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Dedication

To my children.
So that being a parent comes easier to you than it did to me.

And so you understand why you handle life so well.



Introduction. What Makes This Book Different

I've read a lot of parenting books. A few of them I actually recommend — you'll find them at the back.
The rest — and there's a lot of it — does one thing and one thing only.
It teaches you how to adapt to your child so they'll want to listen to you.

Not how to prepare them for the world they'll actually live in. How to change your tone, your

wording, your expectations, your rules — so your child feels cooperative.

And it works. It really works. The house gets quieter, there are fewer arguments, evenings become

manageable.

Except there's a catch you can't see until eighteen years have passed.

The World You Built Has Two Residents

The day your child walks out the door, it turns out you were the only two people on the planet playing

by those rules.

No one else will adjust to their pace. No one will repeat something a third time in a gentler tone. No
one will check whether they're hungry or tired before placing a demand. Not their boss. Not their

university. Not their landlord, their bank, their partner, or their client.
You taught them to live in a world made of one apartment and two people.

And that world just ended.

The Bill

Your life was easier for those eighteen years. That's true and there's nothing wrong with it — every

parent takes the path of least resistance, and I did too.

But instead of a person who can handle things, you raised an adult who can't handle anything. Because

they lived in an artificial, wonderful world tailored entirely to them. They had a glorious childhood.
And they will be a child for the rest of their life.

The world won't go easy on them. Not because it's cruel — because it's indifferent. It won't notice that

this particular one was raised differently.

Instead of watching your children thrive as adults, you'll be babysitting them for the rest of your life.
And there's a real chance that at forty they'll still be living with you — because of course Mum and

Dad will always help.



Which means: Mum and Dad will always do everything for them.

And no, this isn't just a mother thing. It's a whoever-does-most-of-the-caring thing. A father who takes

on the primary caregiving role falls into exactly the same trap just as fast.

Raise a Man, Not a Boy

I once saw an entire shelf of books on raising boys in a bookshop.

And to me, that title is already the mistake. Because if you raise a boy, what you end up with is a fifty-

year-old boy.
The goal isn't a boy. The goal is a man.

It's worth looking at the numbers, because they're very specific. In Poland in 2025, 4,776 people died
by suicide. 3,975 of them were men — roughly 83 percent. That's about five men for every one

woman, giving Poland one of the highest gender gaps in Europe on this measure.

And I have to say something here that can't be glossed over, or I'd be exactly the kind of author I've

been criticising a few paragraphs up.

These numbers don't mean that overindulgence kills. Suicide has many causes — illness, addiction,
loneliness, crisis, pain that no one on the outside can see. No parenting book has the right to point to a

single cause, and I won't.

But these numbers say something else that is within our reach. Men attempt suicide at roughly the

same rate as women — and die at five times the rate. They ask for help less often, and later.

So if T had to say what it means to raise a man rather than a boy, it means two things at once — and

they don't contradict each other:
First — that he can manage.
Second — that he can say when he can't.

These aren't opposites. They're two halves of the same capability. A man who can handle everything

except asking for help isn't strong. He's just alone.

A hundred years ago, a man hunted, walked into danger, took on risk so the family could eat. Today,

the boy sits at his mother's house and can't make a doctor's appointment.
That won't happen at my house.

I wish you exactly the same resolve.



If you or someone you love is in crisis — free, round-the-clock support is available. In Poland:
Adult Mental Health Crisis Support Line: 800 70 22 22. Children's Helpline: 800 12 12 12.
Emergency: 112. If you're reading this elsewhere, please search for the crisis line in your

country.




