifted for a few 
years, unsure of what would come next, there were a few serially monogamous relationships. 
None of those people were co-parenting material, although one was a true love and at 23 we 
experienced a completely unplanned and unexpected pregnancy—which I discovered while I 
was in the midst of miscarrying.  

I remember observing how minimal my emotional reaction to the miscarriage was. I wasn’t sad, 
or angry, or depressed, or even relieved. It was a surprisingly neutral experience, and it didn’t 
seem to prompt any conscious thoughts about whether or not I would have children. Even 
though I was truly in love with my partner at the time,  
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I experienced no sense of loss around the possibility of parenting a child with him.  

At 26, I finally returned to college with a vocation that would stick: I was going to become a 
psychologist. This put me on a lengthy and intense pursuit of a doctoral degree, during which 
time it would have been incredibly difficult, impractical, and possibly selfish to have a child. 
None of these things ever crossed my mind, though: I simply didn’t think about it at all. During 
this time period I did get married and at some point we had a conversation about kids. I think I 
said, “I’m not sure I want them,” and he said something to the effect that he could live with that, 
and the topic never arose again.  

That marriage lasted 14 years, most of which I spent in the abject realization it had been a 
mistake. Even if I had wanted children during that time, I never could have had them with him. 
However, if I had been certain I wanted children I am quite sure we would have divorced 
sooner. By the time we did separate I was in my early 40’s and the ship of children had just about 
sailed for me. Today, at almost 50, it definitely has. The choice got made, slowly and organically, 
without any particular intention. I simply am not wired to want a child.  

This doesn’t mean I haven’t had moments of intense emotion involving children. Some might 
even call them maternal instincts, though I would disagree. When my niece was born I 
remember waking one night from a very vivid dream in which she was drowning in an icy pond. 
In the dream, I leapt into the pond, swam underwater, and held her up over my head, using 
every ounce of strength to hold her airway above the water till someone could rescue her. I woke 
up in a cold sweat, knowing (conscious-knowing, not dream-knowing), that I would gladly give 
my life to save my niece.  

Another time I was walking through my Richmond neighborhood in a lightly falling snow, and I 
saw a small girl, perhaps about 5, tightly bundled up and standing under a tree watching in 
existential wonder as the snow fell all around her. I remember that her tiny pink gloves  
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were the piece de resistance: the sight of them pierced a well of emotion and I started to weep as 
I walked home. I spent a lot of time  
afterward trying to figure out exactly why I’d started to cry. Had the sight of her tapped into a 
childhood memory of my own? Was I experiencing a sense of missed opportunity? Maybe it was 
simply that the observation of a moment of innocent human wonder, such an incredibly beautiful 
thing in its purest form, moved me in the way a work of art can also move us.  
 
At 49 I married again, and biologically a child was no longer an option. I’d invested years of 
effort in a career that I loved in the public mental health system, and the time and energy that 
might otherwise have gone to children had now been poured into a different vessel. I work with 
and for people who have serious mental illnesses whose challenging histories have made the 
public safety net their only remaining hope. My focus has always naturally turned outward to 
marginalized populations, and I simply never felt any particular pull to bring a child into the 
world.  
 
I never made a child and I am completely ok with that. Instead I have devoted most of my adult 
life to improving the lives of people who have experienced psychosis, substance abuse, trauma, 
and stigma. I am also completely ok with that. Meaning blossoms differently for everyone; what’s 
most important is that we never cease the journey toward it.  
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Information about the Richmond Story House 
 
Richmond Story House’s mission is to unearth and amplify untold stories in our community.  
Founded in 2017, we focus the majority of our efforts on the East End of Richmond by running 
writing and storytelling workshops that help participants remember and frame their true life 
stories.  Our mobile workshops run in the Richmond city jail, nursing homes, and other 
organizations.  We also hold bi-weekly drop-in sessions in our writing studio, located in the East 
End (near Union Market).  
 
To learn more about the Richmond Story House and to find out how you can print or purchase 
one these zines, please visit www.richmondstoryhouse.org 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Zine edited by Cosima Storz 
cosimastorz@gmail.com  
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