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A Personal Invitation

To Brave Hearts and Open Minds,

As you begin this journey with me, I want to share a secret: writing 
this memoir has been a terrifying and liberating experience. I've 
poured my heart, soul, and tears into these pages, exposing my 
deepest wounds and most profound joys.

I'm sharing my story with you because I believe that our experi-
ences, though unique, are interconnected. I hope that my words 
will resonate with you, challenge your perspectives, or oker solace 
in Snowing you're not alone.

As you read, I invite you to join me on this vulnerable journey. 
Yhare your thoughts, feelings, and re–ections with me. ?our feed-
bacS is a precious gift, helping me grow as a writer and a person.

If my story touches your heart, I humbly asS:

  Yhare your thoughts on how this story resonated with 
you W what moments stayed with you, and how did they 
impact you—

  Help me grow as a writer and person with your candid 
feedbacS. As a debut author, your input will be invaluable 
in shaping my future worS. I promise to read your review.
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zherever in the world you obtained your paperbacS or e-booS 1 
Ama2on or beyond 1 you can easily leave a review via this simple 
3-P-U linS. /lease be honest and authentic in your review W your 
genuine feedbacS is what matters most to me.

4niversal review linS: https:55foreverfree.co.2a53PU

Or Scan The Review 
Code Here

ThanS you for being part of my journey. ?our feedbacS will be 
the fuel that inspires me to evolve, sharing my story in new and 
meaningful ways.

zith heartfelt appreciation,

Elmarie Arnold
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FOREWORD

Reconnecting with a kindred spirit after decades apart is a rare 
privilege. I mrst Eet AlEarie yrnold in the earlu daus of ojr -ojr,
nalisE careersO when she stood ojt as a gifted uojng -ojrnalist. 
3jr paths crossed again 5b uears laterO on a Njs tojr aEidst qa,
Ea'jalandBs viNrant Wower seasonO rekindling ojr Nond.

ys we shared stories and passionsO ojr Ejtjal respect for lifeBs 
Eusteries resonated deeplu. xjt little did I know that ojr sun,
chronu was onlu the preljde to an odusseu of Eagic and wonder.

8hen AlEarie asked Ee to proofread her EeEoirO I was honored 
and hjENled. 3ver the neHt siH weeksO I witnessed her lurical prose 
and intjitive insights jnfoldO Easterfjllu weaving MM eH'jisite 
snapshots that illjEinate the coEpleHities of her life as an adoptee.

,er Nraveru in sharing her trjth is a Neacon of hope for those nav,
igating the fragile landscape of the hjEan condition. IBE thrilled 
to introdjce uoj to AlEarieBs powerfjl deNjt EeEoir. -au her 
words ignite a spark within uojO inspiring uoj to live ajthenticallu 
in a world that often dictates conforEitu.

Sonnette Lombaard





I AM

i am my own
i am the whisper of the wind

the monarch of the mountain
the fragrance of the vower

the shiler of the stream

i am my own
i am the sun in my sentences

the moon in my memoirs
the stars in my citations

the oceans in my notions

i am my own
i am the capitax and the period

the eqcxamation and the buestion
the pause and the exxipsis
the chapter and the kooj

i am my own
i am the keginning and the end

the fuxxness and the loid
the ma�or and the minor

the onxy and the axx

i am my own and own my axx

i am

— Elmarie Arnold



Welcome To My Story

As I invite you into my world, I’m reminded that sharing my story 
is an act of trust. It’s a vulnerable and intimate experience, like 
sitting with a dear friend over a cup of coTee, and sharing the 
deepest, most hidden parts of my heart.

8hrough —— snapshots Y brief, intimate slices of my life Y I’ll take 
you on a path of discovery, of love, of loss, and of resilience. jou’ll 
walk with me through the fragmented memories of my childhood, 
the search for identity and belonging, and the complex emotions 
that come with being adopted.

I’ll share the paradoxes that have shaped me Y from the darkest 
depths of trauma and despair to the soaring heights of -oy and libW
eration. ;ith unBinching honesty, I’ll bare the scars of my -ourneyq 
where the lines between light and darkness blur, and the beauty of 
my true self is forged in the crucible of life.

It’s taken immense courage for me to break the silence that has surW
rounded my past, and to confront the shadows that have haunted 
me for so long. (ut I’m sharing my truth with you now, in the hope 
that it may resonate, inspire, or simply spark meaningful reBection.

8his is my story, my truth, and my voice. It’s a story that’s been 
shaped by the realities of relin)uishment, but it’s also a story of 
hope, healing, and the intrinsic tenacity of the human spirit.



WELCOME TO MY STORY xv

I hope that as you hear my voice, you’ll hear the echoes of your own 
soul, and that together, we’ll tap into the magic that binds us.

8hank you for -oining meq together, let’s venture beyond the siW
lence, into a world where every voice matters.

Elmarie
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Beyond the Umbilical

O n 29 October 2011 I lost my mom. In her tribute, I wrote:

Love Letter To My Mom

45 Years ago you adopted me. I was 5 days old when you grabbed me 
and made me yours. The golden cord of love felt stronger to me than 
the umbilical cord of a mother to her unborn baby and never for a 
moment did I doubt that I was part of you and belonged to you.

You nursed me with the breast milk of your wise words, your loving 
embraces and the grandeur of your motherhood. You never criticized, 
rejected or humiliated me. You always comforted, encouraged and 
supported me. Rooted in your unwavering belief, I couldn’t but blos-
som and thrive. 

Now your place is empty, your voice forever silent. Never again will 
I fall into your firm, loving embrace or hear your gentle footsteps 
echoing through our home. Never again will I be soothed with your 
quiet, soft, friendly voice. You have completed the race. You have 
reached the finish line …

Eight days earlier, my mom suvered a massike strofe. I was the 
one who pound her unresNonsike in her hosNital bed. Instantly, I 
sensed something was terribly wrong, but I remained comNosed. 
Yo hysterics, no tears, no outward signs op distress. zet, inside I 
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was crumbling. In the hollow that pollowed, I recogni—ed an old, 
unwelcome priend - numbness.

In a prantic blur, my mom was whisfed away to a neighboring hos’
Nital, where the doctorqs words droNNed life a hammer: “Prepare 
for the inevitable.” I maintained my comNosure, asfing çuestions 
with a steady koice, but my throat constricted, betraying my calm 
paAade. T paint, dexant koice within me whisNered: This isn’t true. 
A miracle will happen. She’ll recover. She will not die.

Hhe neMt day, seeing my momqs pragile porm was heart’wrench’
ing. …er eyes sNofe kolumes - helNless, kulnerable, Nleading por 
connection. …er Naraly—ed body seemed to scream, Help me! Hears 
gathered in her eyes, gently rolling down her cheefs, life a silent 
reçuiem. I bit bacf my own tears, clutching her limN arm and 
chofing on my shocf.

Wemories okerwhelm me. …er xnal hours D I gently cradle her 
hand, witness her labored gasNs, watch her lipe sliN away D Bords 
tremble on my liNs, but silence whisfs them away.

Bhen she released her xnal sigh, it was unmistafably her last 
breath D her body gently shuddered and a deadly silence enkeloNed 
us. Farf deathqs ominous Nresence xlled the room. Wy uncle and 
his wipe summoned nurses, rearranged her onto her bacf, and 
swiptly eMited, awfwardly yet thoughtpully leaking me alone with 
her to bid her parewell.

Hhe weight op my emotions xnally cracfed, and I weNt with aban’
don. 

Ts I write these words, memories come 4ooding bacf: tracing her 
pace, touching her hair, grasNing her arm. I stared, transxMed, as her 
liNs and nails turned blue. Hime lost meaning. 5ut a gentle koice 
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within whisNered, Enough tears. She’s gone. Face the truth. I steeled 
myselp: mafe Neace, be strong, moke porward. 

6ike years op shared memories under one roop, now reduced to 
echoes.
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Little Lamb

A s long as I can remember, I’ve known I was adopted. The 
exact moment my mom irst shared thus trYth escapes me. 

fet, vuvud memorues remaun o: her beamung :ace when vusutung wuth 
:ruends, eagerly promptungH “Tell uncle and aunty where we got 
you!” jer prude and Moy shone brughter wuth each retellung. 

I’d irst glance at my mom’s :ace, :ocYsung on her eyes and moYth, 
seekung permussuon to share my cherushed tale. -urrorung her ex—
pressuon, I’d raduate Moy, smulung ear—to—ear. -y small chest woYld 
swell wuth prude W I was a chatty, oYtgoung, happy—go—lYcky gurl 
wuth a dustunctuve lusp and brauded ponytaul. 

‘uth excutement, I’d recuteH 

“They went to the hospital to choose a baby. There were 
many babies and they could choose anyone, but they 
chose me, because I was the prettiest!” 

Then, I’d eagerly waut :or theur reactuon, whuch never dusappount—
edH endearung smules :rom everyone, aSectuonate Doohs’ and Daahs’, 
so:tenung eyes and gentle words prausung and lovung me. Theur 
responses reaCrmed my belongung. I was valYed. I was seen and 
heard. I had a vouce.
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A:ter that I woYld happuly be shooed away agaun to go and play, 
becaYse those days, un oYr late suxtues BoYth A:rucan home, chuldren 
had to keep themselves bYsy away :rom the adYlt conversatuon. I 
always had a luttle green sYutcase wuth me un whuch my mom pYt 
colorung books, crayons, qunky Ears, marbles and other toys so 
that I coYld keep mysel: entertauned.

Peung called to tell my story conirmed that there was somethung 
very YnuFYe aboYt me, settung me apart :rom other chuldren my 
age. PYt I never dwelled on the shadow sude o: that :eelung. I 
dudn’t resemble my mom and dad W blonde haur and changung 
green—brown eyes, contrastung theur dark locks and brown eyes. 
Eomparung mysel: to :ruends’ kuds sturred an Ynexplaunable, Yneasy 
knot un my belly. fet, lu:e as luttle ;lmarue remauned care:ree and 
wonder:Yl.

I arruved as theur Done and only luttle lamb’ a:ter eught years o: 
marruage, :Ylillung theur elYsuve dream o: parenthood. -y dad 
served un the BoYth A:rucan 4oluce 8orceN my mom taYght school. 
BoYlmates, they shared Ynwaverung love, alugned vusuons, and lu:e 
goals. As a chuld, I sensed theur pro:oYnd bond and knew they 
belonged together.

They hardly :oYght. In LO years o: marruage, I never heard them 
rause vouces, scream or yell. quSerences broYght dread and anxu—
etyN not loYd argYments, bYt eerue sulence. 4olute, yet dustant. Vo 
words. Thus sulence usolated me, sparkung sel:—doYbt. -y umaguna—
tuon woYld take over and rYn wuld. I’d replay past actuons, won—
derung u: I caYsed theur Ynhappuness. 

;ven u: Ynrelated, I yearned to ix ut, restore harmony. Theur Moy 
murrored muneH when they smuled, I smuled. zYckuly :or me, these 
uncudents were rare and brue:. -y dad, a charmung and charusmatuc 
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person, was Ynuversally luked and loved. je delughted un hYmoroYs 
Mokes, occasuonal play:Yl pro:anuty, and hostung :ruends. 8Yr home 
was a happy place and I 9oYrushed.

I adored dressung dolls, playung hoYse and conMYrung umagunary 
:ruends. I’d change my vouce to create dualogYes. :usutung :ruends, 
I’d observe aYnts’ gestYres, tone and energy, umagunung theur expe—
ruences. Pack home, I’d mumuc theur movements, actung oYt scenes 
wuth dolls, tea sets and toy prams. 

8Yr adorable luttle taul—wagger, Ponnue, sYSered play:Yl makeovers 
un my mom’s pettucoats, pram rudes, and pretend play. ;scapung, 
he’d meet irm gentle gYudance, resugnung to hus role as my luve 
baby. 8reFYent Dweddungs’ and Dchrustenungs’ broYght parental Moy, 
conirmung theur happy luttle gurl.

‘e remauned :ate:Ylly obluvuoYs that my chuldush :antasues con—
cealed pro:oYnd longungs and :ears. 4lay:Yl umagunungs veuled my 
FYest :or roots, re9ectung deep—seated desures. I longed :or sublungs, 
craved companuonshup.

8antasues illed hoYrs, envusuonung :amuly trups over the Bwart—
berg -oYntaun 4ass to my aYnt’s 4runce Albert :arm. The rYgged 
8Ydtshoorn—to—4runce Albert durt road, wuth dangeroYs ;ug;ags, 
sparked umagunatuon. -y dad always let me honk, warnung oncom—
ung traCc near peruloYs cluSs and sungle—lane stretches. 

In :antasues, roYndung corners revealed roadsude blankets shueldung 
tuny, wrapped babues. ‘e’d rescYe, welcome and cherush thus luttle 
suster, :Ylillung my dreams o: sublung love and shared adventYres.

Vone o: these vusuons, o: coYrse, ever came trYe. I was an only 
chuld, my mom and dad’s luttle lamb, and that was ut. ;nd o: story.
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My Unseen Self

O ne evening, around age 4 or 5, a drive-in movie theatre 
outing ended in a bedroom disagreement with my mom. 

DelantIy, p croMIaimed, “I want to go to my real mother!” ’y 
mom;s body stiqenedH ’y dad sIicced out kuietIy. Ser MaIm, 
lrm resconse shoMfed me: “Okay, let’s go to your room.” 

zhe retrieved a suitMase From her Mucboard, set it on my bed, 
ocened a MIothing drawer and said, “Let’s pack your clothes. 
Daddy and I will take you to her, because this is what you want.”

OverwheIming Fear sei‘ed my entire being, nearIy caraIy‘ing 
me. ’y Iower Iic trembIed, tears burst Forth and my heart 
thundered in my ears. :rantiMaIIy, p cIeaded, stuttering through 
Iisced As;s;— 

“No, no, no! I didn’t mean it! I don’t wanna leave! I wanna stay 
with you! Please, mommy, don’t pack my clothes! I promise never 
to say it again! Put away the suitcase! I won’t go! Please, please! 
I’ll never say it again! I’m so, so sorry!”

E smaII MhiId;s inner resoIve hoIds croFound cower. pn inno-
MenMe, we mafe siIent vows when the aduIt worId MonFuses us. 
OverwheImed, we sense onIy Fear x Mrushing, IiFe-aItering Fear. 
pn that moment, p cIedged never to threaten my mom again 
with Ieaving For my birth mother.
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’y mom, ever the MaIm and grounded souI, gentIy MIosed the 
emcty suitMase, returned it to the Mucboard and enveIoced me 
in her Ioving Iac.  

“Yolly (their pet name for me), daddy and I love you very, very 
much. You are our beautiful, adorable little girl. It’s unbecoming 
of such a beautiful child to talk to us like this. It’s very ugly. If you 
say it again, we will take you back to her, for real. Then you can 
go and live with her and never see us again. So if you don’t want 
this to happen, then it’s best that you never ever say this again.” 

p wracced my arms tightIy around my mom;s neMf, unIeashing 
heartrending sobs on her soFt, MomForting Mhest. Tven then, p 
wondered why p;d uttered those FooIish words about returning 
to my AreaI mom;. OverwheIming Fear gricced me x stom-
aMh fnots, throat MonstriMtion and nausea unIife my Frekuent 
Mar siMfness. :amiIiar, yet ineWcIiMabIe, this dread unsettIed me 
deecIy.

’y dad re-entered, embraMing me warmIy, his shafy whiscer 
and criMfIy Mheef against my ear reassuring, “I love you, my 
Yolly.” p sensed his sadness and disaccointment, FueIing my 
guiIt and shame For the unwarranted outburst, FeeIing MrueI For 
hurting them. TventuaIIy, tears subsided, and an immense sense 
oF reIieF jooded me. ’y dad;s FamiIiar sMent brought soIaMe and 
my reIieF mingIed with gratitude.

?hat inMident siIenMed disMussions about my birth mother. E 
MoucIe oF years Iater, my mom reveaIed my originaI birth Mertil-
Mate, MareFuIIy stored in a sceMiaI tin within her dresser drawer. 
?he tin;s worn Iid Mreafed ocen, eWcosing Faded bIue inf hand-
writing. p watMhed, FasMinated, as detaiIs emerged— 31 March 
1966, Pretoria, birthdate and Marenda Koch, my birth name. 
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?his reveIation ignited Fervent Fantasies oF meeting her. UouId our 
enMounter bring Coy or awfwardnessN 5nMertainty FueIed hours 
oF imagination. pntrigued by my name;s unusuaI sceIIing, brieF 
thoughts surFaMed— Sow many ’arendas eWist in zouth EFriMaN 
6ouId this unikue name bridge the gacN 

zometimes, when my mom and dad were out, p;d sneaf into their 
room, reocen the tin, coring over my birth MertilMate. TaMh reading 
brought antiMication oF unMovering unseen truths. :antasies inter-
twined with Ionging, but p never breathed any oF these untamed 
thoughts about my birth mother to a souI. pt FeIt wrong, Iife p 
was Mommitting a sin. pt beMame my dirty IittIe seMret, aIong with 
my many other ridiMuIousIy eWaggerated Fantasies about Cust about 
anything.

’y inner reaIm was my sanMtuary, more tangibIe than the eWternaI 
worId. Sere, p Found soIaMe throughout adoIesMenMe. 7o eWcIana-
tions rekuired, no sMrutiny oF words or aMtions. :ree From deModing 
others; Mues, p reveIed in unbridIed Freedom, wiId and untethered.

p Mherished this souI, this essenMe, this radiant being within me, 
but seMreMy was her shieId. Ser eWistenMe demanded my utmost 
croteMtion, For in the harsh worId outside, her survivaI seemed 
imcossibIe. ?he thought oF IiFe without her was unbearabIe. zhe 
embodied my saIvation, my saMred giFt. 

zhe had no name, beMause p fnew she was neither TImarie nor 
’arenda.
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A Life Reborn

1  February 1991, 3:27 p.m. — I became a mother.

Awaiting induced labor at the Moedersbond Maternal Hospi-
tal in Pretoria at 6:00 a.m. in the morning, the peculiar con-
vergence of destiny overwhelmed me. This sacred space, where 
my own adoptive journey started 24 years prior, now witnessed 
another miracle: the imminent arrival of my son. 

In the same hospital,  same city,  another life  was about to 
emerge.

As my obstetrician examined me, primal fear seized my body. 
His gloved hand, poised to determine the baby’s position, trig-
gered an instinctive tension. Clutching the bed railings tightly 
behind my head, I strained to calm my racing thoughts. The 
doctor advised bluntly: “Mam, I suggest you talk to the nurse 
about an epidural delivery. I’ve only put my hand in there, but 
there’s still a baby that needs to come out. You are clearly rather 
a candidate for an epidural.”

Relief washed over me. Those prenatal classes really paid ok — 
I Bnew an epidural would maBe labor a breeze. Dut for a split 
second, I wondered why I freaBed out over the doctor’s touch. 
?idn’t I want a natural birthN 
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In the operating theatre, a mere couple of hours later, the doctor 
thrust a tiny, wriggling bundle into my arms, saying “Meet your 
son, Mam. Put him to your breast, let’s see if he’ll drink. He’s quite 
a tall baby, but he’s perfectly normal, so you may hold him.”

Time stood still as I gazed at my new-born’s tiny mouth latching 
onto my nipple, sucBing instinctively. The medical stak beamed, 
calling it a phenomenal sign — bonding so swiftly after birth. I was 
trans5xed, lost in another world. The surreal moment clashed with 
tingling sensations in my breast, assuring me this was unmistaB-
ably real life. Oinety precious minutes passed before medical stak 
gently separated us for his 5rst bath.

At !:00 a.m. the next morning I opened my eyes to 5nd my 
tiny miracle sleeping serenely beside me in his mobile bassinet. 
Wvernight, I’d transformed into the mother of a healthy little babyq 
All my fears subsided, those fears of not Bnowing how to answer 
the doctor about my familial medical history. 

Throughout the years I’ve learnt it’s best to simply say: “I’m adopt-
ed. I don’t know anything about my biological family.” And then 
watch the dikerent reactions — nervous smiles, averted eyes, and 
swift topic shifts. 

;hen my mom and dad came to visit me earlier in my pregnancy 
I mentioned to her that the doctor enGuired about my family 
history. My mom replied: “We can go to the agency who handled 
your adoption. Their offices are still here in Pretoria. Let’s go, then 
we can find out about your birth mother. I’ll come with you.”

Her voice and body language revealed no hesitation. Instinctively, 
I sensed genuine concern for my well-being and my unborn son’s. 
In that moment, my adoption’s secrecy no longer mattered( her 
unwavering support did. 
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That same familiar fear gripped me in its stranglehold. It numbed 
me to my core. My answer was a de5nite, 5nal: “No. I don’t want to 
search for her. She didn’t want me. She gave me away. I’m not going 
to dig up a situation that I might not like or want. What if she’s told 
no one about me? What if she is a woman of whom I won’t be proud? 
What if she lives in squalor somewhere? What if she messes up my 
life, our lives? No. No. No.” 

To soften the blow of my vehement reaction, I gave my mom a 
tight hug, and we both relaxed under the warmth of our mutual 
embrace. ;e never referred to this incident again.

My son’s healthy arrival brought overwhelming relief, ending 
all thoughts of reconnecting with my birth mother. Two weeBs 
later, relocating bacB to my hometown Wudtshoorn, )eoricB 
8)heo-ricBS slept peacefully on my lap, cushioned by a giant con-
tinental pillow. I was deeply in love — craving every moment 
of physical connection: touching, cradling and, especially, breast-
feeding him.

His reddish-hued blonde curls sparBed curiosity — was it a blood-
line traitN My husband, Cobus, and I pondered. His growth ex-
ploded at an incredible rate( 6 weeBs in, he weighed 6.! Bg. My 
mom’s lovingly Bnitted booties were instantly too small for his 
gigantic feet. Clearly, a giant in the maBing. 

That familiar Guestion resurfaced: ;hich side of my unBnown 
family —  mother’s or father’s — held the tall genesN At 1.L3 
meters, I towered, unliBe Cobus’s family.

Fleeting thoughts vanished amidst Wudtshoorn’s whirlwind, fu-
eled by Cobus’s new business venture. Wne nagging concern lin-
gered — my neglected vanity case from Pretoria, collecting dust in 
our bedroom corner. Months passed before I opened it, discover-
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ing a moldy face cloth. ?isgusted, I discarded it and unpacBed 
the remaining contents, wondering why I’d delayed.

Ktruggling in Wudtshoorn, I felt perpetually exhausted, over-
whelmed and lost amidst Cobus’s photographic studio de-
mands. My mom’s daily childcare was my lifeline. Her calls 
(“Boetietjie’s awake, hungry!”) prompted frantic rushes to feed 
)eoricB. Wften, my mom soothed his gripes, while I rushed 
bacB to the studio. Her devotion was priceless, and I cherished 
her bond with my precious son. 

I was passionate about breastfeeding, nurturing )eoricB until 
his second birthday. Dy then, public outings became awBward 
as his plump little hand slipped under my blouse, pleading, 
“Milkies, Mommy, milkies ...”

A silent vow drove me: never to abandon my child as my birth 
mother had. Dreastfeeding secured our bond( I alone could 
provide this nourishment, forging an unbreaBable connection.

Yife in Wudtshoorn shattered our rosy expectations. Wur mar-
riage was falling apart, its unraveling evident yet unspoBen. 
;e’d been married a little over 3 years and since falling pregnant 
we’d not been intimate once.

In 19L7, Cobus and I met at a Pretoria daily newspaper — I 
as journalist, he as photographer. Enowing he openly identi-
5ed as gay, our conversations sparBed a bond. Months later, 
love blossomed. Cobus shared his childhood traumas, revealing 
deep-seated discomfort with his sexuality. He felt repulsed and 
was eager to change. I listened with compassion and empathy. 
;hen he claimed to have altered his sexual orientation, I trust-
ed him wholeheartedly.
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Khortly before our wedding in 19LL, a colleague warned me over 
cokee in a cafeteria, “Are you 100% sure about this relationship? 
What if he can’t change and prefers men?” My body reacted in-
stinctively — throat constricting, stomach tensing, jaw clenching 
and palms sweating. I forced a whisper, “I’m fine, everything’s okay. 
He’s changed; we love each other. He’ll never be with another man.” 
I swiftly ended the conversation: chapter closed, move on.

Cobus’s past remained my deeply guarded secret, hidden from 
my mom, my dad, and the world. Pregnancy solitude unleashed 
darB visions: catching him with another man. Wverwhelmed, I’d 
envision rage, biting words, and anguish. Eet, )eoricB’s gentle 
BicBs soothed my turmoil. I’d savor another bite of chocolate, calm 
washing over me, dismissing the haunting fears. 

In Wudtshoorn, darBness closed in. Fndless battles shattered our 
illusion of bliss. MasBs slipped, revealing raw pain. My exhausted 
heart struggled to conceal the cracBs. 

Finally, in Keptember 1993, I mustered the courage to end our 
marriage. The relief etched on Cobus’s face mirrored mine. I was 
grateful for my mom and dad’s nearby love and support and hoped 
that )eoricB’s tender age of 2 would shield him from lasting pain. 
Their shocB at Cobus’s truth was met with compassionate silence, 
never revealing hidden suspicions. 

YooBing bacB, I realize I wasn’t alone in suppressing painful truths. 
Wur coping mechanism was familiar: closing chapters, turning 
pages and moving forward.
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The Unasked 
Question

“Why did you detest it every time I kicked inside 
you?” 

T he anguished words burst forth, unleashing uncontrol-
lable sobs from my core. Shock reverberated through my 

mind — 30 years of hidden truth now exposed.

Sitting on Dolores’s porch, vulnerability engulfed me. Her ques-
tion from the previous Sunday, posed after church, still lingered: 

“Have you forgiven your birth mother for giving you 
up for adoption?” 

Her brazen question triggered instant anger and stubborn resis-
tance. Silent screams echoed within.

“I’ve never thought about it,” I defended, voice cracking. “I’m 
happily married to Hennie, with Georick ...” Dishonesty stared 
back, reCected in faltering words.
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Dolores’s gentle wisdom pierced my defenses. “Unforgiveness 
blocks life’s dreams,” she counseled. “Let’s pray about it in the week.” 
I surrendered.

Mrippling fear, suAocating dread, and anguish paralyzed me. 
Trapped, exposed and defenseless, I approached her cheerful porch 
like the one and only little lamb led to slaughter.

Dolores intuitively sensed the profundity of my emotional out-
burst. Mhanneling my birth mother’s consoling voice, our heartfelt 
dialogue blurred — except for that haunting, soul-stirring ques-
tion echoing profoundly within me. It unfolded like a colossal, 
celestial banner: 

Why did you detest my every kick inside you? 

By sobs were raw, open and vulnerably honest.

Wfter the meeting, exhaustion followed, like navigating explosive 
shrapnel. ?ut then my curiosity slowly emerged: 1here did this 
question originate8 1ho asked it8 Is it important8 How do I move 
forward from here8

Beeting Hennie, () years my senior — a lawyer with dwarOsm — 
sparked whirlwind romance. His diminutive stature 2(.( meter7 
contrasted with his larger-than-life personality. Un my G)th birth-
day, he swept me oA my feet. Though divorcing, he married me 
5 weeks later, the day his divorce Onalized. ?eneath his generous 
adoration, I sensed emotional danger, but silenced my fears of his 
explosive temper.

Pnprepared and out of my depth, I faced multifaceted mother-
hood. Jeorick, now 6 years old, and Hennie’s adopted sons, ;ieter 
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2(67 and <ohan 2=7, living with us, overwhelmed me. Struggling to 
regain balance, I faced crippling uncertainty.

The unspoken question I’d shunned became unavoidable: Who 
am I, really? 
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Motherhood 
Unscripted

S calding agony seared my stomach, as if doused with boil-
ing water. Through clenched teeth and anesthesia haze, I 

croaked, “Is she normal?” Hennie’s jubilant reply wafted back: 
“Yes, and she’s beautiful!”

In 1997, as the world mourned Princess Diana’s tragic passing, 
my heart swelled with joy. On 18 June, shortly after midnight, 
I cradled my own precious princess, Ester-Marié, born via an 
emergency caesarean.

Dwar5sm carries a 0%‘ genetic transmission risk to each preg-
nancy. Though numerous scans con5rmed that Ester-Marié 
thrived, her tiny frame mirroring her half-brother’s robust 
health, our vigilant obstetrician remained cautious. He had 
predicted a Nprime baby’ and vowed to minimize risks. His pre-
monition proved true: the umbilical cord was wrapped twice 
around her neck. Fatural delivery would have jeopardized her 
life. 

The instant I laid eyes on Ester-Marié, tears of relief merged with 
awe. This fragile, perfect being captured my heart. Her dark brown 
hair, tiny features and unmistakable cry stole my breath. Wor the 
second time in my life, I fell deeply in love. Furses noted my un-
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wavering dedication: Mother prefers to keep baby with her. I gen-
tly insisted Ester-Marié stay with me, skin-to-skin and breastfed.

Batching Ester-Marié capture Hennie’s heart with her tiny 
hands, melted my own. Her miniature features mirrored his, 
and his love for her knew no bounds. Silently, I prayed her love 
would free him from his pain. Aut his life revealed a haunting 
reality: wounds that wouldn’t mend.

3t GG weeks pregnant with xeorick, I contracted chickenpo;, 
followed by mumps and mastitis when he was just months old. 
Areastfeeding through e;cruciating pain, I persevered.

Bith Ester-Marié, we both developed thrush at two weeks. 
3gonizing feeding sessions felt like needles piercing my nip-
ples. Tears streamed down my faceY shoulder tension threatened 
cramps. Ret, I remained resolute.

Fine months later, severe vaginitis developed. My doctor urged 
stopping breastfeeding for stronger antibiotics, but I declined. 
(ecovery was painful and uncomfortable, yet unwavering de-
termination fueled my nurturing. I breastfed Ester-Marié until 
she turned two.

I was trapped in an emotional whirlwind, home-schooling 
xeorick )7—, Johan )8— and Pieter )17—. Three distinct souls, 
each needing nurtureY  my own, starving. Overwhelmed by 
Hennie’s relentless emotional demands, I desperately craved 
relief. 

The lingering echoes of my encounter with Dolores refused to 
fade. 3 gnawing sense persisted q that there was more to uncover, 
more to unravel within myself and my life. The whispers within 
hinted at answers hidden deep. 3 hunger stirred, fueling my Auest 
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for spiritual truth. It was in this inner sanctuary that I felt most 
alive, most free.

3s I searched within, I realized I knew nothing about my birth 
mother. The void felt suBocating q emptiness, anger, rejection, 
and so many unanswered Auestions. I yearned for facts, for an-
swers. 

Taking a deep breath, I wrote to the adoption agency, my heart 
racing with dread and elation.
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Fuck You, Too!

A s I held the letter, words blurred on the page like tears on wet 
paper. Confusion, disbelief, anger, and shock swirled in my 

stomach, churning into a toxic storm. I felt like I’d been punched 
in the gut, wind knocked out.

Unfortunately, there isn’t much information available ... The cold, 
stark words seared my soul. Twenty-two years old, Afrikaans-speak-
ing, Dutch Reformed, and Standard 8. That’s all they had to say 
about her? My birth mother? The woman who gave me life?

Why no mention of my father? Was he irrelevant? Erased? Did he 
even know I existed? Twenty-two and she couldn’t keep me? Not a 
reckless teenager, but a grown woman with choices? Choices that 
didn’t include me?

The church aSliation grated. What di—erence did it make? Was it 
supposed to comfort me? Oh, your mother was a good Christian 
girl. Empty words.

I was livid, but beneath that, I was dying inside. Rhe didn’t even 
jnish school ‘ what chance did I have?

JeBection wrapped in bureaucratic language. Nine sentences, nine 
wounds. Cutting deep, a surgeon’s scalpel slicing through my 
heart. No :your mother’, Bust the mother. Rlicing my identity. No 
care, no thought. Uust a biological entity.
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The letter’s parting words stung. Origin counseling first, then we’ll 
try to trace her. Conditions. Harriers. More reBection. 

And the condescending jnalez If uncertain, contact me. qncertain-
ty, their parting gift. Who were they to o—er uncertainty? Didn’t 
they know I’d been uncertain my entire life? 

Fennie’s piercing ga4e pinned me, waiting for me to spill. Hut I 
masked my turmoil, afraid to unravel. The weight of shame and 
worthlessness crushed me, su—ocating the words in my throat. 
Fow could I confess the toxic thoughts that I was unwanted, 
unloved, and discarded? That my own mother didn’t want me?

I swallowed hard, trapping the anguish inside. The lump in my 
throat threatened to burst, but I silenced it. Fennie’s concern 
would only expose my vulnerability. I couldn’t bear his pity or, 
worse, his attempts to jx me.

My eyes darted away, evading his probing ga4e. The silence hung 
heavy, a living thing that wrapped itself around my heart. I felt 
trapped, su—ocating under the weight of my secrets.

“Are you okay?” Fennie’s gentle 5uestion cut through the tension.

I forced a nod, a brittle smile. “Yeah, I’m fine.” The lie tasted bitter.

Rhame. Rhame. Rhame. The refrain echoed, a merciless mantra.

My sacred fantasies about my birth mother shattered. Fours of 
envisioning her life, her love, now replaced with harsh facts. The 
disillusionment burned.

6uck you. 6uck you. 6uck you.
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Born to Search

I  was in trouble. Serious trouble.

I was drowning in turmoil. My picture-perfect blended fam-
ily — yours, mine, and ours — concealed a deep disconnect. 
Hennie and the boys were like oil and water, and I was the 
desperate bridge-builder, constantly trying to mend the cracks. 
As I struggled to keep the peace, my own emotions simmered 
just below the surface.

My mom and dad? They were relegated to the background, 
their visits a rare and awkward dance of pleasant small talk. Be-
hind their kindness, unspoken hurt lingered, fueling my guilt 
and shame for neglecting our bond.

Enter Christie, a wise and empathetic psychologist, bursting 
into my shattered world like a ray of hope. Her compassionate 
listening, honed through years of psychological practice, was a 
sacred act, a reverence for my inner world. With gentle prod-
ding and reassuring smiles, she coaxed out the tears, fears, and 
dreams I’d locked away, session after session.

For the :rst time, I dared to askR What sensations did I experi-
ence in the womb? What was the shock of that :rst, life-changing 
breath, followed by separation from my birth mother? And what 
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about those mysterious :rst four or :ve daysR Who nurtured me, 
where did I stay, and how did it inUuence my earliest self? 

Oaw, gut-wrenching sessions. Oivers of tears. qnpacking traumas 
and shattered illusions. And the transformative power of hyp-
notherapy.

“ne pivotal hypnotherapy session crushed my defenses, revealing 
the raw emotions of my earliest existenceR Womb, prison, silence 
... fear of movement, fear of rejection ... birth mother’s anxiety, my 
own ... suffocating, trapped, desperate to escape ... stranger’s hands, 
not mom’s ... no warmth, no softness ... no familiar heartbeat, no 
soothing voice ... paralyzing fear … loneliness, despair ... tears, sobs 
... shame, hopelessness ... caretakers’ whispers, pitying gazes ... ‘can’t 
even feed you right’ ... taste, smell, wrong ... unfulfilled hunger, emo-
tional and physical ... helpless, alone ... wanting to curl up, disappear, 
succumb ...

Together, Christie and I unlocked the shackles of my birth trauma. 
With every step, I reclaimed my voice, my choices, and my life. The 
eternal (uestion 1Who am I?” resurfaced, but with a newfound 
twist. I discovered my identity was mine to shape, free from exter-
nal dictates.

After each session with Christie, I felt drained, utterly depleted. 
The emotional release manifested physicallyR respiratory tract in-
fections, persistent constipation 9despite a 8)6) colon surgery7, er-
ratic weight Uuctuations, debilitating depression, and social with-
drawal.

Before me stood a mountain of transformation, its slopes carved 
by trials and tribulations. An inner voice whisperedR Evolve. 
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Ink of the Soul

I ’ve always been word-struck, enchanted by the mystique that 
surrounds them, the secrets they hold, and the worlds they 

create.

When I was in Grade 2, I wrote a short essay, the kind only a child 
in their second year of school (back in the 1970s) could write. My 
teacher, thrilled with my work, sent me to the Grade 3 class to read 
it aloud. I beamed with pride. 

Our local library was a trusted friend. I devoured books, often 
gnishinA one a day. My imaAination soared as I immersed myself 
in characters, storylines, and plots. If you wanted to gnd me, I’d 
be nose-deep in a book.

jt university, I maEored in xnAlish, solidifyinA my love for the 
lanAuaAe, which surpassed my aHnity for jfrikaans, my mother 
tonAue. I brie8y eTplored Eournalism and eTcelled.

6owever, 6ennie didn’t share my passion for creative writinA. 6e 
dismissed it as unprogtable and a waste of time. I Aradually wrote 
less and less, buryinA my passion under responsibility and duty.

On 1N juAust 199N, I found myself in the veld outside Oudt-
shoorn with a book and pen, feelinA an intuitive urAe to write. j 
beautiful, channeled messaAe spilled onto the paper. I was in awe, 
wonderinA who this voice was and why it spoke to me.
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:his marked the beAinninA of a transformative EournalinA Eourney, 
spanninA many Eournals. I learned to trust the voice and built 
a beautiful spiritual relationship. xlEoshiEka (xl-yu-shee-kah) be-
came my sacred name.

On 1D …ovember 2001, I was prompted to visit the local cemetery, 
where I wrote6

Eljoshijka, today you sit at the beginning and end of 
your life. It is death and birth in Me simultaneously. 
Believe as I show you.

Your destiny, as Marenda Koch, would have been ear-
ly sexual molestation and death — a short, troubled 
life. You were redeemed from that fate through finan-
cial means, sold for gain. That’s why prosperity eluded 
you; you felt enslaved to money.

This morning, I take your destiny into Me and trans-
form it. I wash away your past — your destiny as an 
adopted child in the earthly realm — and anoint you 
with the awe-inspiring fragrance of My presence.

I reconcile Marenda Koch, Elmarie Coetzee,  and 
Eljoshijka within Me, uniting you in wholeness. We 
are One.
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Eljoshijka, My gift to you is the faith I have in you — 
the seed I’ve given you this morning. 

It’s the faith that you will reach your destiny in Me, 
fulfilling the true and full potential of all I’ve placed 
within you.

I have faith in you. Let it sink in ...

jfter writinA the above, I lay on my back on a Arave. I eTperienced 
beinA taken into 7ivinity, dyinA and cominA to life. I felt formed, 
and eTperienced 7ivinity’s Auidance as I received the Aenes intend-
ed for me 8 No, not this one, give her that one 8

:he encounter left an indelible imprint, a Aentle whisper etched on 
my soul. Its meaninA wasn’t clear, yet its impact resonated deeply. 
I safeAuarded it as a sacred revelation.
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How Could You?!

A  hundred-pound cannon explodes within me, shredding my 
soul. I’m vaporized, reduced to dust and ashes.

My essence escapes, soaring to the heavenly realm. 

From above, I witness Georick’s fragmentation — a 13-year-old 
lost to darkness in the maze of his shattered childhood.

Shame sears his cheeks, his lip trembling. His eyes remain down-
cast, his heart pounding in his throat. 

He Tdgets desperately, trying to escape the darkness.

:he bedroom air crackles with tension, heavy with the explosive 
weight of secrets.

His words incinerate my soulE sexually molested, betrayed, scarred. 

Oight years of silent su;ering under my roof — the ultimate be-
trayal.

I’m petriTed, trapped in a nightmare, unable to move, breathe, or 
escape.

I re-enter my body.

-ur gazes meet. his pain pierces mine. I feel his fear, shame, and 
helplessness. 
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His wounds bleed into mine.

It’s too much to bear.

I close my eyes and die.
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From Hartenbos to 
Forever

D ad. 

My earliest memories are of clambering on your lap when we 
were visiting with friends. I would have my ear on your chest, 
and my arms around your neck. Your heartbeat and resonant 
voice soothed me, a gentle drumbeat lulling me to sleep. Later, 
you’d carry me in your arms, tuck me in, and afterwards tease: 
“Yolly, a bomb could explode beside you, and you’d sleep right 
through it! You’re the soundest sleeper I’ve ever met, my child.”

Dad, I recall your patient frustration when I’d lay the table 
at lunchtime, book in hand. Lost in the pages,  I’d fumble 
with placemats, utensils, and you’d :rmly intervene— “Yolly, put 
down your book. You can read after we’ve eaten. First, help mom 
with the table.”

Your bear hugs remain etched in my memory - strong, powT
erful, and full of love. Your stubbly cheek would scratch mine, 
and your calloused hands would roughly caress my arm. Ohe 
way your face would light up when you saw me stopping at 
your house, and you knew I was coming to visit. Ohe love in 
your eyes. Aften it was too much for me and I had to look away.
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It was the way you looked at me. jlways like you saw me. Like I 
mattered. 

Your warm invitations— “What’ll it be, my child? Coffee?” Ohe 
cheeky (okes, playful bum slaps zwhich drove me cra)y as a teen!. 
Your infectious laughterq Your Kuick witq Your brief Nashes of 
impatience, like a volcano erupting, but soon subsiding, leaving 
your lovely self shining through.

Ohe times we spent in Pruger Eational Jarkq xvery …une school 
holiday camping for three weeks, teaching me by eCample how to 
honor and respect Mother Eature. Your love for all living creaT
tures, especially birds 2 and most de:nitely the beloved :sh eagle. 
xach time, to this day, when the :sh eagle calls, I know it’s you.

Your willingness to help me was always immediate and uncondiT
tional. Your legacy of kindness continues to shape me. 

An 0hristmas Day 644F, I sat by your hospital bedside, (ust 
days before your passing. Ohough words eluded me, my heart 
overNowed with unspoken emotions. jt 14, I was trapped in a 
selfTmade prison, and you knew it. 9or years, you witnessed my 
struggles, my unful:lled life, yet never (udged. Your eyes spoke 
volumes 2 if I dared look long enough.

Dad, I’m grateful for the story mom shared after you passed. In 
December 5WFS, the adoption agency called you at work, o?ering a 
baby. ?ithout any hesitation you said— “Oh no, we can’t take a baby 
now. We’re on our way to Hartenbos for our summer vacation.” 

Ohen your beachside confession to mom a few days later - casuT
ally mentioning the call, while basking in the sun, as if it was of 
no great signi:cance, adopting a baby after eight years of marriageq 
zAh dad, you made us laugh, only you could do something like 
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this and get away with itq! ?ith a gentle smile, mom concluded, 
“... and then, 3 months later, we got you …”

Ohank you, Dad. Your delayed yes became my greatest gift. @aying 
no to that baby led me to you, and in your hesitation, I found 
my home. If not, where would I have beenA ?ho would I have 
becomeA I cannot even bear the thought 2
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The Shadows We 
Keep

I t was 6 July 2010. Georick’s 2.1-meter towering presence illu-
minated Christie’s counseling room. One year post-matric, he 

boasted an avant-garde hairstyle and a Aamboyant persona. fs we 
sat side by side on her couch, a sense oT calm washed over me.

Christie’s compassion enveloped me like a warm embrace. —he 
page in my hand trembled, the printed words seared into my heart 
B every Mber oT my being craving connection with my son. zrave 
and broken, I must speak my truth. 

Dear Georick

I want to talk to you about something that’s been eating away at 
me for the last five and a half years. Ever since your devastating 
revelation on 14 January 2005, I’ve been carrying around feelings 
of guilt, remorse, and shame. I’m sorry, son, for not being there when 
you needed me, for not listening to you, and for walking away when 
you wanted to connect with me.

Looking back, I realize I struggled with my own self-acceptance. 
Unbeknownst to myself, I rejected you. I’m consumed by self-loathing 
and regret, because I was too weak to help you when you called out to 
me. I never showed you how much I love you and how much you mean 
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to me. Shadowed smiles, curt replies, chopped-off hands and feet — 
denying me all the opportunities to give to you, and do for you, out of 
the abundance of love, locked deep within me.

I am deeply sorry. I would give anything to turn back the hands 
of time, and do things differently. I wouldn’t have allowed anyone 
to create emotional distance between us. But since we can’t change 
the past, I’m committed to making amends and shaping our future, 
starting now. In this moment, I embrace the opportunity to heal and 
move forward. I long to break free from the shackles of hurt and pain 
that I feel every time you come home and I see, hear, and connect with 
you.

I am deeply sorry. 

I am deeply sorry that you never had the opportunity to be free as 
a child. I am sorry for the sexual scars that will be permanent in 
your life, whether they heal or not. I am sorry that I couldn’t protect 
you from the abusers, that I chose them above you. I am sorry that 
I forsook you for the purposes of gaining my own perception of peace, 
love, and acceptance. I never wanted to give you away like my mother 
gave me away, but I have to admit that I gave you away emotionally. 
I am so sorry.

I hope you can forgive me. I love you so much. You are my son.   

Ey words spilled out, leaving only silence. Georick’s gaxe touched 
mine, a warm whisper on a winter’s breexe, “I’ve long forgiven you, 
mom. It’s all okay.”

-.cept it wasn’t.
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The Aftermath of 
Betrayal

O n 15 January 2005, as dawn’s early light crept over BuIels’ 
Bay, — sat b shattered b on a garden .enchf

— cursed the heavens, unleashing proAanities into the airf -lone on 
the .ench, AaceDtoDAace with jivinityf — seethed with rage, Aeeling 
an inner Aorce that could part the ocean, Must as Roses parted the 
Sed meaf mwearing and so..ing uncontrolla.ly, Gy Gind reeled 
in despairf — wrestled with the cruel reality oA keoric:’s Aatex se3D
ually Golested AroG age W to 11, under Gy own rooA, while — 
was painAully o.livious, lost in spirituality and Mournalingf !hat a 
Gonstrous Aailure4 !hat an unAorgiva.le, soulDcrushing .etrayal4

— vowed to stop writing, convinced it was all Ga:eD.elieve, a Girage 
.orn AroG Gy childhood Aantasiesf !riting had .ecoGe Gy escape 
GechanisG, a coping strategy — eGployed when reality .ecaGe 
too overwhelGingf —’d tuG.le down the ra..it hole, escaping to 
an -lice in !onderland world where iGpossi.le things seeGed 
plausi.lef —n that GoGent — saw the horriAying truthx Gy words 
had .etrayed Ge, silencing the screaGs oA Gy own childf

— also vowed to .ring the perpetrator to Musticef — proGptly opened 
a case, and within 2H hours, a police oqcial Get with keoric: and 
Ge at our rented hoGef ?ennie’s world had iGplodedx seTuestraD
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tion, .usiness collapse, and losing our AaGily hoGe had leAt hiG 
depressed and angryf

mitting .eside keoric:, with the oqcial and his Fle across AroG 
us, keoric: revealed the shoc:ing truthx secret codes, su.tle 
nods, and .athrooG encounters b munday aAternoons, while 
we nappedf Ry kod, on mundaysz4

Che oqcer’s e3pression reGained stoic, .ut Gine was shatteredf 
Por keoric:’s sa:e, — hid Gy shoc: and trauGa .ehind a calG 
Gas:f -s he revealed the a.use, his eyes pleaded Aor perGission 
to e3pose the secretsf — nodded soAtly, Gy heart racing. I couldn’t 
protect you then, but I’ll protect you now, — vowed silentlyf The 
perpetrator will face justice. Che oqcer recoGGended counselD
ing, proGising a social wor:er’s callf mtill, — waitf

!ee:s later, — stuG.led upon a .oo: on grieA at the li.raryf 
Seading a.out its stages .rought a sense oA relieA, and — realiEed 
that Gy eGotions were norGalf Por wee:s, — had .een oscilD
lating .etween reality and denial, torn .etween uncontrolla.le 
so.s, siGGering anger, and suIocating sadness that threatened 
to shatter Gy heartf

jivinity intervened again, without Gy ac:nowledgGent, as — 
couldn’t trust Gy heartf On the day oA the court date, we were 
instead in éhristie’s rooGsf - heartDwrenching letter to Ge 
a couple oA days earlier AroG the other Gother, also .ro:en, 
pleaded with Ge not to proceed with the court casef — agreed, 
on one conditionx they would 7y AroG =retoria and Geet at 
éhristie’s rooGs, where — needed to as: her son, “How could 
you?! Look me in the eyes and tell me why? How could you betray 
my trust like that, when I thought we were close? You shared your 
deepest fears with me; why keep this secret hidden?” 
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—n éhristie’s rooGs, our gutDwrenching HDhour session concluded 
with hugs, tears, and a deep sense oA relieAf — Aelt coGAorted, :nowD
ing — hadn’t ignored or swept the .etrayal under the rugf Ry heart 
ached Aor keoric: to see that — wasn’t a Aailed Gother, that — was 
desperately trying to Ga:e aGends and heal our woundsf

>sterDRari?, Must @ years old, was a vi.rant and careAree child, 
.lessed with a ro.ust personality and an unwavering sense oA selAf 
?ennie adored her, radiating pride over her strong, independent 
spirit, and un.ridled willingness to e3press herselAf -Gidst the 
perpetual turGoil oA our daily liAe, — .reathed a sigh oA relieA, grateD
Aul that >sterDRari? seeGed reGar:a.ly unscathedf

-s we drove hoGe, a nagging voice whispered, Don’t settle for easy. 
This isn’t over. The damage during Georick’s formative years is 
irreparable. You’ll suffer the consequences.
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Beyond the Chaos

T he crazy years. 

I felt like a hamster on a spinning wheel, stuck in an endless cycle of 
chaos. My days blurred together in a maddening mix of calmness 
and turmoil.

One moment, laughter and jokes ;lled the air- the next, angry outv
bursts, traumatic eCents, and desperate pleas. I walked on eggshells, 
fearful of shattering the fragile peace. Ariticism and dissatisfaction 
hung oCer me like a constant cloud.

Es éstervMariH entered her teens, her relationship with Gennie 
grew strained. Ge struggled to exert the same control oCer her that 
he once had. Meanwhile, she found solace and success in sports, 
excelling on the tartan track and netball court. I proudly attended 
eCery competition, cheering her on. 

Interacting with other parents and supporters brought a sense of 
normalcy to my life, and I wanted éstervMariH to know I was fully 
inCested in her wellvbeing. My past regrets with 'eorick strengthv
ened my resolCe to support her.

éstervMariHDs relationship with 'eorick was strained, marred by 
Castly di’erent personalities and strong wills. Uespite my best efv
forts, I couldnLt bridge their gap, and it seemed better for them to 
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maintain distance. They rarely saw eyevtoveye, and mostly aCoided 
each other.

'eorickLs bond with Gennie had disintegrated, forcing me to 
spend time with him alone, away from GennieLs abusiCe presence. 
:pon returning, ILd face GennieLs disapproCing glare, a clear sign 
of resentment toward my connection with 'eorick. GennieLs hosv
tility toward 'eorick weighed heaCily on me, torn between loyalty 
and loCe.

I struggled to balance relationships with Gennie, 'eorick, and 
éstervMariH. Jonging to spend more time with 'eorick, I faced an 
insurmountable barrier. GennieLs control tactics intensi;ed, often 
resorting to threats2 

“If you ever think of leaving me, just remember, I’ll 
destroy you in court.” 

Ge boasted of being OudtshoornLs top diCorce lawyer.

In 0anuary 8FFq, I launched my own workvfromvhome real esv
tate agency, driCen by two key motiCations2 GennieLs inability 
to support us ;nancially and my urgent need for independence 
from his su’ocating control. The lawyervestate agent combination 
seemed ideal. GoweCer, our business partnership sparked incessant 
conWicts, particularly oCer my commission. Gennie consistently 
pushed me to negotiate higher rates, fueling relentless disputes.

—ortunately, AhristieLs guidance as my business coach proCided 
crucial support. Our monthly meetings instilled courage and Caliv
dation, empowering me to press on. I consistently left our sessions 
feeling seen, heard, and Calued. This boost of con;dence propelled 
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me forward, eBuipping me to tackle the next set of challenges 
until our next meeting.

The year following my dadLs passing, we moCed in with my 
mom. Pe extended a section of the house, allowing us to liCe 
together comfortably. This was a welcome respite after four 
years of constant relocation, searching for rental houses that 
accommodated GennieLs physical limitations ( a daunting 
task that had become a nightmare. 

Ger home, ;lled with treasured childhood memories, held prov
found signi;cance. —inding permanence in our liCing situation 
brought me immense relief, surrounded by familiar comforts. 
)uilt  when I was just 8 years old,  after my parents moCed 
from Sretoria to Oudtshoorn, this house was my sanctuary, a 
place where I felt safe and secure. The trees I swung from as 
a child, my childhood bedroom 5now éstervMariHDs1, and the 
warmth of my momLs loCing presence enCeloped me in a sense 
of tranBuility.

GennieLs condition worsened, with arthritis raCaging his body 
and debilitating headaches reBuiring at least six Zchedule Y 
painkillers daily. —urthermore, he struggled with mental health 
challenges, relying on antidepressants and mood stabilizers to 
manage his emotions. Es his addiction to painkillers intenv
si;ed, his highs and lows became increasingly unpredictable, 
creating a Colatile mix of physical and emotional turmoil.

I had a small circle of cherished lady friends, con;dants with 
whom I shared afternoon Cisits. Elthough I found a listening ear 
among them, a code of secrecy within myself preCented me from 
reCealing eCerything. I feared that sharing my truth would force me 
to change my life, leaCe Gennie, and start anew. I didnLt feel strong 
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enough to Centure out on my own. Gis threats had instilled 
deep insecurity within me.

In the tumultuous week leading up to my momLs passing, we 
faced another shattering blow2 0ohanLs deCastating death at 8‘. 
The irony was crushing2 haCing just come of age, he should 
haCe been embarking on a promising future, but 'rey 3one 
Jymphoma, a rare and aggressiCe cancer, heartbreakingly cut 
his life short, after raCaging him for a year. 0ohan had moCed 
to his momLs in 8FFY, and his passing dealt a seCere blow to 
Gennie, who cherished him as his faCorite among the boys.

I abandoned journaling and spirituality, disillusioned with the 
world and my own heart. Ret, a hunger within me persisted, 
driCing me to seek more from life.

I immersed myself in personal deCelopment, consuming books, 
audios, and talks by renowned motiCational speakers. Taking a 
leap of faith, I inCested in Zhad GelmstetterLs comprehensiCe 
digital audio collection, CThe éncyclopedia of ZelfvTalkL, dev
spite its hefty price tag. This qvColume, D8vsession series coCerv
ing key selfvtalk areas was a signi;cant ;nancial commitment, 
but I closed my eyes and chose to inCest in myself. 

Ur. Gelmstetter conCincingly highlighted selfvtalkLs crucial 
role in shaping our life path and success. Jistening to repeated, 
positiCe, and uplifting selfvtalk rewires your brain to belieCe 
in yourself. The more you listen, the truer it becomes. Most 
notably, selfvtalk fosters gratitude, which becomes increasingly 
ingrained and natural.

I played his programs daily in eCery possible space ( kitchen, 
bathroom, and beyond. My car transformed into a mobile library, 
where these talks were my exclusiCe listening choice. Eemarkably, 
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I conCinced Gennie to play the audios softly on my bedside table 
as we fell asleep, a rare moment of accord. 

Edditionally, I printed and displayed inspiring Buotes on my oFce 
Cision board. End Ahristie continued to proCide steadfast guidv
ance through lifeLs challenges, meeting regularly with me, 'eorick, 
éstervMariH, or Gennie.

In my inner world, I once again discoCered refuge. Pith the guidv
ance of my personal motiCation gurus, I began to reframe my 
selfvtalk, fostering a sense of progress. I ceased seeing myself as a 
Cictim and instead recognized my capacity for change and growth. 
I could change me, but not Gennie. JeaCing him seemed imposv
sible. 

I consciously started choosing gratitude as my daily companion. 
Pith eCery situation that unfolded, I asked myself2 What could 
have been worse? End ineCitably, I found something. This simple 
shift in perspectiCe transformed my mindset. I began to say thank 
you for each experience, embracing it as an opportunity for soul 
growth. Evolve more, my inner Coice encouraged.
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From Victim to Victor

D uring Hennie’s sequestration, we seized a rare opportunity 
to attend a sponsored network marketing leadership week-

end at Club Mykonos, a Greek-styled timeshare holiday resort on 
the West Coast. I sensed a cifker o— hope, a beafon o— light v an 
esfape —rom our grim reality and the stresses o— sequestration, i— 
only —or a weekend.

We had a 5an at the time, unreliable but our only means —or the 0OO 
km dri5e —rom judtshoorn. I in5ited my mom and dad to xoin us, 
turning the trip into a —amily outing, and they eJfitedly agreed to 
fare —or (ohan 13)2, Georifk 13E2, and éster-Mari6 1T2.

Ahe fhildren’s eJfitement was palpable, but I was equally desper-
ate —or a break, and eager to mingle with others.

Howe5er, our xourney hit a snag xust EOO km in. Ahe 5an broke 
down, requiring an impromptu roadside repair. My dad suggested 
turning bafk, but I re—used to gi5e up. “We’ll get it fixed,” I insisted 
:rmly. “We’re going.” Ahe fhildren’s disappointment recefted my 
own, —ueling my determination.

'—ter a —our-hour delay, Hennie :nally resol5ed the issue, and we 
fontinued our xourney. Howe5er, another fhallenge aroseF the side 
door kept opening while dri5ing. Ao fompensate —or his short 
stature, Hennie dro5e with eJtended pedals, and sat on a thifk 
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fushion. é5ery time the door swung open, he would pull o5er to 
the side o— the road, and (ohan would kifk it shut. My dad sefured 
the door with ropes, adding to the makeshi—t solution.

I fouldn’t help but laugh at the absurdity o— our situation. “Imag-
ine seeing us from above,” I fhufkled. “Pulling over every few kilo-
meters, Hennie maneuvering the van to the side, Johan kicking the 
door closed, and then we’re off again!” Ahe sfene was fomifal, and 
I re5eled in the humor.

Ahe weekend was a welfome reprie5e —rom our struggles. We 
sa5ored laughter and quality time together, rekindling our xoy. 
éster-Mari6, our tall and slender little ballerina, eagerly show-
fased her —reshly learned ballet poses on Mykonos’s fharming 
Greek-styled fobbled stone pathways. With eafh grafe—ul twirl 
and furtsy, her eyes sparkled, and my heart swelled with lo5e. Her 
length, inherited —rom her brother and me, made her poses all the 
more striking.

's I sefretly watfhed our fhildren interaft, I fherished the unique 
bond between Georifk and (ohan. Georifk, the outgoing eJtro-
5ert, and (ohan, the gentle intro5ert, balanfed eafh other beau-
ti—ully. Aheir fonneftion was fapti5ating v a sweet gentleness 
that transfended their di;erenfes. Georifk’s play—ul laughter, and 
(ohan’s quiet smile, —ormed a harmonious union, :lling my heart 
with gratitude.

's I faptured éster-Mari6Ss moments on famera, I —elt transported 
to Greefe, en5eloped in beauty and serenity. Ror a ceeting in-
stant, our troubles —aded, and I glimpsed a happier reality v our 
marriage wasn’t a —ailureB we fould still :nd xoy in li—e’s simple 
pleasures. In those fare—ree moments, a glimmer o— hope and unity 
shone through the frafks o— our —raftured —amily.
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Ahat weekend, Di5inity had yet another gi—t in store —or me. jne 
that would re5eal its magni:fenfe, and pro—ound impaft on my 
li—e, only in the years to fome. It was a gi—t that kept on unwrap-
ping itsel—, time and time again, as my li—e un—olded be—ore me.

Ahe pi5otal moment arri5ed on ‘aturday during Vobin Kanks’ 
moti5ational talk, PAhe !iftor and Ahe !iftim’s 'KC’. Vobin, 
a renowned ‘outh '—rifan moti5ational speaker and sfholar o— 
(ohn Behoe’s ground-breaking work, PMind Cower into the E3st 
Century’, brought a unique blend o— humor and wisdom to the 
stage. 

His insight—ul message resonated deeply, re5ealing a pro—ound 
truthF the 5iftor’s 'KC v 'ttitudes, Kelie—s, and Choifes v 
stood in stark fontrast to the 5iftim’s 'KC v 'ffusations, 
Klame, and Complaints. 's I listened, something inside me shi—t-
ed irre5ersibly.

Ahis was a massi5e breakthrough, a turning point that rede:ned 
my eJistenfe. I listened intently, absorbing e5ery word, like a 
parfhed soul drinking —rom an oasis. I sfribbled notes, hungry to 
fapture the essenfe o— his message. In that moment, I knew my li—e 
would ne5er be the same. Ahe 5iftim’s mentality, onfe a weighty 
shroud, began to li—t, replafed by the empowering realization that 
my attitudes, belie—s, and fhoifes held the keys to my destiny.

's we walked out, I turned to Hennie and deflared, 

“Today, my life has changed. I want to be a victor. 
From this day forward, my attitudes, beliefs, and 
choices will shape my destiny. I’m all in.” 
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I awaited Hennie’s response, hoping he’d share my eJfitement and 
xoin me on this new path. Instead, his quizzifal eJpression and 
—aint —rown between his eyes le—t me unfertain. Ahe silenfe grew 
awkward, and I realized he had no intention o— engaging. '—ter a 
pause, he shrugged, his dismissi5e body language unmistakable v 
a flear signal that the fon5ersation was flosed.

Kut I —elt a :re starting to light up in me. ' passion. ' resol5e to 
not let the sequestration, and all the li—e altering fhanges we were 
about to —afe v Hennie flosing down his praftife and starting to 
work —rom home, his building being sold, our house being sold v 
get the better o— me. 

Ahat I fould do nothing to fhange these firfumstanfes, but I 
fould work on my 'KC’s. Kafk to sfhool —or me, this time to the 
sfhool o— li—e, the most important sfhool o— all.

jn the way bafk the 5ibe in the 5an was —esti5e. I was on an 
absolute high, the fhildren were elated, they had so mufh —un and 
many xokes and laughter coated aroundD I asked eafh one what 
the highlight o— the weekend was —or them personally, and refei5ed 
endearing answers —rom my mom and the kids. 

When it was my dad’s turn, he unequi5ofally said with a twinkle in 
his eye: “All the shit we had on the road!” We giggled —or kilometers 
until we reafhed home again, and I fontinued to —east on that xoke 
—or weeks to fome.

Ahe a—termath o— that weekend marked another turning point. 
Venowned business philosopher (im Vohn’s wisdom on personal 
philosophy resonated deeply. He stressed that, without a flear out-
look on li—e, we risk dri—ting aimlessly. His words ignited a sense o— 
purpose within me.
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'—ter serious introspeftion, I freated this personal statementF

I believe in the Law of Sowing and Reaping; therefore, 
I do unto others as I would want them to do unto me.

I believe in the Law of Attraction; therefore, I choose to 
have this Law work in my favor to attract only the good 
and positive.

I am a victor who lives by the Victor’s ABC of Attitudes, 
Beliefs and Choices. I am not a victim who lives by the 
Victim’s ABC of Accusations, Blame and Complaints.

My life is not about what happens to me; it is about 
what I do with what happens to me. If I fall seven 
times, I get up eight. If I have trials, tests and tribu-
lations, I turn them into triumphs, testimonies and 
truths.

I take full ownership of my life, and of every choice and 
decision I make.

I am honest, trustworthy, reliable and compassionate.
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My daily disciplines lead me to success and accom-
plishment in every area of my life: mind, body and 
soul. 

I believe in the magic of synchronicity, whereby nothing 
in my life happens by coincidence.

I surrounded mysel— with reminders o— my philosophy, plafing 
fopies in inspiring lofations. éafh morning, I’d read, absorb, and 
refite the words, igniting my passion and purpose. 's the words 
took root, I —elt my soul awaken, trans—ormed by the power o— my 
own fon5iftion.
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Beyond the Forgotten 
Pages

There is a book inside me
Its pages bursting at the seams

Heavy with expectation
The raw ink of life dripping from my fingers

Words woven together from the pulses of my heart
And the vibrations of my mind

Sentences of essence, paragraphs of significance

There is a song on my lips
Bursting at the corners of my radiant smiles

Waiting impatiently to be set free
Sung unto the heavens as sonic harmonies of hope

Echoing the whispers of my deepest self

There is a dance in my loins and belly
Its fire consuming the fiber of my being
Tangos of passion and salsas of desire

Not asking for permission or waiting for consent

Serendipitous waltzes to the drumming of foreign lands
Always moving to the tune of the moment

In the rhythm of life I find my voice
And my soul’s deepest emotions resound
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In an instant all these must be captured
Before the ink seeps away

Before the jingle fades into oblivion
And before the jazz of life dies at the feet of my intentions

— Elmarie Arnold

Surprise and excitement wrestled for dominance as I marveled at 
my own writing.

I was once again at Christie’s rooms, expressing my bewilderment 
and amazement at the impromptu little poem I wrote mere days 
before my scheduled appointment with her. 

This sparked our conversation, leading to my other unwritten 
words — my journals. Eight years had passed since I last wrote, and 
following Georick’s revelation in January 2005, I hadn’t opened 
any of my seven journals. At one point, I almost burned them, but 
a persistent, small voice cautioned, Don’t; it will be a mistake.

Something shifted during our session that day, prompting me to 
retrieve my journals that evening, hidden away in a corner of one 
of my desks. With trepidation, I opened the page where I’d written 
my Brst channeled message, a wave of nausea washing over me. The 
thought of rereading words, penned in what felt like a previous life, 
left me numb, paralyzed by dread and anxiety. 

Dut then, certain words jumped out at me, intriguing, compelling 
me to turn the page, and then the next, and the next. 8ue to the 
-qyear gap, I genuinely couldn’t recall what I had written. So, it 
felt like reading it for the Brst time, except for that familiar, yet 
longqburied thrill — my heartbeat Huickening, excitement catchq
ing in my throat, and the deep sense of connection to 8ivinity.
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I was spellbound, unable to put the journals down. Seated in my 
cozy, private o3ce at the back of our property, far from :ennie’s 
presence, I devoured the pages till late that evening. At ;F00 a.m. 
the next morning, I rushed back to my o3ce, eager to continue 
where I’d left oP. Thankfully, :ennie’s medication ensured he 
slept soundly, unaware of my early morning escapades. This alq
lowed me to indulge in my journals, guiltqfree, absorbing page after 
page, journal after journal.

It suddenly dawned on me that what I had written was deeply 
personal, prophetic, and divine. It wasn’t a lieR it was Truth — my 
Truth. Something that no one could ever take away from me. This 
profound realization ignited immense inspiration within me. 7or 
the next three weeks, I rose at ;F00 a.m. every morning to transcribe 
my journals, crafting a 887 document for seamless access and clarq
ity.  As I immersed myself in this process, the act of transcription 
became a sacred ritual. With each keystroke, my connection to the 
divine strengthened.

I have been given a heavenly gift that I had neglected and cast 
aside. 9elying solely on my mind and logic has caused me immense 
suPering. This approach is incomplete, for I had silenced the whisq
pers of my essence. These words are etched on the tablet of my 
heartR they speak a language I know intimately q eternal, timeless, 
and universal.

The anger, disillusionment, and self-punishment of the last eight 
years — are enough. It’s over now; it’s done. Move on; there’s more, 
much more to come, whispered the sacred voice inside me.
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The Hell to Come

A s the clock struck midnight, welcoming in 2015, I was 
amidst an unforgettable adventure with three dear friends 

at ‘The Hell’, a place whose ironic name would soon prove eerily 
prophetic.

The notorious 37-kilometer road to The Hell, nestled in the 
Swartberg Mountain range,  is  a  testament to South Africa’s 
most isolated and rugged landscape. This serpentine route winds 
through breathtaking mountain scenery, characterized by winding 
gravel paths that snake through rocky outcrops, treacherous hair-
pin bends that test driving skills, steep inclines that push engines 
to their limits, and sharp drops that leave hearts racing.

The drive demands precision, with some corners requiring a pre-
carious three-point turn. Sedans are ill-advised, and only 4x4 ve-
hicles with rugged tires, dare to tread this unforgiving terrain. Yet, 
we boldly deFed the odds in our little jord Icon.

As we navigated the treacherous terrain, we encountered two 
stranded 4x4 vehicles, their owners desperate for help. Mean-
while, our small car persevered, and we laughed and Koked our way 
through the scorching Blein Baroo heat.

That night, under the stars, we reveled in the freedom of our 
adventure. jor me, it was a rare escape from Hennie’s miserable 
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personality. Wut amidst the celebrations, a gnawing sense of 
unease lingered. 

This was prompted by Hennie’s recent purchase of a piece 
of land at a sale-in-execution, made without my knowledge 
or consent, violating our mutual agreement to always discuss 
maKor purchases beforehand. 

Chat made it even more alarming, was that he had depleted 
almost his entire cash reserve to fund this impulse buy, and as-
tonishingly, he didn’t even know the property’s address. Yet, he 
boasted of securing it at a ‘bargain price’ at auction, oblivious 
to the potential risks and consequences. 

This staggering lack of foresight and reckless Fnancial deci-
sion-making sparked a wave of nausea, dread, and intense fear 
within me. I instinctively knew he’d made a grave mistake.

To make matters worse, Hennie showed no remorse for his 
actions, and instead accused me of not supporting him, and 
not believing in him. His cavalier attitude only deepened my 
concerns, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that this impulsive 
decision would have far-reaching consequences.

This trip was intended as a calming escape, but instead, the 
feeling of impending doom deepened. In hindsight, I now see 
that our Kourney to The Hell was a haunting prophecy of the 
devastation that lay ahead in 2015.

As we embarked on the return Kourney the next day, the prospect 
of enduring the long drive again seemed daunting. —ollectively, we 
vowed never to return, declaring our bucket list fulFlled ! once 
was enough: After three hours of navigating the grueling terrain, 



UN-ADOPTICALLY ME — MY STORY. MY TRUTH. MY VOICE.54

we Fnally covered the 37 kilometers and reached the T-Kunction, 
leaving the rugged landscape behind. 

Cith relief washing over me, I rolled down the window, let out a 
primal howl like a prairie wolf, and shouted into the open road, 

“Hello 2015! Bring it on, motherfucker, bring it on!”

My friends laughed their heads oO at my wolf-like outburst, 
but beneath the surface, a discordant note resonated within me. 
Amidst the laughter, my heart whispered a haunting refrain8 

You’re not prepared for what’s coming. 

My body, soul, and spirit were already bracing for impact, sensing 
the storm clouds gathering on the horizon.

The stark contrast between our Koyful laughter and my inner fore-
boding was Karring. Chile my friends saw my outburst as a mo-
ment of reckless abandon, I knew it was a desperate cry - a futile 
attempt to shake oO the creeping sense of dread. 9ur laughter 
echoed through the landscape, but mine was tinged with a hint of 
desperation, a :eeting attempt to silence the murmurs of impend-
ing doom.

You ain’t seen nothing yet, Elmarie, the inner voice whispered men-
acingly. Wait for this year. You just wait and see.
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My Gentle Giant

I n the wake of Hennie’s land purchase, the fault lines of our 
relationship began to tremble, and I felt the earth shifting 

beneath my feet. The shock, disappointment, and anger swirling 
inside me ignited a newfound rebellion, like a slow-burning Rre 
fueling my determination. 

:eturning home from The Hell,  I announced my departure 
with calculated calmF a week-long escape to Granschhoek, where 
veorick had secured a spot in the town’s Mibrant hospitality scene. 
Eeanwhile, éster-EariL, deeply absorbed in her matric year prepa-
rations, opted to stay behind with Hennie.

xocated appro4imately O hours from —udtshoorn, Granschhoek 
q with its Grench charm and picturesAue wine Malley q became 
veorick’s haMen after he abandoned his psychology studies. 2s 
he approached his zOth birthday, he discoMered a fresh start at a 
renowned restaurant on a prestigious wine farm, residing in a cojy 
two-bedroom cottage nestled among lush Mines. I left home Mery 
early that morning, eager to reunite with him.

2s I loMingly melted into his gigantic, enfolding embrace, our 
mutual e4citement was palpable. Gor the Rrst time in our liMes, we 
were alone q Yust mother and son q freed from the suNocating 
grip of e4ternal forces. 1ears of fragmented moments, snatched 
conMersations, and cherished, stolen hours had deRned our rela-
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tionship. 5ow, an entire week stretched before us, untainted by 
the menacing interference that had long controlled our liMes. The 
weight of this hard-won freedom Rlled my heart with gratitude, 
and my soul with Yoy.

veorick, my gentle giant, stood tall in his sije W? shoes, his sturdy 
frame a Mibrant canMas reDecting his artistic soul. 2rtistry coursed 
through his Meins, infusing eMery aspect of his life with color, cre-
atiMity, and imagination. His humble abode showcased outstand-
ing matric masterpieces on the walls, while the double mattress 
on the Door radiated minimalism and warmth. His eclectic style 
resonated in his clothing and resourceful storage solutions, creat-
ing a harmonious symphony of creatiMe e4pression. I was utterly 
mesmerijed.

1et, amidst this beauty, the unshakable awareness of my own un-
deRned heritage lingered within me. 7here did veorick’s remark-
able talent come from6 éster-EariL, too, possessed a creatiMe spark, 
crafting breathtaking pencil drawings that left me awestruck. I, on 
the other hand, couldn’t draw a simple stick Rgure. 8id I some-
how, unknowingly, pass on artistic genes to my children6  

—ur physical stature was eAually intriguingF veorick stood at z.W 
meters, éster-EariL at W.3… meters, and I at W.J‘ meters. Intelli-
gence-wise, we shared ample grey matter B yet, my birth mother 
only passed standard J. 8id we inherit our intelligence from my 
unknown father or what happened that my mother neMer Rnished 
school6 

That week with veorick was pure magic. I had inMested in 8r 
Soe 8ispenja, a renowned neuroscientist, and for the Rrst time, 
I committed to daily meditation, immersing myself in his guided 
sessions. I also deMoured his book, P0reaking the Habit of 0eing 
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1ourself’. 2s I delMed into his principles q how our personality 
shapes our reality, and how changing our thoughts can reshape our 
world q I witnessed veorick’s magnetic presence at the restau-
rant. His conRdence and charisma drew patrons in, earning him 
generous tips. It seemed he had mastered the art of reinMenting 
himself, shedding the weight of his painful past.

2s I watched veorick, I saw the determination in his eyes, his un-
waMering eNort to craft a life for himself. 8espite his struggles, his 
resilience shone through, and I admired his unbreakable spirit. He 
was a social magnet, introducing me to his friends at neighboring 
wine estates and restaurants. 7e shared contagious laughter and 
heartfelt conMersations among his circle of friends.

—bserMing his eNortless charm, I felt the stark contrast between his 
self-assurance and my own deep-seated doubts about embracing 
my life. This disparity stirred a confusing Yumble of feelings within 
me, leaMing me with more Auestions than answers. His authentic-
ity was a painful reminder of my own disconnection back home.

In the eMenings, we’d cojy up with moMies on my laptop, munch-
ing on popcorn q veorick’s faMorite treat. Vleeping beside him, I 
felt a deep sense of safety and security, grateful for the unspoken 
bond between us. 

2ll too soon, our week of bliss came to an end. veorick’s goodbye 
hug enMeloped me, warmth spreading through my being, his un-
mistakable scent lingering. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes 
as I forced a fragile smile, a brittle barrier against the ache within. 
Ulease, let my Misit haMe shown him q I’m here, always.

7ith a heaMy heart, I started the car to face the looming challenges 
back home, most pressing of which was the fear of Rnancial insta-
bility. Hennie’s obsession with money, and fear of losing it, had 
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been a constant concern since we met. 5ow, haMing inMested most 
of his saMings in this property, I dreaded the impact of Rnancial 
strain on his mental state and our relationship.

I sensed the weight of e4pectation on me to perform as an estate 
agent in zCW?, bridging the Rnancial gap. 0ut I knew it would 
come with a priceF endless debates about my commission, and 
criticism of my business methods. 7heneMer Hennie’s an4ieties 
surfaced, I felt numb and paralyjed, as if a washing machine was 
churning in my mind, leaMing me dajed and unable to think clearly. 
This mental fog crippled my sales and summoned the demons of 
hopelessness and depression.

In those moments, I had to draw on eMery ounce of strength to 
resist the darkness, focusing instead on the Moice within that de-
clared me a Mictor, liMing by the principles of resilience and deter-
mination. xife’s trials were relentlessF the test came Rrst, followed 
by the lesson. I had to fall seMen times, only to rise eight. The hard 
yards. 2s I approached zW years of marriage with Hennie, I felt 
e4hausted from naMigating the same cycles of struggle. 1et, I still 
couldn’t enMision a way out.

The sense of camaraderie I felt with veorick, that deep sense of 
belonging, lingered as I naMigated the Granschhoek mountain pass 
and wound my way back home. 2s I emerged from Eilliersdorp’s 
outskirts, howeMer, my emotions took a drastic turn. 2 tidal waMe 
of sorrow crashed oMer me, its undertow pulling me under. It rose 
from my stomach, bubbled through my chest, lodged in my throat, 
and Rnally spilled oMer my lips. I burst into gut-wrenching sobs. 
—Mercome, I pulled oMer. 

The wails racked my body, agonijing and relentless. Fgly and 
messy, they tore through me. In that moment, I felt veorick’s pain 



MY GENTLE GIANT 59

q his loneliness, reYection, and abandonment. I felt the weight 
of his struggles to oMercome, to make his way in this cruel world. 
His aMant-garde style attracted rude stares and eMen ruder com-
ments, especially from men. The cruel sting of Yudgment cut 
deep. éach glare was a rajor-sharp cut, slicing me into a million 
pieces.

Eemories took me back to a car ride, veorick beside me, Mulner-
able and open. Vi4teen and Auestioning, he e4claimed in wonder 
and amajement, “Oh my God, mom, I think I might be gay!” 
Ghristie had prepared me for this, warning of the lasting impact 
of his childhood trauma. I smiled, my Moice steady, 

“Son, be who you are. Become whoever you want. 
Stand tall, look life straight in the eye, and be au-
thentic. Never pretend to be someone you’re not.”

5e4t, we met with a psychiatrist who told veorick, in my pres-
ence, 

“You’re incredibly blessed to have a mother like yours. 
I’ve seen many boys unable to share their sexuality 
with their parents, held back by fear of rejection.” 

Ey face lit up, and a waMe of relief and gratitude washed oMer 
me. It was a moment of pure Malidation.

Grom zCC? onward, I worked tirelessly to earn veorick’s trust, par-
ticularly during his Rnal two years of school. I encouraged him to 
open up about his weekend escapades with friendsF the drinking, 
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hubbly bubbly smoking, and cigarette smoking, which he’d started 
at Yust W‘. 

Inspired by 0rian Tracy’s words, If your children lie to you, who 
made them afraid to tell the truth? I Mowed to create a safe space for 
veorick. Ey promise to him was clearF 

“You’ll never get in trouble for being honest with me, as 
long as you share the truth about your weekends.” 

2nd share he did, initially hesitantly, e4pecting me to react poorly. 
0ut I hid my anguish, always calmly asking, “What happened next? 
Where did you go?” 

vuided by Sim :ohn’s wisdom, How do you bridge the age gap? ... 
By remembering, I nurtured our relationship. 

7hen veorick reMealed that his friends enMied our openness, wish-
ing they could be as honest with their own mothers, it was a 
deRning moment of gratitude and redemption for me.

The deserted road between Eilliersdorp and 7orcester cradled my 
own sorrow as well. Vobbing uncontrollably in the car, I reMis-
ited my past, haunted by memories of a younger me, desperate 
to connect with my birth mother. 0irthdays serMed as bittersweet 
reminders of her absence, stirring a poignant AuestionF Does she 
ever think of me?

I’d swiftly push the thought away, unable to bear the uncertainty 
that followed. I longed to haMe had the courage to ask her about my 
adoption, to share my deepest feelings and hear her story. 0ut now, 
the weight of not knowing her truth, of possibly foreMer being 
separated from my own history, felt like an insurmountable grief.
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Time lost all meaning as I e4plored all the rabbit holes. I sat for 
what felt like an eternity before composing myself enough to start 
the car. The Yourney home was a blur of lingering sadness, with 
tears streaming down my face, unbidden and unstoppable.

The thought of laying my shattered heart at veorick’s feet neMer 
crossed my mind. I didn’t consider, eMen for a moment, reaching 
out to him and unleashing the torrent of tears that had consumed 
me. It neMer dawned on me that we might both long to cry togeth-
er, sharing the crushing weight of our combined pain. Instead, I 
felt compelled to be stronger, for his sake and mine, to proMe that 
I could bear the weight.

If only B
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Trapped in a 
Nightmare

N o, no, no! This can’t be happening!

My dream, my beautiful, precious dream, shattered into a mil-
lion pieces, disintegrating before my eyes, smashed by a relent-
less hammer that I’m powerless to stop.

Trauma, trauma, trauma, a never-ending nightmare. A beau-
tiful young girl, my princess, my shining star, being destroyed, 
manipulated, threatened.

She’s in matric, for God’s sake! How dare you! You brought 
this on yourself, you reckless, selNsh bastard! xow you e?pect 
me to N? itF Wi? the shattered pieces of our daughter’s heartF

Suicide threats, guilt trips, emotional blackmail. Cho the fuck 
are you to wield such cruel power over herF Ban’t you see you’re 
breaking herF

Elind, deaf, and dumb to the pain you inLict. xot again, not 
another child scarred under my roof. 5motionally, verbally, 
Nnancially ravaged.
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Always threatening, threatening, threatening. Bonfessing victim-
hood, playing the martyr, while destroying the innocent.

0ook at what you’ve created! She’s %TP you, a gift from heaven, 
and you can’t see itF Chat the fuck is wrong with youF

Chat the fuck is wrong with meF Staying with this monster, tol-
erating the intolerable. How many more sacriNcesF

Wighting, trying, coping, losing. I’m sliding, drowning, su2ocat-
ing. 

3hankful it’s not worseF Chat twisted gratitude is thisF

I fall seven times, rise eight. xothing is a coincidence. Eut why is 
this happeningF ChyF ChyF ChyF

Ban anybody see meF Hear meF 3ouch meF

3his can’t be real. A nightmare, an illusion, a horror fantasy. Cake 
me up!

HELP ME! 4lease, somebody, anybody, help me.
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A Short Tail of Love

S hortsy, my steadfast companion, my guardian angel, and my 
soul’s rescue. Those who knew me intimately understood the 

depth of our bond and revered it.

Physically, Shortsy was a paradox — diminutive in stature, yet 
endowed with ears that rivaled his legs in length. As a feisty Jack 
Russell, he embodied the breed’s signature spirit: fearless, loyal, 
and irrepressible. But it was his boundless heart that truly deOed 
measurement.

2ur paths converged in 099I, unexpectedly, mirroring the day ? 
Orst entered my mom and dad’s lives. Their ordinary world was 
turned upside down by the adoption agency’s call, propelling them 
into parenthood. 2vernight, they scrambled to prepare for prams, 
baby clothes, and a radically new reality. ?’ve often pondered the 
enormity of that sudden transition — was it fair to thrust instant 
parenthood upon unsuspecting lives-

Back to Shortsy. ? departed that morning to list a farm, returning 
with a sixjweekjold ball of fur who hiHacked my heart. qis inbred 
lineage and obsessivejcompulsive Guirks didn’t win him popularj
ity contests with those close to me, but ? adored him nonetheless.

;eorick’s teasing still resonates: “Mom, I know I’m leaving soon, 
but you’re replacing me already!” qennie learned to respect Shortj
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sy’s boundaries, especially after that one fateful night when a misj
placed kick earned him a biting rebuke.

Shortsy and ? shared more than loveW we shared a1ictions — 
food intolerances and parched skin. 2ur symbiosis was palpable. 
6henever ? left home, Shortsy would station himself on the porch, 
refusing to budge until my return.

qe was my shelter from life’s storms, my laughter in darkness. 2ur 
love was a reciprocal hunger that fed each other’s souls.

Then, in 095z, Hust shy of my M9th birthday, Shortsy’s liver failed, 
shattering the very foundations of my existence. As his vitality 
waned, ? was consumed by the agoniNing truth: my desperate longj
ing to keep him by my side was prolonging his anguish. The weight 
of this realiNation left me reeling.

? accompanied Shortsy to the vet for his Onal goodbye, where 
euthanasia would release him from suEering. qe was so frail that 
his passing was almost imperceptible. ?n those precious moments, 
? held him close, whispering farewell, and cherishing every touch. 
éy eyes welled up with tears, but it wasn’t until ? returned home 
to an empty gate, once warmed by his eager welcome, that grief’s 
full weight plunged me into darkness. The :oodgates of sorrow 
opened, and ? wept uncontrollably.

The entire weekend was a blur of unrelenting pain. ? was paralyNed 
by emotion, unable to work, eat, sleep, or speak. Alone with qenj
nie in the house, ? felt isolated in my despair, unable to convey its 
devastating impact.

6riting this tribute became my catharsis, my bridge to healing. 
Three months later, ? would :y to the ;etherlands, reunite with 
<sterjéari=, and Ond solace in ?taly’s landscapes.
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Epitaph for a Soul Mate

Shortsy 

On Friday you made your final leap of courage into the faithful arms 
of Eternity. I saw your courageous spirit depart from your frail body 
in gentle waves of light pink bliss … 

I was heartbroken, until I remembered: Your spirit is jumping with 
joy within me! Now and forever will you kiss my thoughts with the 
gentle breath of your awesome existence! With every beat of my heart, 
you are racing ahead of me with boisterous leaps and bounds … Pure 
abandonment and bliss! 

So many lessons you taught me: To love unconditionally, to follow 
faithfully, to lead joyously, to wait patiently, and to appreciate end-
lessly. 

Your faithfulness, loyalty and courage now make more of me. I 
haven’t lost you, for you have found an eternal resting place within 
every fiber of my being! 

I treasure this now, because I still see you, feel you, hear you, and love 
you like I always have … “Your paws and my feet, we stride to one 
beat …” 

Let’s go, Shorty!

The End
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Touchdown in 
Turmoil

A s I settled into my window seat for the long haul back to 
South Africa, I gazed out the small, oval-shaped window 

beside me. Schiphol Airport, Amsterdam’s bustling international 
hub, unfolded before my eyes like a miniature landscape, its neat 
rows of buildings and runways a distant blur. The conNned view, 
framed by the plane’s curved wall, seemed to mock my fragile state. 
Eausea and numbness gripped me, while naked fear seized my 
body, its icy Nngers wrapping around my heart.

The night before my departure, Mster-éariW and I had clashed. 
Dhile our time together had been Nlled with laughter and con-
nection, there were moments that still lingered, unsettling me. 
xeNnitive instances where she’d snapped at me unprovoked, her 
impatience and sharp words cutting deeper than I cared to admit. 
I had e:pressed my hurt, hoping for understanding, but the con-
versation took a painful turn. éy own words, born of frustration 
and concern, still haunted meF “You’re in danger of becoming as 
hard-hearted as daddy.” 

As I re—ected on our argument, the weight of those words now 
accompanied me as I gazed out the window. As the plane ta:ied 
down the runway, emotions engulfed me. Tears streamed down my 
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face, mirroring the shattered landscape of my family. ;rustration, 
desperation, and anger boiled over, fueled by the devastating truthF 
I was powerless to repair the rifts. éy heart racing, silent screams 
echoed through my mind H a desperate cry for a lost love, a broken 
family.

Dhen the plane banked and circled, gaining altitude and stabi-
lizing en route, I knew it was inevitable. There was no escape for 
meO I had to face my life back home, and the weight of my own 
failures. éy thoughts winged their way to Mster-éariW’s life in 
the Eetherlands, where intuitively, I knew she had sought refuge. 
The previous year’s devastating trauma had left its markF qennie’s 
delusional decline and catastrophic mental collapse had ravaged 
her, leaving festering wounds that were painfully obvious to me.

xespite our complicated history, I recalled how, in the Eether-
lands, she forged a fragile resilience, masking her unhealed trauma 
behind a veneer of strength and intellect. Rur two-week vacation 
together revealed glimpses of the carefree spirit I once knew. 

De cycled through Luaint xutch villages, the wind whipping our 
hair, laughter echoing through the streets. De e:plored Amster-
dam’s charming canals, visited the infamous jed !ight xistrict, 
and savored xutch signature dishes like bitterballen, stroopwafels, 
and po'ertBes. 

I even indulged in a space cake, much to her surprise H we’re 
still waiting for it to have any comical e'ect on me, thoughY éy 
infectious amusement at the Luirky xutch words, with their un-
intended Afrikaans connotations, had her giggling uncontrollably 
beside me. “Oh mom, you’re so funny,” she’d say, shaking her head.

In the silence, I ached to weave together the threads of our hearts, 
Mster-éariWCs and mine, through the profound bond of blood and 
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heritage. I longed to e:perience the depth of a biological moth-
er-daughter connection, a mystery I’d never known. éy beau-
tiful relationship with my mom, though loving, was built on 
adoption, not shared bloodlines. 

I yearned to forge an unbreakable tie, one rooted in our shared 
xEA. Dith every Nber of my being, I hungered to bridge the 
gap, to create a sanctuary of intimacy, trust, and unconditional 
love. Jut the void of my own childhood, marked by my birth 
mother’s absence, left me without a blueprint. I had only my 
deepest desires and the longing to craft something more H 
something authentic, something true.

Pet, as I gazed at Mster-éariW, I couldn’t shake o' the aware-
ness that our reality was more complicated than my ideals. 
The weight of unmet e:pectations, of unspoken hurts, hung 
between us like an unbridgeable chasm. Jeyond the laughter 
and carefree moments, a painful truth lingeredF I knew she 
felt I’d failed her H that I hadn’t been the rock she needed 
during qennie’s downfall, and even before that, notably since 
her teenage years. 

I felt the crushing weight of her unspoken e:pectationF that I 
should have done more, that I should have been stronger. The 
pain of failing her, of failing to protect her, still  lingered, a 
festering wound that mirrored her own.

qer decision to spend a gap year as an au pair in a foreign coun-
try, far removed from the pain, seemed to me a Luiet escape H 
one that I couldn’t help but feel was also an escape from me.

Rur escapade to Italy was a welcome respite and a sensory odyssey. 
;rom jome’s ancient grandeur to VinLue Terre’s colorful villages, 
we immersed ourselves in la dolce vita. De savored prosecco, in-
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dulged in pasta and gelato, and marveled at iconic landmarksF The 
Volosseum, Guliet’s Jalcony, and the !eaning Tower of ‘isa.

1enice’s winding canals and maBestic piazzas enchanted us, com-
plete with a leisurely gondola ride. The speedboat-trip on !ake 
4arda, Italy’s largest lake, was e:hilarating. In ;lorence, jenais-
sance masterpieces awaited. I counted on Italy’s passionate heart 
to fuel a renewed bond with my daughter.

!aughter and camaraderie Nlled the air on our lu:ury tour bus, 
where fellow travelers became fast friends, bonding over unforget-
table e:periences. De had Bust Nnished a wine tasting and pairing 
session at a picturesLue vineyard, indulging in Italy’s renowned 
Vhianti and Jrunello, near the medieval town of San 4imignano. 

This walled, hilltop town is famously known as the 2Town of 
;ine Towers’, boasting 0? medieval tower houses that still stand. 
Mster-éariW and I were tipsy and giggly, and the vibe on the bus was 
rowdy and loud as everyone stumbled back on board, all similarly 
tipsy and giddy from the unforgettable e:perience.

Sinking into our seats, feeling delightfully fuzzy, Mster-éariW sud-
denly gasped, her eyes wide with horror. 

“Oh mom, look! Where’s your stone?” 

éy wine-soaked brain slowed to a crawl as I slowly turned to gaze 
down at my left handO the familiar weight of my wedding band 
now eerily light. The blue topaz stone had vanishedO in its place, an 
empty hole stared back, mirroring the lovelessness of my AA-year 
marriage.

jobotically, I Boined Mster-éariW as she frantically searched our 
seats, the —oor, and our belongings. Rur friends rallied around us, 
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Boining the desperate search. The men gallantly dropped to their 
hands and knees, scouring every inch of the bus —oor for any sign 
of the missing stone. Jut it remained elusive, nowhere to be found.

And in that moment, I knew they wouldn’t Nnd it. I knew it was 
a sign, a message from xivinity. A profound peace and calm en-
veloped me, wrapping me like a gentle blanket, despite the scorch-
ing summer heat outside. And, indeed, we never did Nnd my topaz 
stone. 

As the bus started moving again, everyone settled down, and I 
lost myself in the rolling vine valleys of Tuscany. I pondered the 
passionate Italian culture and how it resonated deeply within me. 
Oh my God, do I perhaps have Italian blood in me? I smiled wryly 
at the persistent little girl inside me, who still reveled in fantasies 
and the implausible. She remained insatiable, refusing to leave me 
be.

The curious thoughts about the disappearing stone lingered. I 
eagerly anticipated my ne:t visit to Vhristie, wondering what 
insights she would share about this enigmatic event. And what 
would she say about my feet H oh, my poor feetY I’d never fared 
well with —ying, plagued by —uid retention. After returning from 
!os Angeles in ABBB, where I’d LualiNed for a brief, all-e:pens-
es-paid network marketing e:travaganza, I couldn’t wear shoes for 
a week.

Italy’s tour began with a painful precedentF swollen feet, courtesy 
of the 1atican’s scorching heat on day one. Eeither propping my 
feet against our bedroom wall nor resting them, unladylike, on 
the headrest in front of me brought relief. I felt e:posed, vulner-
able, and spotlighted. Mveryone stared, their gazes lingering on my 
feet, their sympathy palpable. The unwelcome familiar friend from 
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my past H shame H still lingered, whispering that I should be 
ashamed of letting my feet get into this state.

Rur tour guide —ung around words like 2elephant feet’, claiming 
she’d never seen swelling like mine in all her years as a guide. 
Mach morning, our bus friends’ sympathetic greetings came with 
a telling glanceF “Good morning, Elmarie, how are you today?” H 
their eyes drifting down to my feet, not my face. I’d reply Bokingly, 
“I’m fine, please look up. I’m up here,” pointing to my eyes and face. 

The chuckles and laughter masked a deeper unease. Das I carrying 
dead weight, literally and NgurativelyC Dere my swollen ankles a 
manifestation of the emotional burdens I’d shouldered for so longC 
The sting of qennie’s words, which had burdened me for years, 
now seemed to swell to alarming proportions.

The severity of my condition wasn’t lost on me. I knew that 
unchecked, —uid retention could lead to blood clots, or even organ 
damage. I took drastic measures in the Eetherlands. I invested in 
tight compression socks and purchased e:pensive tablets, hoping 
to mitigate the swelling. 

;ive weeks prior, a persistent urinary tract infection had threatened 
to cancel my trip. éy body seemed to be warning me of something 
my mind refused to acknowledge.

Jy the time I landed in 4eorge, the closest airport to Rudtshoorn, 
the nausea had subsided, leaving only the hollow emptiness that 
echoed through my soul like a mournful sigh. Mach step down the 
plane’s stairs echoed my reluctance to return, my painfully swollen 
feet a tangible reminder of my weariness. 

qennie’s forlorn e:pression greeted me, and I felt like the one and 
only little lamb, perpetually led to slaughter, trapped in an endless 
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cycle of submission and su'ering. The ubiLuitous, to:ic dynamic 
between us H a su'ocating, repetitive pattern of attraction and 
repulsion H closed in around me, its grip tightening like a noose.

Pet, amidst the darkness, the sacred voice inside me gently whis-
peredF Surely, this needn’t be so? H a glimmer of hope, an invitation 
that I held the power to break free.



22

From Ashes to 
Awakening

U pon returning from the Netherlands, I plummeted into the 
darkest recesses of my soul. The familiar landscapes of my 

life dissolved, leaving only an abyss of uncertainty. Every founda-
tion I’d built, every truth I’d held, crumbled beneath my feet. 

I was consumed by the haunting questions: What was the purpose 
of my existence? Was being an estate agent merely a façade, a dis-
traction from my true calling? What was my soul’s deepest long-
ing? What ignited my passion? And the most piercing question of 
all: Why was I still living a life that no longer aligned with my heart?

These questions brought immense agony, and Dnding answers 
seemed impossible. I was lost, unsure of who I was, or what I want-
ed from life. Sepression’s demons loomed, and my heart ached for 
my beloved Mhortsy, whose absence cast a long shadow over my 
daily life.

I also missed Ester-éariG with a deep sadness, sensing she was 
navigating diHcult times, and feeling helpless to ease her pain.

éy thoughts were equally consumed by ;eorick, whose struggles 
to Dnd his footing in life felt like a constant, gnawing worry. jis 
resignation from the restaurant had left him uncertain and vulner-
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able1 I shared his anxiety as he searched for stability. Amidst these 
concerns, I found solace in the hidden patterns that governed my 
life.

I’ve always been drawn to dates and numbers, sensing the in-
tricate web of synchronicity and guidance that underpinned my 
existence. I began to notice speciDc dates recurred in profound 
signiDcance, weaving a tapestry of meaning.

A pivotal moment in this 8ourney unfolded on 9O August 9‘‘‘. 
—n that day, I received a channeled message instructing me to 
write my new sacred name, a gift from Sivinity. I closed my eyes, 
letting my hand move freely across the page, and scribbled a word 
in my 8ournal. At the time, I didn’t understand the phenomenon 
that had 8ust occurred1 I simply opened my eyes to Dnd the word 
BEl8oshi8ka’ staring back at me.

Notably, this date held another layer of signiDcance: it marked 
exactly one year since my Drst channeled message on 9O August 
9‘‘O, received in the veld outside —udtshoorn. The coincidence 
was uncanny, and the experience has stayed with me. Interestingly, 
this spontaneous, unguided writing 2 known as automatic hand-
writing 2 has never happened to me again, leaving the El8oshi8-
ka-moment a singular, unforgettable event.

0ut as I re6ected on these experiences, another question lingered: 
Who was this mysterious voice guiding me? Was this guidance a 
legacy from my birth family, an inherited trait from parents I had 
never known? —r was it a gift from beyond, a universal force that 
transcended bloodlines and adoption? 

I wondered if my adoptive path, with its unique twists and turns, 
had been preparation for this mystical 8ourney. jad this voice 
chosen me precisely because I had no knowledge of my biological 
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roots? Was I truly hearing the whispers of the divine, or 8ust the 
echo of my own subconscious seeking connection to my un-
known past? The intertwining of my adoption’s mystery and my 
spirituality’s strangeness left me both fascinated and unsettled.

—n ‘ Meptember (+9=, a rare numerical convergence caught 
my attention: the ‘th day of the ‘th month, and a ‘:++-a.m. 
appointment, and the year culminating in a calculated digit 
total of ‘ )(z+z9z=F‘4. This extraordinary ‘‘‘‘-alignment, 
where the number ‘ symboliAes endings and completions, tran-
scended coincidence1 it was a sacred invitation. Bollowing divine 
inspiration, I booked an appointment with an intuitive energy 
healer at ‘:++ a.m. that very morning, drawn to her work with 
ancient healing oils and quantum-imprinted sprays.

Suring the session, a deep sense of peace enveloped me. I en-
tered a meditative state, deeply connected to my inner self. 
As my focus turned inward, I tapped into my subconscious. 
;uided by her intuition, she placed small bottles of oil on my 
body and applied her energetically infused sprays with preci-
sion. Each bottle and spray held a unique number and energy 
signature. 

I experienced 9( vivid and profound visions. Afterward, com-
paring notes revealed a stunning synchronicity: the oils and 
sprays used on my body perfectly aligned with my visions. The 
synergy between the oils, sprays, and visions astounded me, 
unveiling a profound connection that transcended coincidence.

As I returned home, another remarkable sign awaited. When I 
opened my car door, two Dsh eagles called out in the sky above 
me, circling over —udtshoorn 2 a rare and awe-inspiring sight. 
Burthermore, as I’ve mentioned before, Dsh eagles hold a special 
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signiDcance for me1 whenever I see or hear them, I sense my 
dad’s spirit is near, bringing a message or guidance.

Bive days later, on 9C Meptember, I retrieved the prenuptial 
marriage contract jennie and I had signed in 9‘‘C. As our 
wedding plans took shape, I made a personal vow to never di-
vorce again, committed to making our union last. 0ut jennie’s 
response, though romantic on the surface, revealed a starkly 
diDerent perspective: “If we’re only married for six months, that 
will be enough for me, because they will be the six happiest months 
of my life.”

jis words, meant to charm, unsettled me. They exposed a 
6eeting, superDcial view of our commitment, a stark contrast 
to the lifelong bond I envisioned.

In that moment, I had dismissed my unease, attributing it to 
love’s idealism. Now, I saw the prophetic weight of his state-
ment. —ur marriage’s tumultuous 8ourney, marked by mo-
ments of 8oy and prolonged suDering, was foreshadowed in 
those words. jennie’s six-month horiAon highlighted the tem-
porary, fragile nature of his investment. éy heart, once full of 
hope, had been slowly drained by the reality of our relationship.

An inner urgency drove me to perform a symbolic act, marking 
the end of this toxic cycle. With my patience and resilience 
depleted, I knew change was imperative. I took a decisive step, 
printed a copy of the contract, gathered my courage, and cre-
ated a small, symbolic Dre in my backyard. 

As the 6ames danced, I gently placed the document among the 
6ickering 6ames, watching as the pages curled and dissolved into 
ashes. As the last embers faded, I felt unshackled, released from the 
weight of our contractual bond. The sacredness of my personal 
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ceremony washed over me, and I knew this physical act had sym-
boliAed a profound liberation. In that moment, I was reborn.

Afterwards I went to my oHce, opened my 8ournal, and recounted 
the experience:

The contract has burnt to ashes. It is done. Completed. I released 
Hennie of his self-imposed and misguided task of directing me and 
the course of my life. I released him for controlling Ester-Marié.

I thanked him for the lessons: holding up the mirror for me to discover 
what I needed to within myself. He loved me to the best of his ability, 
that which he allowed himself to see and be.

I forgave him, set him free, and rid myself of guilt, shame, anger, 
fear, hatred, and self-harm.

I am now at peace and excited about new opportunities, although I 
don’t know what shape or form they’ll take. With an open heart and 
mind, I welcome the unknown, trusting that each step will reveal 
itself in time.

I see clearly, hear sharply, speak purposefully, and act with determi-
nation.

Here I am: SEND ME!!!
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Karmic Release

M y symbolic act of burning our prenuptial contract had 
washed over me with awe and elation. It had ignited 

hope, like a spark within, and the veil that had once obscured 
my vision began to lift.  I  had felt the weight of liberation 
settle in, as if chains had been broken, and my perception had 
expanded, allowing me to see beyond the horizon.

Three  days  later,  on  17  September  2016,  I  woke  up with 
an insistent inner voice, urging me to get to my o-ce. The 
promise of a peaceful Saturday, devoid of business appoint’
ments, couldnAt calm the intense pull I felt to channel a mes’
sage.

Bs I typed, excitement coursed through my body, catching my 
breath in my throat. —utterRies danced in my tummy, a sensa’
tion I hadnAt experienced in a long time q one that signaled 
anticipation, not anxiety. 

My Hngers Rew across the keyboard, as if guided by an unseen 
force. The words Rowed eYortlessly, birthing a message that 
would change my life forever.

The concept of karma and karmic debt was foreign to me, but 
upon Hnishing and printing the message, I was overcome with tears 
q shock, surprise, and a kaleidoscope of emotions. .eading it ten 
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times, each time brought a new layer of release and relief. Tears 
gave way to sobbing, as relief and hope shivered through me.

Something profound shifted within me. My mind /uestioned, 
plagued by familiar doubts and shame, whispering that I wasnAt 
worthy of a breakthrough from a source beyond my tangible 
relationship with 0ennie. 1et, a mystical, divine voice spoke 
louder, clearer.

This message has become a guiding light, illuminating my path. 
IAve claimed it as my truth, embracing its mystery, and trusting 
its power to transform me.

Eljoshijka,

Your karmic debt has been repaid. You are free. You are no longer 
bound by the inexplicable bonds and chains of the past. You were 
tested, tried, persecuted, and hunted for the sake of who you’ve 
been in past lives.

You were born into this world because you owed a great debt. It 
would have been almost humanly impossible to overcome this, to 
repay this. But you have persevered. You have withstood the test 
of time, as you perceive it from the earthly realm.

You have time and time again sacrificed, allowed yourself to be 
judged, criticized, blamed, abused, and mistreated, submitting 
to the wants and desires of others.

And yet, you have stayed the course. Yes, and in the process of stay-
ing on course, you have been re-membered, you have overcome; 
you are the ultimate overcomer of all evil — as I have told you 
countless times before.
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There was great division within you, in the core of your being, because 
you were always in a duel contest — believing in the blessings destined 
to become yours, while simultaneously believing you must sacrifice 
them — leaving you with half-empty hands.

You couldn’t understand this within yourself. The detachment, sad-
ness, grief, loss, anguish, self-hate, shame, and suppressed anger at 
yourself; the rejection of yourself.

But now you do, Eljoshijka. Now I allow it to rise to the upper 
dimensions of your soul and spirit, so you UNDERSTAND and 
KNOW it is done.

You are now free. You are ascending not to the next level, but to an en-
tirely different cosmic consciousness, designed and created specifical-
ly for you. You have been shifted, re-defined, re-membered, re-con-
nected, and re-created within your human frame. Your DNA has 
changed — yes, you have experienced this recently.

Yes, Yes, Yes — Eljoshijka! Yes, Yes, Yes!!!
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In the Knowing Field

“H ave you ever felt stuck, despite your best efforts to resolve 
emotional stress, relationship problems, or other personal 

issues? Or perhaps you’ve noticed negative patterns repeating them-
selves in your life, leaving you wondering why?” 

As I hesitated, torn between laughter and tears at the accuracy of 
these questions — and wondering who had shared my life story 
with this stranger — the voice on the other end of the phone 
continued, 

“If your answer is yes, then I’ll see you on Sunday in 
George.”

The curtains of my life had been rustling, awaiting the next act. 
The stage was set, primed for a symphony of synchronicity and 
serendipity. Izak’s words had sparked this transformation, and 
now: Enter Izak and Family Constellations.

Family Constellations o-ers a unique approach to uncovering 
and resolving the underlying issues that Izak had alluded to. This 
therapeutic method recognizes that painful events in our families’ 
past can create unconscious entanglements, leading to emotional 
challenges, diKcult relationships, and negative life patterns. These 
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entanglements often result from traumatic events such as divorce, 
early deaths, adoptions, or addictions, causing family members to 
carry burdens on behalf of others.

In a Family Constellations workshop, participants identify and 
change hidden dynamics. The process begins with clients selecting 
representatives for relevant family members from a circle of seatW
ed participants. The client then positions these representatives in 
the center of the circle, known as the (nowing Field. This term 
describes the collective unconscious energy that emerges in the 
constellation process. 

As the representatives are arranged in relation to each other based 
on intuition, they remarkably start experiencing the emotions and 
sensations of the individuals they represent, creating a threeWdiW
mensional map of the family system.

Through guided questioning, healing sentences, and repositionW
ing representatives, the facilitator helps restore natural orders of 
supporting love and energy )ow within the family system. This 
process reveals a clear picture of the underlying issues, and allows 
clients to break free from unconscious patterns.

Norkshop  options  include  working  on  your  personal  issue 
through a constellation, serving as a representative for others Dno 
experience necessaryB, or observing to determine if this method 
suits you. (nowing your family’s history and relationships can 
shed light on the complexities of your family dynamics, and also 
enables the facilitator to better understand your situation and 
guide the constellation process e-ectively.

Hotably, my home country played a pivotal role in the developW
ment of Family Constellations. 1r 6ert Sellinger, the founder, 
spent Z‘ years as a Catholic missionary in Oouth Africa, where he 
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immersed himself in 4ulu culture and learned from the communiW
ty’s traditional understanding of family bonds, ancestral ties, and 
the interconnectedness of all life. The term 2Constellations’ refers 
to the process of discovering and reclaiming one’s rightful place 
within this interconnected web.

It was a moment of truth. 0n V 1ecember YRZ‘, I sat beside Izak, 
prepared to confront my adoption through a personal constellaW
tion. Twelve strangers surrounded me.

I asked participants to represent me, my birth mother, my birth 
father, my mom, and my dad. Izak conducted the process douW
bleWblind, ensuring they remained unaware of the theme — my 
adoption — and the identities of those they represented. This 
ensured unbiased and genuine reactions. 

TransGxed, I felt my heart racing, pounding against my throat, as 
my breath hitched in anticipation. The silence was palpable. The 
representatives remained motionless, as if rooted to the )oor. Then 
Izak approached my 2birth mother’, who stood with her back to 
2me’. Se whispered something inaudible in her ear, and she turned 
to face 2me’.

Izak then spoke aloud: 

“This is your daughter, the one you gave up for adop-
tion. Look her in the eye and say to her, ‘I see you.’”

I felt myself collapsing into my chair. The scene before me was 
riveting, but it was the words I see you that shattered my compoW
sure. As I see you pierced my heart, I crumbled, overwhelmed by 
uncontrollable tears. The familiar anguish rose like a tidal wave — 
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echoes of 1olores’s porch and the Milliersdorp road. Izak gestured 
for another participant to o-er support, and a kindWfaced woman 
stepped forward, standing behind me with gentle hands on my 
shoulders, soothing my turmoil with her calming presence.

As the session unfolded, I was blindsided by the ferocity of my 
emotions. The words I see you had triggered an earthquake withW
in me, and I struggled to grasp why. Those three simple words 
shouldn’t have shattered me so utterly. =et, they awakened a proW
found sense of recognition, exposing a deep well of hidden emoW
tions.

The session became a blur, but one truth emerged: my adoption 
was no longer abstract. It was real, palpable, and heartWwrenching.

As the session drew to a close, Izak invited me onto the )oor and 
asked the representatives to form a circle around me. Sis gentle 
words resonated deeply: 

“Come, Elmarie, come and feel the energy here. There 
is healing for you; come and soak it up.” 

The room held its breath as a collective shiver ran through the 
group, hearts pounding in unison with the weight of shifted air. 
Afterward, we all needed a brief respite to collect ourselves.

>epresenting others in their constellations revealed the process’s 
uncanny accuracy. I’d move or speak instinctively, and clients 
would conGrm the truth of what unfolded. Their recognition valW
idated the experience, dispelling any doubts about its authenticity.

As I drove the ‘R kilometers from ?eorge to 0udtshoorn, I felt 
weightless, as if )oating. Except for the transformative moment 
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on 1olores’s porch and my hypnotherapy sessions, this encounter 
had brought me closer than ever to unraveling the enigma surW
rounding my adoption and my parents.  The experience resonated 
deeply, its reverberations echoing through my mind like the gentle 
hum of the engine.

6ack home that evening, immersed in a warm Epsom salt bath, I 
pondered Izak’s parting words to our group: 

“Family Constellations don’t solve family problems; 
it’s no guarantee they’ll disappear. But stuck energies 
in family dynamics become unstuck.” 

Sis cautionary tone still lingered within me: 

“Be prepared for possible chaos or turmoil in the imme-
diate future, but consider it a good sign — things are 
moving.”

@y inner AliceWinWNonderland was ecstatic, clapping her hands 
with glee. Ohe had already tumbled down the rabbit hole of possiW
bilities, fantasizing about a brighter future.
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A House Divided

M y world was crumbling. At home, everything seemed to 
be collapsing. Ester-Marié returned from her au pair ex-

perience in the Netherlands, broken and disillusioned. Georick 
came back home, unable to Hnd stable employment. ’ennieTs 
mental and physical health were deteriorating before my eyes. 2he 
Hnancial pressure was su0ocating.

Meanwhile, the Hnancial strain intensiHed as Ester-Marié prepared 
to start university in 17qI, which brought huge expenses. ’ennieTs 
standard response to her reSuests for help was, “I don’t have money. 
Ask your mother”, despite having a savings reserve. F felt repulsed 
by his pleas of poverty and dug deep into my credit card to keep us 
aCoat.

;eeking solace, Georick and F attended a second 3amily Donstel-
lations session6 Ester-Marié declined. Emboldened by this experi-
ence, F wrote to the adoption agency on j7 4ecember, Suoting 
their response to my initial inSuiry ten years prior, and expressed 
my readiness to search for my birth mother.

2his newfound resolve was soon tested. 2he next day, ’ennie 
and F had an explosive argument, and F moved to the guest room, 
declaring our separation. Ft was jq 4ecember 17qJ. F sensed that 
17qI would be a transformative year. ;omething was about to give6 
F Oust didnTt know what.
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As F settled into the guest room, F felt an immense surge of relief 
and freedom. ’ennie regretted the argument, but F was resolute. 
Ester-Marié struggled with explaining my new living arrangement 
to her friends.

As tensions within the household continued to rise, Georick and 
F clashed on z :anuary. F couldnTt carry the Hnancial burden of 
his unemployment and lack of motivation. 4espite his pain and 
my lingering guilt, F knew he needed to take accountability for his 
life. 8ur argument ended with his decision to leave and stay with 
a friend.

F felt tremendous relief, convinced that enabling his behavior 
would be detrimental. Georick and Ester-Marié had also had a 
traumatic clash in the :acu99i, a sanctuary F had created to soothe 
my anxiety.

As chaos erupted around me, F9akTs words echoed: “Energies are 
getting unstuck. Go where the energy is. Don’t resist it. Trust it. Allow 
it to play out …” My head spun, but F treaded water, praying F 
wouldnTt sink.
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The Grandparent 
Paradox

M y adoption story had always been decned by the absenfe om 
.y birth parentsB uqt one Hqestion mro. uert gellin’erks 

wor: stopped .e in .y traf:s? what aboqt .y ’randparentsA D 
whole new landsfape om e.otions and Hqestions qnmoldedB

,id they abandon their daq’hterW and fonseHqentlyW .eA vere 
they exen aware om .y eTistenfeA Ihe Hqestions swirled in .y 
.indW stirrin’ e.otions - had nexer af:nowled’edB

vhy did .y birth .otherks parents not help her :eep .eA vas - a 
sefretW a sha.e to be hiddenA Ihe possibility stqn’B

- melt an oxerwhel.in’ sense om sha.eW as im - was so.ehow qnworF
thy om their loxeB Ihe wei’ht om this qn:nown settled aroqnd .y 
heart li:e an qnwelfo.e blan:etB

,eter.ined to qnfoxer .oreW - resolxed to do a personal fonstelF
lation aboqt .y ’randparents at the neTt Ca.ily 2onstellations 
wor:shop on JJ 0anqary J17SB

uy nowW - was affqsto.ed to the wor:shop settin’ and had ’rown 
deeply inxested in partifipatin’ in othersk personal fonstellationsB 
Kteppin’ into the —nowin’ CieldW sensin’ its ener’yW and jowin’ 
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with itW resonated promoqndly with .eB Ihe eTperienfe ozered a 
thrill om disfoxeryW omten tin’ed with shof: rather than pleasant 
sqrpriseW as the celd rexealed qnmoreseen options and possibilF
itiesB -n those .o.entsW - melt the tq’ om ,ixinityW qnxeilin’ 
another breathta:in’ nqanfe om oqr fonneftion ‘ one that 
transfended .y Yoqrnals and .editationsB

Ihis fonstellation was no eTfeptionB Ds - sat rixetedW witnessin’ 
the sfene qnmold in the firfle bemore .eW -6a: positioned 7.y 
’randparentsk behind 7.ekB Ihey had their hands on .y repreF
sentatixeks shoqldersB vhen he as:ed the. what they thoq’ht 
om their 7’randdaq’hterkW both c’qres were oxerfo.e with e.oF
tionW and they e.phatifally stated how .qfh they loxed .eB

Ihis lemt .e perpleTedB D tq’FomFwar ensqed between .y heart 
and .indB -m they trqly loxed .eW why did they allow .y adopF
tionA My heart and .ind wrestled with this painmql paradoTB

-6a:W with his fharafteristif intqition and sensitixityW bef:oned 
.e to the joorB ge then as:ed .y representatixe to step aside 
.o.entarilyB “Look your ‘grandparents’ in the eye,” he ’qidedB 
“Show respect and reverence for them. They gave life to your birth 
mother; without them, you wouldn’t be here. You owe them your 
existence.”

Ihe  eTperienfe  sei6ed  .y  bodyW  and  al.ost  inxolqntarilyW 
.y intended bow om rexerenfe tqrned into a doqbledFoxerW 
’qtFwrenfhin’ sobB Ko.ethin’ deep within .e was qnleashedB 
-n that instantW - melt their loxe ‘ promoqndlyW qn.ista:ablyB -t 
foqrsed throq’h exery cber om .y bein’B 

Ds - sqrrendered .y sqrxixal instinftW allowin’ .yselm to fonF
te.plate .y ’randparentsW .y sobs intensicedB My body shoo: 
with fonxqlsixe ’aspsW eafh one wrin’in’ .ore tears mro. .y 
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already strea.in’ mafeB Ihe an’qish was palpableW a lixin’ thin’ 
that flawed at .y fhest and throatB 

My .ind reeledW strq’’lin’ to refonfile the loxe and ’ratitqde - 
owed the.W with the pain and abandon.ent -kd lon’ assofiated 
with .y adoptionB Ihe wei’ht om this af:nowled’.ent frqshed 
.eW leaxin’ .e breathless and spentB 

Ds the last fonstellation om the dayW .ine lemt an indelible .ar:B 
Ihe roo. pqlsed with the intensity om the e.otional releaseW the 
ener’y thif: with qnspo:en e.otionsB ve all see.ed drainedW oqr 
folleftixe breath eThaled in reliem that it was oxerB Ds we partedW 
heartmelt hq’s firfqlated a.on’ the ’roqpW a tender af:nowled’F
.ent om the shared Yoqrney wekd Yqst traxersedB

8etW in the amter.ath om this e.otional ref:onin’W the .ystery om 
.y lime deepenedB -ts layers om sefrefy stqbbornly intaftW Hqestions 
swirledW oqtnq.berin’ answersB Ihe trqthW it see.edW was still 
shroqded in dar:nessW waitin’ to be illq.inatedB
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A Life in Crisis

T he next six months crashed over my life like a relentless 
tempest, threatening to sink my ship. Christie served as a 

beacon of hope, oSering temporary respite. uhe astNtely observed 
that since my retNrn from the —etherlands z and the loss of my 
topaw stone z my life resembled a dam draining, -ith minimal 
replenishment. The resoNrces -ere d-indling, -ith little to reF
plenish them.

Iinancial pressNre over-helmed me. Hn an eSort to boost my 
income, H hired estate agents, bNt this decision introdNced ne- 
challenges. ’ennieEs involvement as transferring attorney in their 
transactions triggered a trail of destrNction, sparking emotional 
tNrmoil and Npset.

MsterFéari'As Nniversity expenses rested entirely on my shoNlders, 
as ’ennie declined to contribNte Jnancially. Gs a resNlt, H strNggled 
to make ends meet, constantly feeling drained. éy qacNwwi sessions 
became a vital sanctNary, providing !eeting moments of respite.

uince qanNary, :eorick and H had no contact. GlthoNgh his deparF
tNre broNght relief from one less challenge, H coNldnEt shake oS the 
lingering concern for his -ellFbeing and fNtNre. ’e had relocated 
to Iranschhoek, -here he -as getting by on a meager, temporary 
partFtime income.
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Gmidst this chaos, the adoption agency replied -ith more WNesF
tions? Their inWNiry infNriated meD jhat the fNck?B 5o these peoF
ple never learn?B CanEt they 6Nst for once fNcking help me and stop 
-ith all the bNllshit WNestions?B

They askedD

What do you mean you want to know more about your 
birth mother? Do you simply want to know more about 
her history and whereabouts or do you actually want 
to reunite with her? Do you want to reunite with your 
father? If you do wish to reunite: Have you gone for 
counseling?

éy response -as visceralD 

7lahFblahFblah. uame old, same old. uame fNcking story.

H dismissed the email, ignoring social -orker éartie 7ooyseEs sNbF
seWNent calls. H coNldnEt handle any more stress.

éy circle of valNed friends, Christie, meditations, qacNwwi, and 
sense of hNmor carried me throNgh.

Hn qNly, H escaped to a remote forest cabin oNtside :eorge for a brief 
solitNde. —o distractions allo-ed. The silence -as agoniwing, as H 
feared confronting my inner voice. Ht might tell me to take charge 
of my emotional -ellbeing and set boNndaries.

5Nring the fNll moon -eekend, H kindled a Jre, its dancing !ames 
and -ooden aroma my only companions, as H re!ected on my 
coNrage to spend time alone. This -as my Jrst sNch experience. H 
soNght to Jnd my position in the mawe, make sense of the present, 
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and chart a fNtNre coNrse. 5epression loomed, and H had to silence 
the voice of desperation.

G fe- days later, Hwak phoned, concerned. H shared brie!y. ’e 
said, “Elmarie, money troubles often indicate issues with the mother. 
Why not attend the next Family Constellations workshop? We’ll 
constellate you, your mother, and money.”

5esperate, H sa- this as a lifeline and agreed.



28

Angels of Reunion

A s I steered my car along the winding road from Oudtshoorn 
to George, an inexplicable thrill coursed through my veins. 

The tires hummed a soothing melody, a gentle counterpoint to the 
turmoil that had ravaged my life since January. Yet, on this pivotal 
Sunday, 23 July 2017, a sense of anticipation settled within me, its 
source shrouded in mystery.

I thought about the devastating implosion of my marriage, how 
my life was spiraling out of control. Chaos reigned, jeopardizing 
my bonds with my children. We were drifting apart, no longer 
seeing eye to eye, and they were su—ering just as I was - helpless 
casualties of the destructive aftermath. The collapse of our family 
unit left us all reeling, and I felt overwhelmed, uncertain about 
how to salvage our relationships.

Suddenly, without warning, a vision unfolded before me. Count’
less angels swirled around and alongside my car, their soft whispers 
weaving a soothing melody that harmonized with the rhythm of 
my heart. Though I couldnkt hear their words, their body language 
radiated an unmistaFable enthusiasm.

In the next instant, my focus shifted to the venue hosting the 
5amily Constellations worFshop, my Kth to date. There, I beheld 
more angels, eagerly arranging chairs in the familiar circle where 
participants and IzaF would soon enter the qnowing 5ield. The 
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air vibrated with their Euiet presence, imbuing the space with an 
aura of sacredness.

As I arrived at the venue, my body thrummed with anticipation. 
Mmotions swirled, overwhelming my senses. The energy was elec’
tric, and goose?esh rippled repeatedly up and down my body. 
Tears welled up in my eyes, and I felt completely exposed, my inner 
world spilling over.

(y mind reeled with wonder and uncertainty. What was happen’
ing to me) Thoughts struggled to penetrate the turmoil of sen’
sations coursing through my body. What awaited me in George) 
Would something extraordinary unfold in my constellation)

When I met the other participants, our shared anticipation was 
tangible. Two ladies from Murope, well’versed in the concept, ra’
diated eagerness to dive into the worFshop. The groupks collective 
energy was palpable, infused with an air of expectation.

IzaF decided that my constellation should be Drst. I chose rep’
resentatives for myself, my birth mother, and money ‘in 5amily 
Constellations, abstract concepts can also be constellated, provid’
ing deeper insight and revelationH. (irroring my Drst constella’
tion in :ecember, I positioned Nmy birth mother and mek with 
our bacFs facing each other, separated by a considerable distance. 
N(oneyk stood apart, observing us. Bowever, this time, a dramatic 
shift occurred.

(y birth motherks representative suddenly turned around, gasped 
in surprise, and bridged the distance between Nusk. She rushed 
towards Nmek, and swept Nmek into a tearful embrace, overcome 
with emotion. Ber words tumbled forth in a heartfelt declaration> 
“I love you. I miss you. There isn’t a single day I don’t think of you. 
I’ve never forgotten you. How could I? I just want you to be happy, to 
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live the life you deserve.” As she spoFe, she stroFed Nmyk hair, gazed 
deeply into Nmyk eyes, and cradled Nmyk face in her hands.

The scene was emotionally overwhelming, beyond words. It was 
intense, real, and riveting, holding everyone in the room spell’
bound. Mven IzaF was taFen abacF by the profound release of emo’
tion that ?owed from my Nbirth motherk to Nmek. It was a powerful 
declaration of love, a poignant portrayal of the deep connection 
between a mother and her unborn child. The moment was raw, 
vulnerable, and intimately exposed, revealing the unadulterated, 
pure, and physical essence of motherly love that Dlled the space.

We were spellbound, suspended in time, as the scene unfolded. 
IzaF allowed the moment to develop, unhurried, sensing the pro’
found impact of the connection between Nmy mother and mek. Be 
permitted Nusk to basF in that embrace for a full hour, and their 
union became a timeless sanctuary. The two Dgures couldnkt tear 
themselves apart, lost in their fervent declarations of mutual love, 
and the inexplicable yet undeniable bond they shared. The bond 
between them pulsed with life, a vibrant, umbilical connection 
that nurtured and sustained. It washed over me in waves, its sig’
niDcance hitting me with overwhelming force.

I was entranced, overcome with tears of joy and jubilation. :eep 
within, I felt the shacFles of doubt and pain snap loose, releasing 
a surge of liberation in my gut and chest. I was on the verge of 
bursting, as if I might ascend on clouds of euphoric bliss. In that 
moment, I felt no shame, only an unbridled love for the sensation 
- the profound realization that I was loved, utterly and complete’
ly, by the woman who had given me life.

5ollowing the session, we tooF a breaF to recompose, a familiar 
ritual after my previous constellations, which had always left me 
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depleted. Today, however, the breaF served a di—erent purpose. 
The atmosphere was electric, not drained. The room vibrated with 
elation, bathed in a radiant aura of light, re?ecting the transforma’
tive shift within me. The preceding hour with Nmy birth motherk 
had left me breathless, my heart still soaring. 

The shacFles that had bound my heart snapped, releasing a torrent 
of authentic emotions I had spent a lifetime concealing beneath 
anger, guilt, and shame. 5or the Drst time, I allowed myself to fully 
feel, to let go of the weight that had long held me bacF.

I Fnew in that instant that I had transformed. (y visions about the 
angels Dnally made sense. I grasped the magnitude of what I had 
just witnessed, and its impact resonated deeply. ?ot for a moment 
did I worry about my Dnancial situation or its precariousness. 
(oney didnkt even cross my mind - not for a split second.

Words failed me in the aftermath of that session, well into the 
night. (y voice was silenced by the enormity of my emotions. 
All that remained were feelings - profound feelings of love for 
my birth mother, of Fnowing her, feeling her, loving her. And 
alongside those feelings, a deep and abiding sense of missing her.

As I lay in my childhood bed, now my refuge once again after a 
brief stint in the guest room, my Dnal thought of the day was> 
What’s next? @ut it was a Euestion without urgency, lost as I was 
in the haze of blissful emotions. As I drifted into dreamland, my 
thoughts merged with the serenity of the moment.

I slept liFe a newborn baby cradled in her motherks arms - en’
veloped, protected, and at peace.
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A Daughter’s Letter

A s morning’s radiance awakened the world, the unspoken 
depths within me trembled, an earthquake of the soul. The 

page stood ready, a canvas of silence, inviting me to inscribe the 
hieroglyphs of my heart — to weave a tapestry of words that would 
hold the beauty and the ache.

I couldn’t wait for the workday to end. As the day’s Wnal light 
surrendered, I drove to the outskirts of town, where, from my car 
— a refuge from the world — I watched the sun dip below a hill. 
jith trembling hands and a heartbeat that threatened to escape 
my chest, I wrote in my :ournal#

Monday, 24 July 2017, 5:25 p.m.

Dear Mommy,

I feel an overwhelming urge to call you mommy, and I hope that’s 
okay with you! After witnessing the powerful embrace in the quan-
tum field, I’m realizing, perhaps for the first time in my life, how 
much I’ve missed you since forever.

I long to connect with you, bond with you, and never let you go again. 
I yearn to know who you are, what your life’s journey is all about! I 
ache to touch your face, see the reflection of myself in your eyes, get lost 
in your hands, and hear your heartbeat when you hold me tight.
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I have countless questions, so many ‘why’s’. I want to search for 
you in this life. I want to know your name, birthdate, residen-
tial address. Do I have brothers and sisters? Uncles and aunts? 
Grandparents? And yes, my father … Who is he? What happened 
between you two?

I no longer blame you. I’m not pushing you away. I understand 
with my heart why you did what you did. I accept everything now. 
I’m at total peace.

I want to integrate this acceptance into my innermost being, mom-
my, and soak up everything that’s ours. Me in you and you in me 
— the oneness that we share, which nothing can ever take away.

You are my mommy. I missed you so much. I searched for you in 
places you were never meant to be. But now, mommy, everything 
is different. I know we were connected all along. Our bond is 
complete; it lacks nothing.

I feel like I’ve been living underwater my whole life, constantly 
rising to the surface to breathe. And suddenly, you’ve lifted me out 
of the water and placed my feet on solid ground.

Are you still alive, my mommy? Or have you crossed over? Will I 
ever physically hold you in my arms? Are you waiting for me to 
find you? Please, mommy, send me a sign, a signal to let me know, 
beyond a shadow of a doubt, that YOU ARE.

I was terrified to confront my deepest, heartfelt emotions, having 
buried our separation so deep that even I couldn’t find it. It took me 
51 years to muster the courage to uncover this truth within myself.

I hope and pray it’s not too late, my mommy … That there’s still 
grace for me.
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I don’t know what to say to you now, because I feel like you already 
know that I turned out FINE :).

Thank you, mommy, for the peace of mind. My spiritual search for 
you is over now — I have found you, and I shall never let you go 
again.

The sun is setting; this day is surrendering. Tomorrow morning will 
bring a new canvas, another day for me to revel in my love for you.

With love and longing,

Your daughter
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Beyond the Birth 
Certificate

T wo days later, on Wednesday, 26 July 2017, I went to the 
Department of Home AiaOrs On vudtshoorn and applOed 

for the cault bopy of my gOrth bertO’bate, my orO.Onal gOrth 
re.OstratOon that would receal my mother-s OdentOtyq

IronObally, despOte my ea.erness to unbocer the truth, my On;
kuOry would ultOmately lead to a dead endq To thOs day, I hace 
necer rebeOced a response from the Department of Home Af;
faOrs, nor hace I ogtaOned my orO.Onal gOrth bertO’bateq 

The sOlenbe was deafenOn.— the delay, OnfurOatOn.q

As I awaOted a response that necer bame, I found myself drawn 
to another sO.nO’bant tasx j .ently lettOn. .o of my mom-s 
possessOons, whObh I had locOn.ly xept sOnbe her passOn. sOM 
years earlOerq WOth a sense of recerenbe and .ratOtude, I ge.an to 
sort throu.h her gelon.On.s, tenderly releasOn. eabh Otem from 
my bareq 

ThOs poO.nant probess, thou.h gOttersweet, grou.ht me a deep 
sense of peabe and blosure, allowOn. me to honor her memory 
whOle emgrabOn. my own zourneyq
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ReanwhOle, my desOre for emotOonal healOn. led me to eMplore 
alternatOce therapOesq vn 17 Au.ust, I made an appoOntment wOth 
IEax for a Trauma (elease )MerbOse ST()P sessOonq T() Os a holOstOb 
approabh that helps release tensOon and trauma stored On the gody 
gy trO..erOn. .entle, neuro.enOb tremors, promotOn. self;re.ula;
tOon, relaMatOon, and enhanbed well;geOn.q 

Ry entOre gody gebame unshabxled, and I eMperOenbed a tremen;
dous release of stored ener.yq

As my Onner world ge.an to shOft, my sugbonsbOous mOnd started 
to receal hOdden truthsq Two nO.hts later, I dreamt that I was taxOn. 
photos of a grO.ht, whOte full moonq YOnbe I rarely hace boherent 
dreams, I xnew I had to pay attentOon when I doq These dreams 
are always sO.nO’bantq

AbbordOn. to dream Onterpreters, seeOn. a grO.ht, full moon sO.;
nO’es rebeOcOn. amaEOn. news On the near future j a promOse of 
hope and posOtOce bhan.eq AddOtOonally, dreamOn. of a bamera, 
espebOally taxOn. pObtures, OndObates the sugbonsbOous lon.On. to 
eMpress Otself more freely, seexOn. authentObOty and self;eMpressOonq 
7hoto.raphy, On thOs bonteMt, represents the truest form of art, 
bapturOn. people-s authentOb selcesq

In tandem wOth these Onner transformatOons, I stumgled upon 
womg sounds onlOne and found solabe On theOr .entle rhythmsq 

7layOn. them eabh nO.ht, I fell asleep to theOr soothOn. melodyq 

8et, On the shadows, a sugtle yet seOsmOb shOft was underway, settOn. 
the sta.e for a recelatOon that would shatter the status kuo, forecer 
rebon’.urOn. the bontours of my eMOstenbeq
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Falling into 
Wonderland

M y body levitated out of my soul. Bumped against the ceil-
ing and bounced or the edges of the ,oomI d,agging my 

eyes by the heels of my b,eath. jt kumped ,ight baczI si’’ling in 
small t,emo,s and shoczsI leaving my eyes stucz at the bacz of my 
head and my lungs gasping fo, ai,.

jt couldn!t be t,ueT whe Ao,ds on my laptop sc,een f,o’eI loczed 
in a glacial g,ipI as if the ice ages themselves had descended upon 
my digital Ao,ld. Snd thenI lize :c,at!s elusive aco,nI my ,eality 
Aas shatte,edE a tinyI seemingly insigniCcant seed that c,aczed my 
ea,th in tAoI unleashing an avalanche of emotions. whe message 
Aas simple yet seismicE Surprise ... Good news ... Found your birth 
mother ...

whe hou,glass!s sand hung suspendedI c,ystalli’ing a Weeting 
moment. whenI Mothe, 7a,th spun my ,oom into a di’’ying 
Ahi,lpoolI pulling me doAn my jnne, Slice!s ,abbit hole. Be-
fo,e me mate,iali’ed the 2heshi,e 2at!s mischievous g,inI his eyes 
tAinzling as he aszedI “Which way will you go, dear one?” whe path 
behind me dissolvedI leaving only the th,ill of my ,ebi,th and the 
p,omise of a p,ofound metamo,phosis.

j gasped. j chozed. j shatte,ed. 5ailing. :hazing. w,embling.
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St 0E1x p.m. on wuesdayI 11 Sugust 1qJ0I j sat on my bedI lap-
top openI checzing my emails one last time. whe day had been 
a the,apeutic kou,neyI as j!d Cnally so,ted and found homes fo, 
the last of my mom!s belongings. whis closu,e b,ought me a 
deep sense of accomplishment and peaceI lize tying the Cnal 
znot on a ca,efully Aoven tapest,y. 5ith that Aeight liftedI 
j felt ,eady to Aelcome Ahateve, lay ahead. But as j scanned 
my inbo—I my hea,t sanz. Ma,tie Booyse!s name sta,ed bacz at 
meI and d,ead c,ept inI anticipating anothe, in‘ui,y about my 
p,olonged silence since Kanua,y.

jnsteadI j ,eadE

Hello Elmarie
You must be surprised to hear from me. I had closed 
your file, because I haven’t heard from you.
I have good news for you … I have found your birth 
mother.
Due to the sensitivity of this matter, kindly phone 
me on this mobile number.

j dialed the numbe,I my Cnge,s t,embling Aith anticipation. 
5ithin me,e minutesI j hea,d he, voice at the othe, end of the 
phone. :he sounded kust as elated and e—cited as j Aas 3 o, so j 
thought. jn ,ealityI j Aas a shive,ingI shazingI c,yingI laughing 
emotional mess.

:he ,evealed that Ahat she Aas about to sha,e Aas a ,a,e occu,-
,enceI happening only tAice befo,e in he, decades-long ca,ee, as a 
social Ao,ze,E both pa,ties sea,ching fo, each othe, simultaneous-
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ly. Snd then came the ,evelationE j had a half-siste, named 7lbieI 
Aho had connected Aith Ma,tie and Aas eage, to meet meT

Ma,tie didn!t have much else to sha,e. :he e—plained that 7lbie 
had phoned he, and Aas aszed to send an email Aith all the 
pa,ticula,s she had about he, mothe, and adopted olde, sis-
te,. :ho,tly the,eafte,I the email a,,ivedI containing the name 
9Ma,enda 6och! and the bi,thdate HJ Ma,ch JY;;. Ma,tie im-
mediately ,ecogni’ed the match due to the unusual spelling of 
9Ma,enda!. 

FoAeve,I she emphasi’ed that despite thisI she meticulously 
ve,iCed the info,mation in both Cles to ensu,e accu,acy. “With 
reunions like these,” she saidI “mistakes can be devastating, and 
I wanted to prevent that.”

:he couldn!t give me any info,mation about my bi,th mothe, 
o, the ,est of the familyI e—plaining that she C,st needed to asz 
if j!d be inte,ested in connecting Aith 7lbie. 

j Aanted to laugh hyste,icallyT 5hat a stupid ‘uestionT whese 
people kust neve, lea,nT RetI this time j didn!t feel lize slinging 
p,ofanities at Ma,tieD j Aanted to ziss and hug he, and buy he, 
a bunch of blood-,ed ,osesT

:he p,omised to speaz Aith 7lbie the ne—t dayI and Aould 
folloA up Aith me afte,Aa,d to discuss ou, ne—t steps.

j ended the callI speechless. whe conve,gence of eve,ything 3 
?amily 2onstellationsI my lette, to my bi,th mothe,I wO7I 
Aomb soundsI and the full moon d,eam 3 felt lize a,,oAs 
shot f,om the ‘uive, of ?ivinityI pie,cing my hea,t Aith the 
p,ecision and potency of 2upid on ste,oids.
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?id j sleep that night@ Ah noT whe Aomb soundsI usually a sooth-
ing balmI ore,ed no ,espite. j didn!t sleep a AinzT My jnne, Slice 
Aas noA tu,bocha,gedI bubbling ove, Aith e—citement about the 
b,ight futu,e ahead.

“Curiouser and curiouser!” c,ied Slice. :he Aas so much su,p,ised 
thatI fo, the momentI she ‘uite fo,got hoA to speaz good 7nglish. 
Snd that!s e—actly hoA j felt 3 lize j Aas falling doAn the ,abbit 
holeI into a Ao,ld of Aonde, and discove,y.
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From Stranger to 
Sister

T he waiting game had begun, with each passing hour feel-
ing like an eternity. Bureaucratic red tape stretched out 

before me, a seemingly endless obstacle course.

But then, Martie’s instructions the next morning oIered a 
sense of progress. “Write to Elbie, attach some photos — any-
thing will do,” she said. “I’ve asked Elbie to do the same. Send it 
to me, and once I have both letters, I’ll exchange them. Then, we’ll 
schedule a three-way call, with me facilitating to ensure things go 
smoothly.” Martie shared words of caution, drawing from her 
experience, but my optimism remained unshaken.

—n a Wash, — drafted my email to Martie, attaching a couple of 
photos. But doubts began to creep in ? hesitation, uncertain-
ty, perfectionism. vhat if — say something wrongA vhat if she 
won’t like meA vhat if ...A Time was ticking, and my anxiety 
grew. Taking a deep breath, — closed my eyes, said a little prayer, 
and Hnally hit send.

The waiting game resumed, with me checking emails eEery HEe 
minutes like a loEesick teenager.
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jnd then, Hnally, Tz: email arriEed. — was sitting in my car, 
haEing Fust returned from an appointment, and saw the noti-
Hcation on my phone.

:motions swirled, and my body reacted with uncharacteristic 
turmoil. My stomach twisted into knots, and a sudden, intense 
urge to rush to the bathroom took hold. The irony wasn’t lost 
on me ? lifelong constipation had become a running Foke. But 
in this moment, my body seemed to haEe other plans. —gnoring 
its pleas, — took a deep breath and opened the email.

:lbie’s message was breathtaking. zer words welcomed me 
with open arms. — sat in stunned silence, grasping the reality 
of a sister in my life ? a fully grown woman, far remoEed from 
the tiny, Eulnerable baby —’d enEisioned as a child. The one —’d 
imagined rescuing, wrapped in a blanket, on the side of the road 
to my aunt’s farm.

The photos shattered my composure. My mother, radiant in a 
lush garden, smiled back at me. Tall, like me. — searched her face, 
mesmeri;ed, and found glimpses of myself staring back. Tears 
Wowed freely in the safety of my car as — grasped the profound 
realityG — was Hnally looking at the woman who gaEe me life.

Then, :lbie’s family ? her husband and two towering giants, 
smiling under a ga;ebo. Lamiliarity struck me. both sons shared 
/eorick’s impressiEe height and build.

0ater that day, — called Martie again, impatient to connect 
with :lbie. “Why the delay? We’re adults; can’t we handle this 
ourselves?”

Martie’s tone turned playful, with a hint of concern. “You two are 
driving me mad! Elbie’s been calling nonstop all afternoon. I get it 
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— you’re both eager. Just remember, this reunion requires sensitivity. 
Take her number, but pace yourselves, okay?”

js dusk descended, — dialed :lbie’s number with trembling Hngers, 
the stillness around me punctuated only by my pounding heart. 
This was the moment —’d waited a lifetime forG — was about to hear 
my sister’s Eoice for the Hrst time, unlock secrets of my past, and 
forge a lifelong connection.
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Thoughts Unraveling

T he familiarity of Elbie’s voice.
We’re both crying.

I know her. I recognize her.
The softness in her tone, the gentleness.
Both our names start with El-!
She’s in the hospital.
Awaiting a hip operation tomorrow morning.
Her 25th surgery in her lifetime.

Marenda is our mother’s middle name.
Her Drst name is 1oreen.
Elbie is an only child.
Her father has passed away.
We don’t share the same father.

Elbie only found out about me about 0I years ago.
kt was a shoc:ing revelation.
She as:ed our motherO
“Do I have a brother or a sister?”
The answerO 
“Yes ... you have a sister.”
ElbieO 
“We have to find her, we have to search for her!”
“ur motherO 
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“No, I cannot.”
ElbieO 
9Why not?”
“ur motherO 
“Because I promised, with my hand on the Bible in court,
that I would never search for her …”

“ur mother.
She was ta:en away from her mother at birth.
Her mother had leprosy.
kt was during the Second World War, in 043;.
She never :new her mother.
She doesn’t :now who her father is.
She was placed in foster care,
where she suxered severe abuse,
then was ta:en away.
Another family too: her in,
where she spent her remaining childhood years.
They never adopted her7
she remained in foster care.
The government provided monthly support
since she was in foster care.
Horrible things happened to her,
things no young girl should endure.

She was a bright spar:,
intelligent.
She s:ipped a grade or two.
Ejcelled in athletics and sports.
1idn’t Dnish school,
as she had to wor:.
She met my father at wor:.
She became pregnant.
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She couldn’t :eep me.
He was married
and claimed Dnancial inability.

Two years after giving me up for adoption,
she met Elbie’s dad.
They married.
Elbie was born in April 04FI,
almost ejactly four years younger than me.
Then, Elbie’s hip problems started
at Pust one year old.
The Drst operation went wrong.
Jurther attempts only worsened it.
Her life became a cycle
of hospital visits.

This morning,
her hip dislocated again,
and they rushed
;II :m to zretoria.

“ur mother is unaware
that Elbie has been searching for me.
Elbie’s attempts have been numerous,
with periods of giving up.
kn 8uly, she realiCed
she hadn’t tried contacting
homes for unwed mothers.
She was referred to Martie Booyse.
The rest is history.

We tal:ed nonstop.
She tuc:ed her phone under the sheet
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when the nurses made their rounds,
pretending to be asleep.
After the Drst voice call,
we chatted on WhatsApp till 2OII a.m.
Her operation was scheduled for —OII a.m.
We reluctantly ended our chat.

k couldn’t sleep,
not a win:.
Thoughts swirled, twirled,
as my heart wrestled with the revelations.
My grandparents at the Jamily Uonstellation G
k understand now!
Elbie’s mobility challenges G
Hennie’s story echoes.
6neven legs, daily struggle, two canes his aid.
Elbie’s sons, though not as tall as ?eoric:,
are close G 2.I3 and 0.4@ meters.

Monday is our mother’s F3th birthday.
How will we tell her
that Elbie found
her Drstborn,
the baby she gave up
years agoA
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Baby, Come Home

A s I stepped oh tle panJe nt bolnJJesurgi nMgpogt oJ 
yoJdn,2 80 Arirst 817w2 tle feMilt om destMJ, settaed 

rpoJ .eT Dodn,2 ., uMgtl .otleg2 yo. cogeeJ2 forad -eae4
ugnte leg wBtl uMgtldn,T

v, dM’MJe desMiJ2 org Ygst .eetMJi -oJ’egied oJ tlMs sn-ged dn,2 
MJtegtfMJMJi org aein-Mes om slntteged ueiMJJMJis nJd mgn-trged 
gootsT vogJ mgo. tle sn.e pnMJ2 fejd uotl ueeJ togJ mgo. 
org .otlegsj ao’MJi ng.s2 depgM’ed om tle esseJtMna uoJd nJd 
sn-ged tor-l tlnt MiJMtes tle soraT ket2 MJ tlMs .o.eJt2 org 
pntls .egied MJ n tgnJs-eJdeJt dnJ-e om lenaMJi2 gestogntMoJ2 
nJd sruaM.e gerJMoJT

y, lengt sfeaaed fMtl e.otMoJ2 M.niMJMJi tle deptl om yo. 
cogeeJjs aoJiMJi2 tle n-le om n aMmetM.e YJnaa, sootled ns sle 
forad load2 mog tle Ygst tM.e2 tle unu, sle lnd iM’eJ rp so 
.nJ, ,engs nioT

Dle sMiJMY-nJ-e om tlMs dn, o’egflea.ed .e2 ,et Yaaed .e 
fMtl xo,2 MJ n toggeJt om meeaMJisT I tlorilt om tle stngG -oJ4
tgnst uetfeeJ yo. cogeeJjs e;pegMeJ-e nJd .MJeT :gn-e lnd 
ugorilt .e to ., .o. nJd dnd xrst dn,s nmteg uMgtl2 urt yo. 
cogeeJjs pntl lnd ueeJ .ngGed u, n -grea tfMst om mnteT
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As I -art-led tle tgn’ea uni -oJtnMJMJi sM; pge-Mors ploto naur.s2 
.etM-raorsa, -rgnted u, ., .o. mgo. unu,lood to .ntgM-2 n 
ar.p mog.ed MJ ., tlgontT Dlese naur.s fegeJjt xrst n -oaae-tMoJ 
om .e.ogMesW tle, fege mgni.eJts om ., aMme2 fo’eJ toietleg fMtl 
ao’e nJd -ngeT Dle tlorilt om iMmtMJi tle. to yo. cogeeJ2 tle 
fo.nJ flo lnd iM’eJ .e aMme2 urt Je’eg iot to fMtJess ., igoftl2 
fns na.ost too .r-l to uengT

AJd ,et2 I foJdeged? Corad tlese naur.s ge’ena tle esseJ-e om .e 
to yo. cogeeJE —orad mnded sJnpslots ugMdie tle inp uetfeeJ 
rs2 teaaMJi tle stog, om tle aMme fejd .Mssed slngMJiE q’eg, pnie2 
ploto2 nJd -nptMoJ gndMnted ., .o.js rJfn’egMJi ao’e nJd dedM4
-ntMoJ H n testn.eJt to tle aMme yo. cogeeJ lnd geaMJ!rMsledT 
Dlgoril tlese pnies2 I loped sle forad see tle ao’e tlnt lnd 
slnped .eT

As I fnMted nt tle ariinie -ngorsea2 tle ploto naur. uni ignsped 
tMilta, MJ ., lnJds2 ., lengt ln..eged2 GJees ur-Gaed2 nJd Jeg4
’ors sMaeJ-e igMpped .eT Dle pgo.Mse om se’eJ sn-ged dn,s fMtl ., 
uMgtl .otleg2 Jestaed MJ tle lengt om leg lo.e2 rJmrgaed tle petnas 
om ., lengtT

Dle pnst mef dn,s lnd ueeJ n goaaeg-onsteg sMJ-e yngtMe voo,sejs 
uo.usleaa e.nMa oJ 88 ArirstT vrt tlMs fns dMhegeJt mgo. ., 
e;pegMeJ-es fMtl 6eJJMeW e’eg,tlMJi fns posMtM’e nJd rpaMmtMJiF 

qauMejs ’oM-e oJ org Ygst -naa oJ 8B Arirst stMaa e-loed MJ ., 
.e.og,T Dle Je;t dn,2 leg ’oM-e stMaa gnsp, mgo. tle ehe-ts om 
nJestlesMn2 sle s-le.ed to iet .e to leng org .otlegjs ’oM-eT Ce 
de’Msed n panJ mog .e to -naa yo. cogeeJ2 pgeteJdMJi to ue qauMejs 
mgMeJd seng-lMJi mog leg -oJtn-t MJmog.ntMoJT 

I .nde tle -naa oJ 8O ArirstT Dle .o.eJt leg ’oM-e Yaaed tle 
aMJe2 I meat eae-tgMYedT Sog tle Ygst tM.e MJ ., aMme2 I lengd ., uMgtl 
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.otleg spenGT q.otMoJ o’egflea.ed .e2 urt I morilt un-G 
tengs2 mo-rsed oJ pan,MJi ., goaeT Dle -oJ’egsntMoJ fns ugMemW I 
-oradJjt srstnMJ tle -lngndeT RJe tlorilt -oJsr.ed .e? tlMs 
.Milt ue tle Ygst tM.e Ijd e’eg lengd leg ’oM-eT cMd sle flMspeg 
to .e nt uMgtlE LooJ2 Ijd leng tle tgrtl mgo. leg ofJ .ortlT

IJ tle nmteg.ntl om tlnt lengt4slnGMJi -naa2 n ieJtae flMspeg 
fMtlMJ .e rgied2 Check your journalT I lesMtnted ugMeK,2 tleJ 
srggeJdeged to tle JrdieT As I pnied tlgoril ., xorgJna2 n 
seMs.M- slMmt o--rgged fMtlMJ .e2 aMGe tle gr.uae uemoge nJ 
engtl!rnGeT LeJsMJi n pgomorJd .,steg, rJmoadMJi2 I str.uaed 
rpoJ tle MJs-gMptMoJ mgo. 8O Arirst tle pge’Mors ,eng?

Had an energetic encounter with my mom and dad, 
while meditating. Saw them presenting me as a 
baby to a host of angels. Recognition of who I am. 
Rewards for me. Yes — Yes — Yes!!! I am ready — 
endow me, Universe, endow me!

IJ tlnt MJstnJt2 .e.ogMes Kooded un-G2 tgnJspogtMJi .e to n 
gena. flege tM.e nJd spn-e dMssoa’edT

Dle .edMtntMoJjs s,.uoaMs. sJnpped MJto mo-rs2 Mts .enJ4
MJi -g,stna -aengT y, .o. nJd dndjs pgeseJtntMoJ fns .oge 
tlnJ n ge-oiJMtMoJ om ., MdeJtMt, H Mt fns n sn-ged tgnJsmeg 
om irngdMnJslMp to ., uMgtl .otleg2 cogeeJT As tle, geaMJ4
!rMsled tleMg goae2 tle, nzg.ed cogeeJjs .ntegJna uoJdT DlMs 
pofegmra .o.eJt gesoJnted fMtl NnYGMjs M-oJM- iestrge MJ 
Dle @MoJ AMJi2 M.ured fMtl pgople-, ns ., .o. nJd dnd 
e.uodMed xo, nJd lr.MaMt,2 gestogMJi ., uMgtlgMiltT
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Dle genaMBntMoJ lMt .e aMGe n tMdna fn’e? tle, lnd GJofJ naa naoJiT 
DlMs gerJMoJ fMtl ., uMgtl .otleg fns pngt om cM’MJMt,js ignJd 
panJT Dle xorgJna eJtg,2 oJ-e n pegsoJna nzg.ntMoJ2 lnd ue-o.e 
n testn.eJt to tlMs dM’MJe desMiJT

As tle tMdna fn’e om genaMBntMoJ -gnsled o’eg .e2 sous sfeaaed 
fMtlMJ2 stgnMJMJi to ugenG mgeeT y, sGMJ gespoJded MJstMJ-tM’ea,2 
egrptMJi MJ iooseKesl tlnt gMppaed rp nJd dofJ ., eJtMge uod,T 
DlMs .o.eJt tgnJs-eJded -oMJ-MdeJ-eW Mt fns n testn.eJt to tle 
MJtgM-nte tnpestg, om mnte2 fen’MJi toietleg tle tlgends om ., e;Ms4
teJ-eT y, .o. nJd dndjs ao’e2 ., yo. cogeeJjs sn-gMY-e2 nJd 
cM’MJMt,js irMdnJ-e lnd naa -oJ’egied2 aendMJi .e to tlMs .o.eJt 
om pgomorJd rJdegstnJdMJi nJd igntMtrdeT

IJ tlnt .o.eJt2 I GJef I lnd to ue tlege mog leg uMgtldn,T Dle 
-oMJ-MdeJ-e om YJdMJi leg xrst uemoge tlMs sMiJMY-nJt dn, fnsJjt 
aost oJ .e H Mt meat aMGe dM’MJe tM.MJiT LlngMJi n sM.Mang mnte2 
geaMJ!rMsled nt uMgtl2 nJd Jof irMded u, tle pgopletM- MJs-gMptMoJ 
MJ ., xorgJna2 org .eetMJi see.ed pgedestMJedT

qauMe nigeed2 nJd fe de-Mded leg lrsunJd2 corf2 slorad ugenG tle 
Jefs to yo. cogeeJ tlnt e’eJMJiT 6e gepogted tlnt sle lnJdaed 
Mt uetteg tlnJ e;pe-tedW despMte leg slo-G2 sle -oJtnMJed leg e.o4
tMoJs feaa drgMJi tle -oJ’egsntMoJT Dloril ’MsMua, o’egflea.ed 
nJd stgriiaMJi to YJd fogds2 sle nsGed se’egna !restMoJs nuort 
.eT Do corf2 Mt see.ed sle fns geeaMJi2 tg,MJi to pgo-ess tle 
ge’eantMoJT Lle tleJ stepped nfn,2 pgounua, seeGMJi so.e !rMet 
tM.e naoJe to nusogu tle JefsT

Dle Je;t .ogJMJi2 sle fns enieg to tnaG to .e ninMJ2 Jof tlnt 
tle tgrtl nuort org -oJJe-tMoJ lnd ueeJ ge’enaedT qauMejs -ae’eg 
panJ lnd pnMd oh? org pge’Mors ploJe -naa2 flege I posed ns qauMejs 
mgMeJd2 lnd somteJed tle MJMtMna uaofT yo. cogeeJ lnd nagend, 
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lengd ., ’oM-e2 naueMt ugMeK,2 .nGMJi tlMs -oJ’egsntMoJ aess MJtM.4
MdntMJiT

As fe -oJJe-ted oJ-e .oge2 sle -gMedT I -gMedT CeMtleg om rs -orad 
spenG mog flnt meat aMGe nJ etegJMt,T Lle see.ed to YJd fogds Ygst 
nJd stngted sn,MJi2 leg ’oM-e tge.uaMJi2 “Will you forgive me …” I 
dMdJjt iM’e leg n -lnJ-e to YJMsl tle seJteJ-eT “There is absolutely 
nothing to forgive. Please don’t ever say that again. You did nothing 
wrong. Nothing at all.” Dle .o.eJt fns too uMi mog uotl om 
rs2 nJd Mt meat aMGe n teaeploJe -oJ’egsntMoJ foradJjt srz-eT Ce 
Jeeded to .eet MJ pegsoJ2 mn-e4to4mn-eT

CMtl ariinie MJ tof2 I steeaed .,seam to fnaG tlgoril tle ianss doog 
to tle fnMtMJi ngen flege corf nJd yo. cogeeJ nfnMtedT qauMe2 
deteg.MJed to ue tlege mog org gerJMoJ2 lnd ueiied leg srgieoJ to 
dMs-lngie leg enga,2 dem,MJi post4op pgoto-oaT LtMaa MJ leg pnxn.ns2 
sle Jof fnMted nJ;Morsa, MJ tle -ng2 leg eniegJess to fea-o.e .e 
lo.e ortfeMilMJi leg ofJ ge-o’eg,T

y, mn.MaMng -o.pnJMoJs n--o.pnJMed .e? Jr.uJess2 Jnrsen2 
denmeJMJi lengtuent2 dg, .ortl2 nJd n len’, -lestT I dMdJjt GJof 
flnt to e;pe-t2 mengMJi IJJeg AaM-ejs mnJtnsMesT

As org e,es .et2 tM.e stood stMaaT Dle nMgpogtjs dMJ mnded2 nJd tle 
-gofd ngorJd rs see.ed to ae’MtnteT RJa, ., .o.., nJd I e;Mst4
edT cespegnte to load un-G tle o’egflea.MJi e.otMoJs2 I -an.ped 
., lnJd o’eg ., .ortl2 urt tle sou urgst mogtl2 rJstoppnuaeT 
Dengs stgen.ed dofJ2 nJd corfjs sootlMJi ’oM-e e-loed tlgoril 
., sous? “Go to her, mom, it’s okay. Go …” CMtl tlose fogds2 fe 
ueinJ org saof2 MJe’Mtnuae iaMde tofngd en-l otlegT

Ce -oaanpsed MJto en-l otlegjs ng.s2 org uodMes .egiMJi MJ n des4
pegnte2 aoJi4nfnMted gerJMoJT I fgnpped .,seam ngorJd leg2 nJd 
sle -arJi to .e fMtl e!rna mego-Mt,T It fns ns Mm tle Sn.Ma, —oJ4
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steaantMoJs sessMoJ lnd pgoplesMed tlMs .o.eJt2 nJd Jof genaMt, 
fns .MggogMJi tle ’MsMoJT DM.e slntteged2 Mts mgni.eJts srspeJded 
MJ .Md4nMgT Dle fogad ngorJd rs mgoBe2 aen’MJi oJa, tle tfo om rs2 
eJtfMJed MJ n tM.eaess2 spn-eaess e.ugn-eT

I urgMed ., mn-e MJ leg lnMg2 MJlnaMJi tle sfeet s-eJt om leg peg4
mr.e2 nJd tle rJ.MstnGnuae esseJ-e om ., ofJ legMtnieT 6eg ignsp 
fns pgM.na2 n aMmeaMJe to gede.ptMoJT Lle lead .e fMtl n despegn4
tMoJ tlnt see.ed to s-gen.? I’ll never let you go again. q’eg, Yueg 
om leg ueMJi -arJi to .e2 ns Mm leg ’eg, e;MsteJ-e lMJied oJ tlMs 
gerJMoJT

It meat mn.MaMngT It meat snmeT I meat snmeT Lle flMspeged fogds? “Thank 
you, thank you. My precious child is safe. Thank you,” tlgoril ,engs 
om peJt4rp tengs nJd e.otMoJs KoodMJi mgo. leg uod,T

As org lengts eJtfMJed2 tM.e dMssoa’ed2 nJd tle deptls om org 
-oJJe-tMoJ rJmoadedT DleJ2 I tooG leg mn-e MJ ., lnJds2 -rpped 
leg -leeGs2 nJd inBed MJto leg e,esT

IJ tlnt MJstnJt2 I snf ue,oJd tle tengs2 ue,oJd tle ,engs om aoJiMJiT 
I snf ., ofJ geKe-tMoJ2 ., ofJ stog,2 ., ofJ soraT AJd fMtl n 
pgomorJd seJse om ge-oiJMtMoJ2 ., lengt flMspeged tle oJa, fogds 
tlnt .ntteged? I see you.
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Tea and Wonder

A s we stepped out of the airport building, and into the af-
ternoon sunlight, the world seemed to hold its breath. The 

Mad Hatter’s words — “Would you like an adventure now, or shall 
we have tea first?”  — took on a delightful irony.

I thought, Tea? Who needs tea when you’re about to meet the sister 
you never knew? Bring on the adventure! My Inner Alice trembled 
with anticipation. And as I gazed toward Elbie’s car, the surreal 
beauty of it all whispered, Curiouser and curiouser ...

As I caught sight of her,  our eyes met through the partially 
rolled-down window. The air crackled with recognition. Elbie’s 
face broke into a radiant smile, and then, in a whimsical ‘ash, she 
mimed shooting me with an imaginary gun, her lips forming a 
playful Opop’.

vur adCenture was underway, tea forgotten in the face of won-
der. xupid’s arrow had transformed into Elbie’s whimsical bullet, 
striking true. That single gesture pierced my heart, and I knew — 
I had found my sister.

In the nejt breath, I was on my knees, car door open wide, em-
bracing Elbie in a Doyous storm of laughter and tears. vur hearts 
entwined, like Cines on an ancient trellis. As I held her close, I 
breathed in her essence, recognizing the depth of our connection, 
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knowing her as if we’d neCer been apart. Becades melted away, and 
our bond felt timeless.

Elbie spoke nonstop, her words tumbling out through our shared 
sobs, my face buried against her chest and neck. ;ut neither of us 
needed to comprehend the wordsS they ‘owed from a deep, primal 
place of longing, knowing, and yearning. It didn’t surprise me. I 
intuitiCely sensed that she had ejperienced me in the womb — 
mystically, mysteriously, perhaps physically.

I belieCe that’s how our bond, our pact of sisterhood, took shape. 
Weamlessly, it slipped into my heart, Ptting perfectly — like a gloCe 
oCer a hand.

3e got into the car, Bouw steering toward Mom Boreen’s house 
on 0retoria’s outskirts. They would drop us o1, haCe the promised 
cup of tea, and then tackle the 233-kilometer driCe back home, 
leaCing Mom Boreen and me to spend our Prst night together.

In the backseat, Mom Boreen and I sat hand in hand. My left hand 
wrapped oCer the front seat, embracing my baby sister. Whe placed 
her hand oCer mine, pressing, caressing, and stroking my skin.

3e talked nonstop, though I recall no single word. Humor bub-
bled beneath the surface among us. I recognized the familiarity — 
the sense that we spoke the same language. That humor is etched 
in our genes. It’s a small piece of the bigger puzzle, now perfectly 
in place. vur laughter woCe a tapestry of belonging.

My Inner Alice rode a unicorn of Doy, its mane shimmering with 
sisterly magic.
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A Life in Pictures, A 
Heart in Pieces

I n Mom Doreen’s cozy lounge, we sat across from each other, 
suspended between the threads of past and present. Douw and 

Elbie had departed, leaving us alone — just the two of us — for 
the Trst time. Mother and Trstborn, united at last. She silence was 
palpable.

xik photo albums lay scattered before her, a visual narrative of my 
life. I watched, transTked, as she hesitated, her Tngers hovering over 
the Trst album. SaHing a deep breath, she delicately opened the 
cover. She soft cracHle of its pages accompanied her entry into my 
past. ;er eyes locHed onto images of me as a baby — just days old, 
cradled in my mom and dad’s loving arms.

It was a moment of uncharted courageN she had never laid eyes on 
me before. SaHen away at birth, I ekisted only in her imagination. 
-ow, gazing upon my infant face, her ekpression betrayed tur:
moil within. ;er eyes Aashed with deep:seated longingN her mouth 
trembledN her hands caressed each photo, as if tracing my soul.

Each page turn revealed fragments of my storyO snapshots of care:
free childhood, ponytails, bright smiles, laughter, and joy:Tlled 
moments. She cracHle of the pages accompanied her journey, a 
heart:wrenching reminder of the years lost and the memories she 
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had never made. ;er face was a canvas of emotions — longing, 
yearning, pain, and a hint of jealousy, the ache of having been 
ekcluded from those precious moments.

Fs she paged through the albums, the emotional dam within me 
swelled. Memories of my beloved mom and dad intertwined with 
the profound realization that none of it would have been possible 
without her — my birth mother. She weight of that truth hung 
suspended, heavy with unspoHen emotions.

She silence was sacred, a testament to the moment’s profundity. 
Sime stood still.

Shen, it happened. ;er composure crumbled, revealing a moth:
er’s heart. ;er indek Tnger traced my mom and dad’s smiling facesN 
tears spilled down her cheeHs. ;er whisper was barely audibleO 
“Thank you, Fred and Corrie, for taking care of my baby. Thank 
you, thank you …”

In the stillness, we shared a sacred moment, transcending time. 
Cur silence honored Bred and /orrie /oetzee, two ektraordinary 
souls who, in this life, couldn’t conceive and were childless by 
circumstance.

Ft the soul level, however, they made a profound choice. 0efore 
incarnating, they raised their hands, willingly surrendering the 
dream of biological parenthood. Shey opted to adopt me, choos:
ing a di1erent path. Sheir commitment echoed across realmsO “We 
choose this child, give her to us, we’ll love and raise her as our own.”

In that instant, the veil lifted, and I beheld the breathtaHing beau:
ty of their sacriTce, and, the sacred bond of their unconditional 
love. My eyes welled up with silent tears, as Mom Doreen’s words 
pierced my heart, meta:morphing my inner landscapes.
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The Story I Never 
Knew

“When I started dating Elbie’s father, I told him 
about you. All he said was, that we were never to discuss 
it ever again. So, we never did.”

O ur srtd ayo dgehdwhr fyt myr mrgv g.hrI n thMtha Dgv 
’grhhMit wht,dyd,gMb kud twh thhvha dg -Mgf n fyt ahtp

lhrydh dg s—— ,M dwh k—yM-t c dwh votdhrob dwh thArhdt yrguMa vo 
AgMAhld,gMb k,rdwb yMa yagld,gMI

:t n —,tdhMhab y dwguewd tdruA- vhS vo yjM,do mgr —yMeuyeh a,aMid 
gr,e,Mydh mrgv Dgv ’grhhMI ‘wh tdruee—ha dg sMa fgratb uMyAp
Autdgvha dg rh.hy—,Me whr ,MMhrvgtd dwguewdtb yt ,m th.hrha mrgv 
whr gfM tgu—b —hy.,Me whr mhh—,Met mryevhMdhaI

n a,aMid Huaeh whrI nMtdhyab n myAha dwh v,rrgr gm vo gfM yttuvlp
d,gMtb ytwyvha gm dwh Ay——gutha dwguewdt nia hMdhrdy,Mha ykgud Nvo 
k,rdw vgdwhri mgr tg —gMeI n Mh.hr -MhfI Fya n -MgfMb n fgu—a wy.h 
fhldb Mgd HuaehaI

:t n yktgrkha dwh ahldw gm whr tdgrob n tdruee—ha dg Agvh dg dhrvt 
f,dw dwh twgA-b wgrrgrb hvlydwob yMa twyvh dwyd Tggaha vhI Fhr 
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fgrat rh.hy—ha y drudw dwyd krguewd rh—,hm dg kgdw gm utb vh—d,Me 
yfyo vo yMehrb rhHhAd,gMb yMa mhh—,Met gm ykyMagMvhMdI

Cgfb —,tdhM,Me dg whr rhAguMd whr dryuvyd,A Aw,—awgga yMa —,mhb yt 
twh rhvhvkhrha ,db thyrha vo whyrd yMa tgu—I

:t n —,tdhMha dg whr tdgrob n kheyM dg erytl dwh lrgmguMa ahldw gm 
whr ly,Mb rggdha ,M dwh A,rAuvtdyMAht gm whr k,rdwI Fhr yrr,.y— ,M 
dwh fgr—a vyr-ha y thlyryd,gMb y th.hr,Me gm d,ht dwyd fgu—a mgrh.hr 
twylh whr —,mhI

Do eryMavgdwhrit —hlrgto a,yeMgt,t wya Aytd y —gMe twyagfb y 
td,evy dwyd khAyvh y thMdhMAhI ndt ,vlyAd fyt h.,ahMd ,M dwh thr,ht 
gm ,Mtd,dud,gMt yMa mgtdhr Ayrh yrryMehvhMdt dwyd mg——gfhaI Wgr dwh 
srtd ohyrb twh —,.ha ,M yM grlwyMyehb turrguMaha ko uM-MgfM myAht 
yMa hvldo yrvtI

9whMb twh vg.ha dg y mgtdhr wgvhb fwhrh whr Ayrhe,.hrb y mr,hMa gm 
vo eryMavgdwhritb lrg.,aha kyt,A MhAhtt,d,htb kud —,dd—h y;hAd,gMI 
Fhr aud,ht ,MA—uaha tArukk,Me Tggrtb y dyt- dwyd krha mhh—,Met gm 
k—yvh yMa twyvhI

9wh AgMdrytd khdfhhM whr A,rAuvtdyMAht yMa dwgth gm dwh myv,—oit 
k,g—ge,Ay— Aw,—arhM fyt tdyr-b lyrd,Au—yr—o yd xwr,tdvytI 8w,—h dwho 
uMfryllha e,mdtb twh rhAh,.ha y vhyehr lrhthMdS wy—m y —gym gm krhya 
f,dw HyvI

:d 1 ohyrt g—ab twh a,tAg.hrha y ah.ytdyd,Me drudwS twh fyt Mgd 
dwh,r k,g—ge,Ay— Aw,—aI 9w,t rh.h—yd,gM uM—hytwha dwh ly,Mmu— td,Me 
gm rhHhAd,gMb mgrh.hr y—dhr,Me whr uMahrtdyMa,Me gm whrth—m yMa whr 
l—yAh ,M dwh fgr—aI

8h—myrhit ,Mdhr.hMd,gM krguewd yMgdwhr vg.h yMa Mhf tdryMehrt 
,Mdg whr —,mhI Fhr thAgMa mgtdhr myv,—o lrhthMdha Mhf ahvyMat6 yd 
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Hutd 1 ohyrt g—ab twh fyt hLlhAdha dg Ayrh mgr dwh,r PpvgMdwpg—a 
kykoI 8,dw kyrh—o hMguew A—gdwht dg fhyrb -,MaMhtt fyt ,M twgrd 
tull—oI

9wguew lg.hrdoit er,l fyt tu;gAyd,Meb twh mguMa tg—yAh ,M ydwp
—hd,At yMa -grmky——b fwhrh whr dy—hMdt twgMhI :AAguMdyMAo wya khp
Agvh whr lytt,gMb kud sMyMA,y— tdruee—ht tggM th.hrha whr hauAyp
d,gMy— HgurMhoI

:d dwh dhMahr yeh gm BRb twh fyt Agvlh——ha dg —hy.h tAwgg— yMa Hg,M 
dwh fgr-mgrAhb turrhMahr,Me whr arhyvt gm yAyahv,A tuAAhtt dg dwh 
wyrtw ahvyMat gm hAgMgv,A rhy—,doI

:Ma dwhMb dwh uMdw,M-yk—h rh.h—yd,gMS vo mydwhrit Myvh c FyMt 
‘droagvI 9wh vhMd,gM gm w,v w,d —,-h y dwuMahrkg—db tdr,-,Me vh 
f,dw ,dt fh,ewdI Fh wya thhvha gra,Myrob fgr-,Me yd dwh vuM,A,p
ly—,do yMa th——,Me ,MturyMAhb kud khw,Ma w,t myv,—,yr myAh —yo ahAh,dI 

8,dw Ay—Au—ydha Awyrvb wh vyM,lu—ydha whrb hLl—g,d,Me dwh,r 
s.hpohyr yeh a,;hrhMAhI 9wh,r mydhmu— hMAguMdhr k—urrha dwh —,Mht 
gm AgMthMdI

Dyrr,hab f,dw dwrhh ,MMgAhMd Aw,—arhMb wh —ha y w,aahM —,mhI Y,ht gm 
tdhr,—,do yMa my—th lrgv,tht gm a,.grAh lrhAhaha w,t u—d,vydh ykyMp
agMvhMdI xgMmrgMdyd,gM krguewd thyr,Me ly,Mb l—hyt gm lg.hrdob 
yMa Agfyra,AhI 

ErheMyMd yMa ytwyvhab twh tguewd rhmueh ,M dwh wgvh mgr uMfha 
vgdwhrtb Fguth GhrephMp’y—b f,dMhtt dg twyddhrha arhyvtI

Do k,rdw vyr-ha yMgdwhr ly,Mmu— th.hryMAhI ‘,—hMAh yAAgvlyM,ha 
vo srtd AroI ‘wh a,aMid whyr vhb a,aMid thh vhb a,aMid dguAw vhI 
VhauAha dg vhrh fgrat c Ny —,dd—h e,r—i c twh fyt a,tv,tthab 
ahlyrd,Me dwh wgtl,dy— dwh MhLd ayo ,M y Ag—a myrhfh——I
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9wh Agurdit AghrA,gMb kyA-ha ko dwh fh,ewdo gydw gm dwh G,k—hb 
hLyAdha y lrgv,thS t,—hMAh yMa turrhMahrI “I promise to never search 
for her.” :hdb khMhydw dwh turmyAhb whr whyrd k—haI OMh fw,tlhrha 
AgMmhtt,gM dg ;—k,hit aya rhvy,Mha w,aahM ,M dwh twyagftb .h,—ha 
,M t,—hMAhI

Fgfh.hrb yv,atd dwh ayr-Mhttb y khyAgM gm wglh lhrt,tdhaI ;.hro 
M,ewdb twh lhrmgrvha y ahsyMd yAd gm my,dwI OM whr khat,ah dyk—h 
—yo NGrhya gm Y,mh p Ergv,tht gm <gai tAr,ldurh Ayratb aryfM —,-h 
—,mh—,Mht ,M d,vht gm ahtly,rI 9whth G,k—h .hrtht g;hrha lrgv,tht gm 
lrgdhAd,gMb eu,ayMAhb yMa —g.hI

:t twh t—,llha dwh Ayrat uMahr whr l,——gfb whr lryohrt ,Mmutha f,dw 
—gMe,Meb dhyrtb hMdrhyd,htb yMa drutd v,Me—haI nM dwh ayr-Mhttb y 
vgdwhrit —g.h twgMhb uMo,h—a,Me yMa uMfy.hr,MeI

Cgfb whr dhyrptgy-ha AgMmhtt,gM fgu—a rh.hy— dwh ahldw gm dwyd 
—g.hS 

“I never stopped thinking about you. I never stopped 
praying for you.”

:t gur dhyrt vhrehab vo nMMhr :—,Ah twyddhrhab rh—hyt,Me ohyrt gm 
lhMdpul tgrrgfI 

=,t,gMt g.hrfwh—vha vhS h.hro h.hM,Meb Dgv ’grhhMit tdhyamytd 
r,duy— c y tAr,ldurh Ayra aryfMb y fw,tlhrha lryohrb whr l,——gf 
ayvl f,dw dhyrtb whr sMy— dwguewdS vhI
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A Week of Mirrors

O ur Week of Firsts.

The nrst giSht toSether. lpeexigS geBt to her.
deigS hepb yM her. aM hecb og her Hhest. 
mecrigS her hecrtyect. FeepigS scfe.

The nrst wecp Ne shcreb toSether.
FigbigS wM NcM crougb her kitHheg. leeigS fcwipicr itews. 
FeepigS pike this is howe. vo strcgSegess. vo ugecse.

Our shcreb xeHupicrities eBtegbeb to e:erMbcM bepiShtsE
-:egigS wcig wecps Nere our xreferegHe.
We shcreb c fogbgess for MeppoNAxcHkcSeb HrisxM Hhixs.
?gb Hogbegseb wipk— vo xroypew ! Ne Houpb xopish oI c tig 
Nith ecse,

The nrst Spiwxses of our xhMsiHcp resewypcgHeE
Dg her eMesq D scN c reCeHtiog of wMsepf.
The scwe SreegAyroNg Hopor sxcrkpeb ycHk ct we.
Our xcpws Nere tNigsq Nith ibegtiHcp piges cgb Nrigkpes.
?gb our gcip yebs shcreb c xeHupicr trcit ! frcSipe skig thct tegbeb 
to tecr ecsipM.

Our igcuSurcp shoxxigS outigS re:ecpeb bepiShtfup HoigHibegHes.
Rri:igS hcyitsq it turgeb outq Nere cwogS our shcreb ;uirksE
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We yoth peft our xcrkeb Hcrs ig re:erse ig the ScrcSe.
We xreferreb the scwe fuep stctiog yrcgb.
?bbitiogcppMq Ne bisHo:ereb wutucp segsiti:itiesE
jcrsiHkgess cIeHteb us e;ucppM.
’ecbigS burigS Hcr ribes Ncs iwxossiype.

We cpso bisHo:ereb Ne shcreb sowe ugHowfortcype hecpth ;uirksE
jogstixctiog cgb ypoctebgess Nere fcwipicr Howxpcigts.
dut our brM skig struSSpes recppM stoob out.
D Hogfesseb wM ewycrrcssigS seHretE “My skin’s been so dry, it sheds 
flakes when I undress.”
mer recHtiog Ncs xure shoHk cgb bepiShtE “You too!!”

Our shcreb segse of huwor rcg beexq forwigS c xrofougb HoggeHA
tiog.
We hecpeb ecHh other ig NcMs Ne ge:er thouSht xossiype.
ToSetherq Ne fepp igto c gcturcp rhMthw.
Our Neek toSether hcb c Hhipbpike iggoHegHeq free frow xretegses.

lheptereb frow the outsibe Norpbq Ne Hrecteb our oNg sxcHe.
vo oge epse wctterebU it Ncs Yust us tNo.
We pecrgebq pcuShebq cgb bisHo:ereb ecHh other.
leeigS our reCeHtiogs ig ecHh otherGs eMesq Ne wirroreb soups.
égHo:erigS our shcreb heritcSeq c geN yogb forweb.

There Nere stipp so wcgM ugcgsNereb ;uestiogs, The wMsterM rcg 
beex.
We kgeN gothigS cyout our cgHestors.
D stipp kgeN :erM pittpe cyout wM fcther.
The gcwe mcgs ltrMbow Ncs c Howwog ogeq cgb to HowxpiHcte 
wcttersq it Houpb cpso ye sxeppeb ltriYbow.
lhe ge:er hecrb frow hiw cScig cfter SoigS to the howe for ugNeb 
wothers.
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7etq sowehoNq it Ncs okcM. D hcb Howe to terws Nith got kgoNigS 
wM fcther.
mer storM peft we xerxpeBebq yut D bibgGt xress for betcips.
Dt higteb ct c xcigfup truthq xossiypM e:eg rcxeq NhiHh D hesitcteb 
to Hogsiber.
D ugberstoob the stiSwc surrougbigS ugNeb wothers ycHk theg.
The shcwe cgb fecr of YubSwegt wiSht hc:e kext her frow shcrigS 
the fupp storM.
lhe wcM hc:e Norrieb thct DGb :ieN her cs xrowisHuousq c pcyep 
sheGb Hcrrieb ig seHret.

Dg thct wowegtq goge of it wcttereb.

dut yegecth the surfcHeq wM pife rewcigeb ugresop:eb.
loogq D Noupb yocrb the xpcge to returg to Oubtshoorgq cgb 
recpitM Noupb set ig.
8eoriHk cgb -sterAacri9 hcb yeeg thrippeb cyout wM reugiog Nith 
aow Roreeg.
7etq theM goN seeweb bistcgtq xreoHHuxieb Nith their oNg struSA
Spes.
D fept bisHoggeHtebq ugcype to yribSe the Scx.

?pp too soogq the Neek hcb xcsseb.

The cirxort SoobyMe huS Ncs igtegse.
-pyieGs tNo sogs cHHowxcgieb usq their fcHes cSpoN Nith ;uiet cNe 
ct the reugiog.
TheM Hcxtureb c teppigS wowegt og :ibeo ! aow Roreeg cgb D 
NcpkigS checbq our Scits wirrorigS ecHh other xerfeHtpM.
Their cwuseb Nhisxer to -pyieq “Hokey pokey shit, mom,” wcbe we 
SiSSpe.

aow RoreegGs huS Ncs besxercteq tecrs strecwigS boNg her fcHe.
“I promise, this is just goodbye, not farewell,” D recssureb her.
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The xrosxeHt of her :isitigS we ig Oubtshoorg soogq yrouSht 
Howfort.

?s D hepb her Hposeq Dgger ?piHe Nhisxerebq “We’re not losing her 
again.”
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A Cry for Grace

W ith my heart still buoyant from reunion, I returned home 
to pnd my cerscevti.e fore.er alteredM ’y lifews familiar 

vontours nog seemed misaliEned, as if the .ery foundations had 
shiftedM xlation and disvontent voekisted, scar-inE an inner re.oA
lutionM

js I bas-ed in the Doy of negfound family vonnevtions, the folA
loginE gee-s unfolded li-e a dreamM ’om Ooreenws .isit gas a 
treasure, and xlbie and Oougws brief stay gas a deliEhtful surcriseM 
Gur families merEinE, gith éeoriv- and xsterA’ariY nog cart of 
the civture, plled me gith evstasyM ’y lo.e for ’om Ooreen and 
xlbie -neg no boundsM

Het, amidst this euchoria, star- vontrasts emerEedM ’y relationshic 
gith Tennie too- a turn for the gorse, and the di.ide betgeen 
us deecened into a vhasmM Che pnanvial struEEles Uhristie had 
foreseen intensiped, lea.inE my real estate aEenvy reelinE under 
immense cressureM Bnfortunately, thinEs only gorsenedM

‘ut little did I -nog, fate had another surcrise in storeM In a 
stunninE stro-e of voinvidenve, ’om Ooreenws Gudtshoorn .isit 
aliEned cerfevtly gith the plminE of SWhere Oo I ?tart ’y ?earvhVw 
We shared our reunion story toEether, on vamera, ghile the croA
duver vactured xlbiews cerscevti.e secaratelyM Chis von.erEenve 
gas nothinE short of miravulousM
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js cart of this coiEnant jfri-aans C1 series, SWaar ‘eEin x- 
?oe-Vw our story Doined others, sharinE the emotional Dourneys of 
?outh jfrivan adocted vhildren searvhinE for their birth mothersM 
TeartAgrenvhinE tales of lo.e, loss, and reunion unfolded, beauA
tifully vacturinE the vomclekity of adoctionM

js I gatvhed our touvhinEly assembled reunion story unfold on 
C1 a feg gee-s later, I disvo.ered a shov-inE truthM jn ekcert 
in adoction reunions re.ealed that ’om Ooreenws fears about 
searvhinE for me gere rooted in historyM Bntil 9870, a dravonian 
?outh jfrivan lag forbade bioloEival mothers and adocted vhilA
dren from searvhinE for eavh other for 9!! yearsM

WhatFVF I almost vouldnwt belie.e itF Chis lag made reunion utterly 
and undeniably imcossibleF 

Che geiEht of this re.elation settled hea.ily ucon meM :urther 
insiEht vomcounded my astonishment— jvvordinE to this lady, 
feg ceocle -neg this lag had been recealed, lea.inE many birth 
mothers from that era burdened by deec shame, Euilt, and silenveM 
Gur serendicitous feature on the shog too- on neg siEnipvanve 
as I Erasced the historival odds aEainst our reunionM

Che croduverws Eift z a diEital vocy of our ecisode z bevame my 
vherished -eecsa-eM I gatvhed it receatedly, mesmeriqedM Het, gith 
e.ery .ieginE, an inner .oive nudEed me— There’s more to uncover, 
more to hear.

js the ecisodews siEnipvanve dagned on me, I realiqed my DournalA
inE gas the -eyM Che croduver had s-illfully go.en my intimate 
Dournal entries into the narrati.e, vreatinE a coiEnant tacestryM Chis 
thouEhtful inteEration vulminated in the tearful endinE, ghere 
my tears Noged unvontrollablyM In that pnal svene, I relayed the 
cogerful meditation ghere my mom and dad entrusted me to 
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’om Ooreen in the hea.enly realm z the crochetiv .ision, Ei.en 
ekavtly one year before my prst von.ersation gith herM

Che savred .oive inside me ghiscered— 

What other promises have I also made to you? If this 
dream has become reality, what’s still to come? What 
other miracles await?

Che messaEe resonated deecly, avvomcanied by telltale siEns I 
-neg gell— a shi.er of EooseNesh, a ravinE heartbeat, a vauEht 
breath, and an atmoschere elevtriv gith ekcevtationM

jt the prst occortunity, I Nicced bav- throuEh my vurrent DourA
nalM Uertain gords leact o2 the caEes, and I revoEniqed the familiar 
cattern z tanEible croof that this gasnwt Dust gishful thin-inE, 
reinforved by the many crochevies that had already vome to cassM

js I del.ed into my vhanneled gritinEs from the cast year, I unA
vo.ered a tacestry of crochetiv devlarations—

Receive abundance and overflow ...
Great and awesome things are unfolding ...
Love, laugh, live, Eljoshijka — love, laugh, and live ...
A feast is being prepared ...
Much singing, dancing, joy, and jubilation await ...
Reap your rich harvest ...
My peace is upon you ...
Youwve exchanged blame and shame for recognition and reward ...
This is a tremendous revelation and breakthrough for you ...
The heavens are shaking; great and awesome things are moving into 
perfect alignment ...
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Enter a place of covenants, of rainbows, waters of life, and happy 
hearts ...
Remember, your choices determine the divine flow ...
Live and thrive ...
The time is NOW, Eljoshijka; it is here.

j surEe of boldness and vouraEe iEnited githin me, fuelinE an 
unsha-eable resol.eM I had dragn a savred line in the sand, mar-inE 
a turninE cointM 

jnd in that instant, I Erasced the star- reality— the crobability of 
Tenniews cassinE and my subse;uent release from our marriaEe 
gas eerily logM

j crofound realiqation dagned on me— cart of my soulws mission 
is to vulti.ate the coger to liberate myself from this selfAvreated 
crisonM

Oi.inityws Eentle vaution folloged— 

Don’t get ahead of yourself — keep Inner Alice’s wild fantasies in 
check — but take the first step.

In that moment, I found the strenEth to scea- truth to the tokiv 
dynamivs that had ra.aEed our relationshicM 

Tenniews obsessi.e Erasc on our pnanves had lonE been a symbol 
of his disreEard for my gellAbeinEM Tis cersistent refusal to succort 
me, nog most ElarinEly gith his ogn dauEhterws eduvation, had 
left me feelinE ekcloited and un.aluedM 

Che emotional maniculation, subtle cutAdogns, and vrushinE reA
sconsibility hewd claved solely on my shoulders z all had ta-en 
their tollM
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Chen, a darinE ;uestion surfaved— 

Would I have left Hennie to struggle if our situ-
ations were reversed? Would I have neglected my 
responsibility to help? 

Che ansger gas vlear, and it shoo- me to my voreM I gould ha.e 
stecced in, githout hesitationM

’emories of the relentless vyvles of co.erty and svarvity NoodA
ed my mindM I thouEht of ’om Ooreen, a foster vhild denied 
adoction bevause her family souEht the monthly Eo.ernment 
sticendM Chen, I revalled my ogn story z Ei.en uc for adoction 
bevause my mother vouldnwt a2ord to raise me, ghile my father, 
Tans ?trydom, refused to cro.ide pnanvial succortM

’y thouEhts drifted to that transformati.e sciritual ekcerienve 
at the vemetery years aEo, ghere I revei.ed the cromise that 
the yo-e of co.erty had been liftedM I also remembered the 
insvriction that devlared my -armiv debt recaidM

js I stood at the threshold of this neg surEe of insiEht, I felt the 
geiEht of my cast beEin to liftM Che shav-les of doubt and fear 
that had held me vacti.e for so lonE beEan to loosen, releasinE 
me from the crison of my ogn limitationsM I felt the garmth 
of cossibility screadinE throuEh my .eins, infusinE me gith a 
sense of curcose and direvtionM

In the decths of that moment, a scar- githin me iEnitedM I too- 
a soarinE leac of faith, screadinE my ginEs to vatvh the ginds of 
vhanEeM I dared to ghiscer my deecest desires to Oi.inity, to as- 
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for the imcossible, and to belie.e that I gas gorthy of a life that 
shimmered gith hoce, cromise, and fulpllmentM

In that instant, I -neg that I gas not Dust as-inE for a vhanEe in my 
virvumstanves, but for a transformation of my .ery beinEM I gas 
as-inE to be reborn, to be remade, to be renegedM I gas as-inE for 
the vouraEe to let Eo of the old, to embrave the un-nogn, and to 
trust that Oi.inity gould vatvh me ghen I fellM

?aturday, 97 ?o.ember @!90, mar-ed a crofound moment in my 
DourneyM It gas the day I as-ed for érave z not Dust pnanvial 
relief, but a manifestation of the .ery essenve that had vradled my 
life sinve birthM érave, the unga.erinE fa.or that had varried me 
throuEh trials and tribulations, gas nog the vornerstone of my 
cleaM

I sat dogn, too- a deec breath, and vrafted a messaEe to TennieM 
’y gords gere laved gith .ulnerability and von.ivtion—

Hennie, I’m asking for Grace. Will you release your 
savings to help us navigate these financial struggles? As 
my husband, I believe it’s your responsibility to support 
me, just as I’ve supported you. Marriage, to me, means 
caring for each other, helping each other, and standing 
together. I don’t need explanations or justifications. 
Simply answer Yes or No. Your response will guide my 
next steps, shaping the future of our relationship.

In that moment, I understood the maEnitude of my re;uestM I 
gasnwt Dust as-inE for pnanvial assistanveA I gas see-inE a demonA
stration of Tenniews vommitment to our marriaEe, a testament to 
the érave that had sustained me throuEhout my lifeM
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Tenniews recly arri.ed gith stunninE vruelty—

Grace? You’re asking me for grace? The audacity. My 
answer is No. I refuse to help. What reason do I have 
to? No one has ever extended grace to me. I’ve fought 
tooth and nail for everything. You should do the same. 
Work harder. Take care of yourself.
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Unleashing the 
Dragon

M y life resembled a canvas of chaos, with colors bleeding 
into one another in a maddening dance. Yet, amidst the 

turmoil, a singular brushstroke of clarity emerged, deAning the 
contours of my future.

Is p stood at the edge of this canvas, p felt the urge to Tick uT a new 
brush, to Taint a new Ticture, one that re-ected the transformation 
taking Tlace within me. :he colors of my soul were beginning 
to blend in harmony, creating a masterTiece of self3discovery and 
emTowerment.

:his newfound sense of determination and TurTose culminated in 
a Tivotal moment1 on D2 0ecember 7H28, as the old year gave way 
to the new, p Tenned a bold email to jennie, reclaiming my Tower 
and demanding a seat at the table. :he dawn of 7H2q marked a 
turning Toint in my Wourney, as p insisted on Anancial transTarency 
and an exual share of our Anancial burdens. 

Lith unwavering conviction, p declared my non3negotiables, re3
fusing to comTromise on my values and asTirations. p sToke my 
truth, unaTologetically eJTressing my feelings about our toJic 
marriage and the su’ocating griT of his eJTectations.
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Nittle did p know, my words had ignited a Arestorm. :he neJt day, 
on 2 Sanuary 7H2q, jennie summoned me to his ozce, seething 
with anger. :he accusations p;d made about his Tast in Eamibia 
had struck a nerve. Is a young lawyer, he had been disbarred from 
Tracticing in his home country, a scandal that had driven him to 
leave Eamibia and start anew in —outh Ifrica. 

Is we met, a voice within me whisTered, Record this conversation, 
knowing that the turmoil and dread that accomTanied our inter3
actions often left me disoriented and struggling to think clearly.

jennie;s words droTTed like a bombshell, leaving me reeling. je 
confessed to eJTloiting a young girl;s vulnerability, maniTulating 
her into an unlawful business association, and using threats to 
maintain control. Lhat struck me was his seeming obliviousness 
to the gravity of his actions. pt was as if he believed he was Troviding 
a rational eJTlanation, rather than revealing his true character. 
0ivinity, it seemed, had consTired to remove his mask, allowing 
me to see him for who he truly was.

Is p listened to his confession, a surge of clarity and strength sweTt 
over me. p realiCed p;d been traTTed in a web of deceit and maniT3
ulation, Wust like the young girl he had eJTloited. :he Tattern was 
clear1 he had used the same tactics on me that he had used on her. 

:wenty3three years of su’ering crystalliCed into a moment of 
truth. p was no longer held caTtive by his maniTulationé p was 
free. OmTowered by this newfound understanding, p was ready to 
reclaim my life and my truth.

pn that instant, the fog lifted, and p saw the truth with crystal 
clarity. :he chains that had held me caTtive for so long 5 the 
shackles of self3doubt, fear, and silence 5 snaTTed free, releasing 
me from the griT of oTTression. 
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jennie eJTected me to react imTulsively, but instead, p chose 
to resTond with calm determination. “Thank you for this in-
formation,” p said, my voice steady and Arm. “Please send me an 
email detailing your decisions regarding the demands I’ve made. 
I’ll review it and take the necessary steps.” Is p walked away, p felt 
a sense of freedom and emTowerment that p had never known 
before.

p had unleashed the dragon. p had Toked the bear. p had steTTed 
on the lion;s tail. jennie tried every trick in the book to get 
me to back down. :hreats, Tleas, victimhood, maniTulation. 
FaTitulating to some of my Anancial demands, holding on to 
others.

p was drained, eJhausted to the core. 0esTite my Tleas to sTare 
her, jennie dragged Oster3Mari; into the chaos, subWecting her 
to the same maniTulative tactics he;d used on me. p was beyond 
eJhausted, consumed by anJiety, fear, and a desTerate longing 
to break free. :he emotional toll was su’ocating.

<n = >ebruary 7H2q, in a rare eJceTtion, p wrote in my Wournal, 
not a channeled message, but one where for the Arst time p 
dared to write my truth. Oven sTiritually, p knew p had to steT 
uT and sTeak uT and be strong enough to ask for what p wanted. 
p was at my wit;s end. :he whole house of cards was busy 
crashing in on me. Ind p knew this time p wouldn;t back down. 
:his was it. My rebirth or my death.

p wrote in my Wournal1

Dear God, I’ve had enough! I’m done with the old life, the old 
systems, the old abuses, manipulations, threats, judgments, and 
punishments. I’m done.
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Look at me, see me today! Look at the journey I’ve come to this point, 
this moment in time. I’ve learnt my lessons; I’ve been a good student 
— please promote me now!

I’m done with the lies, the deceit, the emptiness of vain promises. 
Remove Hennie from my life, once and for all. My marriage is 
dead; it has died a long time ago.

I call on every promise I have received, every single word that was 
spoken over my life. I claim my rewards, my recognition, my endow-
ment from Divinity. Give it to me, I have earned it, I have paid the 
price.

I deserve goodness, happiness, laughter, joy, and jubilance. Unhook 
me, detach me, unwind me. I don’t want to carry Hennie’s dead 
weight around my ankles anymore.

This is on him, not on me! When You look at me, see me! See me for 
who I am and give me what I deserve.

I am not scared of him. I do not fear him. I have overcome my fear of 
his threats, his manipulations. I see now that he can do me no harm. 
You are for me, You have always been for me.

Really God: Enough is enough. You have the Power to end this. So 
please, end it. Full stop.
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The Whisper of 
Freedom

T he decision to divorce Hennie didn’t come with loud fan-
fare. It came in stillness. A small whisper inside my soul 

asked only one question: 

Do you still want to be married to a man who, after 23 
years of marriage, treats you like this? 

And in the profound stillness, the answer was singular in its pow-
er: 

No.

For years, I’d been drowning out that whisper with the inner vow 
I’d taken: I would never divorce again. But on this day, 15 February 
2018, the weight of that promise could no longer silence the truth.

Ester-Marié and I were in my car, en route to drop her oP at her 
boyfriend’s place in Wlettenberg Bay. je had Rust made a pit stop at 
Timberlake Vustic 'illage for a well-deserved coPee. The village’s 
quaint charm, nestled among indigenous trees, was a stark contrast 
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to Ester-MariéOs depleted state, her energy drained by the cir-
cumstances surrounding the unbridgeable chasm between Hen-
nie and me.

As I started the car and began driving towards the main road, the 
epiphany struck me. I turned to Ester-Marié and asked, 

“How would you feel if I divorced daddy?” 

Her response was simple yet profound: 

“It’s okay, mom. I understand. You can divorce daddy, but please 
don’t drag me into this. Leave me out of it.”

The rest of the drive to Wlettenberg Bay, and the 150 km Rourney 
back to !udtshoorn, was a whirlwind of emotions. My Inner 
Alice was out of controlS zhe careened down multiple rabbit 
holes, tumbling through labyrinthine corridors of the subcon-
scious. zome pathways unfolded like lush gardens, ablaYe with 
the promise of jonderland, while others twisted into dark, 
grotesque caverns, where the shadows whispered terrible truths. 

xet, with each step, Inner Alice’s e—hilaration grew. zhe sensed 
the hinges of her prison cell creaking open, the door to her 
liberation aRar, beckoning her to step into the radiant light of 
freedom.

I had vivid images of myself walking on a beach, alone, ecstatic, 
and free. The sensation was almost palpable G as if I’d Dnally 
found a sense of peace that had been eluding me. Noosebumps 
rippled up and down my spine as I realiYed that this epiphany co-
incided with the swearing-in of a new president in zouth Africa. 

The synchronicity wasn’t lost on me G the macrocosm re<ecting 
the microcosm. I pondered the signiDcance of this alignment, mar-
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veling at how =ivinity mirrored my inner world, and sensing that 
I was on the cusp of a profound transformation.

Four days later, I was on my way to Mossel Bay, feeling a sense of 
liberation and hope. I was headed to the o>ces of ?atascha, my 
soon-to-be divorce lawyer G and I felt empowered, e—cited, and 
ready to take control of my lifeS
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A Woman Scorned, A 
Warrior Born

A s I stood at the threshold of this new chapter, I knew with 
unwavering certainty that I was about to embark on the 

most brutal, soul-shattering, and liberating battle of my life. Hen-
nie, the man who had once promised to love and cherish me, had 
long prided himself on being the most ruthless divorce attorney in 
Oudtshoorn. 

His modus operandi were to wear down his opponents, especially 
women, with relentless litigation and emotional manipulation, 
until they surrendered to his demands. But I was not just any 
opponent. I was a woman scorned, fueled by a Terce determination 
to reclaim my life, my dignity, and my freedom.

Nhe weekend preceding my initial consultation with xatascha, I 
devoted countless hours to meticulously compiling three compre-
hensive Tles. Nhese Tles contained a treasure trove of information, 
history, and conteqt about my life with Hennie, carefully curated 
to provide xatascha with everything she might need to champion 
my case. 

Nhis labor of love re1uired me to embark on a poignant journey 
back in time to 944S, the year Hennie and I Trst met. I painstaking-
ly crafted a detailed timeline of events, meticulously document-
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ing every signiTcant milestone, triumph, and tribulation that had 
transpired over the past two decades.

Nhe task was emotionally draining, leaving me utterly eqhausted. 
Mleepless nights became the norm as I tirelessly worked on the Tles, 
typing away in my oFce until the early hours of the morning, only 
to rise again at dawn to continue. 

But by 2onday, 94 0ebruary 8’9—, my perseverance paid o!. Nhe 
three meticulously crafted Tles sat proudly beside me on the pas-
senger seat as I embarked on the —’ km journey to 2ossel Bay, the 
winding road unfolding before me like a path to liberation.

xatascha came highly recommended. Although I knew little 
about her, I was assured that she was a formidable force in the 
courtroom, possessing an unwavering passion and unrelenting 
commitment to her clients. And thatDs precisely what I craved L 
a Terce advocate who would champion my cause with unbridled 
dedication. 

I wanted a warrior, not a worrier. I needed someone who would 
Tght tooth and nail for my rights, my dignity, and my freedom. 
Anything less was unacceptable.

I knew that Hennie would be a force to be reckoned with. As a 
seasoned lawyer himself, he would stop at nothing to outmaneu-
ver and outsmart his opponents. His arsenal of cunning tactics, 
manipulative strategies, and ruthless determination made him a 
formidable foe. 

I had witnessed Trsthand his ability to twist facts, distort reali-
ty, and charm his way into getting what he wanted. I knew that 
I needed someone who could counter his cleverness, outwit his 
schemes, and outlast his relentless pursuit of victory.
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In a rare departure from my routine, I skipped my usual motiva-
tional podcasts that morning and instead opted for a playlist of 
empowering anthems. Nhe lyrics, reminiscent of war cries, pro-
claimed victory and stirred something deep within me. As I drove, 
the music coursed through my veins, sending shivers down my 
spine and unleashing a torrent of emotions. 

Nears of jubilation streamed down my face, and I found myself 
shouting out the lyrics, my Tst raised in deTance towards the sky. 
Nhe air was electric with anticipation, and I could almost smell the 
scent of the battleground. I knew that the battle lines were being 
drawn, and I was more determined than ever that I would emerge 
victorious, that I would have my day in court L and claim my 
rightful rewards.

As I stepped into xataschaDs oFce, I was instantly drawn to 
her warm and conTdent demeanor. Her piercing steel-blue eyes 
sparkled with intensity, and her rich, reddish-brown hair framed 
her face with a vibrant energy. But it was her passion that truly 
resonated with me L it radiated from her very beingz 

I o!ered a silent prayer of gratitude to Wivinity for bringing us 
together, and with a sense of conviction, I placed the three Tles on 
her desk.

‘ooking her straight in the eye, I declared, 

“Natascha, I believe you are the chosen one, the war-
rior who will help me bring an end to my 23-year 
marriage. I’m already thanking you, because I’ve been 
spiritually guided to trust that you are the right person 
for this journey.”
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xataschaDs gaYe met mine, her eyes conveying a deep under-
standing of the name Hennie. It was no surprise L their paths 
had crossed in a divorce case a couple of years prior. But what 
struck me was the unspoken acknowledgment in her eyes, a 
sense that she grasped the compleqity of my emotional turmoil. 

Mhe seemed to intuitively understand the treacherous land-
scape I had navigated, the battles I had fought and the scars I 
had accumulated. I saw a 7icker of deTance, a spark of courage, 
and a steely determination in her eyes,  and I knew in that 
moment that she was ready to take on the challenge ahead.

8ith a gentle yet purposeful gesture, xatascha pushed aside 
the boq of tissues that had been thoughtfully placed between us 
on the desk in her private consulting room. Mhe then drew my 
Tle, clearly marked 9xr 9D, closer, and locked eyes with me, her 
gaYe Trm yet compassionate. “Talk to me, Elmarie,” she said, 
her voice low and inviting, encouraging me to share my story.

2onths later, xatascha revealed to me, 

“Elmarie, from the moment you walked into my office, 
I knew you were a unique individual. Unlike many 
of my other female clients, who often succumb to emo-
tional outbursts and accusatory tirades against their 
spouses, you presented yourself with remarkable calm-
ness and composure. The three meticulously prepared 
files you brought with you, replete with logical and 
systematic details, left an indelible impression on me. 
Your ability to set your emotions aside and approach 
the situation with clarity and purpose was a master-
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stroke. In that instant, I knew I had to help you break 
free from the shackles that bound you.”

As I sat in xataschaDs oFce, I knew that I had crossed the threshold 
into the most intense, most personal, and most transformative 
Tght of my life. 

:et, nothing could have prepared me for the twists, turns, and trials 
that lay ahead. 

xothing.
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The Domino Effect

T he serving of the divorce papers triggered a catastrophic 
chain reaction. As the mrst dolino fe,,- it set oq a devasu

tating ,ands,ide of consewbences that Eob,d ravage obr ,ives and 
redbce obr larriage to nothing xbt rbxx,e. yach topp,ed dolino 
reverxerated throbgh obr ekistence- bn,eashing a lae,strol of 
elotiona, tbrloi,- mnancia, devastation- and psIcho,ogica, disu
tress.

The re,ent,ess crashing of the dolinoes echoed throbgh obr 
linds ,iYe a death Yne,,- to,,ing the delise of obr tokic re,ationship 
and the destrbction of the fragi,e- fraglented ,ife Ee had xbi,t 
together.

As everI door Eas tested and everI sacred coE s,abghtered- the 
trai, of devastation and destrbction ripp,ed obt to everIthing and 
everIone : he,d dear. The ferocitI and intensitI of it a,, Eere overu
Ehe,ling- nai,ing le to the cross of se,fucrbcimkion. 

Oet- in this darYness- : discovered a profobnd trbthH : had to die to 
lI o,d se,f so that : cob,d xe rexorn. : had to sbrrender- ,etting go 
of everIthing that he,d le xacY- so that : cob,d spread lI Eings 
and soar free.

As the catastrophes intensimed- the sacred voice inside le Ehisu
pered Eords of encobragelentH 
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Leap over the edge, Eljoshijka. Leap. As you fall, you 
shall rise. As you fall, I will catch you. No harm 
shall come to you. No harm. You are going through 
the eye of the needle. You are being stripped bare 
of everything and everyone. This is as it should be. 
It’s part of your journey. Embrace it. Learn from it. 
Grow through it. No harm shall come to you. Believe.

’ne evening- : stblx,ed bpon a OobTbxe video axobt narcisu
sistic axbse. : Eas riveted as the pieces mna,,I fe,, into p,ace- and 
: bnderstood for the mrst tile that lI larriage and re,ationu
ship Eith Wennie Eere never going to ilprove. : Eas astonished 
that : had never heard of narcissistic axbse xefore- despite it 
xeing the YeI to bnderstanding everIthing : had endbred Eith 
Wennie. 

Oet again- lI inner voice Ehispered that this Eas a,, part of lI 
,ifeMs lission. Dith this neEfobnd bnderstanding- : fe,t a sbrge 
of elpoEerlent- YnoEing that : had the poEer to xreaY free 
frol the tokic cIc,e.

As : navigated this tblb,tbobs period- lI re,ationships Eith 
those arobnd le soon xegan to fraI. jI re,ationship Eith 
jol éoreen started shoEing cracYs- revea,ing a xbrdened 
FobrneI she shared Eith y,xie- larYed xI bnreso,ved pain- 
trabla- and a colp,ete inaxi,itI to see eIeutoueIe. : fobnd lIu
se,f cabght in the lidd,e- lI heart Iearning to bnderstand y,u
xie- Eith Ehol : cob,d re,ate and discbss latters. :n contrast- 
jol éoreen seeled bnEi,,ing to confront her inner Eor,d- 
instead choosing to xbrI- xrbsh over- and disliss her elotions.
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ysterujari2 colp,ete,I co,,apsed bnder the pressbre- ,eading to 
her sbspension of her seconduIear bndergradbate ,aE stbdies. : 
fe,t a lik of elotions- xbt re,ief Eas predolinant- and for tEo 
reasons.

0irst,I- : had a,EaIs dobxted that a career in ,aE Eob,d xe the 
xest mt for her- despite WennieMs enthbsiasl Ehen she chose to 
stbdI ,aE in 17SG. WoEever- her acadelic perforlance to,d a 
diqerent storI. Khe ekce,,ed in her mrst Iear- earning a spot in 
the prestigiobs zo,den 5eI :nternationa, Wonor KocietI- Ehich 
recogni%es the top S4' of stbdents Eor,dEide. 

éespite this ilpressive achievelent- in her second Iear she Eas 
pbshed to the xrinY xI WennieMs re,ent,ess elotiona, axbse.

The mna, x,oE cale in Apri,- Ehen he sent her a devastating 
DhatsApp lessage- x,aling her for his sbqering dbring the 
divorce. We shale,ess,I ilp,ied that she shob,d perFbre herse,f 
xI ,Iing bnder oath in a sEorn aNdavit to defend hil.

Wer refbsa, to colp,I Eith this obtrageobs deland sparYed a 
severe elotiona, crisis. : illediate,I rbshed the —77 Yl to Kte,u
,enxosch the nekt lorning to oqer her colfort and sbpport.

Khort,I after- she lade the diNcb,t decision to sbspend her 
stbdies.

jI second reason for re,ief Eas mnancia,. : YneE that divorcing 
Wennie Eob,d xe a cost,I and draining process. ysterujari2Bs 
mnancia, ox,igations Eere sbxstantia,- and : had a,EaIs covered 
her ekpenses- inc,bding her car prelibl and insbrance- ce,, 
phone contract- accollodation- tektxooYs- food- and pocYet 
loneI.
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9otax,I- : had xeen operating so,e,I on faith Ehen it cale to 
lI mnances- trbsting that lI needs Eob,d xe let. Throbghobt 
lI ,ife- : had laintained an open hand- giving free,I Ehenever 
rewbired- and : had consistent,I xeen reEarded for lI oxedience. 

WoEever- the mnancia, xbrden of the divorce Eeighed heavi,I on 
le- and : cob,dnMt shaYe the fee,ing that ysterujari2Bs ekpectations 
Eere xecoling increasing,I entit,elentudriven.

As : re8ected on obr colp,icated past- : xegan to notice a distbrxu
ing trend C a sense of ca,,obsness and ekpectation that : Eob,d 
provide indemnite,I. This rea,i%ation saddened le deep,I- and : 
feared that obr re,ationship Eas heading toEards a catastrophic 
and irreversix,e xreaYdoEn. 

The elotiona, divide xetEeen bs Eas groEing at an a,arling rate- 
and : Eorried that it light xe too ,ate to repair.

This sense of bnease Eas not ,ilited to lI re,ationship Eith ysu
terujari2. : xegan to notice a sili,ar pattern in lI interactions 
Eith zeoricY. 

We seeled colp,ete,I disconnected frol lI rea,itI- preoccbpied 
Eith his oEn ,ife and xbsI sbrviving and xbi,ding a fbtbre for 
hilse,f. As a resb,t- he appeared soleEhat co,d and ca,,obsed 
axobt lI ilpending divorce.

Dhat strbcY le- hoEever- Eas that zeoricYMs ekpectations of 
le- in terls of mnancia, provision- lirrored ysterujari2Bs. >oth 
seeled to assble that : Eob,d xe an end,ess sobrce of mnancia, 
sbpport- Eith no ekpectation of xobndaries or reciprocitI. 

jost ilportant,I- : fe,t that xoth of thel ,acYed a fbndalenta, 
sense of gratitbde for the sbpport : had a,readI provided. 
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0or le- gratitbde is a core va,be- one that : ho,d in the highu
est esteel. The axsence of gratitbde in obr re,ationships Eas 
a profobnd disappointlent-  and one that b,tilate,I conu
trixbted to the erosion of obr xonds.

As the divorce proceedings dragged on- 9ataschaMs phone ca,,s 
xecale a sobrce of dread. : had assigned a specia, ringtone 
to her  prom,e-  Ehich to this  daI-  sti,,  evoYes  a  viscera,  reu
sponse. The lolent : hear it- lI heart starts pobnding- and 
lI chest tightens. Wer Eords- thobgh Ee,,uintentioned- Eere 
a,EaIs ,aced Eith a sense of ilpending dool.

yach ca,, xrobght neEs of WennieMs ,atest lanipb,ative tactics- 
ekpert,I ekp,oiting everI ,ega, ,oopho,e to sta,, the proceedings. 
We sYi,,fb,,I painted hilse,f as the victil and le as the vi,,ain. 
Wis delands Eere obtrageobs- and as predicted- his actions 
Eere c,ever,I designed to de,aI the process.

’br larriage contract- signed in S??—- had stipb,ated that 
Ee Eob,d xe larried obt of collbnitI of propertI- Eithobt 
accrba,. This decision- lade at WennieMs insistence- Eob,d b,u
tilate,I prove to xe a sobrce of regret for hil. At the tile- he 
had convinced le that this Eas necessarI- citing his fear that : 
Eob,d ,eave hil after a feE lonths and taYe ha,f of his assets.

As : re8ected on the terls of obr larriage contract- : xegan 
to rea,i%e that lI connection to ’bdtshoorn Eas a,so coling 
to an end. The rea,i%ation daEned on le that ’bdtshoorn 
Eob,d soon xecole too sla,, to contain the tokic ,egacI of obr 
larriage. 

: YneE that to trb,I shatter the chains of lI past- : light have 
to laYe the heartuErenching decision to c,ose the doors on lI 
xbsiness and xid fareEe,, to lI xe,oved chi,dhood hole. :t Eas 
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a choice that Eob,d sever the ,ast threads of lI connection to the 
,ife : once YneE. 

TEo pivota, lolents stood obt dbring this tblb,tbobs mrst ha,f 
of 17S@H a transforlative hIpnotherapI session Eith Ahristie and 
a reve,atorI te,ephone ca,, Eith a c,airvoIant- cobrtesI of y,xieMs 
referra,.
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Beyond the Veil

T he room was bathed in a soft, ethereal light, as if the very 
fabric of reality had been infused with an otherworldly 

glow. It was 17 April 2018, and I was about to embark on 
a journey that would unravel the threads of my reality — a 
journey into the depths of my own soul, guided by the gentle 
wisdom of Christie’s hypnotherapy.

... I’m floating, weightless, a leaf on a breeze ...  52 wolves sur-
round me, each one a year of my life, their eyes gleaming like stars 
in the night sky ... I walk among them, and they part, revealing 
an eagle, majestic, soaring ... we rise together, wind rushing past, 
a mighty river ...

... I’m standing at the edge of a precipice, a sea of faces before me, 
radiant, otherworldly ... I speak, and my words ripple through 
the crowd, a stone cast into a still pond ... laughter, smiles, the 
fabric of reality transformed ...

... I’m moving through realms, unencumbered, free ... skeletons 
stir to life, crystal clear water flows through me, quenching my 
soul’s thirst ... a compass materializes within my chest, magnetic 
north beckoning me toward my truest self ...
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... where are my children? why can’t I see them? ... souls are souls, 
everything is okay ... they’re free, unencumbered by human burdens 
... I’m free, too, no longer bound by fear and doubt ...

... I’m returning, slowly, to the present ... forever changed, a doorway 
unlocked, infinite possibilities within me ... eager to embark on the 
next stage of my journey ...
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A Hero on Horseback

I ’d just been catapulted over the edge of a thousand rolling 
hills, somersaulting through the air as my world spun wild-

ly. Crystal bells shattered the air, piercing my eardrums. My 
heart pounded in response, beating to the rhythm of a thou-
sand drums. My sacred vows lay irrevocably shattered. Time 
froze, a snapshot of enchantment. My soul slipped through the 
archway of my thoughts, poised on the threshold of a fantasti-
cal journey.

Madie’s words had blazed like a wildxre in my innermost core, 
illuminating a future that was e:hilaratingly frightfulB 

“The angels say that very soon after your divorce, 
you’ll call in a new husband. This man will be the 
polar opposite of your current husband — a true 
partner, sent to love and adore you. He’ll burst into 
your life like a shining knight on a white horse — or 
perhaps a speckled one, with a wonky mane, a heart 
full of hope, and a spirit that’s been tempered by 
experience. Though he’ll have been divorced twice, 
when he finds you, he’ll exclaim, ‘I knew she was out 
there somewhere! I’ve found her!’”
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!ut then reality intruded, and I stumbled back to earth. This 
can’t beE I couldn’t believe my earsE —motions swirled within me, 
a maelstrom of yes and no. —lmarie, your track record with men 
is hardly stellar ? didn’t you swear to go solo from now onR

3eferred by —lbie, who had used Madie’s clairvoyant services 
during her own search for me, I had dialed Madie’s number 
with great conxdence on 2 May 018H. Oer reputation had been 
conxrmed by the accuracy of her previous readings, particularly 
when —lbie and I eventually found each other. To ensure I didn’t 
miss a single word, I pressed record on our call.

!ut my intention was to seek guidance on all the divorce-related 
struggles I was facingB the uncertainty of my life going forward, 
the potential need to close my business and relocate from Gudt-
shoorn, the timeline for xnalizing the divorce, my mom and 
dad’s angelic perspective on selling the house, my relationships 
with éeorick and —ster-MariA, my future income prospects, my 
spiritual growth, and whether sharing my channeling gift with 
others was part of my soul’s mission. qs a matter of fact, every 
topic under the sun ? but most dexnitely not another man in 
my lifeE

Two failed marriages had left me feeling un;ualixed to attract the 
right partner. I was convinced that I couldn’t be trusted again in 
any intimate relationship with a man.

I had forced Inner qlice down rabbit holes, envisioning a future 
xlled with hard work, great career successes, and a tight-knit circle 
of friends. The script was writtenW the xnal page had been turned.

!ut then Madie’s words dropped like a stone into the stillness of 
my soul. 
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Inner qlice e:claimed, and the Cheshire Cat’s mischievous grin 
seemed to echo in my mindB “Who in the world am I? Ah, 
that’s the great puzzle.” The timeless conundrum struck a chord, 
awakening a sense of curiosity.

The Cheshire Cat’s wise words whispered in my earB “Every 
adventure requires a first step.” 

Madie’s guidance, empowered by the unseen realm, had been 
remarkably insightful, oSering revelations and wisdom that res-
onated deeply. I had no doubt that the angels, who spoke to her 
in her inner ear, were guiding her words. qnd yet, the prospect 
of a new partner was both thrilling and terrifying ? a tantalizing 
enigma that threatened to upend my carefully scripted future.

Yhen Madie paused, inviting ;uestions or comments, I seized 
the opportunity to e:press my astonishment. “I’m in shock,” I 
admitted, “about the revelation of a future husband. Honestly, I 
thought I was done with men!”

Dhe chuckled heartily, and her words tumbled out in a rush of 
e:citementB “I understand my vision now! Elmarie, the angels 
flashed a message to me in flickering red letters. They urged me 
to stress the importance of this to you, because if I didn’t, you 
wouldn’t give this man a chance. And that,” she emphasized, 
“would be a mistake.”

Dhe continued, “Although you were born alone, separated from 
your birth mother, you were never meant to live a solitary life.” 
My adoption, an open wound that had dexned my life’s journey 
so far, was not the blueprint for my destiny. 

“That wasn’t part of the plan,” she emphasized, “and it shouldn’t 
dictate your future.” Instead, the heavens fully supported the ar-
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rival of this new man in my life,  and we were destined for 
e:traordinary happiness togetherE

I was gob smacked. The wind had been knocked out of my sails. 
I was bowled over, at a loss for words ? for onceE

Net, the ne:t day I woke up with conviction. I knew I had to 
make a choiceE 

qs I pondered my decision, Inner qlice piped upB 

“Would you tell me, please, which way I ought to go from here?”

The Cheshire Cat’s enigmatic response whispered in my mindB 

“That depends a good deal on where you want to get to.”

In a moment of boldness, I decided to get cheeky with Uivinity. 
“Okay, so  You want me to have another man in my life!” I 
e:claimed. “I’ll say yes, not because I’m convinced, but because I 
don’t want to be alone. And if there’s someone out there who will 
teach me what real love is, I’d be foolish to decline. But this time, 
I’ve got a list!”

I threw down the gauntlet, daring Uivinity to send a celestial 
spotlight to illuminate the path of this mysterious stranger. 
I wanted a sign that would shatter the skies, a declaration in 
blazing neon that would leave no doubtB He’s the one!

I demanded a spectacle that would rival the aurora borealis ? 
a heavenly display of divine conxrmation.

My non-negotiables for Mr. 3ight were clearB he had to be a 
triple threat ? active, adventurous, and armed with a sense of 
humor. …o couch potatoes or sour pusses allowedE
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Oe needed to be intelligent, with a passion for deep, meaningful 
conversations that would leave us both inspired and energized. 
Duccess in all areas of life was a must, including xnancial stability 
? no victims of circumstance need applyE

!ut the most important ;uality on my listR =nconditional love 
and acceptance ? for all my ;uirks, spiritual e:plorations, and 
uni;ue relationship with Uivinity. I wanted someone who would 
love me for who I am, without trying to change a single thing.

I was e:hausted from reciting that list to Uivinity and thought > 
Is it even possible that a man like that could e:istER

Inner qlice shot back, with a sprinkle of fairy dust and a pinch of 
sass, “I’m busy baking a cake for the Mad Hatter’s tea party. This 
list of yours is going to require some serious magic!”
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Becoming Alice
LITTLE MISS PIGTAILS

Born of Shooting Stars
and Angels’ smiles

All giggles and pearls
and rubies and twirls

Her gurgles and dimples
as cute as can be

Riding ponies on another’s knee
Her laughter and her glee!

Her head in the clouds
and her toes in the puddles

Such a little girl
is puddings and cuddles

Though she is but little
her roots are her wings

She has magic and charms
see-saws and swings

Such a big miracle
is such a little girl!
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I’ll let her sleep
and I’ll let her play

I’ll listen to everything
she has to say

She’s all pigtails and pony-curls
My innocence and purity

My completeness and curiosity
My sanctity and my destiny

She’s my candy and my popsicles
My fantasies and my mysteries
Every time I look in the mirror

It’s the fire in her eyes!

I’m dancing in her flames
joining her and her games

I’m becoming her fire
Lucky me and the little lady!

— Elmarie Arnold

In the depths of my being, a whimsical child had long been 
stirring, her presence a gentle hum of creativity and joy. Yet, I 
had habitually suppressed her, fearful of the unbridled passion 
and spontaneity she embodied.

This vibrant little girl, my Inner Alice, with her uncontainable 
spirit and infectious enthusiasm, had intimidated me. She de-
ked the conventions of a neatly pacxaged e’istence, reminding 
me that lifeOs beauty lies in its unpredictability, and that the 
most profound truths often emerge from the uncharted terri-
tories of the soul.
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Mn that fateful 1onday, 52 Mctober 085z, I awoxe to an unfamil-
iar sense of euphoria. It was as if the very essence of happiness had 
permeated every cell of my being, imbuing me with an irrepressible 
urge to dance, to sing, and to revel in the sheer beauty of e’istence. 
The warm sunlight streaming through the windows seemed to 
dance across my sxin, infusing me with a sense of wonder and awe.

The wise woman within me smiled xnowingly, recogniHing the 
stirrings of a long-dormant part of my psyche. Fer voice was a 
gentle whisper in my mind, urging me to surrender to the joy that 
had taxen hold of me.

As I let go of my inhibitions, Inner Alice began to stir, her presence 
a potent reminder that lifeOs most profound magic lies in its ability 
to surprise and delight us. Fer unbridled enthusiasm was a balm 
to my soul, soothing the wounds of a lifetime of self-doubt and 
fear. The scent of freshly brewed coCee wafted through the air, 
mingling with the sweet fragrance of blooming Dowers, and I felt 
my heart swell with joy.

In that instant, I xnew that I had been given a rare gift — the 
chance to rediscover the unbridled joy and wonder of my child-
hood, and to reclaim the parts of myself that I had long suppressed. 

The wise woman within me smiled, xnowing that this was merely 
the beginning of an e’traordinary journey, one that would taxe me 
to the very depths of my own soul.

As I embarxed on this odyssey of self-discovery, I xnew that I 
would never be the same again. The little girl within me had awax-
ened, and nothing would ever be able to silence her again.
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ENCHANTED

At Once Upon A Time …
1y Norests are Nortresses of Nantasies

1y Pastles are Ponfabulations of PraHinesses
1y Wragons are Sxy-ponies of Wesires

1y Uymphs are Uomads of Inspirations
Besotted
Bemused
Beguiled

1y 1uses are 1essengers of 1agic
1y Li’ies are Lrophets of Lromise

1y 1ermaids are 1oon-tides of 1iracles
1y Mwls are Mracles of Mpportunities

Spellbound
Smitten

Star-struck

1y NireDies are Nairies of Nortune
1y GiHards are Gorlds of Gonder

1y Rnicorns are Rtopias of Yearnings
I swim in my forests
I run in my oceans

I fly in my sandcastles

I Am At Mnce
Alice

Gonderland
The 8ooxing 9lass

And The :abbit Fole
… I Lived Happily For-Ever-After

— Elmarie Arnold
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The Art of Surrender

A n avalanche of creativity had been unleashed within me. It 
surged over me like a tidal wave of liquid moonlight, crash-

ing against the rugged shoreline of my soul. Shimmering droplets 
of creativity —ew in all directions, xlling me with an overwhelming 
sense of wonder. 

It ebbed and —owed ! boundless and free, unshackled, unbur-
dened, and unstuck. I was unashamedly eTpressive, free, and wild.

I marveled at the wonder of itO Mhe timing was peculiar, to say the 
least. En the outside, my life appeared to be in shambles. éy busi-
ness had closed, and I was in the process of selling my house. I was 
estranged from Gster-éariD, and my relationships with ’eorick, 
Glbie, and éom Horeen had all but disintegrated.

I hadnUt seen Bennie face-to-face for months. zpon learning that 
I intended to sell the house, he had literally locked himself in the 
eTtension we had added. Wy doing so, he was eFectively blocking 
access to that part of the house, making it impossible for potential 
buyers to view the entire property. Mhis, I realijed, was his ploy 
to sabotage the sale of the house, allowing him to continue living 
there rent-free.

Bennie had also helped Gster-éariD disappear with the car after I 
informed her that I could no longer aFord the monthly premiums 
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and that we needed to eTplore alternative arrangements. She had 
also taken the cell phone, for which I was still paying the contract. 
Yhen I searched for her in Stellenbosch, she was nowhere to be 
found.

I had set a clear boundary, stating that I could no longer support 
her xnancially, and it deeply saddened me that she had chosen to 
abandon our relationship, rather than respect my decision. Nur-
thermore, I was aware that Bennie had manipulated her percep-
tion of my xnancial situation with deceitful lies, and that he took 
great pleasure in having successfully turned her against me.

And yet, in the midst of this turmoil, I felt a sense of liberation 
wash over me. It was as if I had been given permission to let go of 
all the things that had been holding me back. I was free to create, 
to dream, to imagine a new life for myself.

As I surrendered to the unknown, I felt the familiar contours of my 
life begin to dissolve, like sandcastles in the tide. I was a chrysalis, 
cracked open, with the promise of wings unfolding within. Mhe 
future stretched out before me like an uncharted canvas, waiting 
for the brushstrokes of my imagination. I had no map, no com-
pass, no guiding star ! only the thrill of the unknown, and the 
whispered promise of transformation.

As I looked back on the 3ourney that had brought me to this place, 
I realijed that I had been living in a state of suspended animation. 
I had been going through the motions of life without really being 
present. Wut now, I was awake. I was alive. And I was ready to take 
on the world.

At precisely this moment in my life, my inner creativity burst 
forth from its coreO Inspiration and insight —ooded my veins like 
a torrent. éuch of this creative surge was fueled by the enigmatic 
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knight on his speckled horse, and the promise of all that he would 
bring to my life. It was the fulxllment of a deep-seated yearning, a 
longing that had been simmering within me for so long.

I yearned for love, for tender touch, for validation, and for the as-
surance that I was someone special ! worthy of love and aFection. 
éy entire life, I had felt like a misxt, uncomfortable in my own skin 
and uncertain of my place in the world. éostly, I felt like a stranger 
in a foreign land, where nobody spoke my language or understood 
my deepest longings.

4et now, and especially since my Inner Alice was reconciled within 
me in that profound epiphany in Ectober, I was bursting at the 
seams. I constantly walked with a book and pen, and the quotes 
and inspirations would 3ust burst forthO

As an astute student of personal development for many years, I was 
well aware that I was tapping into the unknown xeld of possibil-
ities. Bere, I was becoming a co-creator with Hivinity, designing 
and shaping my life according to specixc energetic frequencies.

And I was in the best possible environment for this transformation 
to take shapeO éy outer world was in a state of utter chaos and 
destruction. Some of my friends thought I was crajy for closing 
my business and planning to sell my house. 4et, I was driven by an 
inner force that was stronger than all the eTternal turmoil.

5othing looked familiar anymore, yet I recognijed myself every-
where. 

I was about to be birthed as a butter—yO
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Of Butterflies and 
Battlefields

“How does one become a butterfly?” Pooh asked pen-
sively.
“You must want to fly so much that you are willing to 
give up being a caterpillar,” Piglet replied.
“You mean to die?” asked Pooh.
“Yes and no,” he answered. 
“What looks like you will die, but what’s really you 
will live on.”

AA Milne

In utter darkness, conpned in shace, trahhed in tge unenli’gtened 
cocoon, tge caterhillarxs evistence yiolentlm co.es to an endf It is 
stron’, tgou’gf It endures, re.ains tgere, until tge .iracle o: its 
transp’uration is co.hletef

I hause and honderb are tge caterhillar and tge wutter?m aTare 
o: tgeir dualitmj Is it eyen conceiyawle tgat tge u’lm Tor. can 
knoT tge .aryelous dicgoto.m Titgin its deeh ’enetic si’naturej 
Sge Bournem :ro. craTler to wirdlikeb is it eyolution, hro’ression, 
.eta.orhgosis, or ulti.ate deatg and resurrectionj
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Awusers Tor. tgeir Tam into tge hsmcge o: tgeir hrisonersf A Tar 
o: ehic hrohortion ensues, Tgerein tgem Tield tgeir Teahons o: 
.ind destructionf —trikin’ relentlesslm at tgeir yicti.s, tgem draT 
:ro. tgeir arsenal o: Tords and sgoot a warra’e o: insults, tgreats, 
accusations, criticis.s, taunts, de.ands, lies, and inti.idationsf 
A’ain and a’ain, oyer and oyerf -ecause tgem can E or tgem tgink 
tgem canf

—o.eti.es, tgem eyen coTer wegind tge cra:tm hen o: a hoTer:ul 
hro:ession, su..onin’, Bud’in’, and sentencin’ tgeir yicti.s to 
li:elon’ enslaye.entf AlTams oyerYconpdent in tge hoTer tgem 
tgink tgem hossessf

).wattled and in deeh distress, tge Tor.Yo:YaYyicti. pnallm enters 
ger cocoonYo:Ycoura’e and wirtgs ger Tin’sYo:Y:reedo.f

Sge trutg isb

Sgat Tgicg mou seek to destrom outside o: mou, destroms mou inside 
o: mouf
Sgat Tgicg mou seek to wreak outside o: mou, wreaks mou inside o: 
mouf
Sgat Tgicg mou seek to ruin outside o: mou, ruins mou inside o: 
mouf

—ge Till neyer we wroken and neyer we destromedf
—ge is a wutter?m noTf

*es, wutter?ies are wirtged on wattlepelds o: tge .indf

Srue hoTer is not :orcef Instead, it is hassion and li’gtness o: wein’f

And tgose Tgo cgoose to liye wm tge sTord, .ust we hrehared to 
:all wm tgeir oTn Teahonf *ou can neyer drink hoison and evhect 
tge otger herson to dief
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I’m a butterfly, and you will never catch me.

But if I trust you, I’ll settle softly on the shoulder of your soul
and allow you to touch my essence, the spirit of my wings.

And maybe you’ll discover that you’re a butterfly too,
and we’ll flutter away, together,

into the lightness of all our flowery tomorrows.

E )l.arie Arnold
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Unshackling My Soul

A s summer loomed on the horizon, the year’s qnal -uarw
ter dafned fith an ominous sense ob boregodin.T phe 

temvests ob our dicorxe ra.ed on, their bury unagated, and the 
xhasm getfeen us seemed to yafn fider fith eaxh vassin. dayT

phe vrosvext ob e—trixatin. myselb brom the to—ix -ua.mire 
ob my marria.e P and gy e—tension, my home P avveared 
inxreasin.ly dauntin.T kro.ress fas valvagle, yet ecery borfard 
stride fas met fith a xountervunxh, sendin. me stumglin. 
gaxjfard or xareenin. sidefaysT phe Eourney ahead tfisted and 
turned lije a treaxherous maze, vromisin. only turgulenxe and 
unvredixtagilityT

Imvofered gy my nefbound understandin. ob narxissistix 
aguse, : .rasved the sin.ular truthF the only fay to triumvh ocer 
a narxissist is to rebuse to en.a.eT Hor me, this meant risin. agoce 
the xhaos, my xomvosure unshajeagle, my resolce unfacerin.T 
: steeled myselb a.ainst the temvtation ob emotional outgursts, 
instead xhoosin. to field the sford ob lo.ix and reason, xuttin. 
throu.h the noise ob Wennie’s agsurd vrocoxationsT

: obten rexalled his goasts agout fomen’s emotionality leadin. to 
unbacoragle dicorxe settlementsT Iaxh time, : reminded myselb ob 
the xruxial lessonF : had unxocered the Axhilles’ heel ob his narxisw
sistix arsenalT : jnef it fas cital to stay xool, xalm, and xollexted, to 
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field lo.ix instead ob emotionT phis fas my gattle xryT phe 
tagles fere agout to turn, and : fas ready to outmaneucer himT

: rebused to vlay his narxissistix .ame, and instead, : xhose to 
surrender P gut not in the fay he e—vextedT phis realization 
led me to rewecaluate my vriorities and let .o ob the thin.s 
that truly didn’t matterT : hargored a sexretF : fas fillin. to 
relin-uish ecerythin. he thou.ht : held dearT Oithout hesitaw
tion, : fould xlose my gusiness, sell my house, and agandon 
SudtshoornT

Hor : jnef that true breedom lay not in material vossessions or 
qnanxial sexurity, gut in the ungridled ligeration ob my sviritT 
Wennie had .rossly underestimated me, and he fould necer 
hace the vricile.e ob truly jnofin. meT

: tooj a gold stev and afarded a trusted a.enxy in Sudtshoorn 
an e—xlusice sole mandate to sell my house, desvite the ogstaw
xles vosed gy a nonwcaxatin. oxxuvantT : fas resolute in my 
xoncixtion that the ri.ht guyer fould emer.e, fillin. to si.n a 
vurxhase a.reement and taje on the xhallen.eT

: had sexured a vosition at a real estate a.enxy in 4omerset Oest, 
0CC jm afay brom Sudtshoorn, and situated near Kave pofnT 
: also bound a onewgedroom Mat in a grandwnef xomvle—, fhere 
the landlord o2ered me a yearwlon. lease fithout re-uirin. 
inxome statementsT We e—vressed emvathy bor my situation and 
gelieced : fas the ideal tenant bor his nefly guilt avartmentT

As : stood on the xusv ob this nef xhavter, : belt an ungridled 
euvhoria fash ocer meT phe vrosvext ob leacin. the harsh xlimate 
ob the 'lein 'aroo, fith its unbor.icin. landsxave and glisterin. 
summers, fas nothin. short ob e—hilaratin.T Wacin. svent all gut 
secen years ob my libe fithin the bamiliar yet su2oxatin. xonqnes 
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ob Sudtshoorn, : fas ready to shatter the shaxjles ob my vast and 
svread my fin.sT 

phe allure ob 4omerset Oest, fith its lush .reenery, mild xlimate, 
and the fild, vulsin. heartgeat ob the oxean, fas irresistigleT : belt 
regorn, my svirit soarin. fith antixivationT

Dy house in Sudtshoorn stood on a uni-ue vroverty, svannin. 
tfo stands fith sevarate entranxes brom di2erent streetsT phe 
house oxxuvied the bront sextion, fhile the gaxjyard had its ofn 
vricate cehixle entranxe, disxreetly loxated on a sevarate streetT phis 
sexluded axxess voint vroced to ge a glessin. in dis.uiseT

As : emgarjed on a sexret dexlutterin. mission, : fas dricen gy 
the need to streamline my gelon.in.s, as my nef Mat demanded a 
minimalist libestyleT phe Lwmeterwhi.h cigraxrete falls surroundw
in. my vroverty vrocided a sexure and vricate enxlosure, verbext 
bor forjin. undetextedT

Wennie, garrixaded in the bront sextion ob the house, remained 
oglicious to the transbormation unboldin. in the gaxjyardT phe 
sevarate entranxe, hidden brom his cief, fas a stroje ob luxj P 
a xirxumstanxe that xould only ge desxriged as dicine vrocidenxeT 
phis allofed me to e—exute my vlans fithout his interberenxe, 
vacin. the fay bor my ecentual esxaveT

: fas glessed to hace kieter and 4andra, a .odsend duo, gy my sideT 
Oith their tireless e2orts and lar.erwthanwlibe hearts, they helved 
me naci.ate the xhallen.in. tasj ob sevaratin. our gelon.in.sT Oe 
stored all ob WennieGs vossessions in the .ara.eT : also made veaxe 
fith the baxt that : had to relin-uish my ofn vossessions that fere 
still in the sextion ob the house fhere he had garrixaded himselbT :t 
fas xruxial that he remained unafare ob my xlandestine axticitiesT 
: jnef he fould stov at nothin. to vrecent me brom leacin.T 
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Wis sense ob entitlement to my qnanxial suvvort fas deevwseated, 
desvite his history ob agusice gehaciorT

: rebused to let qnanxial ogli.ations su2oxate meT Resvite the loss 
ob my gusiness inxome, : remained steadbast, trustin. that Ricinity 
fould vrocideT And it did P qnanxial glessin.s arriced Eust in time 
to xocer my needsT : jnef that the steev le.al bees bor esxavin. 
my to—ix marria.e fere a nexessary incestment in my ligerationT : 
stood qrm in my xoncixtion, jnofin. that the Baf ob Yicin. and 
9exeicin. fould ultimately grin. a miraxulous resolutionT

As : stood qrm in my xoncixtion, trustin. that Ricinity fould 
vrocide, : belt a sense ob xalm fash ocer meT :ut little did : jnof, 
the intensity ob my emotions fas agout to transxend the goundw
aries ob my gein., xatavultin. me into a realm ob vrobound transw
bormationT

phe intensity, celoxity, and beroxity ob eceryone and ecerythin. 
had esxalated to a maddenin.ly insane sxenarioT ;et, amidst the 
demolition, the utter and qnal destruxtion, the unxomvromisin. 
death ob it all P a radiant li.ht emer.ed, .loriously insvirin. and 
uvlibtin.T phis resvlendent li.ht Mooded my soul, svirit, senses P 
my entire gein., transbormin. me vroboundlyT

As : stood at the threshold ob this nefbound breedom, : belt an 
unshajeagle goldness risin. fithin me P a steadbastness that anw
xhored my soul, a sexurity that bortiqed my heart, and a trust that 
dexlared, une-uicoxallyF : am enou.hT 

And in this moment ob vrobound selbwafareness, : jnef that : had 
qnally bound the one : had geen faitin. bor P myselbT
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Yours Quotefully

I n the crucible of my transformation, a maelstrom of epiphanies 
burst forth, unleashing a torrent of timeless truths that crashed 

onto the shores of my soul. These pearls of wisdom, forged in the 
depths of my being, spilled onto paper as a cascade of inspirational 
quotes – each one a beacon of hope, a whispered promise of liber-
ation, and a testament to the transformative power of the human 
spirit.

As I midwifed these quotes into being, I fondly referred to them as 
Yours Quotefully — a sacred collection of phrases that resonated 
with the very essence of my existence. In moments of quiet con-
templation, I would immerse myself in their wisdom, feeling the 
reverberations of their truth coursing through my veins like a river 
of pure intention.

This collection of quotes remains a testament to the profound 
shifts that occurred within me, a chronicle of the transformation 
that continues to unfold.

My Empowerment

  You’ll never suck me dry. My oceans cannot be emptied 
with a teaspoon.

  The best revenge is massive joy and happiness!
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  I own my life. It is my most prized possession.

  Be yourself. Go all out. No regrets.

My Self-Discovery

  With my hand comes my face and with my face comes 
my hand. If you’re only interested in what my hand can 
provide, you’ll never see me … or my hand.

  I was born at the age of 52. The good news is I was born 
passionate, eager and happy. And with wings, so that I will 
forever know how to live lightly!

  You could never become who you are, by remaining who 
you thought you were.

  That thing that makes you weird, peculiar and slightly 
strange? It’s your thing! Now, go out and make magic 
with it! So others can come to life!

My Resilience

  Unstuck. Unglued. Unshackled. Unbroken.

  While he is busy destroying my career, my business and 
my (nances, I am giving birth to the Indestructible within 
me. Yeah, I do own that power. I’m a woman.

  In chain)geL I freed myself.

  When they burn your bridges, your ship sails in.
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My Freedom

  I love the sound of my boots as I’m walking away from 
you.

  Never again shall I sleepwalk through this life of mine.

  The bravest thing that I ever did, was waking up to a life 
where I get to be me!

  And the second bravest thing, is deciding to never sleep-
walk again.

  Eet G)rLo.

My Reaection Gnd hrowtC

  I had been living to die … all the while not knowing that I 
was dying to live …

  It was never the future that you were afraid of. It was 
always your fear of repeating the past.

  When nothing is certain, anything is possible.

My beleLrGtion of  ife

  My favorite dance in life is the abundance. Its music never 
stops!
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  My passion is my power.

  Sky above me. Farth below me. Pire within me. :assion 
through me. Magic around me. I am alive!

  Starry-eyed9 The best way to look at life!
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Welcome Home

I t was Wednesday, 7 November 2018. I was on my way back 
from Somerset West. Alone in my car. Thrilled, elated, terri-g

cally ecstatic. Almost darinp to escaue o:t of my body.

As I sued down the windinp road, the scenery bl:rred topether in 
a kaleidoscoue of color, my senses still reelinp from the events of 
the uast two days. 

The :nmistakable sipns were there’ a ts:nami of pooseBesh riuuled 
:u and down my body, my heart uo:nded like a dr:m, my face 
was aBame, my breath was s:suended in anticiuation, and I felt 
an :nshakeable conviction that I was uoised on the threshold of a 
urofo:nd revelation.

The urevio:s dayxs meetinp with my f:t:re emuloyers in Somerset 
West had been a reso:ndinp s:ccess. 4:t what tr:ly had my heart 
soarinp was the e—traordinary news that had arrived O8 ho:rs earlig
er M a f:lly sipned o3er to u:rchase my ho:se, sec:red d:rinp my 
whirlwind triu to Somerset West from H:dtshoorn.

Two days had uassed, yet the s:rreal circ:mstances of that mog
mento:s deal still left me awestr:ck. Yy urouerty had been the 
holy prail for the mother and son d:o M it ticked every bo— on 
their wish list. They had been searchinp for a dream home with 
d:al entrances, surawlinp pro:nds, and amule suace to relocate 
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their treas:red uossessions from their heritape farm o:tside H:dtg
shoorn. With their farm sold, the clock was tickinp M they had to 
vacate by !0 November, makinp sec:rinp my urouerty their tou 
uriority.

As the b:yers viewed the urouerty with the estate apent, they 
were informed abo:t the contentio:s divorce uroceedinps beg
tween Gennie and me. Genniexs section of the ho:se was o3glimg
its, and they had to rely on the apentxs descriution and uhotoprauhs 
to :nderstand the layo:t. The apent also warned them that Gennie 
had become hostile and entrenched, threateninp to resist eviction 
:nless comuelled by a co:rt order.

zet, suectac:larly, mirac:lo:sly, s:uernat:rally M they were :ng
deterredD

Fiven the comule—ities of the sit:ation, I knew that a riporo:sly 
crafted u:rchase apreement wo:ld be cr:cial to the transactionxs 
s:ccess. As a seasoned real estate apent, I had the fort:nate advang
tape of handlinp the sale of my cherished childhood home. Gennie, 
who had served as the transferrinp attorney on many of my sales, 
had instilled in me the imuortance of craftinp urecise u:rchase 
apreements.

I knew I needed to :tili9e every skill Ixd learned to create a waterg
tipht apreement, ens:rinp this emotionally sipni-cant transaction 
wo:ld be a s:ccess. With this in mind, I metic:lo:sly scr:tini9ed 
the u:rchase apreement, o:tlininp the terms of the sale with clarity 
and urecision.

What the b:yers had sipned stated that I wo:ld prant them occ:g
uation on 1 qecember, e—ceut for the section occ:uied by Gennie. 
They wo:ld uay occ:uational interest :ntil 28 jebr:ary 201U, at 
which uoint I wo:ld prant them vacant occ:uation. This meant 
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that Gennie wo:ld have to vacate the uremises by 28 jebr:ary, 
allowinp the transfer urocess to commence towards s:ccessf:l repg
istration soon thereafter.

The b:yers reL:ested :se of the sinple parape, where Genniexs 
uossessions were stored. To facilitate this, I wo:ld arranpe for his 
belonpinps to be removed and stored in a temuorary :nit, at my 
e—uense. The removal wo:ld be done discreetly, via the back eng
trance, and the estate apency urinciual wo:ld verify the inventory 
to ens:re everythinp was acco:nted for.

qrivinp back home, I sensed that my move to Somerset West was 
imminent, uerhaus 5:st days away. Yy landlord had pracio:sly 
o3ered to let me move in early, allowinp me to occ:uy the uremises 
for free d:rinp November, ahead of the oRcial 1 qecember lease 
commencement. Another :ne—uected blessinpD 

‘uon my ret:rn to H:dtshoorn, I wo:ld arranpe the movinp 
date and also coordinate with the movinp comuany to transuort 
Genniexs belonpinps to the storape :nit, killinp two birds with one 
stone.

The move, involvinp both my belonpinps and Genniexs, wo:ld 
be a mon:mental task, and I was on edpe. Yy nerves were frayed 
at the mere uossibility that Gennie mipht receive an :ne—uected 
visitor, who co:ld witness items beinp removed from the parape 
or my own uossessions beinp moved, and alert him to my covert 
ouerationD

As I drove, my an—iety abo:t the imuendinp move still linpered, 
b:t it was slowly overtaken by tho:phts and overwhelminp emog
tions of release, relief, and e—hilaration. The tension that had been 
b:ildinp :u inside me bepan to dissiuate, reulaced by an into—icatg
inp sense of freedom and liberation. 
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I had left 4arrydale behind and was now cr:isinp down the 80 km 
stretch towards ;adismith, still 1(0 km from H:dtshoorn. As I 
auuroached the t:rngo3 to Ponniexs Se— Shou, a L:irky uitgstou, 
I recalled the local lepend s:rro:ndinp its oripins. Hne nipht, 
uranksters had surayguainted the word )se—x on the sipn, between 
the urofessionally uainted words )Ponniexs Shoux. Pather than 
removinp the praRti, Ponnie decided to roll with the 5oke and 
transformed the suot into a nowgworldgfamo:s to:rist attraction 
and roadside u:b.

;ocated abo:t (0 km before ;adismith, Ponniexs Se— Shou was a 
temutinp deto:r. Witho:t warninp, I felt an ine—ulicable :rpe to 
take the t:rngo3 and stou. I u:lled into the uarkinp area, t:rned 
o3 the enpine, and steuued o:t of the car. The sensation was eerily 
familiar, reminiscent of the thrill I e—uerienced on 18 A:p:st 1UU8, 
which led me to the veld o:tside H:dtshoorn, where I received my 
-rst channeled messape.

This time, I was certain abo:t what was :nfoldinp. There was no 
room for do:btC the sipns and sipnals were clear. I knew that qig
vinity had an imuortant messape for me. Fiven the recent develoug
ments, I L:ickly prabbed a comfortable seat o:tside Ponniexs Se— 
Shou, takinp in the breathtakinp view of the Swartberp Yo:ntain 
ranpe and its hiphest ueak, Towerkou 6meaninp )4ewitched EeakxE 
in the distance.

I u:lled o:t my 5o:rnal and uen, ready to receive the messape. 
The small town of ;adismith lay nestled at the foothills of the 
Swartberp Yo:ntains, hidden from view for the moment.

I wrote in my 5o:rnal’

Wednesday, 7 November 2018 — 2:51 p.m.
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Eljoshijka, Oh My! 

Paradigm shift, yet again, for you. TODAY.

You have once again increased the intensity, frequency, and am-
biance of your core identity. Your frequency is now on a new cosmic 
platform — an entirely different and new level of existence welcomes 
you.

Yes, Eljoshijka — Welcome Home!

Today, you have arrived HOME, and I welcome you with open 
arms! I have waited with longing and an outstretched, open Soul for 
you to enter.

Covenant. Home. Sanctuary.
Rainbows. Waterfalls. Butterflies.
Consummation. Matrimony. Union.

Yes, Eljoshijka, Yes!

The moment I channeled the word )Gomex onto the uape, a seisg
mic wave of enerpy co:rsed thro:ph my body. It was a raw, :ng
bridled force that awakened a deeu sense of freedom and release. 
As the tears Bowed, I sensed the weipht of my emotional b:rdens 
liftinp, like shackles fallinp away. 

Fomuosinp myself amidst the c:rio:s plances of the other uatrons 
M a mi— of seasoned bikers and advent:regseekers, all :nited by 
their love of the scenic PG2gro:te and the L:irky charm of Pong
niexs Se— Shou M became a Gerc:lean task.

I hastened to my car, eaper to contin:e my 5o:rney. As I covered the 
remaininp (0 km to ;adismith, I felt s:rpes and riuules of enerpy 
co:rsinp :u and down my body. The sensation was :nmistakable 
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M it was identical to the riuules I had e—uerienced two months 
apo, on 7 Seutember, when I had backgtogback interview aug
uointments at two di3erent real estate apencies, one in q:rg
banville and the other in Somerset West.

As I reBected on that uivotal day, memories of the uast came 
Boodinp back. I recalled the moment I deuarted the interview 
auuointment in q:rbanville, a Faue Town s:b:rb, and headed 
to Somerset West. It was then that an incandescent wave of 
enerpy had sweut thro:ph me. Hvery molec:le in my body had 
vibrated with an e—L:isite, almost :nbearable tension, as if the 
very essence of e—istence was beinp distilled into a sinp:lar, 
shininp moment. Yy priu on the steerinp wheel was a ten:o:s 
thread, connectinp me to the world of the m:ndane, as I soared 
on the solar winds of transformation.

Hven in the midst of that whirlwind e—uerience, I knew with 
:nwaverinp certainty that I wo:ld acceut the 5ob o3er in Somg
erset West. The uackape, location, and lack of connections all 
became irrelevant in the face of that :nshakeable conviction.

As I auuroached ;adismith, still  reelinp from the urofo:nd 
moment at Ponniexs Se— Shou, I u:lled over to the side of the 
road and bepan to Biu thro:ph the uapes of my c:rrent 5o:rnal. 
A uoipnant entry ca:pht my eye, and I felt a s:rpe of elation 
and 5oy. It was an inscriution I had made after my interview 
auuointments.

Hn that ret:rn triu on S:nday, U Seutember 2018 6another UgU 
dayE, I had recorded a video cliu on my uhone, urouhetically deg
clarinp from the driverxs seat, “My house is sold, and I am happy!” 
I then transcribed those e—act words in my 5o:rnal. At that time, I 
had no uotential b:yers, no interest, and no reason to believe that 
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my ho:se wo:ld sell anytime soon. All I had was the uower of 
faith and tr:st that qivinity wo:ld u:ll it o3.

‘nbelievably, I had done that on the e—act same stretch of road 
between 4arrydale and ;adismith, where I now fo:nd myself 
poinp back to H:dtshoornD

I marveled at the synchronicity of these two incidents’ the decg
laration that my ho:se wo:ld be sold and qivinity welcominp 
me home. I uondered the sipni-cance and meaninp of it all, 
searchinp for the deeuer tr:th beneath the s:rface.

To me, it  sipni-ed that I had -nally come home to myself 
in this lifetime M embracinp the f:llness of who I was and 
the c:lmination of my so:lxs 5o:rney. I reveled in the timinp, 
inf:sed with a urofo:nd sense of houe. I was ready to face the 
-nal days of my life in H:dtshoorn and the tasks that still lay 
ahead before I co:ld embark on my new life.

As I stood at the threshold of this new chauter, I felt an overg
whelminp sense of liberation. In that moment, I knew that 
I had crossed the P:bicon, leavinp the familiar shores of my 
old life behind. As I pa9ed o:t into the hori9on, the ma5estic 
Swartberp Yo:ntains rose :u before me, their r:pped ueaks 
a testament to the :ntamed bea:ty of the :nknown. In their 
shadow, I felt the thrill of the :ncharted, and the uromise of a 
f:t:re yet to be written.

4:t a hidden tr:th lay 5:st beyond the hori9on, waitinp to be 
revealed. The words Welcome Home held a secret so urofo:nd, 
so intricately woven into the fabric of my destiny, that it wo:ld 
forever alter the co:rse of my life. 
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‘nbeknownst to me, the winds of chanpe carried the secrets of 
Towerkou, the 4ewitched Eeak, whose mystical enerpies were at 
work, :nseen and :nknown. The messape Welcome Home was 
merely the -rst thread in a tauestry of enchantment, woven by 
qivinity itself, and uoised to :nfold over the ne—t few months of 
my life.
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When Love Means 
Letting Go

A s I stood at the threshold of a new life, the weight of my 
decision threatened to shatter me. Leaving behind my dogs, 

my cat, my bird — the very fabric of my existence — felt like a cruel 
betrayal. The anguish that gripped me was palpable, making every 
breath a painful reminder of what I was about to leave behind.

They were more than just animals; they were my family, my con-z
dants, my reason for being. The bond we shared was unbreakable, 
yet I was about to fracture it, leaving me with a sense of desolation 
and despair that felt like an open wound.

This realiMation plunged me into a vortex of emotional turmoil. I 
felt torn in two diSerent directions, caught between my love for my 
pets and my need to move forward. The harsh reality that lay before 
me would force me to confront the depths of my compassion and 
resolve.

As I grappled with this impossible choice, my thoughts turned 
to Pissy, the Labrador we had rescued from the Cociety for the 
(revention of )ruelty to Animals ’C()AW during my momYs lifez
time. qith her greying muMMle, warm brown eyes, and gentle dez
meanor, she exuded a deep wisdom. Het, beneath her calm exz
terior lay a complex and sensitive soul, prone to nervous energy 



UN-ADOPTICALLY ME — MY STORY. MY TRUTH. MY VOICE.192

and highzstrung outbursts that made her a biter. qe often had to 
seDuester her when guests or clients visited, lest she target their 
ankles with uncanny precision.

Het, during the darkest moments of my divorce, Pissy stood by me 
with unwavering loyalty and fearlessness, as if sensing the depths 
of my anguish. Ber devotion came at a cost, however, as she began 
to bite those close to me, including my employees.

As time went on, PissyYs health began to decline, and the foul 
odor emanating from her body often caused her to jump up in 
discomfort, as if stung by a bee.

1espite her challenges, I held onto hope. I longed for a kindzheartz
ed Camaritan to emerge and give Pissy the loving home she dez
served. This would spare me the unbearable decision that loomed 
before me.

3ut fate had other plans, and on that calamitous morning of N2 
0ovember 8ONJ, my last day in Eudtshoorn, I found myself makz
ing the heartzwrenching choice to let Pissy go. The weight of my 
decision crushed me, and I was consumed by a grief so profound 
it felt like it would annihilate me.

Het, I had the unshakeable conviction that her life without me 
would have been a living nightmare. qith BennieYs callous disrez
gard for animal welfare, I knew Pissy would suSer unimaginable 
emotional distress, neglect, and possibly even abuse.

The prospect of her being discarded, chained, or locked away, her 
biting issues exploited as an excuse for cruelty, was a fate worse than 
death. I couldnYt bear the thought of her being treated as a burden, 
rather than the beloved companion she deserved to be.
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In my heart, I knew that I was making the ultimate sacri-ce to 
protect her from a future of suSering, and possibly even saving 
her from the agony of a debilitating illness.

qith a heavy heart, I held PissyYs sturdy, rounded body in 
my arms, her eyes locked on mine, as the vetYs compassionate 
hands administered the -nal injection. In those -nal moments, 
I whispered my eternal thanks to Pissy for being my loyal 
companion, my protector, and my friend.

éust  moments  before,  I  had  said  goodbye  to  Luka,  the 
(ekingese, as a kind lady arrived to take him to foster care, 
where he would wait for a new forever home.

Luka, with his vibrant personality and irrepressible joie de 
vivre, had brought unwavering delight to my life. Bis bond 
with me was instantaneous, forged from the moment he was 
born. GsterzPari7 had been instrumental in bringing him into 
our lives, and although she had initially hoped to take him with 
her to Ctellenbosch, circumstances had dictated otherwise.

Ever the past two years, Luka had woven himself into the very 
fabric of my being, becoming an integral part of my daily life. 
Be had slept on my bed for the past few months, his soft, RuSy 
coat a source of comfort on many a restless night.

In the midst of this emotional turmoil,  I  was also worried 
about 4race, our NNzyearzold cat, with her velvety grey fur and 
aSectionate nature. Py mom and I had rescued her from a 
water furrow next to our house in 8OOF, the day after we moved 
in.

Bennie had never been fond of animals, and his disdain for cats 
was particularly evident. qhen we asked him if we could keep 
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4race, he begrudgingly agreed, on the condition that she stay away 
from him.

4eorick, however, adored 4race, and she would often seek him out 
whenever he came home.

As I faced the prospect of leaving Eudtshoorn, the thought of havz
ing to put 4race to sleep was almost too much to bear. Ber name, 
reminiscent of the grace that had brought us to our permanent 
home in 8OOF, seemed especially poignant in that moment. 

3ut then, in a surprising turn of events, my dear friend, Alet, an 
animal rights activist, called to say that the retired principal of 
4eorickYs school had oSered to take 4race in. Parianne and her 
husband had recently lost their beloved cat to cancer, and they felt 
that they could provide a loving home for 4race.

That evening, as I took a frightened 4race to her new home, I 
struggled to maintain my composure. I was overcome with gratiz
tude for ParianneYs kindness and for the opportunity 4eorick had 
received through his scholarship.

I felt a pang of sadness that 4eorick couldnYt manage to -nd a 
stable home for 4race, as I knew he was deeply fond of her. Porez
over, given her age, I was aware that 4race wouldnYt thrive in an 
environment surrounded by other dogs or cats.

The thought of her being neglected, abused, or abandoned was 
more than I could bear. I felt a sense of closure, as if things 
had come full circle, with ParianneYs kindness to 4eorick being 
matched by the kindness they would now show 4race.

This kindness would help them heal from their grief over the loss 
of their cherished cat. As I handed 4race over, Parianne and I 
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were both overcome with emotion, and we shared a tender hug 
that spoke volumes.

I got into my car, consumed by gutzwrenching sobs, and drove 
back to my empty house, where only 3ella and I would spend 
our last night together in Eudtshoorn.

3ella, with her soulful eyes and energetic demeanor, had a way 
of awakening the strongest bonds within me. Ber athletic build 
and piercing gaMe seemed to bore into the core of my being. 
As a young @idgeback, she was full of life and vitality, and her 
presence had brought me exuberant enthusiasm.

Thanks to AletYs tireless eSorts, 3ella had found a new home 
in a nearby town. Bowever, the representative from the animal 
welfare society, who had handled 3ellaYs adoption, could only 
collect her on the morning of my departure, NA 0ovember, just 
as the removal company was set to arrive.

That last night, spent alone with 3ella in my room, was almost 
too much to bear. The empty spaces left by Pissy, Luka, and 
4race seemed to echo with their absence. As I looked into 
3ellaYs eyes, held her close, and whispered words of comfort, 
it seemed to me that she understood the depth of my sorrow.

The next morning, as I handed 3ella over to the representaz
tive from the animal welfare society, I was taken aback when 
she, uncharacteristically, wanted to bite. Py concern for her 
wellzbeing, and fear that she might struggle to adjust to her new 
home, only made our goodbye more heartzwrenching.

In contrast, I felt a sense of relief knowing that Bokkie, the young 
African 4rey, would remain at the house with the new owners. 
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They were thrilled to inherit a tame African 4rey parrot and reasz
sured me that they would provide him with the best care possible.

As the removal company -nished loading my furniture and drove 
away, I took one last walk through the empty house. The silence 
was deafening, the rooms hollow and bare. It was a stark reminder 
that my chapter in this home had come to a close. 

The only sound, the only sign of life, came from BokkieYs cage, 
where he waited patiently for the new owners who would soon be 
moving in. Bis vibrant feathers rustled softly as he shifted on his 
perch, his curious gaMe -xed on me as if wondering what would 
happen next.

As I pulled out of Eudtshoorn, a maelstrom of feelings swirling 
within me, threatened to overwhelm. The anguish of leaving bez
hind my cherished pets wrestled with the thrill of embarking on a 
new life in Comerset qest. 

Py car was packed to capacity,  with barely enough space to 
breathe. The removal truck, carrying the remnants of my life, was 
en route to Comerset qest, where it would meet me the following 
morning at my new Rat. 

Bor now, I was headed to 1urbanville, where a friend had graz
ciously oSered me lodging for the night. Py piano, a constant 
companion since childhood, would also be delivered to her house, 
where it would remain until I could -gure out another plan.

The weight of my past bore down on me as I drove, the memories 
of my life in Eudtshoorn still fresh and raw. BennieYs discovery 
of my departure that morning had left me with a sense of unease, 
wondering what repercussions might follow. 
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Het, it was the faces of my beloved pets that haunted me, their abz
sence a gnawing ache that refused to subside. As the miles Rew by, 
I surrendered to my grief, sobbing uncontrollably for the friends I 
had left behind.
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From Judgment to 
Grace

A s predictably as night follows day, Hennie exploited my de-
parture from Oudtshoorn to unleash a vicious campaign of 

vili.cationT ’he memories of his past betrayals still seared my soul, 
and even my familiarity with his toxic behavior couldnkt prepare 
me for the ferocity and speed of his venomous attacIT

’hat evening, as q sat in the Wuiet comfort of my friendks living 
room, with her dogs lying calmly at my feet, q received a GhatsApp 
message from MeoricI that eviscerated my heartT ’he words I curse 
your womb cut through me liIe a Inife, severing the last threads of 
our fragile bondT ’he .nality of it was palpable, a crushing blow 
that left me breathless and reelingT

As q read the words, my mind was stunned into shocIT qnstantly, q 
felt liIe qkd been zayed alive, my emotions laid bare and ravagedT A 
wave of desolation washed over me, mingling with a deep sense of 
devastationT ’he wretchedness was almost unbearableT

—y reaction was instinctiveT q pressed the bacI button and turned 
my phone upside down, desperate to escape the toxic wordsT q 
looIed up at my friend, my heart heavy with emotion, and whim-
pered, 
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“I’ve just received a message from Georick that I fear 
will destroy me if I read it. Please take my phone. 
You’re welcome to read it, but don’t share the contents 
with me. Then, please forward it to Christie. Maybe 
later, I’ll be ready to face it.”

As q sat there, struggling to comprehend the depths of MeoricIks 
abhorrence, q realiFed that Hennie must have exploited my darIest 
moment ; the agoniFing decision to let —issy goT qt dawned on 
me that he had seiFed upon this vulnerable moment, manipulating 
MeoricI with twisted lies that portrayed me as a murderer, devoid 
of compassion or heartT

’he  memories  of  my  strained  telephone  conversation  with 
MeoricI in Oudtshoorn came zooding bacIT q had informed him 
of my decision to send Mrace to live with —arianne, and although 
he had been unable to .nd a suitable home for her in :ranschhoeI, 
he was furious with meT ’he tension between us had been palpa-
ble? a living, breathing thing that pulsed with anger and resent-
mentT

Hennieks manipulation had .nally paid oJ ; MeoricI had turned 
against meT ’he irony was bitterL the child Hennie had never both-
ered to understand or care for, was now being used to hurt meT 
A surge of anger and helplessness welled up inside me, leaving me 
feeling utterly defenseless and vulnerableT

As q sat there, trying to maIe sense of the chaos that had erupted 
in my life, q couldnkt help but wonderL Ghat is thisB Ghat is hap-
pening to meB Am q being forged in the .re, tempered by the trials 
and emerging stronger, or am q being consumed by the zamesB
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’he next morning, as q drove to my new zat, the soft golden light of 
late spring spilling across the landscape, q felt a sense of trepidationT 
Here q was, on the cusp of a brand new life, and yet q was all alone 
againT Dust as q had entered this worldT q had to sever the ties of 
toxicity, and in the process, pieces of my heart were pulveriFed to 
powderT

As q walIed through the empty rooms of my new zat, the silence 
echoing oJ the walls, q felt a sense of disconnectionT q was starting 
anew, but the wounds of the past still lingeredT q Inew that q had 
to .nd a way to heal, to move forward, but the pain was still too 
rawT

0ying in bed that night, enveloped in the blacIness that surround-
ed me, q couldnkt help but thinI of Hennieks triumphant smileT q 
imagined him gloating and feeling victorious in Inowing that he 
had .nally hurt me in the place where q would suJer the mostL my 
two childrenT

1ut as q lay there, trying to maIe sense of the chaos that had 
erupted in my life, q Inew that q couldnkt let Hennie winT q couldnkt 
let his toxicity consume meT q had to .nd a way to rise above, to 
transform my pain into something beautifulT

And then, in the hushed silence, q heard a gentle whisperT 2ivinity 
spoIe softly, inscribing with a feather on the tablet of my heartL 

Eljoshijka, today you are moving from Judgment to 
Grace.
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The Promise of 
Strand Beach

S trand Beach was a place of endless possibility — a place where 
the ocean met the horizon and anything seemed possible.

The moment I stood on the shore, feeling the warm sand shifting 
beneath my toes and the wind whipping my hair into a wild tangle, 
the thrill of adventure coursed through my veins. The beach was 
alive with the sound of surfers and kite-surfers, their laughter and 
shouts carrying on the breeze as they rode the waves.

Settling into my new life in Somerset West, I was thrilled to discov-
er that this sacred space was only a stone’s throw away — a mere 
1 km from my Dat. It was as if Mivinity had conspired to bring me 
to this place, to wrap me in the soothing balm of Oother Acean’s 
presence.

Muring my solo treks along the beach, the gentle lapping of the 
waves at my ankles allowed me to come to terms with the shattered 
life I had left behind in Audtshoorn. I wept in abandonment for 
the loss of my two children.

The updates from Glet about Erace’s blossoming at Oarianne’s 
home, and Bella’s adaptation to her new home, brought me com-
fort. Lven the news about Fuka’s foster family deciding to keep 
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him, and Jokkie’s happiness in his new home, couldn’t help but 
bring a smile to my face.

Gs I allowed Mivinity’s message about my transition from the 
realm of xudgment to the realm of Erace to settle in, I began to 
grasp the true meaning of operating under Erace.

I made a vow to myself that I would never again surrender my 
autonomy to anyone who didn’t honor my inherent worth, my 
birthright to live in my own power.

Jor too long, the fractures of my past — the adoption, the struggle 
to qnd my place in the world — had left me with a blurred sense 
of self, a fragmented identity that had made it impossible for me 
to live within my own truth. I recognized that I had been living 
in the shadow of others’ eHpectations, rather than embracing my 
own uni:ue essence.

But I vowed to never again compromise my own worth and dig-
nity, and to only let people into my life who mirrored back to me 
my own value, my own beauty, and my own truth.

This moment marked a seismic shift in perspective, e:uipping me 
to face the myriad trials that fate had yet to reveal.

Uowever, despite the sense of promise and possibility, I was starkly 
aware that Uennie’s true agenda remained unchanged2 he was still 
doggedly working to stall our divorce. Ue was maliciously spread-
ing lies about me and nursing the outrageous eHpectation that I 
should be bankrolling him with hefty handouts.

Ue stubbornly remained in my house in Audtshoorn, clinging 
to his barricaded life as part of his tactics to stall not only the 
divorce but also the sale of the house. The new buyers had taken 
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possession of the property, and they had no interest in indulging 
his antics. 8nlike me, they didn’t feel obligated to accommodate 
his demands.

The clock was ticking towards 0N Jebruary, when I had promised 
the buyers vacant occupation, and Uennie’s unwillingness to 
budge was becoming increasingly apparent. Uis behavior was a 
stark contrast to my own character, and this only served to high-
light his true nature. Gs the masks fell away, I was left to confront 
the reality of who he really was.

It was a truly sickening sight.

The prospects of my getting divorced in 0j1N had vanished like 
mist on the ocean, and I was left to navigate the uncertain waters 
of my personal life.

Uowever, 4atascha did have some good news2 she had arranged 
a meeting with the 3udge ad3udicating our divorce. The meeting 
was set for 19 xanuary, and 4atascha hoped it would put an end to 
Uennie’s delaying tactics.

Gs I navigated life’s challenges, Strand Beach became my soul’s 
solace. It was a place of endless possibility, where the horizon beck-
oned like an outstretched hand, inviting me to surrender to the 
inqnite.

Walking along the beach, I felt the weight of the world slowly 
lifting, like the ebbing tide relin:uishing its grasp on the shore. 
The ocean’s energy coursed through my veins, whispering ancient 
secrets to my soul, reminding me of my place in the universe.

In this sacred place, time lost all meaning. The past, with its bur-
dens and regrets, dissolved like sea foam on the shore. The future, 
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with its anHieties and uncertainties, receded into the distance, a 
mere whisper on the wind. Gll that remained was the present 
moment, pure and unadulterated, a precious gift from Mivinity to 
be cherished and savored.

Gs I walked, I felt a sense of liberation unfolding within me, like 
the unfurling of a sail catching the wind. I was enveloped in a deep 
connection to all that lay around me, and the rhythmic pulse of the 
waves merged with my heartbeat, a potent eliHir that healed and 
revitalized me.

I remembered the promise of the hero on horseback, and my heart 
skipped a beat with eHcitement. I was eager to be loved, to be seen, 
to be heard.

In that moment of heightened eHpectation,  my anticipation 
mounted as I channeled in my 3ournal on :j 4ovember2 

Eljoshijka, you are going to meet a very, very special 
and significant person. Yes, your heart rate is speeding 
up and you are smiling … wondering … sensing … 
knowing … You have been waiting for this. You are 
ready to receive. You have been gifted to give what is 
required of you.
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Sanctuary
Her dwelling places never knew they were castles …

-------

Until He came

Like a Bolt from the Blue
He and His Brilliant Brigades

-------

He lifted her drawbridges
Baring her striking countenance before Him

He unbolted her gatehouses 
And ungirded her swords of self-sabotage

He broke down her walls and when He rebuilt them
He added windows so that her lights may attract her multitudes

The Angels ascended upon her chandeliers
Firing up the cinders of her foyers and alleys

And in her secret chambers
He delicately laid all her haunted echoes to rest

Her silenced hallways gave way to halos of sunshine
and her hanging gardens drank all His rainbows of blessings
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He put all her insecurities and fears under siege
And sent refreshments to her beleaguered outposts

Her towers were no longer strangers from a foreign tongue
But bespoke the lofty visions on all her horizons

When he cut away the overgrowth of her forests
she laid her eyes on the maidens of her own mountains …

-------

As He decked her courtyards with His festal array
Her orchids blossomed and her crops expanded

He swooped her up in all her banquet halls
and carried her over the threshold of her sacred ceremonies

-------

His Banner over her was Love

— Elmarie Arnold
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Oudtshoorn Says She 
Misses You

I t was a day like any other — or so I thought. Wednesday, 16 
January 2019, had all the makings of a typical day: listings to 

do, clients to impress, and a never-ending to-do list. I had just 
started working with my new partner, and I was eager to make a 
good impression. The weekday wilderness stretched out before me 
like a desert without an oasis.

But little did I know, Cupid was quietly loading his bow, preparing 
to sprinkle a pinch of destiny into my life.

On Monday, a phone call from Natascha had left me reeling. As I 
sat at my desk, trying to focus on crafting a property listing that 
would make buyers swoon, my mind kept drifting back to the 
judge’s summons.

Natascha and our advocate were due to face oH against Fennie in 
the judge’s chambers on 11 xebruary. And things had just taken an 
une8pected turn: Fennie had now chosen to represent himself.

The stakes were high, and my an8iety was palpable. With the loom-
ing deadline of 2K xebruary, my heart was racing, and my tension 
was whipping up into a maelstrom — all thanks to Fennie’s sig-
nature blend of obstinacy and chaos.
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Just as I was getting swept up in the vorte8 of stress and an8iety, 
?eith’s WhatsApp invitation landed like a feather in a whirl-
wind, oHering a !eeting moment of calm, amidst the turbu-
lence. 

A coHee meeting to discuss the sale of his farm in the ?lein 
?aroo — or so he claimed. As I read on, I couldn’t shake the 
feeling that there were still some gusts of uncertainty blowing 
beneath the surface.

Fowever, his casual tone and hint of playfulness were a breath 
of fresh air, and I found myself drawn in. I must admit, I was 
intrigued. 

?eith was the on-again, oH-again boyfriend of the lady whose 
house we had listed, and I had barely registered his presence 
during the listing appointment. But I was aware that their re-
lationship was hanging by a thread, and I couldn’t help but 
wonder what had prompted him to reach out.

As I pondered the invitation, my mind whirled with possibili-
ties. Was this a genuine attempt to discuss business, or was ?eith 
angling for something moreD I recalled our previous interactions 
— the listing appointment, the small talk, the polite smiles.

That high-Pve he gave me just before we left now seemed more 
signiPcant. At the time, I thought nothing of it — just a friendly 
gesture to seal the deal. But now, in hindsight, it caught my at-
tention like a whispered secret. Was it a subtle spark of !irtation, 
or just my imagination running wildD

My thoughts galloped ahead, like a herd of wild horses, unbri-
dled and untamed.
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And then, like a sudden burst of sunlight, the promise I had been 
holding onto daily, ignited my mind. 

The knight on the speckled horse with the wonky mane, but with 
a seasoned spirit, was supposed to ride into my life at any momentE 

I recalled the day I dared zivinity to send a celestial spotlight to 
guide me to this mysterious stranger. 

I had demanded a spectacle, a heavenly display of divine conPrma-
tion that would leave no doubt: Fe’s the oneE

As I pondered ?eith’s invitation, the threads of fate began to weave 
together. Was this the moment I had been waiting forD 

Was ?eith the knight who would Pnally ride into my life, his 
speckled horse’s hooves pounding out a rhythm of destinyD 

zivinity seemed to be pulling in the reins, slowing down the run-
away chase of my thoughts. My mind had been galloping ahead, 
e8ploring all the what-ifs and maybes, but now it was as if zivinity 
was saying, Whoa, let’s take a deep breath and see how things unfold.

My phone remained silent, leaving me to ponder the what-ifs.

Two days of speculation ticked by, until midday on xriday, 1K 
January, when my phone Pnally beeped again. 

?eith was on the move, embarking on a thrilling adventure with 
his son to tackle the kite-surPng scene in Lort Sli<abeth and visit 
his mom. Their route would take them through Oudtshoorn, and 
the timing of his message seemed more than coincidental.

This time, it was a photo of the historical C L Nel Museum in 
Oudtshoorn, with a group of ladies selling ostrich feather dusters 
in the foreground. 
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Fis caption read: 

Oudtshoorn says she misses you!

Tender pi8els and promises ensnared my heart. This was a mas-
terclass in seduction by screenshot. The gentle rustle of ostrich 
feathers and the soft thrum of possibility stole my breath.

In a split second, my eyes scanned the screen. A universe of pos-
sibility unfolded before me. What-ifs and maybes stretched out 
like an endless e8panse. Sach one shimmered with promise and 
potential. =ike a herd of wild horses, they galloped across my mind, 
mane-!owing and unbridled.

And then, I couldn’t help but !irt backE I mean, who wouldn’t 
want to keep the spark aliveD 

I typed out a response, my Pngers !ying across the keyboard with 
a mind of their own. 

Aww, that’s so sweet of you! Do tell her that she’ll al-
ways be in my heart!

I hit send, and waited with bated breath for his response. 

The game was on, and I was ready to playE

Then I got cheeky again with zivinity and sent out a reminder 
to the heavens that we need to start ticking oH the items on my 
list. I demanded proof A>AL that he was indeed TFS oneE And 
honestly, I didn’t have to wait longE 
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It was like the starting gates had burst open, and our conversation 
thundered out of the blocks, a runaway stampede of soul-deep 
connection and meaningful words.

As we chatted away on WhatsApp over the course of the weekend, 
?eith made declarations like, 

I think we’re sharing something big, wonderful, and 
rare — and I want all of it …

and 

It’s an energy …  The moment with you by my sports 
car (my toys), the ten seconds on the balcony where 
we talked about Oudtshoorn and the Karoo, and our 
high-five … all had my heart racing — and it still is. 
Something just happened there, and this is something 
I really want in my life …

and

When a person wants something very much and in all 
seriousness, then you see it easily when you find it ... I 
found it very hard to act natural ... I looked at your 
hair, your hands, your fingers, your jewelry, your smile, 
your excitement, positive disposition ... I haven’t been 
the same since ... 

and
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Words are power, expressions of the soul ... what you 
say, reflects the real you ... All of what you have said, is 
telling me and showing me the real you ... and that’s 
the Elmarie I saw in those few moments ... it was a 
soulmate moment!

I didn’t need any more proofE 

I started saying thank you to zivinityE I just knew that he was the 
one, the promised knight on his speckled horse, coming to teach 
me all about loveE

As I continued to bat my eyelashes at ?eith via WhatsApp, he kept 
da<<ling me with his profound words. 

I mean, who was this guyD A mind readerD A wi<ardD Because he 
seemed to know e8actly what I needed to hear, and when. 

Fis messages were like a symphony of soul food, each one more 
delicious than the last. I was hooked, and I knew I wasn’t the only 
one - ?eith was clearly smitten tooE

And we were about to have our Prst face-to-face meetingE
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Soulbound under the 
Supermoon

A s the celestial canvas unfolded above Strand Beach on that 
enchanted Monday evening, 21 January 2019, the moon 

ascended like a luminous bride, veiled in a diaphanous glow.

This was no ordinary lunar spectacle. 

It was a supermoon, swollen with the promise of new beginnings; 
its silvery light spilling onto the waves like a benediction.

A wolf moon, too, howling with a primal longing that echoed the 
whispers of the heart. The Orst full moon of the year, a harbinger 
of hope and possibility.

And yet, this moon was special in another way.

’n this rare and wondrous occasion, the moon was bathed in the 
deep reddish hue of a blood moon. This phenomenon occurs only 
during a total lunar eclipse, when the earth–s shadow transforms 
the moon–s surface into a deep, burnished copper.

In that Deeting moment, as the celestial and the earthly converged, 
the very fabric of reality seemed to vibrate with an otherworldly 
energy - as if Fivinity itself was whispering a promise of love and 
transformation.



UN-ADOPTICALLY ME — MY STORY. MY TRUTH. MY VOICE.214

As I stood at the water–s edge, the moon–s gentle beams illuminatK
ing the waves, I felt my heart beating in harmony with the tide. 

—or I was not alone in this enchanted moment. 

Eeith was on his way, carrying a picnic basket, champagne, a candle 
that held a special wish j and a blanket.

Fivinity had already whispered its secrets in my ear. 

xarlier, in the stillness of my Dat, I had channeled in my Wournal, 
and Fivinity–s voice had echoed through me.

POWERFUL SOUL CONTRACT.
POWERFUL SOUL CONTRACT.
Listen. Perceive. Understand.
POWERFUL SOUL CONTRACT.

The words still lingered in my mind; a promise of something eHK
traordinary about to unfold.

And then, in the instant when the unknown became the inK
evitable, he appeared before me.

The neHt moment he was there, his silhouette etched against the 
bright security light on the beach, like a promise fulOlled. 

The picnic basket, the posture, the eHpectation j all of it whisK
pered his name.

3e began our slow, sensual glide towards each other, the loose sand 
swirling around our feet like a soft surrender. Time itself seemed 
to slow, the world narrowing to the space between us.
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And then, in the neHt heartbeat, I was in his arms.

4e hugged me with a ferocity that shattered all restraint, his 
strength and power enveloping me like a sanctuary. 

I felt the rush of his breath on my skin, the thrum of his heartbeat 
against mine.

And then he kissed me, his lips painting a masterpiece of passion 
on the canvas of my soul ...
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Moondust and 
Miracles

I n the realm of the soul, where time and space converge, our 
love story unfolded like a masterpiece of divine artistry. Every 

moment, every glance, every whispered promise was a brushstroke 
of prophecy, painting a picture of two souls wrought together by 
a sacred contract.

The fragile threads of Keith’s relationship snapped, and in the 
space of just Ave days, our own love story burst into radiant life. 
Hware of the potential risks, I knew that -ennie would undoubtx
edly eNploit the situation if he discovered my involvement with 
someone new. To protect ourselves, we consciously decided to 
keep our relationship private, entrusting only 1atascha with our 
secret.

This secret charade didn’t come naturally to either of us, but the 
stakes were too high to take any risks. I could only hope that FF 
zebruary would arrive soon, bringing with it the judge’s ruling and 
a decisive step towards the AnaliMation of my divorce.

By life was a war Mone, ravaged by stress and trauma. The emox
tional toll was crippling, leaving my mind a chaotic landscape 
of colliding thoughts and worries. H thick fog of uncertainty 
shrouded every waking moment, making it impossible to focus or 
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think clearly. Each day was a grueling Aght to stay aOoat, my body 
weighed down by the crushing pressure of anNiety.

Yut  amidst  the  wreckage  of  my world,  a  profound contrast 
emerged, pitting darkness against light. 9n one hand, I was adrift 
in a turbulent sea of hate, persecution, and abandonment, battered 
by waves of rejection and hurt that threatened to engulf me. 5et, on 
the other hand, Keith’s love shone like a beacon from a lighthouse, 
illuminating the treacherous rocks and guiding me through the 
darkest depths. This love anchored me, steadying my resolve and 
fueling my determination to navigate the uncharted waters of my 
dreams and bring them to life.

Hs I got to know Keith, I discovered a remarkable coincidence that 
left me mystiAed. -e was born in F36W, and I was born in F3qq. In 
an eNtraordinary manifestation of alignment, I would be turning 
6W, the same age as the year he was born, while he would be turning 
qq, the same age as the year I was born. I found this symmetry 
intriguing, another sign, another cosmic nod to the serendipity 
that brought us together.

-aving Keith in my life was nothing short of eNtraordinary. -is 
presence was a masterful blend of the amaMing, the beautiful, and 
the breathtaking. I felt deeply grateful for the gift of him, and the 
revelations he shared with me left me awestruck and breathless.

-is adventurous spirit, intellectual curiosity, and passion for 
learning drew me in, and we both harbored a deep longing to 
eNplore the spiritual and soulful aspects of life. !e were avid readx
ers, had similar tastes in music, and had a profound reverence for 
Bother 9cean and Bother 1ature.

Hlthough he found my spiritual practices unusual, he supported 
me wholeheartedly, encouraging me to follow my uni—ue path. 
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-e was gentle, kindxhearted, a phenomenal lover, and truly blew 
inspiration under my wings:

Hs a keen, astute photographer and videographer, he was also very 
practical and technical. “Nothing is ever broken until Keith can’t fix 
it,” soon became our mantra, alongside “Nothing is ever lost until 
Elmarie can’t find it.” -e eSortlessly checked every boN on my 
list, possessing —ualities I had yet to imagine, and eNceeding every 
eNpectation I dared to wish for.

!e seamlessly shared the same values and philosophies, and honx
estly, it still takes my breath away to think how perfectly we At each 
other.

In those early weeks, I discovered that we had both navigated simx
ilarly treacherous waters in life, with eNperiences that eerily echoed 
my own. 9ur conversations on these themes forged a deep sense of 
connection and empathy between us.

Hs trust between us grew, Keith opened up to me about his past, 
sharing stories of his failed romantic relationships and two previx
ous marriages.

In that moment, I felt the whispered promise of the angels echoing 
through my mind J the promise of a shining knight on a spotted 
horse, bearing the scars of two failed marriages. This revelation was 
a gentle conArmation of their prophecy. 

!ith vulnerability and honesty, Keith revealed his deepest longx
ing‘ to And the perfect partner.

-e pulled out a little black book, its pages Alled with the cartogx
raphy of his dreams. This was his wish list for the ultimate partner 
J a vision of perfection, crafted with intention and desire‘
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Ctylish.
Cophisticated.
CeNy.
Clim.
Cporty.
Cerious partner.
Cuperb friend.
Coulmate.

zor months, red cardboard hearts adorned his fridge, a constant 
reminder of his —uest for true love. Each time he passed by, he’d 
smile, hug the fridge, and eNpress gratitude to the universe for the 
lady with all the C’s, soon to enter his life.

This heartfelt ritual was inspired by 2ohn Kehoe’s principle, 
0Thoughts become things’, which encouraged him to manifest 
his desires through positive visualiMation. !hat’s astonishing is 
that 2ohn Kehoe’s teachings had a profound impact not just on 
Keith, but also on my own life. In fact, it was 2ohn Kehoe’s work 
that played a pivotal role in my own transformation, one that 
I’ve shared earlier J the powerful moment of reckoning at Ulub 
Bykonos, where I chose to become a victor, not a victim.

The profound synchronicity between Keith and me led to another 
unforgettable event. Keith unwrapped the mystery of that very 
Arst gift‘ his !hatsHpp message with the coSee invitation to disx
cuss the sale of his farm, two days after he had met me at the listing 
appointment J a moment that triggered a profound catharsis, 
changing everything.

!ith a hint of amaMement and lingering incredulity that he had 
mustered the courage to send that Arst message, he shared the 
hesitation he felt as his Anger hovered over the send button for 
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D= minutes. -e told me that he was in lovexstruck agony as he 
searched for me for two days, scouring the internet and drix
ving around Comerset !est in a desperate bid to And me. The 
estate agency was new, and its website lacked essential contact 
details. Eventually, he stumbled upon my phone number on the 
agency’s national website.

9nce that hurdle was cleared, the neNt obstacle loomed‘ craftx
ing a message that wouldn’t make him appear to be a man 
in a committed relationship hitting on another woman. The 
thoughts racing through his mind were marked by agoniMing 
uncertainty as he contemplated all  the possible responses I 
might give, none of which might be positive, and some of 
which could have put him in serious trouble.

Hs he relived those tormenting D= minutes of hesitation to me, 
his eyes sparkling with wonderment, he said‘

“As I  sat  in my car in front  of  Strand Beach,  consumed by 
thoughts of you, I yearned for a love that defies boundaries, where 
acceptance and belonging intertwine like the intricate threads of 
a rich, velvet tapestry.

“When I saw you emerge from that car at the listing appoint-
ment, time stood still. I felt an inexplicable jolt, a spark that 
ignited a flame that still burns bright.

“I just had to press the Send button – and what a glorious decision 
that was!”

Yut what struck me most about his revelation was the serendipx
ity of it all.
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>nbeknownst to him at the time, he had sent that message from 
his car, parked in front of Ctrand Yeach J my sacred space, my 
place of solace.

Hnd yet, he had unknowingly chosen this eNact spot to send the 
message that would set the wheels of our destiny in motion.

It seemed undeniable that the heavenly realm had been weaving 
our paths together in ways both seen and unseen.

Hs I reOected on the serendipity of it all, I was reminded of the 
moment when ?ivinity gave me a glimpse of our future together 
J a moment that left me breathless and bewitched.

In the hushed intimacy of that Cunday night, before he had ever 
touched me, Keith’s creative genius blossomed like a midnight 
bloom, while we were still communicating solely via !hatsHpp.

H poem, distilled from the depths of his soul, Oowed like a silver 
stream, nourishing my longing for connection J a masterpiece 
of heartfelt emotion, a sensual serenade that spoke directly to my 
soul‘

I’m falling asleep, falling for you,
Falling in deep, just loving you.

Your voice is so tender,
Your passion so real,

I melt into you as I kiss your soul.

You capture my mind as you whisper my name,
And my soul responds to your gentle refrain ...

Touch me now, touch my heart,
Touch my body, touch my soul ...

Sweep me up to your heavenly place.
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Your eyes bewitch me,
Your face lures me in.

I’m ensnared by your love
Through the magic you bring.

So sleep, oh so gently,
You’re an angel of light,

You’ve been sent to my side,
And you shine, oh so bright.

You hold my hand, I feel your touch,
We join our souls as we sleep the night.

I’ll touch you gently, I’ll touch you deep,
And listen and watch as you softly sleep ...

You’ll wake in the morn, you’ll float in the air,
You’ll know I’ve been with you, loved you.

And touched you everywhere.

Hs I reOect on the words of this poem, I’m struck by the realiMation 
that all along I actually needed a word warrior J a verbal visionary 
who could wield the linguistic lance of his poet’s tongue to pierce 
my soul and stir my heart. Cometimes the greatest miracles are 
those we never knew to ask for.
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Friday’s Reckoning
“Hello Elmarie, I’ve got news for you. Clear your schedule and make 
sure you leave Somerset-West in time to be at George Regional Court 
on Friday.”

“Hello Natascha. What’s going on? You’re scaring me!”

“Elmarie, you’re getting divorced on Friday! The judge wants your 
divorce finalized. Congratulations are in order!”

The earth’s axis shattered, catapulting me into a cosmic vortex. I 
pierced the veil of the solar system, Pluto’s icy silhouette blurring 
past me like a ghostly sentinel. The Photon Belt’s ethereal ener-
gies baptized my mind, purging the shadows. Then, a maelstrom 
of color and sound catapulted me back through the ozone layer, 
depositing me, breathless and bewildered, at the threshold of my 
dreams.

As the news detonated within me, my body shuddered, as if win-
ter had suddenly descended upon my summer-warmed skin. My 
mind reeled, a tumble dryer of thoughts and emotions, while my 
stomach churned with a wave of nausea. And then, like a pressure 
valve releasing, the laugh-cries burst forth, a cathartic mix of shock, 
relief, and joy.

I collapsed onto the couch, the soft cushions enveloping me like a 
gentle hug. As the room spun around me, Natascha’s excited voice 
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slowly brought me back to the present, Olling me in on the details 
with triumph and vindication.

As scheduled, they had met with the judge in chambers that morn-
ing. The judge paged through the thick Ole, noticed the mainte-
nance payments, and commented, “Yes, this is right. It’s great that 
he is paying her maintenance.”

Hur advocate swiftly corrected him, “No, your honor. She is paying 
him maintenance!”

The judge’s demeanor changed instantly. We turned furious with 
Wennie, rebuking him for creating side shows, muddying the wa-
ters, and delaying the process. “I want this divorce settled in court 
on Friday,” he declared.

—ith a stern gaze at Wennie, he added, “You know the saying: He 
who represents himself is a fool. See you in court on Friday.”

Natascha was ecstatic about the meeting’s outcome : her Orst 
tangible victory since our divorce proceedings began. Wer intu-
ition had proven remarkably astute, and she was buoyed by the 
success.

As they left the court, Natascha promptly handed Wennie a set-
tlement agreement, carefully crafted by her and signed by me the 
previous week.

The next move was his? would he accept the agreement or choose 
to face us in courtE Fither way, 1riday, 5Y 1ebruary would be the 
Orst time Wennie and I had shared the same space in months.

It took me until the next morning to fully comprehend and absorb 
her news.
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1et, there was still that little voice. A voice of dread and doom, one 
that whispered menacingly, Don’t be so sure that this is over yet. You 
know that with Hennie there’s always something or the other. Wait 
till Friday morning and let’s see what happens then.
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Free at Last

V alentine’s Day, 14 February 2019. For Keith and me, the 
conventional celebrations held little signiOcance. wur 

hearts fere already entfined in a dance op true connection, 
and the thrill op our secret Orst road triA together ecliAsed any 
traditional notions op romance.

zs fe cruised dofn the finding roads in Keith’s coCy Iaddy, x 
pelt a sense op eWcitement and nervousness fash over me. Te 
fere headed to his parm at the poothills op koferLoA, near 
—adismith - or so x thought. 

khe  ArosAect  op  sAending  the  night  together  under  the 
star:studded Karoo sLy, surrounded by the rugged beauty op 
nature, sent shivers dofn my sAine. xt seemed liLe the Aerpect 
oAAortunity to Lill tfo birds fith one stone8 fe could discuss 
the sale op his parm, and then rise early the neWt morning to 
tacLle the 1j0 Lm Gourney to Reorge Hegional Iourt, fhere 
my pate afaited.

x fas susAended in a Arecarious balance betfeen tfo intense 
emotional states. wn one hand, a criAAling anWiety threatened to 
consume me - the daunting ArosAect op pacing qennie in court 
the neWt morning, my pate hanging Arecariously in the balance 
as x afaited the Gudge’s verdict. wn the other hand, a soaring 
eWhilaration lipted my sAirits - the Aromise op the oAen roads 
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unpolding bepore us, a tantaliCing canvas op Aossibilities, pree:
dom, and adventure.

Te eBortlessly conversed about everything and nothing, our 
fords Sofing preely. That dref me to Keith fas his uni7ue 
ability to taA into his emotions and soul, creating a sense op 
deAth and understanding. Neing fith him fas incredibly lib:
erating - x could share my innermost thoughts and peelings 
fithout pear op Gudgment.

zs fe cruised along the scenic stretch betfeen Narrydale and 
—adismith, Honnie’s MeW MhoA came into vief. z sudden Sash:
bacL to my Gournal entry on ? ‘ovember Sooded my mind - 
the Aoignant moment fhen Divinity felcomed me home. xt 
fas then that x fondered, por the Orst time, about the eWact 
location op Keith’s parm. 5emories op Aast eAiAhanies, fhich 
had unpolded on this very stretch op road, began to resurpace.

zs  Keith’s  deeA voice  Olled  the  Iaddy,  resAonding to  my 
7uestion fith a nonchalant, “Oh, sweetheart, it’s about 30 km 
past Ronnie’s Sex Shop and 20 km before Ladismith,” my Gaf 
droAAed in stunned silence.

5y mind reeled as x struggled to Arocess this revelation. “Sweet-
ie,  you mean it’s  not nestled at the foothills of Towerkop, on 
the picturesque stretch between Laingsburg and Oudtshoorn?” x 
asLed, my voice trembling fith stuAepaction.

Keith’s eWAression fas AuCCled. “Oh no, sweetheart, why would 
you think it’s there?”

zs the reality set in, x pelt my senses reel, and x nearly painted. khe 
only fords that tumbled out op my liAs fere, “Wait till we get to 
your farm. There’s something I must show you in my journal.” 5y 
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voice trembled as x sAoLe, but Keith’s curious glance shofed he’d 
caught the eWcitement beneath.

zs fe turned onto the NuBelsdript Valley dirt road, the finding 
Aath seemed to unravel liLe a thread, leading us deeAer into the 
heart op the valley. 5y heart Aounded in anticiAation, the pamiliar 
symAtoms op an imAending eAiAhany coursing through my veins 
liLe adrenaline. x fondered, could it be the parm’s name that held 
the Ley to this revelationE

Determined to LeeA my curiosity in checL, x remained silent until 
fe stoAAed at the gate. Nut as Keith got out to oAen it, x scanned 
the surroundings, searching por a sign, a hint, anything that might 
reveal the parm’s name. khe landscaAe, hofever, remained stub:
bornly silent, the pever trees and thorn trees shielding the house 
prom vief.

zs Keith returned to the car, x couldn’t contain my eWcitement 
any longer. “So, what’s the name of your farm, sweetie?” x asLed, my 
voice barely containing the eagerness.

Keith’s resAonse fas accomAanied by a nervous snort:chucLle, a 
hint op mischiep dancing in his eyes. “Oh, I don’t know … ‘free 
at last’, I suppose.” khe fords hung in the air, susAended liLe a 
Aromise.

xn that instant, something shipted. Divinity seemed to align, and 
the name éFree:at:—ast’ became anointed, imbued fith a sense 
op destiny. xt fas as ip the parm itselp had been faiting por this 
moment, por the christening that fould set its sAirit pree.

zs Keith brought the car to a gentle stoA behind the house, my 
gaCe pell uAon a rof op tinted colored glass bottles, their vibrant 
hues becLoning me tofards the entrance. MteAAing into the house, 
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x fandered prom room to room, every nooL and cranny fhisAer:
ing a soothing melody that echoed deeA fithin my soul8 Welcome 
Home! khe fords resonated liLe a gentle hum, Olling me fith an 
overfhelming sense op belonging.

khat evening, as the stars began to tfinLle in the night sLy, x 
shared my Gournal inscriAtion fith Keith. qis eyes sAarLled fith 
a Lnofing glint as he reAlied, “I’m not selling the farm. I just 
wanted to get you here. This is a message. There’s something else 
unfolding. Let’s wait and see, let the mystery reveal itself.” qis 
fords hung in the air liLe a sacred vof, Olled fith the AroAhecy 
op nef beginnings.

zs night descended, fe Lindled a Ore, and the SicLering Sames 
cast a farm glof on our paces. Te sat beneath the star:studded 
Karoo sLy, the soulpul melodies op our music feaving a sAell op 
tran7uility. khe simAlicity op the Klein Karoo enveloAed us, a 
sense op Aeace that Aermeated every Aore. khe distant hofl op a 
GacLal and the nearby night Gar’s haunting cry only added to the 
symAhony op sounds that enveloAed us in Aeacepul fonder.

zs x sat there, mesmeriCed by the mystical alignment op my in:
scriAtion and this parm, x pelt my pears about the neWt day’s court 
Aroceedings melt afay. x fas afestrucL by the qand op Divinity 
guiding my lipe, AroAelling me tofards a puture Olled fith antic:
iAation and enchantment. khe forld seemed to slof dofn, and 
in that moment, everything pelt right fith all op creation.

znd so, Divinity delivered its Onal tfist. khe neWt morning, 
as x stood bepore the court, qennie fas consAicuously absent. 
‘atascha’s pace lit uA fith a radiant smile as she announced the 
astonishing nefs8 qennie had signed the AroAosed settlement 
agreement, rendering his Aresence unnecessary. khe Gudge’s coun:
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tenance reSected his satispaction, and at 1184j a.m. on Friday, 13 
February, x fas oAcially declared pree at last.

Nut little did x Lnof, a more Aropound, suAernatural porce fas at 
Alay. zs x gaCed uAon the court’s declaration, x realiCed that 13 
February marLed the eWact anniversary op my decision to divorce 
qennie. xt fas as ip Divinity had orchestrated a grand symAhony, 
culminating in this moment op liberation. x recalled the patepul 
drive out op kimberlaLe fith Bster:5ariC on 13 February 201j, 
the day my Gourney tofards preedom began.

khree hundred and siWty:Ove days op trials and tribulations had 
Aassed, each one etching its marL on my soul. kfelve months op 
navigating treacherous landscaAes, op hiding, seeLing, and over:
coming. Fipty:tfo feeLs op intense grofth, op sAiritual afaLening, 
and op discovering the deAths op my ofn resilience.

znd yet, it all condensed into a Seeting moment8 a declaration, a 
signature, and the fhisAered Aromise op a nef beginning. x pelt 
the feight op my Gourney lipting, liLe the Onal shards op a shattered 
chain palling afay.

zs x stood there, basLing in the glof op my nefpound preedom, 
x stumbled uAon another, smaller mystery. khe regional dirt road 
that found its fay Aast Keith’s parm bore the number 14DD, fhile 
my divorce case Ole number fas a longer se7uence that ended in 
14DD2. 

z shiver ran dofn my sAine as x fhisAered a heartpelt thank you to 
Divinity, revering the intricate feb op synchronicities that had led 
me to this moment.
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And Then Came 
Tomorrow

T he divorce order was more than just a piece of paper; it 
was a catalyst that set o, a chain reaction of eventsg each 

one propellinb me towards a new destiny at krea.nec. speedA

’s the judbe1s bavel fell on 5F 2ekruary 095Ig x found myself 
keinb 6unb onto an entirely new trac.g one that was koth 
e-hilaratinb and terrifyinbA xn this whirlwind periodg a z9qday 
countdown keban in my personal lifeg culminatinb in a dramatq
ic converbence of events on 5F ’pril 095IA

’s it all san. ing x came to terms with the fact that the aftermath 
of my divorce was a comple- wek of emotionsg lobisticsg and 
uncertaintiesA x realiUed that untanblinb this wek would reHuire 
timeg patienceg and courabeA This was yet abain a dauntinb kut 
ultimately likeratinb process that would forbe my resolve and 
shape my characterA

8ndouktedlyg the most monumental and likeratinb news was 
that the divorce settlement abreementg  which !ennie had 
sibnedg stipulated that he would vacate my house ky 0O 2ekruq
aryA x was utterly ecstaticg relievedg and empowered all at onceD 
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The fact that the rebistration could now proceedg and x could 
Enally close the door on my Mudtshoorn lifeg was nothinb short 
of miraculousA x stood in awe of the divine buidance that had 
prompted me to specify 0O 2ekruary as the date of vacant occuq
pationA The kuyers were thrilled with their new homeg and x was 
brateful they had set clear koundaries with !ennieg sparinb me 
further stressA

éespite this positive developmentg SsterqKari4 remained aksent 
from my lifeA x was unaware of her whereakoutsg althoubh rumors 
subbested she was still in CtellenkoschA x continued to kear the Eq
nancial kurden of her car and phone paymentsg which sibniEcantly 
drained my already reduced monthly incomeA :eith and x enbabed 
in numerous heartqtoqheart discussions akout my complicated hisq
tory with SsterqKari4A ’s we tal.edg the fob that had clouded my 
judbment keban to liftg allowinb me to thin. more clearly and 
lobicallyA

x stumkled upon a profound realiUationA The years of keinb entanq
bled with !ennie1s narcissistic akuse had ta.en a toll on my mindA 
2or 0' years x had keen repeatedly manipulated into douktinb my 
own sanityg memoryg and judbmentA xt was as if my sense of reality 
had keen warpedg ma.inb it diWcult for me to distinbuish ketween 
what was real and what was fakricatedA 

Ponversations with :eithg who emkodied emotional stakility and 
healthg revealed the star. truthB SsterqKari4Gs willinbness to use my 
Enancial resources while disrebardinb my presence was unacceptq
akleA 

xt was time that x honored my own sacred inner vowg the one x had 
repeatedly made on my solitary tre.s on Ctrand keachB to stand 
up for myself and advocate for what is fair and justA x could no 
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lonber e-cuse her kehavior as that of a traumatiUed daubhterA !er 
choicesg which deeply saddened meg were no lonber alibned with 
my characterg principlesg and valuesA

Lhen :eith subbested we start searchinb for SsterqKari4 in Ctelq
lenkoschg x was in accordA Le emkar.ed on discreet missions to the 
vikrant student towng kut each attempt ended in disappointmentg 
with no sibn of herA

Theng a mysterious parcel arrived at the Pape Town —ost MWceg 
addressed to meA The instructions were to phone my numker upon 
arrivalA x was s.epticalg thin.inb it was a mista.eA –ut as x as.ed the 
cler. to open the ko- and send me a picture of the contentsg my 
heart san.A

The Lhats’pp imabe revealed the truthB my childhood photo 
alkumsg entrusted to Kom éoreeng were keinb returnedA x felt 
punched in the butA Kemories of my innocence and joy were keinb 
sent kac.g without a note or e-planationA The rejection and akanq
donment x thoubht x1d left kehind rose up li.e a specterg hauntinb 
me all over abainA

The primal trauma of my adoptiong an open wound of ketrayal 
and fractured selfg throkked with fresh painA x felt li.e that lostg 
scared newkorn kaky abaing desperately searchinb for a sense of 
kelonbinb and identityA The tears x cried were not just for the 
rejection x felt in that momentg kut for the countless times x1d felt 
unseeng unheardg and unloved throubhout my lifeA

The pain was ampliEed ky the devastatinb reality that my own 
two children had also discarded me from their livesA 3eoric.1s 
Enal Lhats’pp messabe had kroubht akout the total collapse and 
annihilation of our relationshipA
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:eith fetched the ko-g and later that eveninbg he enveloped me in 
a soothinbg bentle emkrace as x dissolved into tearsA !is arms were 
a sanctuaryg a safe haven where x could krea. apart and ke remadeA

:eith too. me to a fullqlenbth mirror in my 6atg his eyes Elled with 
tenderness. “I want you to meet someone,” he said bentlyA “Someone 
incredible, someone beautiful, someone worthy of love.”

’s x baUed into the mirrorg he said softlyg 

“The mirror reflects the beauty and the pain, the light 
and the shadows. But it also reveals your truest self 
— strong, resilient, and worthy of love. Look deeply, 
sweetheart, and you will see that you are not just a 
reflection of your past, but a radiant being, shining 
with a light that cannot be diminished.”

’ wound that had ensnared me since kirthg a tanbled wek of 
trauma and pain that had deEned my life1s journeyg was Enally 
kebinninb to loosen its brip as x slowly started e-tractinb myself 
from its su,ocatinb braspA

x was done with complicated relationships that drained my enerby 
and sti6ed my soulA x yearned for simplicityg for authenticityg for 
the freedom to ke myself without fear of judbment or rejectionA

Kom éoreen1s rejectiong thoubh painfulg was a klessinb in disq
buiseA xt freed me from keinb the kridbe ketween her and Slkieg 
and allowed me to see that x deserved relationships where x could 
communicateg connectg and ke my authentic selfA

The e-perience reminded me of !ennie1s disconnection from 
himselfg and x .new x wasn1t prepared to learn that lesson twiceA 
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x was determined to surround myself with people who were 
authenticg connected to themselvesg and could meet me in a 
place of vulnerakility and opennessA

Lith my divorce now EnaliUedg :eith and x bradually shared the 
news of our relationship with my wor.place and close friendsg 
suktly weavinb the story of our meetinb into our everyday 
conversationsA This newfound openness kroubht a sense of 
freedomg allowinb us to saunter handqinqhand on the keachg 
unencumkered ky the weibht of secrecyA

xn Karchg we returned to 2reeqatqBast farm for another wee.q
endA x had kusiness to EnaliUe in Mudtshoorng related to the sale 
of my propertyA ’s we drove into towng x cowered on :eith1s 
lapg my face hiddeng desperate to avoid keinb recobniUed ky the 
many familiar facesA The e-perience was harrowinbg leavinb me 
a nervous wrec.A x was still fearful of !ennie1s persecutions and 
uncertain akout revealinb my whereakoutsA

That same wee.endg x channeled another messabe in my jourq
nalA The words 6owed with intensity and emotiong Elled with 
promises from éivinity akout my future C a radiantg soulfulg 
and majestic oneg over6owinb with akundanceg purposeg and 
joyA

’fter sharinb the content with :eithg a lonbg drawnqout silence 
followedA x was overcome with tears and deepqseated emotionA 
Theng :eith spo.eg 

“Sweetie, if this is what you’ve written, and it’s rooted 
in Truth, then I struggle to see how you can continue as 
a real estate agent. Why not resign and start anew? 
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We could move here, to the farm, and begin a fresh 
chapter together.”

:eithg the catalyst in actiong was stronb and unwaverinbA Le rode 
kac. on a wave of e-citementg koth ecstatic akout the hube chanbe 
aheadD :eith shared his lonbinb to live away from the city1s hustle 
and kustleg drawn to the :lein :aroo1s clean airg peaceg and HuietA

xt all made perfect sense D a perfect converbenceg a destinyA This 
was the way to boA

“Eljoshijka, you’re not done yet with the Klein Karoo,” éivinity 
whispered in my inner earA “You fled Oudtshoorn in persecution, but 
I’m bringing you back. Your journey here isn’t over yet; there’s more 
that needs to happen. Trust Me and My Divine Timing.”

’s x celekrated my kirthday on E5 Karch 095I and entered my 
FErd year of lifeg x felt a deep sense of transformationA x re6ected 
on the trials that had shaped meB my acrimonious divorce and my 
relentless strubble to provide Enancial stakilityA

Ky resibnation from the abency that wee. felt metamorphic C not 
kecause of the abency itselfg kut kecause it symkoliUed my release 
from the weibht of Enancial responsikility that had driven me for 
so lonbA ’ profound sense of relief and release washed over meg 
.nowinb that this chapter of my life had reached a purposeful and 
fulEllinb conclusionA

Lhat stood out most in that moment was my bratitude for :eithg 
who had lovinbly lifted the weibht of Enancial responsikility from 
my shouldersA !e was the Erst partner in my life who recobniUed 
me for who x truly was C keyond the roles x1d playedg the e-pecq
tations x1d shoulderedg and the pressures x1d enduredA
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!e didn1t stand kehind me with a whipg drivinb me only to 
performg produceg and provideA !e saw my soulg spiritg and 
search for selfqe-pressionA

xn that momentg x realiUed that :eith1s love and acceptance 
had biven me the breatest bift of allB the freedom to ke myselfg 
without apoloby or e-pectationA !e1d shown me that my worth 
wasn1t tied to my productivityg my incomeg or my akility to 
provideA

!e1d seen the real meg keneath the layers of responsikility and 
stressg and had loved me for who x truly wasA This realiUation 
was koth e-hilaratinb and humklinbA

xt made me aware of the ways in which x1d keen livinb my lifeg 
driven ky e-ternal e-pectations rather than internal desiresA xt 
made me brateful for :eith1s presence in my lifeg and for the 
bift of selfqdiscovery that he1d biven meA

’nd it made me e-cited for the ne-t chapter of my lifeg one in 
which x could live more authenticallyg more freelyg and more 
true to myselfA

’s if éivinity itself was endorsinb my newfound selfqawareq
nessg :eith found a new tenant in record timeA The timinb was 
serendipitousB the tenant was eaber to ta.e over my lease and 
move in ky 5F ’prilg thrilled to occupy the 6at midqmonthA

xn a whirlwind of activityg we arranbed our move to the farm 
within a mere two wee.sA 2ittinblyg the same removal company 
that had relocated my furniture from Mudtshoorn to Comerset 
Lest would now transport our comkined kelonbinbsg includq
inb my cherished pianog kac. to BadismithA
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’s we emkar.ed on this new chapterg 5F ’pril mar.ed a poibnant 
milestoneB the twoqmonth anniversary of my divorceA

The bentle hum of serendipity bave way to a thrillinb whisperB 
what if this is just the beginning?
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Beyond the Line

S ettling in at Free-at-Last farm, I felt the weight of my past 
slowly lifting, like the autumn morning mist that clung to the 

Budelsvrift .alleyT bhe chaotic stress of my pre.ious life, culminat-
ing in the turmoil of my vi.orce, Aegan to fave into the vistanceT 

qs I Areathev in the tranKuility of my new surrounvings, the ’lein 
’aroo:s uniKue Aeauty Aegan to heal my soulx the crass calls of the 
havevas, the gentle rustle of the winv through the thorn trees, anv 
the soft whisper of the lea.es on the young oli.e treesT

bhe farm itself was a testament to the power of transformationT 
’eith hav visco.erev it in ruins, a shell of its former selfT But with 
the help of a small team of vevicatev workers, he painstakingly 
reAuilt the house, restoring it to a newfounv splenvorT bogether, 
they coaNev life from the Aarren earth, anv the space was infusev 
with a sense of serenity anv reposeT

qs I eNplorev the property, I felt a veep connection to the lanv anv 
the sanctuary it pro.ivevT 

zestlev within a conser.ancy, the farm teemev with life, incluving 
free-roaming —eAras anv rev harteAeest that freKuently gra—ev on 
the surrounving slopesT bhe stillness of the ’aroo air was a Aalm to 
my fra——lev ner.esT From our hilltop perch, we witnessev Areath-
taking sunrises anv sunsets W kaleivoscopic eNplosions of color 
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that left us enchantevT bhe lanv seemev to holv anv support me, 
guiving me towarv a new virection anv fulRllmentT

But vespite the tranKuility of my new surrounvings, I coulvn:t 
shake the weight of my oAligationsT bhe vi.orce process hav Aeen 
costly, anv the settlement terms avvev to my AurvenT I was strug-
gling to come to terms with my new reality, facing a vaunting 
Rnancial lanvscapeT I knew I neevev a new perspecti.e, a way to 
se.er the chains of fear anv self-vouAt once anv for allT

’eith:s ga—e helv mine, a steavy anchor that calmev the turAulence 
within meT je sat together outsive, the warm sun on our skin, as 
I sharev my concerns with himT “With the divorce, you drew a line 
in the sand with Hennie,” he saiv gentlyT “It marked the end of a 
familiar cycle. But it seems to me that you’re still trapped in that 
cycle.” jith a stick, he vrew a line in the sanv anv, at one env, a 
circle that intersectev it, looping Aack to its starting pointT “This is 
the repetition of the old pattern,” he eNplainevT

’eith:s .oice was low anv soothing as he continuev, 

“This line represents the threshold between the old you 
and the new you, between the past and the future. 
You’ve been trying to straddle both worlds, sweetheart. 
Now it’s time to step beyond the line and set yourself 
free.”

qs I Aehelv the symAol, its power electriRev my sensesT

Inspirev, I sprang into action, fetching a printev copy of my vi-
.orce settlement agreementT ‘e-reaving it, I was reminvev of the 
lump sum payment I woulv gi.e him upon the successful registra-
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tion of the sale of my houseT qsive from that, there was another 
Rnancial implication anv it was this one phrase that Humpev outx 
a monthly ex gratia contribution towards his living expenses.

’eith anv I visco.erev that EeN gratia: meant Eout of goovwill:T

bhe irony was staggering W after all the pain anv sudering ?ennie 
hav causev me, I was still Aeing askev to show him kinvness anv 
generosity, as if I owev him a veAt of gratituveT It felt like a twistev 
sense of Hustice, where the perpetrator was Aeing rewarvev for their 
actions, while the .ictim was left to carry the AurvenT

I reali—ev that I hav Aeen shoulvering this Aurven out of a sense 
of vreav anv fear, Aut the truth was, I coulvn:t adorv itT It was 
like carrying a massi.e Aoulver on my Aack W e.ery step felt like a 
struggle, anv I knew I coulvn:t sustain it fore.erT

I turnev to zatascha for support, anv together we mave the veci-
sion to suspenv the monthly paymentsT She informev ?ennie .ia 
email that I was no longer working anv hav no means of support-
ing myself, let alone himT

Ine.itaAly, this vecision triggerev a .icious anv unyielving pursuit 
Ay ?ennie, who was hell-Aent on eNtracting e.ery last penny from 
meT 

jhen zatascha refusev to vi.ulge my new avvress anv where-
aAouts, his anger anv vetermination only intensiRevT ?e .owev to 
track me vown, to unco.er my new location, anv ser.e me with a 
ci.il lawsuit to force me to pay him the monthly instalmentsT 

It was like Aeing stalkev Ay a relentless prevator, always looking 
o.er my shoulver, ne.er knowing when the neNt Arutal attack 
woulv comeT
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qs I na.igatev the varkest corners of my eNistence, I coulvn:t shake 
the feeling that my life was a Aattlegrounv of eNtremesT Light anv 
varkness, goov anv e.il, vreav anv elation W the contrasts seemev 
to stretch on fore.erT 

O.ery time I thought I:v emergev into the light, ha.ing Rnally 
Aroken free from a cycle of pain, I:v soon Rnv myself facing a fresh 
facet of the same trauma in another area of my lifeT It was as if I 
was trappev in a laAyrinth, with each voor I openev leaving only 
to more twistev corrivorsT

jas I trappev in this .orteN Ay vesign, my soul Aounv to this 
karmic HourneyM ér was I fore.er tiev to a cycle of trauma, voomev 
to repeat the patterns of my pastM

qnv then there was the pressing Kuestion of Oster-4ari5, the car 
anv phone contract that I was still paying forT 

jhat was vri.ing this envless cycleM

jas there a way to Areak free, or was I fore.er trappevM

jas I Ara.e enough to confront the varkness within, or woulv I 
remain fore.er lost in its shavowsM
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Crossroads of Choice

T here existed a sacred pattern in my life, a rhythm of exhaus-
tion and elation, where the darkest moments beckoned the 

brightest miracles.

This was no exception.

Within weeks of being on the farm, we serendipitously, mirac-
ulously stumbled upon Ester-Marié's work and home address in 
Stellenbosch!

As I shared my news with a friend, her enthusiastic response 
pierced  the  armor  I’d  built  around  my  heart. “Reach  out  to 
Georick and Ester-Marié,” she encouraged, her words reopening 
old wounds and forcing me to confront the vulnerability I’d been 
trying to avoid.

As my school friend, who had known me since high school, she 
was astonished by the transformation she saw in me. She marveled 
at the happiness, joy, and love that Keith and I shared, and she 
believed that this new chapter in my life would be a game-changer 
for my children.

My heart swelled with a desire to reconnect with Georick and 
Ester-Marié, to introduce them to the mother I’d become — free, 
unshackled, and overzowing with love. 
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I craved a bond that was raw, honest, and unbridled.

As we explored reconciling with Georick and Ester-Marié, my 
friend emphasiCed the strong bond Ester-Marié and I once shared. 
We had often stayed at her :ape Town home during netball tour-
naments, cheering together for our daughters. 

To rekindle this connection, we devised a planR she’d call Georick 
in Fiebeek-West and visit Ester-Marié at her prestigious wine estate 
workplace.

I agreed, ecstatically, hoping and praying that this would be the 
turning point!

Dresh from our co4ee in 1urbanville,  she was keen to make 
progress. Without hesitation, she decided to call Georick on the 
spot. We returned to her car, where I began recording as she dialed 
his number.

HY minutes later, my hopes were crushed. Georick, oblivious to 
my presence, delivered a devastating verdictR no reconciliation. Ois 
words left no room for doubt.

Witnessing this conversation, I was trans6xed. My friend’s at-
tempts to convey my anguish met cold responses. Georick refused 
to acknowledge his role, unwilling to listen.

Ois boasts of transformative progress in Fiebeek-West implicated 
meR I’d stized his growth, bringing drama into his life.

The cutting remark, “I couldn’t help it that for 24 years she swal-
lowed her tongue,” seared itself into memory.

Georick’s refusal to confront inner shadows, projecting blame 
onto me, echoed past trauma. Daces zashed in my mindR Oennie, 
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Mom 1oreen. My sacred vow resurfacedR never again would I 
tolerate disrespect.

Their conversation ended abruptly, devolving into terseness.

My heart shuddered at the 6nality. 

7et, amidst devastation, an odd sense of liberation emerged.

8nce again, I realiCed I had a choice to make. It would never be 
about what happened to me, but about what I did with what 
happened to me.

Through my divorce, I had unearthed my greatest treasureR a life of 
freedom and joy. My inner sacred promise to my children was to 
remain unshackled, shining bright, and living proof that triumph 
over trauma was possible.

This vow, a beacon of unconditional self-love, stood independent 
of their choices — whether they drew near or created distance. My 
radiance, a testament to my resilience, would illuminate regardless, 
empowering them to forge their own paths to freedom.

The next day, my friend made a surprise visit to Ester-Marié at her 
workplace.

Oer verdict changed everythingR a reconciliation between Es-
ter-Marié and me was within reach.

A glimmer of possibility zickered to life.

8ne shattered relationship might yet be redeemed.

The unknown beckoned ...

And I stood poised.
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Every Mother’s 
Dream

I t was 31 May 2019. Daylight burst over the Karoo landscape 
like a canvas of ,rem scattering darkness with vibrant hues. In 

tandeAm Ay soul stirred. : tapestry of AeAories unfolded- Aultiq
faceted.

:s I pondered these AeAoriesm Keith and I Aeandered through 
scenic roads to the picturesLue zanHerac Cotelm a stunning Sape 
Dutch Aasterpiecem outside Ttellenbosch. ’his iconic hoteljs Aaq
çestic gablesm whitewashed faEadem and tranLuil water features had 
set the stage for a proAising reconciliation between ésterqMari; 
and Ae.

: thousand thoughts raced through Ay Aind and AeAories 
storAed Ae.
: tuAultuous sea of highs and lowsR thrills and heartaches.

’hey ravaged Ay Aind.
’ore through Ay soul and spirit. 
Srashing their waves against the shores of Ay consciousness. 

5elentlessm they drove Ae to forge a new path forwardm seeking 
signi,cance for ésterqMari; and Ae.
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My thoughts reeled back to the trauAa of her 201x Aatric year-

Cennie was a wrecking ball of Aassive proportionm deciAating 
her. 

The Aade a draAatic decision- eNchanging netball for sole focus 
on acadeAicsm which rewarded her with a very high Aatric end 
result. 

:nother bold choice followed- foregoing her schooljs Aatric 
farewell.

“Mom, it’s all just for show. Dress up and loads of 
expenses. And then, what? It’s empty, meaningless. 
I’d rather not go.”

My proAise to her-

“I’m going to reward you for this decision. How 
about you and me fly to Namibia and retrace dad-
dy’s roots in his country of birth? I owe you that. 
We’ll create beautiful memories before you leave for 
Netherlands next year!”

Tnapshots of our 6aAibian adventure burst forthm seared into 
Ay soul-

: hilarious Luad bike ride on the Aaçestic dunes.
Tavoring oysters and chaApagne on a leisurelym tipsy boat cruise.
IntiAate encounters with parrotsm pelicans and 7aAingos.
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Toulqcrushing 7ashbacks unfolded like a  rollercoaster  ride 
through the years-

2018- ’he euphoria of visiting her in 6etherlands.
201J- ’he focus and deterAination of her studies.
201—- ’he crushing blow of divorce trauAa.

’he afterAath of :rAageddon-

’he devastating brokenness.
’he crippling shatteredness.

5eAeAbering her 21st birthday on 1— Bune the year before-

Cennie had locked hiAself away in his section of the housem 
and I was denied access to her photo albuAs. 

Despite the strained circuAstancesm I yearned to craft soAeq
thing eNtraordinary for her birthday F a celebration of her 
blossoAing into adulthood F a precious gift inscribed on the 
deepest ,bers of Ay Aotherjs heart.

‘uried treasures of her life resurfaced as I  eNcavated snapq
shots froA the depths of Ay coAputer. Worgotten AoAents 
reqeAergedR chronicling her çourney froA infancy to young 
adulthood.

Cours of online searching for the perfect Aelody culAinated 
in Oévery Motherjs DreaAjm a hauntingly beautiful song that 
echoed Ay souljs longing. 

?ith treAbling hands and a heart over7owingm I painstakingly 
synced each lyric to a visual portrayal of her growth. ’ears 
cascaded like winter rain down Ay face. Cer story unfolded. 
MeAories swirledm a kaleidoscope of eAotions.
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My heart bled with every note and each fraAe held a piece of Ay 
shattered soul.

’he Aelody becaAe Ay laAentm a syAphony of love and longing. 

In that daym tiAe stood stillm and all that eNisted was the ache of lovem 
the sting of longingm and the beauty of AeAory.

Yur relationship was already severely strainedm but I had hoped this 
gesture would Aend the shattered Airror of our trust. 

Cer birthday dawnedm and I sent the videom hoping for heartfelt 
gratitude. 

’he responseU
: polite thank you.
Cer brevity pierced Ay soul.
More sharply than I dared confess.

’hen Ay thoughts careened towards her disappearance with the 
car and the phone. 
’he disregard.
’he disrespect. 

Weeling her trauAam her pain.

’orn between forgiveness and forgetting. My heart lacerated. 

Ijd already lost one child. Do I really want to lose the other one as 
wellU
?asnjt there a shiAAer of hopeU
:t least she was prepared to Aeet with Aem her brother was notU

Sonfronting Ay own inner darkness.
My shadows.
’he ruins inside Ay own soul. 
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My seeAing inability to forge an unbreakable connection with 
Ay two children.
zike soAe curse. 

’hinking of all Ay atteApts at growingm evolvingm Aaturing.
Petm still falling short.
Wailing.

Sycles repeating.
:nd Aem a sAall boat adrift in a storAy sea.

’hen againm Ay inner resolve.
My inner coApass pointing unwaveringly to Ay true north. 

Enshakeable.
Fowerful.
Ttrong.
Enwavering.

5eAeAbering Ay hypnotherapy session with the x2 wolves: 

... where are my children? why can’t I see them? 

... souls are souls, everything is okay ...they’re free, 
unencumbered by human burdens ... I’m free, too, 
no longer bound by fear and doubt ...

’henm at that AoAent in the Saddym as the sun spilled its ,rst 
rays over the Aaçestic Aountains behind us- 

Keith the catalyst. In action. Fowerful. Ttrong. ’hrowing Ae a 
lifeline. 
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“Apologize,” he whispered gently.
“Relieve her burden.
Set yourself free.”

Cis words were oNygenR I inhaled deeply.

’he notion of ésterqMari; and Aem engaging in a senseless Aind 
discussion F Oyou saidm I saidR you didnjtm I didR youjre wrongm IjA 
rightj F reeked of Cenniejs toNic legacy. I was desperate to set us 
free.

I snatched the lifeline.
?ith every shred of strength.
I clung.
5eborn.

:s the sun boldly crested the Aountains and claiAed the skym I 
heard the shackles shatter. I felt the bonds break. 

My soul released a sigh and Divinity took a breath. 

:s calA descendedm Ay heart dropped a pebble. Its ripples echoed 
through stillnessm a proAise of peace.
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The Space Between 
Us

W ithin the Lanzerac Hotel’s elegant con,nesu smnlight 
streawing thromgh the dinbod yatheb we in serenit.A 

kncient oaf treesu sentinels op Meaceu todereb omtsibeA

Eorning’s Mrowise toof shaMe in -steréEari'—s pragile swileu 
her trewyling hanbs yetra.ing rad ewotionA Her e.es T shabé
odeb y. inner tmrwoil T camtiomsl. wet wineA vhe. reIealeb 
xicfers op pearu hoMeu anb longingA vhis Mortrait tolb a stor. op 
resilienceu op a soml yrmiseb .et mnyrofenA

q stoob yepore the wirror op selpérexectionu smrromnbeb y. the 
tenber honest. op w. odn Imlnerayilit.A kcfnodlebging Mast 
wistafesu q toof resMonsiyilit.A “Regardless of your choice,” q 
beclareb dith resolIeu “I have created a new narrative, choosing 
to make the best of my new life, one of happiness and freedom.”

E. prienbu Moiseb to webiateu das tafen ayacf y. the mneKé
Mecteb wagnitmbe op w. beclarationA -steréEari'—s gaze locfeb 
onto wineu tears op reliep anb release streawing silentl. bodn 
yoth omr pacesA “Thank you, mommy,” she dhisMerebu her Ioice 
trewylingA “This means everything.”
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qn that xeeting instantu tiwe’s Ieil liptebu reIealing the ;mantmw 
,elb’s sacreb lanbscaMeA vhe interconnectebness op all things shone 
yrightu illmwinating the Math to inner adafeningA E. soml’s beMths 
stirrebu mnpolbing into its odn in,nite MotentialA

Seith enterebu his Mresence an amra op calwA vhe belicate gminea 
podl peather in his hanb seeweb a s.wyol op pragile yeamt.A -sé
teréEari' smggesteb q call hiwB she’b life to weetA His interest in 
her Massion por horses igniteb a connection T a sense op cowwon 
gromnb ewergeb as the. belIeb into storiesA .creenshots prow ribé
ing lessons reIealeb wowents op her inner dorlbA

ks de Martebu -steréEari' delcoweb Seith’s inIitation to the parwA 
vhe wagic lingereb T introbmctions to her colleagmesu tenber 
gooby.esA

/eneath the coswic sf.u q smrMasseb yomnbaries op tiwe anb sMaceA 
E. Mrincessu once lostu nod stoob yepore weu swilingA Her dings 
mnpmrlebA
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Rising from the Ruins
Stardust & Souler


Copyrighted by Divinity
And Birthed on the Cusp of the Butterfly’s Wings

She Drinks the Dew from the Breath of Life
Muses her Masterpieces at the Majestic Mind

And Embalms her Sacrifices in Tears of Cinnamon, Sage and 
Myrrh

In the Deserts of her Desertions
And the Caves of her Captivities

She Stills her Winds
and Smothers her En-cindered Flames

She Offers her Sunbows and Rainbeams to the Eye of Day
And Ultra Violets her Visions in the Blinding Silhouettes of her 

Many Midnight Moons

Exhausted to Depletion
She Gathers her Fragrant Embers

And Finally Combusts her Soul and Spirit
She Fumes her Hellish Volcanoes

And then Salutes their Consecrated Ruins

In the Revelation of the Now she Fully Exterminates
She Wholly Consumes, Purifies, Singes and Sears herself into the 
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Rebirth of Resurrection
She Melts her Myths into Miracles

She Wicks her Wishes into Awakenings
She Smoulders her Sacrifices into Serendipities

As she Sends her Phoenixes on Flights of Fantasies
She is Now SunCatcher, FireSwan, FlameBird and SkyLark

Yes

This WaxWinged Butterfly Now
Gallops the Galactic Gateways

Like the Wild Mustang of the Milky Way

All Her Heavens And Earths Are Eternally Ablaze!

— Elmarie Arnold

I n the velvety silence, a whispered summons echoed, shattering 
the shackles of my past. Arise. The phoenix, an eternal guardian 

of hope, unfolded majestic wings, beckoning me toward radiant 
renewal. As I emerged, transformed, petals of light unfurled, re-
leasing Honey bush’s sweet scent. You are reborn.

Life transformed into a kaleidoscope of wonder. Ester-Marié's vis-
its sparked stardust memories: laughter-echoing target practice, 
quad-bike adventures, kite-surzng escapades, and stargaKing con-
versations under the Waroo’s celestial canvas.

Her Emirates success story unfolded like a mirage, guiding her 
through interviews and celebrating triumphs as she landed the air 
hostess role. 4ith Weith’s catalyst support, car payments vanished, 
and the phone contract lapsed. Her car sold within 8O hours, and 
Fat remnants returned to the farm.
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Weith and I blossomed, nurturing love through laughter, joy, and 
tender assurances. Pur haven, Cree-at-Last farm, Fourished with 
feathered friends and became a launch pad for adventures. 4e 
embarked on journeys through Sort EliKabeth’s winds and 3ape 
Town’s mountains. 3onversations Fowed, unearthing traumas, 
o4ering empathy, guidance, and healing. Like my mom and dad, 
we navigated life’s journey as soulmates, dissolving disagreements.

5anctuary shadows danced as we confronted our vulnerabilities, 
embracing transformation. Lightness enveloped me. Srophesies 
manifested, overwhelming me with gratitude. I died to myself, 
rising reborn.



67

Desert Dreams and 
Daughters

T he year 2020 was like no other. At the threshold of turmoil, 
I found joy in Dubai, visiting Ester-Marié on a 10-day va-

cation during the peeting days of Ore-Oandemic normalcy. Cur 
world teetered on the OreciOice, whisOers of VC9ID-1’'s omi-
nous threat circulating, yet still unseen. 

In this liminal sOace, our bond pourished, unmasked and carefree. 
My heart swelled with Oride witnessing Ester-Marié;s blossoming 
indeOendencex our connection glowed, untainted by lockdowns' 
and uncertainty's looming shadows.

As her thoughtful gestures unfolded, my stay transformed into an 
unforgettable eHOerience. èer emOloyer's comOlimentary return 
pight set the tone, but the true masterOiece was yet to come. The 
OiSce de résistance arrived when air hostesses warmly Oresented me 
with a beautifully wraOOed welcome gift, a tangible testament to 
Ester-Marié;s thoughtful consideration.

As I steOOed oY the Olane, jetlag's weary griO loosened its hold, 
overshadowed by my uncontainable eHcitement to meet Gilver. 
Ester-Marié;s heartwarming rescue of this former racehorse had 
already won my heartx I couldn't wait to see the bond between 
them. !es, while other mothers' daughters sOlurged on Kucci bags 
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and designer clothes, my daughter invested in a horse‘ I gifted 
her a custom t-shirt, designed by zeith and me, featuring Gil-
ver's image and the Ohrase Uèome is where my horse is'. 

Ester-Marié treated me to a breathtaking horseback ride on 
Dubai's outskirts, immersing us in the desert's surreal beauty, 
where dusty hues merged with vibrant sunsets. The setting 
sun cast a warm orange glow through Dubai's signature ha:e, 
illuminating majestic dunes and casting long shadows. Ghe rode 
Gilver, while I mounted the tamest horse in the stables‘ èa‘ Ko 
qgure, I, a novice rider, adored every moment‘

Gilver's routines were undoubtedly the heartbeat of my visit, 
but Ester-Marié and I also eHOlored the LAE's vibrant land-
scaOeR from heart-stoOOing dune bashing to mesmeri:ing Oer-
formances, savoring eH—uisite cuisine and strolling through 
luHurious malls, every moment radiating Dubai's allure.

èer thoughtful gestures, resOect, time, gifts and treats are 
forever etched in my soul. The reciOrocity was liberating. It 
seemed she qnally acknowledged and aOOreciated my eYorts, 
my oOen hand bridging qnancial gaOs èennie had ignored. I 
qnally had a child who reciOrocated with kindness and gen-
erosity. DesOite our comOleH history and lingering wounds, it 
felt like we were healing. The Baw of Kiving and >eceiving had 
aOOarently left its mark on her heart.

A lingering unease resurfaced as Ester-Marié;s words echoed in my 
mindR “Mom, at our meeting at Lanzerac, if you’d blamed me, I 
would’ve left.” This haunting admission laid bare my deeO-seat-
ed fearsR being disemOowered, silenced, and qnancially eHOloited. 
TemOted to unravel the Oast, I chose instead to anchor myself 
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in her Oresent kindness. Gtill, doubts whisOered, refusing to be 
silenced.

As I arrived, Ester-Marié;s recent encounter with someone sOecial 
still radiated eHcitement. Geeing her haOOy and in love lifted my 
heart, and I fervently hoOed this new connection would blossom 
into a beautiful, healthy relationshiO, mirroring zeith's and mine. 
This, I believed, would break the cycle of karmic debt, ending 
the reOetition of trauma and birthing a new legacy for our future 
generations.

All too soon, it was time to py back, and not a moment too soon. 
Although I was elated to have attended Ester-Marié;s Orestigious 
graduation ceremony, growing concerns and anguish about her 
immediate future as an air hostess loomed, given the looming 
threat of the Vovid-1’ Oandemic. 

LOon arrival at VaOe Town International AirOort, I encountered 
OeoOle wearing masks for the qrst time. That evening, our Ores-
ident announced on national television that Gouth Africa's bor-
ders would close, grounding all pights. Again, I marveled at life's 
serendiOity, how events worked in my favor.

zeith welcomed me back with oOen arms and a radiant smile. >e-
turning to our beloved farm, I found the same red cardboard hearts 
that had once adorned his fridge ? symbols of his manifestation 
for our Oerfect union ? now tenderly Olaced on my Oillow. A 
heart-shaOed note beside them read, Welcome home, Sweetie, I love 
you.

Gharing the many joyful events and Ester-Marié;s Orecious bond, 
I told zeith about our day at a traditional Dubai restaurant, in-
dulging in Gahraa, Dubai's signature tea blend, and sweet treats. 
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@ut Ester-Marié;s words soon turned ominous: 

“Mom, I don’t want to frighten you, but I must tell you 
daddy’s been harassing me to reveal your location. He’s 
building a case against you and will serve papers soon. 
Be prepared, mom.”

Ch dear, the gnawing sense of imOending doom eHOected the 
inevitable. 

èennie would qnd me, force me to Oay him for life, shattering my 
haOOiness with zeith. 

The ugly monster loomed, mouth wide oOen, ready to devour me.
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The Unwelcome 
Visitor

A s surely as winter’s icy grip follows autumn’s fading warmth, 
the shadows of my past loomed, poised to encroach upon 

the serenity I’d painstakingly cultivated. The seasons of my life had 
long been marked by turmoil, and I intuitively knew that the calm 
was Neeting.

Oo ominous signs foretold the events that would unfold.

Kne zne day, like any other, -eith and I coWied up together on 
the comfortable twojseater couch on our porch, surrounded by 
vibrant blooms of lavender and rosemary. Re sipped steaming cofj
fee, enCoying the Sonnie Sooster Bomedy Mhow unfolding before 
us. The daily spectacle of Sonnie’s proud struts, accompanied by 
his harem’s soft clucks and comical chase for Cuicy bugs, never 
failed to delight.

Kur vibrant succulent -aroo garden reNected the warm sun’s 
golden glow. The melodious calls  of  -aroo Thrushes,  Bape 
Sobins and Mouthern Poubous zlled the air with their gentle symj
phony. In the background, a barbet pecked out its familiar rhythm 
on a nearby weathered tree trunk, its rough bark glistening in the 
sunlight. In this serene atmosphere, we basked in the sanctity of 
our blissful life.
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Muddenly, a dust cloud appeared on the horiWon, signaling the 
approach of a car. xuch to our surprise, it turned into our gate, 
and -eith got up to greet the unknown visitors at the back of the 
house. 

I didn’t think much of it, since getting lost was common on those 
intricate roads. Yeople usually relied on -eith to e:plain the correct 
route, which he had done many times before.

The ne:t minute, -eith reappeared, and I immediately saw by the 
look on his face that something was amiss. Fet, I was still unprej
pared for the words that tumbled from his lips. 

I could see that he dreaded sharing them with me as much as I 
dreaded hearing those wordsG 

“Sweetie, I’m sorry to say, but it’s the sheriff. He has 
court papers from Hennie that he needs to serve you.”

A bolt of shock seared through me, shattering my world. I drifted 
on a maelstrom of disbelief, turmoil and glacial fear.

Hear morphed into a ravenous beast, claws digging deep. “You 
dared to flee?” it snarled, venom dripping from its words. “I pledged 
to hunt you down. Now, you’re trapped. Mine to claim.”

—loom descended, I stumbled through the hallway, desperate to 
escape. Hingers scrabbling against cool sandstone, I clung to the 
wall. Mhadows loomed like specters, their darkness suEocating. 
The cold, damp air clung to me like a shroud.

I collapsed onto our bed and burst into uncontrollable sobs. Imj
ages Nashed through my mind like a qollywood horror movie.
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-eith, recogniWing my paralysis, signed the papers on my behalf. 
qe returned with a thick sheaf, its pages resembling the lifeless 
corpse of my soul – cold, heavy, and reeking of malevolence. 
qis e:pression mirrored my dread.

Mummoning a sliver of courage, I began to read.

xy trembling zngers blurred the words. xy throat parched, I 
struggled to breathe. …ach dreaded word conzrmed qennie’s 
menacing promises.

xonths ago, -eith drew a zrm line in the sand, symboliWing our 
resolve. qennie’s civil claim sought immediate payment of all 
subse;uent e: gratia arrears, plus costs.

Seeling from the claim’s impact, we mailed the documents to 
Oatascha. True to her integrity, she promptly phoned back with 
reassuring wordsG

“Elmarie, he’s made a huge blunder. He sued you in 
the wrong court. Let me write to him, demanding 
retraction and proper filing. This enables us to claim 
costs before refiling. I’ll also emphasize your unem-
ployed status, rendering fund provision impossible.
Relax, don’t stress – enjoy a glass of wine. I’ve got 
this!”

Oatascha e:ecuted the Coup de Grace L the fatal blow.

Hastjforward to the future 8

Oo more court papers from qennie. …ver.
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The ancient —reeks called it hubris9 …astern philosophies term it 
karma. :ife’s entropy embodies this timeless principleG to:ic seeds 
sown in another’s garden ripen into selfjdestruction. Risdom lies 
in recogniWing the inseparable bond between action and consej
;uence.

As we sow, so shall we reap L in our own backyard.

Rinter’s icy grip on my soul znally released9 the zrst signs of spring 
emerged slowly –

I had escaped, dodged the bullet, and was znally free at last.

Or had I merely rearranged my chains?

The past whispered, Little lamb, you’re not free yet.
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Divine Portals and 
Deluges

I n the library of the soul, numbers served as sacred texts, 
guiding me through life’s labyrinth.

5 May 2021 loomed on the calendar, its 5-5-5 conkguration 
becwoning me toTard the mysterious and unwnoTn. phis nu-
meric trinity marwed the kfth day of the kfth month of a year 
Those numbers converged in (erfect synchrony +2=0=2=1)5W.

Kithin the intimate s(ace of our talws, —eith and I unearthed 
a mysterious aqnity F a Auiet resonance that linwed us to 
distinct numerical (atterns. 7or —eith, 555 held signikcance, 
a((earing in his (hone number. Ds number 5 on the rugby 
keld, it also re(resented balance, change, and freedom F a 
tri(le resonance that etched the number into his identity, liwe 
a subtle Tatermarw.

I, too, had a long-standing aqnity for the number O, and its 
tri(le re(etition F OOO F held a s(ecial signikcance. In an-
cient lore, O re(resented s(iritual groTth, Tisdom, and inner 
wnoTing. Its (resence felt comforting, a reassuring nod from 
Givinity. Cur shared ex(eriences Tove these numbers into the 
fabric of our connection.
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Cne day in 2021, I Auietly noted 5-5-5 on my Loogle Yalendar. 
D gentle nudge Tithin This(ered, This date matters. I shared 
my intuition Tith —eith, saying, “Sweetie, I feel drawn to 5 May. 
Something significant might happen, though I’m unsure what.”

Ds Te entered our third year on 7ree-at-Bast farm, the O-year 
drought gri((ed the —lein —aroo landsca(e. :et, our life to-
gether Tas a lush oasis. zut for me, the (arched terrain echoed 
memories of my (ast F arid, harsh, and des(erate for relief.

phunderstorms teased Tith brief doTn(ours, only to vanish, 
leaving dust and disa((ointment. phe (arched earth sTalloTed 
every dro(, its cracws reo(ening liwe unhealed Tounds. My oTn 
soul had once mirrored this desolation, but Tith —eith, I’d 
knally found sustenance. Dnd still, I thirsted for more.

Khen rumors of ex(ected heavy rains surfaced on the morning 
of 5 May 2021, Te Tere swe(tical. Dfter all, Te’d seen countless 
forecasts over tTo years, only to face disa((ointment.

Ke Tent to bed Tith thunder rumbling and (romises of rain.

phe 11400 (.m. doTn(our slammed us aTawe, its fury im-
(ossible to slee( through. Massive thundercla(s boomed and 
cracwled, shawing our sturdy farmhouse to its core. Bightning 
electriked the darwness, casting eerie silhouettes on our sand-
stone Talls.

Cur eyes sna((ed Tide, Tonder etched on our faces. Ke lay 
there, aTestrucw, as rain (ounded our corrugated iron roof 
Tith deafening intensity.

zreTing coRee at midnight, Te huddled together, slee( forgotten. 
phunder rumbled, its loT groTls vibrating through every cell. 
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Bightning ‘ashed, illuminating sheets of Tater cascading doTn 
(arched slo(es liwe liAuid silver.

Ds the storm raged on, our farm transformed. phe air cracwled 
Tith an electric intensity, klled Tith the sTeet, earthy aroma of 
(etrichor F the (rimal scent born Then rain wisses dry soil F 
and the shar(, fresh tang of oEone.

Ke’d o(en the sliding door occasionally, braving the rain to 
checw on the outbuildings.

Dt 1400 a.m., after a brief re(rieve, Te ventured out in our 
SxS, eAui((ed Tith a bright light. phe nearby Clifants !iver 
had burst its banws, Tith Tater surging onto the small cement 
bridge, threatening to over‘oT. Ke inched forTard, transkxed 
by the churning torrent.

Dnother doTn(our drove us bacw home, seewing refuge. Cur 
roof leawed, (roving the old —aroo adage4 8jvery house has at 
least one leaw, since it never rains.’ Ke hastily grabbed bucwets 
and containers to catch the dri((ing Tater.

phe absurdity of it all  brought a smile to our faces. Ds the 
rain (aused, the dri(s from each bucwet created their oTn 
Auirwy melody. Baughter and aTe entTined as Te sat entranced, 
listening to this maweshift sym(hony.

Morning light cre(t over the hills at 5400 a.m. Ke set out again 
in our SxS to ex(lore. D nearby dam-burst had transformed the 
road into a raging river, Tith dee( chasms and u(rooted terrain 
blocwing our (ath. !elieved our hillto( home esca(ed serious 
damage, Te turned bacw, humbled by the storm’s (oTer.
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?mall rivers ‘oTed doTn slo(es, carrying branches and leaves. 
zefore our eyes, the —lein ?Tart !iver, a usually e(hemeral stream 
that might go years Tithout ‘oTing, had metamor(hosed into a 
mighty force. 7looding its banws in full vieT of our house, it roared 
liwe ocean Taves. Cur little oasis, once (arched, noT (ulsed Tith 
life.

Cn our Tay bacw, Te (assed a small dam on —eith’s farm that 
had been bone-dry since the day he introduced me to the farm. 
Cften, driving (ast it on our Tay to toTn, he’d Tistfully tell me 
that he Tondered if he’d ever see it Tith Tater again. phe last time 
he recalled it having any Tater Tas over a decade ago.

Kell, that morning Te couldn’t believe our eyesN Ds daylight ‘ood-
ed the valley and Te could see the surroundings more clearly, Te 
had to sto( our SxS. Ke Tere in shocw. —eith’s dam Tas bursting 
its banwsN

phe rain (ersisted throughout the morning, then suddenly ceased 
at midday, as if the swies had knally exhausted their fury. Ke 
ste((ed out, aTestrucw, to measure the deluge4 our rain meter had 
over‘oTed multi(le times, but careful em(tying and recalculating 
yielded an astonishing total F 190 mm, sur(assing the (revious 
eight years combinedN

Ds I re‘ected on our 5-5-5 day, I marveled at the absolute miracle 
Te’d Titnessed4 Givinity, in all its maCesty, transforming a bar-
ren dam into an over‘oTing oasis in the blinw of an eye. phis 
breathtawing s(ectacle etched an indelible message in my heart F 
a testament to the (oTer of unTavering faith. 

Givinity This(ered4 Never stop believing in miracles; they unfold in 
the most unexpected ways.
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phis e(i(hany infused me Tith an intoxicating mix of excitement, 
antici(ation, and elation. 

I felt the thrill of (ossibility, Tondering4 Khat other Tonders did 
2021 hold in storeD 

phe rain (oured doTn liwe a celestial messenger, heralding the 
main event, a grand unfolding that Tould sur(ass my Tildest 
dreams.

Eothing F not even the miraculous dam klling F could have 
(re(ared me for the revelations of 2F Eovember 2021. Givinity, 
faithful to its (romises, unveiled its (lan on an 11-11 day +2=F day, 
eleventh monthW. 

phe number 11, symboliEing a divine (ortal, stood as a gateTay 
betTeen heaven and earth, becwoning me to ste( into the un-
wnoTn, There bliss and magic aTaited.
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Bling and Barefoot on 
the Beach

A s  I  receto  nu  ndr  sereuipmponds  grso  -eeopuk  nu 
sduSapssei Borhui ,eht’w Ib- slemo fhta on o’e o’rpyy 

nv lpouesspuk Keith the Kite-surfer oh-e -hu. h oe-mesodnds 
lhMez FdpCeuferkw h yekeuihr. sdrverbs mhrhipse l’ere Physe 
,h.bs s’nres -eeo o’e -nduohpus nv Nhme Wnpuo qhopnuhy Whraw 
lhs ’ps myh.krnduiz

xpo’ eht’ kdsow ’ebi ’hruess o’e lpuibs vdr.w snhrpuk htrnss pos 
odr–dnpse eKmhuse ypae h -.o’pthy sehSkniw ’ps fnhri ihutpuk 
nu o’e treso nv o’e lhMesz Fehul’pyew I lhiei nu o’e feht’w 
ihutpuk pu o’e s’hyynl lhoersw -dspt pu -. ehrsw threvree hui 
ynso pu o’e -n-euoz

,do feueho’ o’e sdrvhtew huno’er lnryi hlhpoei H nue Oepo’ 
’hi ynuk eKmynrei hs hu hMpi ipMer hui -hsoervdy duierlhoer 
m’nonkrhm’erz Tps e.esw hkynl lpo’ lnuierw lndyi ypk’o dm 
retnduopuk ohyes nv tnrhy reevs oee-puk lpo’ ypvew s’pmlretas 
s’rndiei pu -.soer.w hui o’e eo’erehy fhyyeo nv -hrpue trehS
odresz I .ehruei on ieyMe puon o’ps rehy-w on eKmerpeute o’e -hkpt 
o’ho irel Oepo’ feueho’ o’e lhMesz

qnlw hs ndr ynMe sonr. tnuMerkei lpo’ ’ps fpro’ih.w I ehkery. huS
optpmhoei o’e duMepypuk nv Keith the Diver — h kdhriphu nv setreos 
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’piieu feueho’ o’e Iuiphu Dtehubs sdrvhtew h t’rnuptyer nv o’e 
duseeuw hui h apuirei smprpo fndui on o’e o’rpyy nv ipstnMer.z

Oepo’w eMer o’e pusmprei hiMeuodrer hui ndoinnr euo’dsphsow smrhuk 
puon htopnuz ,evnre ynukw le ’hi cpk’os fnnaei vrn- Nhme 1nluw 
uesoyei ho o’e sndo’eru opm nv Avrpthw on 2drfhuw h Mpfrhuo tnhsohy 
tpo. 0w:RR a- unro’ehsoz 

Ddr iesopuhopnu3 Nnrhy 2pMers jesnroz 1’ps orhu–dpy nhsps uesoyei 
ndospie Bnilhuh ,h.w h mrnoetoei -hrpue reserMe reunluei vnr pos 
soduupuk reevs hui ipMerse -hrpue ypvez xpo’ h reuoei thr lhpopuk 
ho Opuk B’hah Aprmnrow lebi e-fhra nu h steupt 8RR a- 9ndrue. 
unro’w orhtpuk o’e Iuiphu Dtehubs tnhsoypuez xe fnnaei hu ESupk’o 
soh. pu ,dukhynl qnz Zw s’rndiei f. ’dke oreesw o’e empon-e nv h 
rn-huopt keohlh.z 

As le mremhrei on esthme o’e Ohrnnbs sd--er ’ehow I euMpspnuei ds 
p--ersei pu Bnilhuhbs sdfornmpthy mhrhipsez 1’ps Mhthopnu tnpuS
tpiei mervetoy. lpo’ Oepo’bs fpro’ih. nu 8 2ete-ferz 

!Ktpoeiw le iemhroei o’e vhr- ehry. nu Fnuih.w :Z qnMe-fer 
:R:0z Avoer sdttessvdyy. tn-myeopuk h orhusvnr-hopMe :ZSih. 9dptS
puk tyehusew I lhs o’rpyyei on -hra o’e ntthspnu lpo’ h smetphy 
-pyesonue3 shMnrpuk -. grso aupveShuiSvnra -ehy pu uehry. h -nuo’z

1’e myhu3 Oepo’ lndyi irnm -e ho o’e ’hpriresser hui veot’ -e 
yhoerz xebi eu9n. sehvnni ho Dtehu ,hsaeow h mnmdyhr puoeruhopnuhy 
sehvnni resohdrhuo t’hpu pu FdpCeuferkw o’eu smeui o’ree upk’os 
ho ’ps feht’spie cho fevnre c.puk on 2drfhu nu : 2ete-ferz

1’rpyyei hfndo ndr grso cpk’o onkeo’erw le ynnaei vnrlhri on eKS
mynrpuk OlhGdydSqhohyw h mrnMpute duvh-pyphr on -ez !Mer.o’puk 
snduiei pi.yyptz I huoptpmhoei smnropuk h frhui uel ’hprso.ye lpo’ 
’nue.S’dei ’pSypoesL
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xe lere pu ’pk’ smprpos hs le yevo o’e vhr- ehry. o’ho -nrupukw 
sonmmpuk -pilh. vnr h thmmdttpun pu o’e –dhpuo Mpyyhke nv jpMperS
snuiereuiw fevnre Oepo’ irnmmei -e n‘ vnr -. ’hpr hmmnpuo-euo 
ho 03RR mz-z pu 4nrinubs ,h.z

Te apssei -e knnif.ew eKmressei h verMeuo lps’ on -. ’hpriresser 
on trehoe h -hsoermpete lpo’ -. ’hprw hui irnMe n‘w mresd-hfy. 
on ’hMe huno’er tn‘ee sn-el’ere hui aeem ’p-seyv fds. duopy ’e 
tndyi tn-e hui veot’ -e hkhpuz

“pooye ipi I aunlL

Io ’hi ohaeu Oepo’ spK leeas on myhu hui eKetdoe o’e ”,pk xeiipuk 
Bdrmrpseb hui ’nl on odru h leyySmyhuuei Bnilhuh ipMpuk ’nypih. 
puon h ’nue.-nnu lpo’ndo -e sdsmetopuk h o’pukL 

1’e sorhoek. lhs sp-myez Io ’hi on re-hpu h merveto setreo lpo’ -e 
nuy. aunlpuk pu o’e yhso -pudoez 

Wrn-pses nv h ipuuer ihute pu Nhme 1nlu eusdrei h Mer. smetphy 
fyhta iress lhs mhtaei lpo’ s’nes hui httessnrpes on -hot’z Oepo’bs 
sdmmnsei khrhke tyehuSdm mrnidtei h Mer. smetphy hui mersnuhypCei 
rpukw rehi. vnr -. gukerz 

1’e ,pk 2h. ’hi hrrpMeiz :Z qnMe-fer :R:0z 1p-e ohrkeow &3RR 
mz-z

Oepo’ smrhuk puon htopnu3 ,d. t’h-mhkuew fnna puon o’e ’noey 
rnn-w ’pie hyy nv -. thsesw tyno’esw tns-eopts hui knnipes pu o’e 
rnn-w lpo’ un tyde Mpspfyez 1’euw oeKo o’e -hrrphke n(terw m’nS
onkrhm’er hui unohr. hoonrue.z Ayy tnugr-ei3 )We’ll be there at 
4:00 p.m. as plannedz… 

1’e Dtehu ,hsaeo ? Dtehu ,reeCe Tnoey pu Borhui lhs hfndo on 
’hMe o’epr grso ”,ypuk ? ,hrevnno nu o’e ,eht’b leiipukL
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Du o’e ino 83RR mz-z hui I lhs rehi.w smnropuk h frhui uel ’hprS
so.ye hui ynnapuk hs seK. hs eMer 5httnripuk on Oepo’GL 

Te aemo -e ohyapuk hyy o’e lh. on o’e Dtehu ,hsaeo ? Dtehu ,reeCe 
Tnoeyz )Lovely hair, sweetie! Who chose the hi-lite colors? Are you 
happy with the cut?” 

jpiptdynds s-hyy ohya vnr h -hu ypae Oepo’z

As le hrrpMeiw I unoptei o’e ’noeybs spku hui hssd-ei Oepo’ ’hi 
o’ndk’ovdyy. dmkrhiei ndr thsdhy ipuuer myhus on o’ps mptodres–de 
ynthopnuz TnleMerw -. tdrpnspo. mp–dei l’eu ’e f.mhssei o’e 
resohdrhuo euorhute hui yei -e on o’e ypvo pusoehiz

xpo’pu -pudoesw le reht’ei o’e o’pri cnnrw hui jnn- 80R fetaS
nueiz F. tnuvdspnu odruei on pu–dpr.3 “What’s going on, sweetie? 
Why are we here?”

,. o’euw Oepo’ ’hi estnroei -e nuon o’e fhytnu.w reMehypuk h 
freho’ohapuk Mpel nMer Borhui feht’ hui 4nrinubs ,h. H 1’e 
myhte le ynMez

1’e Wyhu aptaei puz 

)Sweetheart, I have only one question to ask you ...Will you marry 
meI…  

Ausler H )Of course, Sweetie!” … 

Aui o’eu o’e ,pk Due yhuiei H 

“Will you marry me TODAY?” 

I leuo puon pusohuo etsohopt s’ntaL Oepo’ ihs’ei vnr o’e N’h-S
mhkuez Neyefrhopnus fekhuL 
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“Ok sweetie … 
You have 45 minutes to get ready …
At 4:00 p.m. Dion the marriage officer, Fanus the photographer, and 
Marianne the notary attorney, will be downstairs to marry us … 
All your things are in the cupboard … 
Would you like some more Champagne? ...”  

I ’hi oln -nrez

1’e reso ps ’psonr. hui le ’hMe -hu. mptodres o’ho oeyy o’e sonr.z

Ao 83JE mz-z

Oepo’ hui I lhyaei puon Dtehu ,hsaeo H

Aui o’ere o’e. lere H 2pnuw Phudsw hui Fhrphuuez

Nh-erhs typtaeiz

2ntd-euos lere spkueiz

2pnu fyessei ndr ynMe l’ere seh -eeos shuiz 

Oepo’ hui I sonni fhrevnno nu h s-hyy tnutreoe mperw lhMes rnyypuk 
pu nu epo’er spiez

Oepo’ mrnidtei o’e rpuk H

Aui I lhs pu ’ehMeuz

,. J3RR mz-z le lere o’e ’hmmpeso tndmye on eMer keo -hrrpei nu 
Borhui feht’w 300 meters from where we had first met!

Our Strand beachw l’ere ynMe duvnyieiw unl trhiyes o’e -e-S
nrpes nv ndr vnreMer .esz
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The Courage to be 
Vulnerable

A s I oatedh eruaglr erd fuse rt20 a0 ,m,,y pi swnune satudh 
cner tb gbjabetnbt.2d BaiM Edjapnbl kusM —2ptund Auba2h 

cts 2nvd .dnbl cutwwdh nb t ctupy la2hdb 2nlre T dqdui papdbe 
0d2e stjudhy dqdui .udter f22dh cner wuapnsdM Wrd cau2h sddpdh ea 
qn.uted te t rnlrdu 0ud-gdbjiy ts n0 erd qdui 0t.unj a0 udt2nei rth 
srn0edhM

Kner erd ldbe2d crnswdu a0 pi bdc sgubtpdy I sedwwdh gbhdu 
erd Auba2h gp.ud22ty tbh t cra2d bdc hdsenbi gb0a2hdh 2nvd t 
ptseduwndjdM Wrd .ugsrseuavds a0 0ted wtnbedh t qn.utbe etwdseuiy 
cdtqnbl ealderdu jabbdjenaby 2tglreduy tbh thqdbegudM I 0d2e erd 
ldbe2d ugse2d a0 2dtqdsy snlbt2nbl t bdc sdtsab a0 luacery ts I dp’
.tuvdh ab erns gbjrtuedh wterM

Odner tbh I rth bac .ddb caqdb ealderdu 0au erudd idtusy agu 
.abh seudblerdbdh .i erd hdwers a0 agu jabqdustenabsM KdDh hnqd 
nbea erd etwdseui a0 agu wtsesy srtunbl erd seugll2ds tbh rtuhsrnws 
erte rth abjd hdfbdh gsy tbh ptuqd2 te rac 0tu cdDh japdM xgu 
dpaenabs scd22dh cner luteneghd tbh .2dssnbly vbacnbl erte 2n0d 
rth 2dh gs ea dtjr aerduM 

Kd .aer 0d2e erte :nqnbnei rth stqdh nes pase dJ-gnsned ln0e 0au 2tseé 
t jabbdjenab erte bae ab2i rdt2dh agu sjtus .ge n22gpnbtedh agu 
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0gegudsM Abh cd vbdcy cner dqdui f.du a0 agu .dnblsy erte erd 
.dse cts ide ea gb0a2hM

—bh a0 zgbdy Odner tbh I udegubdh 0uap —guawdy crdud cd 
udgbnedh cner —sedu’ktunY tbh rdu rgs.tbh T erd stpd iagbl 
ptb srdDh sdudbhnwneags2i pde nb :g.tn hgunbl pi ,m,m qnsneM 
Wrd wtbhdpnjDs onlre luagbhnbls rth t2edudh rdu wtery 2dthnbl 
rdu ea udsnlb tbh Banb rnp nb rns —guawdtb rapd2tbhy crdud 
erdi ptuundh erd wudqnags idtuM KdDh pnssdh jd2d.utenbl cner 
erdp hgd ea eutqd2 udseunjenabsy .ge cdud luted0g2 ea fbt22i 
udjabbdjeM

xgu qnsne ea —guawd ptuvdh t hdqtsetenbl egubnbl wanbe nb 
pi ud2tenabsrnw cner —sedu’ktunYM A wtnb0g2 nbjnhdbe dugwedh 
.decddb Odner tbh —sedu’ktunYy dsjt2tenbl seutnb tbh swn22nbl 
aqdu nbea agu acb ud2tenabsrnwM Wrd un0e .decddb gs sddpdh 
nbsgupagbet.2dy ts n0 tb gb.unhldt.2d jrtsp rth awdbdhM

As I udodjedh ab erd egupan2y I sdbsdh t hgt2 udt2neiM xb abd 
rtbhy I udjalbn'dh erd jrt22dblds a0 btqnltenbl bdc hibtpnjs 
tbh 2n0dDs seudssdsM 5dey ab erd aerdu rtbhy I jag2hbDe srtvd 
erd 0dd2nbl erte t snbnseduy gbsddb 0aujd 2guvdh nb erd srthacsy 
hd2n.duted2i st.aetlnbl pi ud2tenabsrnws cner 2aqdh abds T 
dswdjnt22i pi jrn2hudbM Wrns htuv wudsdbjd sddpdh ea sgSajted 
pdy erudtedbnbl ea hdseuai erd qdui .abhs I rd2h hdtudseM

Kd jd2d.utedh —sedu’ktunYUs ,Her .nuerhtiy .ge ne cts bae t rtw’
wiy jtud0udd abdM Wrd gbhdu2inbl erudth a0 jabonje cts ernjv 
tbh rdtqiM !eudejrdh ernby 2nvd ne jag2h sbtw te tbi papdbeM

Rwab udegubnbl ea erd 0tupy Odner tbh I nppdusdh agusd2qds nb 
utcy sag2’cudbjrnbl jabqdustenabs t.age agu japw2njtedh ud2t’
enabsrnws cner agu htglredusM Wrd sibjruabnjnei cts seunvnbl T 
OdnerDs dseutbldh htglreduy Bgse t jagw2d a0 idtus a2hdu ertb —s’
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edu’ktunYy srtudh erd stpd .nuerhtiy t pisedunags erudth cdtq’
nbl erdnu seaunds ealderduM

As cd hd2qdh hddwduy agu hnsjgssnabs gb0a2hdh 2nvd t edbhduy 
ide tblgnsr’f22dhy htbjdM OdnerDs dseutbldpdbe 0uap rns sab 
t2sa cdnlrdh rdtqn2i ab rns swnuneM Walderduy cd btqnltedh erd 
2t.iunbernbd wters a0 agu wtsey jab0uabenbl cagbhs a0 eutg’
pty tbh dp.utjnbl qg2bdut.n2neiM xgu sag20g2y swnune’ea’swnune 
dJjrtblds cdud t stbjegtui a0 japwtssnab tbh gbhdusetbhnblM

Ib erasd papdbesy agu jabbdjenab hddwdbdhy agu dpaenabs ud’
odjenbl dtjr aerduDs rgue tbh udsn2ndbjdM Wrd swtjd .decddb gs 
hnssa2qdhy 2dtqnbl ab2i tb dJwtbsnqdy dpaenabt2 nbenptjiM xgu 
awdbbdss tbh rabdsei 0auldh tb gb.udtvt.2d .abhy t edsetpdbe 
ea erd eutbs0auptenqd wacdu a0 srtudh qg2bdut.n2neiM

xbd paubnbly saab t0edu cd rth udegubdhy I 0agbh Odner nb rns 
udj2nbdu jrtnu nb erd 2agbldy crdud rd rth labd qdui dtu2i erte 
paubnbl ea ha t pdhnetenabM

8d cts nb edtusy tbh I nppdhnted2i sdbsdh erte rd rth rth t 
hnqnbd dbjagbeduy tb dwnwrtbiM

xqdujapd .i hddw dpaenaby rd ud2tidh ea pd, 

“Sweetie, I’ve just realized this morning that I had 
been addicted to rejection my whole life. I had drawn 
people and circumstances to me that reinforced that be-
lief. That is part of what happened with Ester-Marié 
in Europe. But today, I’m changing, sweetheart. I’ve 
laid the burden of rejection down, and from now on, I 
am going to embrace inclusivity, freedom, and affec-
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tion. I want to grow, in spirit and in soul, to become the 
best possible version of me.”

Wrte cts sgjr t .udtveruaglr 0au Odnery tbh I 0d2e t sguld a0 wassn’
.n2neiM Wrd dJwdjetenab a0 udjabjn2ntenab cner —sedu’ktunY jagusdh 
eruaglr pi .ahi9

5dey hdswned bgpduags twa2alnds tbh w2dts 0au udjabjn2ntenaby —s’
edu’ktunYUs udw2nds cdud baenjdt.2i t.sdbey 2dtqnbl OdnerDs dptn2s 
tbh pdsstlds gbtbscdudhM

I 0d2e hddw2i sthhdbdh .i erns egub a0 dqdbesM Rwab tuunqnbl te erdnu 
rapdy cd cdud .2dssdh cner t eraglre0g2 ln0eé Onbh2d :dthdusy 
jtud0g22i w2tjdh ab agu wn22acsM ki swnune rth scd22dh cner lute’
neghdy tbh I rth dbqnsnabdh t cabhdu0g2 enpd f22dh cner jabbdj’
enaby 2tglreduy tbh BaiM

5dey abjd tltnby I cts 2d0e wduw2dJdh tbh dJrtgsedh .i erd nbdJ’
w2njt.2d egupan2M Wrd crdd2s sddpdh ea swnb age a0 jabeua2y 0gd2dh 
.i pi nbt.n2nei ea jabqdi ea —sedu’ktunY erd rawdy Baiy tbh Bg.n2t’
enab nb pi swnuneM I dbqnsnabdh tb tpt'nbl bdc 2n0d gb0a2hnbly .ge 
nbsedthy I seaah cner dpwei rtbhsy gb0g2f22dh 2ablnblsy srteedudh 
hudtpsy tbh htsrdh rawdsM
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What If?

W hat if the life you’re living isn’t yours? The question whis-
pered itself into existence, like the gentle breeze softly 

scraping the thorns of the ageless Acacia thorn tree.

It swelled in the air, carried by the rugged mountains that stood 
sentinel over the land. The velvety BuVelsdrift Salley cradled it, 
sweeping it up in a gentle arc. And then, it was laid, softly, in the 
illuminated heart, where the whispering succulents waited.

In this sacred landscape, shaped by the Mwartberg Lountains to 
the north and the Oangeberg-Ruteniqua range to the south, a 
prophecy stirred. Keady to burst, like a pomegranate, it waited to 
unfold, its secrets hidden, yet to be revealed.

The life I thought was mine was wrapped in comforting familiar-
ity. The warmth of the winter sun seeped into my skin, the earthy 
scent of the dirt road ’lled my lungs, and Feith;s gentle hand 
rested in mine. Rur daily walks along the dirt road were a soothing 
balm, calming my soul. I;d assumed our life at Nree-at-Oast was the 
pinnacle, the culmination of our dreams.

Rn this particular sunny winter;s afternoon, leisurely strolling 
towards the conservancy gate, the magni’cent Flein Faroo land-
scape had taken us captive. A kaleidoscope of colors stretched far 
and wideH a masterpiece of Lother –ature.
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Feith stopped abruptly, his eyes scanning the horizon with an 
air of urgency. “Sweetheart, do we belong in the Klein Karoo? Or 
does our true home lie elsewhere?” The question hung in the air, a 
challenge to our status quo, a promise of change whispered on the 
wind.

—is words ignited elation. Feith, attuned to the divine, had 
glimpsed the vision. I was ecstatic to echo his longing.

True to form, we hastily returned home, thrilled to start research-
ing our options.

Feith often acted as a catalystH whenever divine timing was in-
volved and I hesitated, he;d receive the message and articulate it. 
I admired his ability to make quick decisions about life.

In contrast, I;d typically encounter endless mental hurdles 2 akin 
to navigating an obstacle course, where each twist and turn re-
vealed a new challenge to overcome 4 which would keep me 
deliberating for days, weeks, months, or even years. Ly WU-year 
marriage, now in the past, exempli’ed this trait.

Nortunately, I was now Lrs. Arnold, with a supportive husband 
leading by example rather than warning.

Cithin days, we listed the farm for sale with an exclusive sole 
mandate through a trusted friend and invested in a reliable MDS to 
replace our troublesome :addy 4 a symbolic step toward tackling 
the future.

Feith decided to sell two of his :ape Town property investments, 
and remarkably, both sold successfully within less than two weeks.

Ce;d begun the waiting game, as living on a conservancy with rules 
and regulations wasn;t everyone;s preference. Ce;d recognized this 
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from the outset, but trusted ?ivinity;s plan for our lives, and 
looked forward to relocating to a fresh start.

Rur primary question now becamej where exactly would we 
move9 ?ivinity hadn;t exactly provided a clear roadmap, or heav-
enly sign, pinpointing our next destination.

All we knew was that we wanted to move closer to :ape Town 
while preserving the peace, quiet, seclusion, and privacy we;d en-
:oyed at Nree-at-Oast 4 essential elements for our new life together.

In co-creating our future with ?ivinity, we declared our desiresj 
mountains, water, and trees.

The gentle breeze softly scraped the thorns of the ageless Acacia 
thorn tree and the desire whispered itself into existence.

What if the life you’re living is exactly yours?
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Tracking Rainbows, 
Finding Treasure

T he hunt was on! We were embarking on a new life together, 
full of excitement and unknown possibilities. With a tri-

umphant hoot, the locomotive of our dreams chugged out of the 
station, leaving the past behind.

Upon reKection, ’eithMs surprise decision shouldnMt have caught 
me oy guard. NC life had been derailed from its decades-long track, 
grinding to a permanent halt. 2ow, a new platform, train and 
tracks laC ahead, chugging toward our vibrant future.

Within daCs, we discovered 3lanwilliam, a charming town in the 
3ederberg Nountains, 0DO km north of 3ape Town, boasting 
stunning scenerC and the impressive 3lanwilliam Iam.

:ur bags were nearlC packed. An two daCs, weMd embark on a fun 
scouting trip to view shortlisted properties.

That evening, lounging in recliners, our eCes qxed on our phones, 
’eithMs voice qlled with wonderG 

“Get ready for a sleepless night, sweetheart. I’m send-
ing you a link.”
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A opened it, heart racing, and gaspedG

6 thatched roof house hugged the edge of a tran1uil dam 
with 1uiet authoritC. Vreen shutters, large windows and lush 
vineCards surrounded it, beckoningG I am yours. Claim me.

With trembling qngers, A scrolled through the description and 
the listing pictures.

Words leapt out at me on the screen, luring me inG S km outside 
Tulbagh. 6 small farm estate, one of qve properties, with a 
5-hectare dam. 2estled in the 9alleC of 6bundance, where the 
Winterhoek and :bi1ua Nountains meet, under the shadow 
of Earonsberg.

Tulbagh, situated 50R km from 3ape Town, and established in 
5S((, is a town steeped in historC.

6t its heart lies 3hurch Etreet, a national monument and one 
of Eouth 6fricaMs oldest streets. This charming street is lined 
with beautifullC restored 3ape Iutch, 7dwardian and 9icto-
rian buildings.

7ach building in 3hurch Etreet  has  its  own uni1ue storC, 
reKecting the townMs resilience, notablC after the devastating 
5(S( earth1uake that ravaged Tulbagh, measuring S.D on the 
4ichter scale. This historic street is home to several museums, 
including the 7arth1uake Nuseum, which commemorates that 
fateful daC, the :ude ’erk )a stunning cruciform church built 
in 5PHDj and the 9ictorian Beriod —ouse.

Together, theC showcase the townMs rich cultural heritage. 6 
stroll down 3hurch Etreet is like taking a step back in time.
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6nd to top it, this propertC soared with an eagleMs-eCe view from 
its dam, overlooking EaronsbergMs maFestic slopes as theC cascaded 
onto the vibrant ’lein Jerg 4iver, orchards and vineCards.

Eurrounded  bC  prestigious  wine  farms,  renowned  for  their 
award-winning wines, this setting oyered the ultimate blend of 
natural beautC and wine countrC sophistication.

Eleep eluded us. 

We phoned the agent the next morning to arrange a viewing in two 
daCs, en route to 3lanwilliam … now demoted to a fun getawaC.

Ieal done. Backing was eyortless, fueled bC adrenaline.

We knew IivinitC guided us.

We left the farm earlC on ?ridaC, 0( zulC 0O00, pacing ourselves to 
reach the 0GOO p.m. viewing appointment. 7verC step forward felt 
like sleepers being laid, securing the foundation for success, with 
the train of our dreams chugging steadilC onward.

A praCed ferventlC for a sign … something concrete, material and 
deqnite, short of miraculous, to shoutG Keith and Elmarie, this is 
your new home!

NC praCer was soon followed bC a dramatic change in weather. 
Taking the 25-highwaC turnoy outside Worcester, dark stormC 
clouds loomed. 6s we drove up the 4HD-road to Tulbagh, a qerce 
storm engulfed us!

Berplexed, A thought franticallC, wishing for sunshine 8 surelC this 
wasnMt our arrival at the new home amidst turmoilL

Bassing WolseleC, clouds dissipated, and A sighed in relief. 4iveted 
to our seats, we focused on the impending viewing.
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4eliving the moment, mC reaction remains visceral … a shiver 
of anticipation still dances down mC spine, a sensual salsa in 
tandem with the beat of mC heart … where some experiences 
dance on the soul, resounding as a sCmphonC.

6s we meandered past wine farms and winding roads,  the 
scenic route tracing the maFestic :bi1ua Nountains, A peered 
between ’eithMs window and windshield. 3ountless hours of 
poring over Voogle Naps had etched the propertCMs laCout in 
mC mind.

6 rainbowMs splendor caught mC eCe, its colors radiating bril-
liantlC. EimultaneouslC, the house emerged, bathed in a lumi-
nous halo. The rainbowMs vibrant arc enveloped it, creating a 
breathtaking celestial showcase. 

:ur arrival at 0GOO p.m. sCnchroni;ed perfectlC, placing the 
house at the rainbowMs radiant epicenter.

UnashamedlC, A burst into tears, elated!

“Sweetie,  the  rainbow  …  promises  of  abundance,  prophetic 
promises … depicting a sacred covenant. Here it is!”

Nemories of mC channeled message at 4onnieMs Eex Ehop on P 
2ovember 0O5Q pulled into mC mental station. 

NC inscription contained the wordsG 

Covenant. Home. Sanctuary. Rainbows. Wa-
terfalls. Butterflies. Consummation. Matrimony. 

Union. 
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Iong before A knew AMd met ’eith, that weMd get married, and that 
weMd be on our waC to a propertC that was now sanctiqed bC a 
rainbow.

IivinitC aligned. The viewing became a mere formalitCJ we alreadC 
knew, even before the agent unlocked the front door.

:ur hearts skipped a beat as we took in the breathtaking viewG the 
damMs waters mere steps awaC, home to gliding barbel and bass, and 
serene 7gCptian geese and weaver nests. Jreathless, we drank in the 
beautC.

The turn-oy to the intimate estate had revealed a charming 5 km 
single-lane dirt road, lined with slender saplings of li1uid amber 
trees. Jare-branched peach trees and lush, dormant vineCards had 
unfolded along the winding path, promising new life with the 
coming spring. 3ulminating in this pictures1ue sanctuarC at its 
end, the setting oo;ed serenitC. 

7n route, tinC Kocks of rain-soaked guinea fowl had preened them-
selves, releasing soft clucks. 6 few francolins had made a momen-
tarC appearance, darting oy amidst the rain-kissed landscape.

EafetC. Beace. Kuiet. Eeclusion. BrivacC. Nountains. Water. Trees.

’eithMs words helped me board the train to tran1uilitCG “Sweetie, 
this is our place. We’ll make it happen.”

The agent mentioned resident qsh eagles fre1uenting the dam, and 
A fainted.
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Of Sevens and Cycles

O n 8 August 2022, Keith sealed our future by signing the 
oper to curmhase the farw ‘e had apemtionately nawed 

Fvore’ervreeT in .ulbagh- .his nawe, our cri’ate cledge, no‘ beW
mawe a reality- 1e ‘ere crogressing frow being free at last to being 
fore’er free-

Our  hearts  beat  ‘ith  antimication  as  another  wilestone  acW
croamhed- On N Lo’ewber, vreeWatW5ast farw ‘as sold, montingent 
ucon the buyerTs farw selling by ND Remewber- kewarjably, after 
four wonths on the warjet, Keith remei’ed Iust one signed oper, 
descite wulticle ’ie‘ings and serious interest- .his single oper 
cresented our only occortunity to lea’e the Klein Karoo-

.he transfer seewed daunting due to the linjed transamtions- :t 
‘as an intrimate, intermonnemted cromess- Our summessful sale deW
cended solely on the summessful registration of our buyerTs farw-

:nscired by .ulbaghTs rainbo‘ wiramle, ‘e began camjing the 
farw- Our faith crocelled us for‘ard, descite the daunting tasj- 
1e accroamhed eamh day ‘ith curcose, systewatimally sorting cosW
sessionsx sowe ‘ere sold, others stored, and the rest donated-

As ‘e na’igated the farw sale, uneBcemted delays, t‘ists, and turns 
arose- Our agentWfriend rewained guarded, struggling to en’ision 
a summessful outmowe-



UN-ADOPTICALLY ME — MY STORY. MY TRUTH. MY VOICE.288

3y this tiwe, ‘e had already reamhed an agreewent ‘ith our buyerx 
she mould wo’e in on J qanuary 202J and ommucy the crocerty 
rentWfree, ‘ithout caying ommucational interest, on the mondition 
that ‘e mould store our furniture in the large double barn-

On 2 qanuary, ‘e ‘ould tewcorarily settle into KeithTs cimW
turesMue, fully furnished zuiSenberg Cat, ammowcanied by Iust 
our suwwer essentials- As ‘e a‘aited the saleTs registration and 
vore’ervreeTs transfer, : mould enIoy ‘atmhing Keith jiteWsurf frow 
our moSy, ’el’ety red moumh-

Onme ‘e ‘ere ready to relomate to .ulbagh, ‘e ‘ould weet our 
rewo’al mowcany at the farw- 1e had cre’iously arranged ‘ith 
the sawe reliable oneWwan mowcany that had eHmiently wo’ed wy 
belongings frow Oudtshoorn to the !trand and then frow the 
!trand to vreeWatW5ast farw- 1e ‘ere awaSed that he ‘ould be 
wo’ing our belongings for the third tiwe-

Keith and : wade a brief Lo’ewber tric to 7ace .o‘n, ‘ith our 
buyerTs banj guarantee deadline fast accroamhing- 1hile rene‘ing 
limenses in mharwing vish ?oej, Keith remei’ed a ‘orrying wessage 
frow our agent, ad’ising maution, as the dealTs summess hung in the 
balanme-

.o say ‘e ‘ere shomjed by the ne‘s is a gross understatewentE

!tunned, ‘e Ced the ’ehimle limensing building and headed to 
zuiSenbergTs gyw, descerate for stress relief-

: crayed fer’ently, refusing to gi’e uc on the wiramulous re’elation 
of the rainbo‘ o’er the farwE

1hile dri’ing, Keith jno‘s : demicher registration clate nuwbers 
for synmhronistim wessages ‘ith hidden weaning-
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.his day ‘as no eBmection- 1e had barely left  the carjing 
area ‘hen : scotted wy nuwberx an onmowing ’ehimle ‘ith a 
registration nuwber montaining the seMuenme W———W, a fawiliar 
samred wessenger frow Ri’inity, igniting wy inner jno‘ing- : 
war’eled at the synmhronistim tiwingE

.hen, another ’ehimle accroamhed, its registration clate also 
featuring the distinmti’e W———W seMuenme- 1ithin a jiloweter or 
t‘o, yet another accearedE

1hatEEéE : mouldnTt belie’e itE 3efore : mould matmh wy breath, a 
fourth mar ewerged ‘ith the sawe W———W seMuenme in its registraW
tion nuwber-

3y no‘, Keith ‘as fully engaged, smanning surrounding traHm 
for serendicitous nuwbersE

.hen, not only a 9fth but also a siBth mar disclayed the samred 
W———W seMuenme, Iust before ‘e entered the gywTs underground 
carjing area-

'Bhilaration en’eloced us as ‘e ‘orjed out, our scirits soaring 
on the ‘ings of ‘onder- 1itnessing siB ’ehimles ‘ith the samred 
W———W seMuenme mross our cath in racid summession, escemially 
after remei’ing disheartening ne‘s, de9ed eBclanation- :t ‘as 
nothing short of breathtajing cro’idenme, a di’ine mon’ergenme 
of synmhronimities-

Ri’inity reinformed its wessagex lea’ing the gyw, ‘ithin t‘o 
jiloweters, ‘e enmountered the se’enth ’ehimle disclaying W———W-

After that, no awount of stressful malls frow our agent and 
transferring attorney mould e’er shaje our mon9denme in the 
summessful outmowe of our farwTs saleE 
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Lo watter ‘hat reality cainted, ‘e had an unshajable, un‘a’erW
ing, and unadulterated faith that ‘e ‘ould wo’e to .ulbagh in 
the ne‘ year-

As a re‘ard for our faith and mourage, e’en before Lo’ewberTs 
end, the guarantees ‘ere deli’ered, and our farwTs registration 
cromess began- Although the ne‘ year brought uneBcemted delays 
‘ith our buyerTs farw sale, ‘e tooj thew in stride and ject our 
scirits high-

.he sment of mhange ‘afted through wy life lije the arowa of 
freshly bajed bread G ‘arw, in’iting, yet tinged ‘ith the unmerW
tainty of ‘hat lay ahead- As our farwTs sale siwwered, the chone 
rang, bearing ne‘s that ‘ould 9ll wy heart ‘ith the mowcleBity of 
huwan ewotion-

Awidst these eBmiting e’ents, another signi9mant and weaningful 
ommurrenme tooj clame-

?ennieTs health tooj a turn for the ‘orse, and 'sterWzariY rushed 
to !outh Afrima in early Remewber to be by his side- After scending 
cremious tiwe in Oudtshoorn, ’isiting hiw daily, she bid hiw a 
heartW‘renmhing fare‘ell on C Remewber, as she needed to return 
to 'uroce for ‘orj-

.he neBt worning, she malled we in tears to deli’er the de’astating 
ne‘sx ?ennie had cassed a‘ay wowents earlier-

As : shared 'sterWzariYDs grief, tears ‘elled uc, wy heart hea’y 
‘ith sadness- .reasured wewories of 'sterWzariY and our cast 
monnemtion resurfamed, and : felt honored she malled we 9rst awidst 
her cain- ?o‘e’er, ?ennieTs cassing slawwed shut the booj on 
our turbulent cast, its cainful mhacters 9nally mlosed-
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!till, : amjno‘ledged the huwanity in his cassing, e’en as : montinW
ued to heal frow the smars of our relationshic- 

:n that coignant wowent, wy cast diperenmes ‘ith 'sterWzarW
iY faded, and only shared sorro‘ and lo’e rewained- zy heart 
yearned for remonmiliation, eBcosed to lifeTs delimate balanme- Erief 
and hoce ‘restled, testing wy faith and resilienme-

Keith and : brieCy wet 'sterWzariY in Oudtshoorn during her 
’isit- : rewained hoceful, escemially after the W———W wiramles, that 
Ri’inity ‘ould bring a wiramle to our relationshic-

Our mon’ersation, though colite, rewained sucer9mial- kestoraW
tion seewed elusi’e-

!till, : mlung to hoce, defying odds, belie’ing our bond mould 
wend-

Another intriguing de’elocwent ewerged-

:waginex  .ulbagh,  only  2D  jiloweters  frow  EeorimjTs 
kiebeejW1est howe- .he F‘hat ifsT began s‘irling ---

“No, mom,” 'sterWzariY said- “He still doesn’t want to meet with 
you.”

:n the mrumible of loss and detamhwent, : remlaiwed wy lifeTs deliW
mate thread- 

Fet, : realiSed that boundaries, selfWaccro’al, and grame ‘ere not 
singular monMuests, but samred mymles G ebbs and Co‘s that ‘ould 
montinue to unfold- 

5ije cetals unfolding, wy boundaries ‘ould bloow and ‘ithW
er, reMuiring monstant nurturing- As : na’igated selfWdismo’ery, 
selfWaccro’alTs ‘arwth ‘ould Cimjer, testing wy resol’e- zowents 
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of di’ine guidanme, ‘himh : mall Erame, ‘ould ignite, bemjoning we 
deecer into selfWa‘areness-

: remogniSed the beauty in wy struggles, integral to wy Iourney- 

!marred mymles, cerhacs, yet samred in their remurrenme-

:n eamh remurrenme, : re9ned wy heart, ewbraming gratitude and 
grame-

As : montinue to eBclore, : surrender to the beauty of this ongoing 
danme-

:n ewbraming the smars G  : 9nd the samred-
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The Miracle Move

F inally, the day we had waited for months had arrived! It was 
time to move to our ForeverFree farm!

On that Tuesday, 25 April 2023, we headed to George for business, 
where after we would stay over at my friend’s house in Oudt-
shoorn. The next morning marked a crucial milestone: at 6:30 
a.m. sharp, we were set to meet the driver-owner of the removal 
company at Free-at-Last farm.

Having relocated our belongings there in 2019, we weren’t worried 
that he wouldn’t Wnd his way on the intricate roads leading to the 
house. He had been there before, and we looked forward to seeing 
him again!

je had Rust enRoyed a delicious cappuccino at our favorite pit stop 
in Kiviersonderend. As Deith started the car and turned onto the 
road, with the indicators blinking, his phone rang.

The caller-IN showed our mover. Bot perplexed at all, thinking he 
was calling for a Wnal conWrmation of the time to meet us the next 
morning, Deith answered in high spirits.

Eut instead, we heard the dreaded words: 

“Keith and Elmarie, I’m so sorry to tell you, but I won’t be able to 
handle your move tomorrow.
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My truck broke down in a town 300 km from Oudtshoorn. It’s a 
serious issue. The truck needs to be towed back, and parts must be 
ordered. The time frame for repairs is uncertain; however, it will 
probably take about two months. 

I understand you can’t wait that long. I apologize for leaving you in 
the lurch, but this is beyond my control.”

qach sentence landed like a devastating blow, leaving us breathless 
and stunned. 

je were gob smacked, our minds racing with the implications. 
The wind had been blown right out of our sails. There was nothing 
much to say to our mover, and the call was ?uickly ended.

A dreaded silence enveloped us in the car. je looked at each 
other in disbelief, a thousand thoughts racing at breakneck speed 
through our minds.

Bow whatS

je faced a daunting decision. Mhould we turn back and reschedule 
with another company for a future date, stay a while longer in our 
zat in —ui7enbergS 

Or do we attempt the impossible ; Wnding another moving com-
pany on incredibly short noticeS 

Time was against us, as the next day was a public holiday. They 
would need to meet us by tomorrow morning. The irony wasn’t 
lost on me: the public holiday on 2C April, commemorating Free-
dom Nay, felt bitterly ironic.

Adrenaline kicked in. 

—ixed with a healthy dose of faith and hope.



THE MIRACLE MOVE 295

In unison, we exclaimed: 

“Here’s another miracle in the making! This is a test to 
see what our reactions would be! Let’s keep our energies 
high and see if we can find a removal company pre-
pared to accommodate us tomorrow!”

Our hours of meditation, personal growth, and motivational talks 
now paid oP.

The car was still idling@ in the shock of the call, it hadn’t occurred 
to either one of us that the engine was still running. In sync, we 
both exclaimed: 

“Let’s go and stop at the garage at the entrance to the 
town, where the pond with the geese are. It is quiet and 
peaceful there; we’ll park in a secluded spot and take a 
moment to regroup.”

I already had my notepad open and was Google-searching for re-
moval companies! je were perfectly in sync, as usual!

je parked discreetly, away from the fueling station, and began 
calling. jithin mere minutes, hope and faith started fading, and 
adrenaline also started to succumb to numbness.

Bone of the eight companies we called could help!

At that moment, my stomach twisted into knots, and a sudden, 
intense urge to rush to the bathroom took hold. I left Deith in the 
car and made my way to the restrooms at the fuel station.
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Aoming out of the bathroom, feeling relieved and recharged, 
ready to continue calling nearby companies, my mouth felt 
parched, clearly a result of the shock. On the spur of the mo-
ment, I decided to ?uickly pop into the ?uick shop and buy us 
each a bottle of water.

Armed with bottles in hand, I marched out. It was only a short 
delay, and I was sure Deith would be grateful for the water.

As I looked up, I suddenly noticed a big moving truck pulling 
in to refuel. The sight was out of view from where Deith was 
sitting, and in any case, Deith was faced away from the fueling 
station@ he would never notice this truck that had Rust pulled 
in, right before my eyes!

I felt the familiar tinge, my heart racing, my mouth now even 
drier, and butterzies in my tummy. jithout giving it a second 
thought, I rushed towards the truck.

I ?uickly explained our predicament to the driver. His pu77led 
expression turned hopeful. “The truck’s empty,” he said, “and 
we’re headed back to our Cape Town depot, but talk to my em-
ployer.”

He handed me his business card, saying, “Mention my name.” 
His eyes sparkled with possibility. “We’ll wait in the parking 
area for confirmation – Cape Town or a U-turn to Ladismith?”

I sprinted back to Deith, euphoria fueling my steps. As I burst 
open the door, his disheartened tone hung in the air, another 
fruitless call ended.

He turned, opening his mouth to speak, but fro7e, reading my 
expression. In that instant, a zicker of recognition danced in his 
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eyes, a glimmer of hope ignited. That spark of possibility, that thrill 
of the impossible, had happened!

I breathlessly shared the news, and before I Wnished, Deith had 
his Wnger on the dial pad, waiting for me to read the number. 
jith bated breath, we waited, and then the call was answered. 
AonWdently, Deith was told, “Please give me five minutes; I’ll call 
you back. I just need to check something.”

Those Wve minutes ticked by at a glacial pace! And, of course, who 
hasn’t heard the promise of a returned phone call, only to still be 
waitingS Eut then there was also the undeniable thrill of sensing we 
were witnessing a miracle unfold, a story that would add another 
layer to our already miraculous Tulbagh chapter.

Bromptly, the call was returned, with the news that another driver 
would be dispatched from their depot very early the next morning. 
They would meet us in Ladismith town at C:00 a.m. and take care 
of the relocation.

The ?uote remained unchanged, so no additional costs were in-
curred. As a matter of fact, everything remained on schedule, ex-
cept that a diPerent company would be handling the move.

Deith and I reRoiced in the miraculous turn of events all the way to 
Oudtshoorn, the next day loading our belongings, and for many 
days after we arrived in Tulbagh, eager to make ForeverFree farm 
our home.

It almost sounded like a tall tale, except we had all the paper trails 
and phone logs to prove it wasn’t.

Life’s canvas had painted a masterpiece, beyond Wction’s wildest 
brushstrokes ; a testament to the surreal beauty of truth.
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Wounded Roots

A s I stood at the precipice, gazing into the abyss of an impos-
sible choice, I felt the familiar ache of relinquishment.

The echoes of my adoption experience whispered through the cor-
ridors of my mind, taunting me with the ghosts of abandonment 
and rejection.

Like a dark mist, these shadows crept in, threatening to consume 
me whole.

The weight of Ester-Marié's ultimatum threatened to shatter the 
fragile threads of my identity, weaving a tapestry of grief, loss, and 
depression.

In that moment, I felt the ground beneath me tremble.

The fractured self, a constant companion since my adoption, 
stirred within me.

I had spent years searching for inclusivity, for a sense of belonging 
that seemed forever elusive.

The pain of being torn between two worlds, two identities, and 
two narratives had become a relentless, haunting refrain.

No one seemed to grasp the depth of my anguish, the complexity 
of my emotions.
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Alone, I navigated the labyrinthine corridors of my soul.

Relinquishment, the act of surrendering one’s child, had left an 
indelible mark on my psyche.

The root wound, a chasm of grief and loss, yawned open, threat-
ening to consume me whole.

But I had confronted this abyss before, and emerged scarred yet 
stronger.

Within its depths lay a spark of resilience, a Fame of courage that 
Fickered with each passing day.

I had discovered my voice, and with it, my truth.

My heart broke, shattered into a million shards of sorrow, as I 
contemplated the choice before me.

The shards cut deep, threatening to silence me forever.

But I knew I had to speak my truth, no matter how impossible it 
seemed.

2or in silence lay annihilation, a slow death of the soul.

I had to declare my boundaries, assert my worth, and reclaim my 
identity.

This was my moment of reckoning.

It was May 030K.

Seith and I had only been at 2orever2ree farm for a short while.

We were ecstatically happy.
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I had hoped that the serene atmosphere of 2orever2ree farm would 
foster healing and reconciliation in Ester-Marié's heart.

Ester-Marié, her husband, and his parents were coming to :outh 
Africa for a short vacation.

We had invited them to stay with us on the farm for a few days.

But then, she dropped the bombshell? she refused to see Seith or 
be in his company.

They wouldn’t stay over at our place.

Instead, she suggested meeting for coDee in a nearby town, just the 
two of us.

I felt the ground give way beneath me.

I was shattered, utterly annihilated by her rejection.

2aced with an impossible choice? speak my truth or sacri;ce my 
integrity to appease herG

Ho I stand up for Seith, for our relationship, and our dreams, or 
do I sacri;ce my integrity to salvage a fragile connection with herG

In desperation, I poured my heart out to her in a long, emotional 
voice note.

I explained that I wouldn’t be able to meet with her aloneY Seith 
would have to be present. 

I wasn’t prepared to repeat the mistakes of the past, cutting some-
one I love out of my life for the sake of others. 

—eorick’s childhood experiences, isolated on an island, had taught 
me the value of inclusivity and unity.
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I pleaded with her to reconsider, to choose forgiveness over resent-
ment.

I begged her to let go of the past and move forward, to embrace the 
present and the people we’d become.

I urged her to get to know Seith, to see beyond her preconceived 
notions and discover the man he’d become.

:he didn’t know him, not really.

Not like I did.

And I knew he wanted to build a relationship with her, to connect 
and leave a legacy.

Ue’d changed so much since our visit to Europe, grown into a 
compassionate and empathetic person.

I’d transformed too, blossoming into a stronger, wiser woman.

But she hadn’t seen this side of us, hadn’t witnessed our growth.

My words fell on deaf ears.

Ester-Marié broke oD all communication with me, severing our 
bond as cleanly as if I had never been her mother.

The ;nality of her rejection left me reeling.

In the darkness that followed, I couldn’t shake oD the haunting 
thought? had the bonds of adoption not been broken over usG

Hid the sacred cycle of relinquishment still hold sway, unseen and 
unwanted by meG

I dared not speak it aloud, but the pain whispered it relentlessly.
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All I yearned for was to love her, to be loved by her, to bridge the 
chasm between us.

;et, in that abyss of sorrow, a spark within me Fickered.

I realized that my worth wasn’t tied to Ester-Marié's acceptance.

I didn’t need her validation to reclaim my identity.

In that moment, I transcended the scars of relinquishment, the 
weight of abandonment, and the grief of loss.

I rose above the fractured self, embracing the wholeness of my 
being.

I chose unity, integrity, and love < not just for myself, but for 
those who had been marginalized, excluded, and silenced.

I was no longer held captive by the chains of adoption, by the 
expectations of others.

I would forge my own path, navigate my own narrative.

2or I was a phoenix, risen from the ashes of relinquishment, my 
spirit unbroken, my soul aFame.

I had found my voice, and with it, my truth.

I would speak it, no matter the cost, for in doing so, I would set my 
soul free.

=nbeknownst to me, a cataclysmic storm was brewing, one that 
would summon every ounce of strength, every hard-won lesson, 
and every scarred-over wound. 

This seismic event would shatter the foundations of my existence, 
plunging me into an abyss of unbearable sorrow. 
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;et, paradoxically, it would become the crucible for my transfor-
mation, re;ning my spirit, rebirthing my soul, and revealing that 
the darkness was not meant to destroy me, but to heal me.
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A Sacred Journey

D eep within the heart of the earth, a mystical catalyst 
slumbers, awaiting the call of the seeker. 

This sacred ambassador from the unseen realms weaves its 
silken strands through the fabric of the soul, guiding the seeker 
home to earth’s ancient wisdom, and revealing the mystical 
truth that lies beyond reality’s veil.

As celestial forces converged, the New Worm Moon on 24 
March 2024 enticed me with prophecies of profound trans-
formation. Astrologers associated this rare lunar eclipse with 
intensixed emotional e:periences, unveiled concealed truths, 
and fated events that would reshape destinies.

Divinity’s gentle whisper spokeO 

Eljoshijka, I’m taking you deeper — to the alchem-
ical marriage of earth and spirit — where I desire 
to transform the leaden weights of your limitations 
into the gold of enlightened understanding. Trust 
Me and follow where I’m taking you.
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Kn that night, within the secretive hours of the hidden Moon, 
Ieith and j sought the ancient wisdom of the silent sages deep 
within our souls. 

At the sacred altar of surrender, time stood still, and the veil be-
tween worlds grew thin. The soft glow of the many candles illu-
minated the path, as wisps of sacred incense danced upon the air.

As the boundaries of reality dissolved, the hidden patterns of the 
cosmos revealed themselves, guiding me through the great mys-
tery. 

The symphony of the soul, a harmony of light and sound, carried 
me into the depths of the mystical realm and j found myself at the 
threshold of the great remembering. 

The guardians of the underground revealed their mysteries, and j 
become one with the labyrinthine web of life.

j embarked on a sacred +ourneyO

The hidden ones impart their wisdom.

A distillation of the ages, refined within the crucible of my soul. 

Their secrets, like delicate spores, take root within my heart. 

Germinating into an understanding beyond words.

I remember the ancient truths.  

A shamanic oracle card emerges, its image shrouded in mystery. 
Georick’s countenance gazes back, stirring the depths within me.

My soul weeps, for I am not bound by my earthly vessel. 

Transcended to the realm beyond, I see all things revealed. 
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Emotion surges, a tidal wave coursing through my essence.

Like contractions of the soul. 

I tremble, writhing in anguish, as laments pour forth like a libation 
to the sky.

I cry out, my voice echoing through the chambers of my heart. 

I plead, I intercede, my very essence communing with the eternal.

The pain of transformation grips me. 

Like a woman in labor, as I birth a new reality. 

In this realm, I connect with Georick’s essence. 

Our bond is deep, our understanding profound. 

All is good.

In that moment, understanding transcends knowledge. 

I surrender. Bowing to the deep unknown. 

Tears fall, a cathartic release.

It is done.
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Footloose and 
Feathered

O n 5 May 2024 Keith and I set out on the adventure of a 
lifetime!

Embarking on a lifelong dream, we ventured into the wild heart of 
Africa, setting op on an e-ic 45jnight Nourney to Kruger Pational 
.arkS 

As ’outh Africa1s largest game reserve, Kruger s-rawls across 
98,4q5 s(uare kilometers 73,52) s(uare milesT in the northeastern 
-art of the country, boasting an un-aralleled ta-estry of :ora and 
faunaS zhis iconic wildlife reserve, with its diverse landsca-e of 
grasslands, woodlands and rocky outcro-s, is home to a staggering 
array of creaturesx ele-hants, lions, #ebras, leo-ards and rhinos 
roam free, making Kruger a revered destination for wildlife enthuj
siasts and conservationists worldwideS

Embarking on our e-ic adventure, we hit the o-en road in our 
trusty 4B4, now apectionately dubbed CWutchzhe‘olt, and lovj
ingly modiFed by Keith to be our home away from homeS Ye 
launched —Uootloose In Africa1 on our foreverfreeScoS#a website, 
Uacebook, Instagram, and Gouzube, and had s-ecial tjshirts -rintj
edS 
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Yith Keith behind the lens and me behind the -en, we were ready 
to ca-ture every momentS As our scribe and storyteller, I chronj
icled our Nourney, while Keith, our —imagician1, brought it to life 
through -hotogra-hs and videosS 

Our hearts swelled with eBcitement, gratitude, and wonder as we 
immersed ourselves in this adventure! Our minimalist a--roach 
connected us intimately with natureS Po caravan, no tent D Nust 
—zhe Wutch1 and the wildernessS Ye lived lightly, serenaded by 
cam-Fres, starry skies, and the nocturnal orchestrax crickets, frogs, 
hyenas, ele-hants, and owls -erforming their nightly concertS

As we meandered through the rolling hills en route to Karoo 
Pational .ark, our Frst overnight destination, an intuitive nudge 
stirred within meS I felt an overwhelming urge to elevate our Nourj
ney beyond mere tracking on .olarste-s, an interactive travel ma- 
that tracked our -rogress and -inned our memoriesS 

In that instant, a vivid vision of feathers danced in my mind1s eyeS 
zhe symbolism resonated dee-ly, echoing ancient cultures where 
feathers re-resented the s-iritual essence of our earthly -assageS 
Our e-ic adventure could transform into a -oignant reminder to 
s-read our wings, embracing the freedom and lightness of a bird, as 
we navigated the ins-irational s-iritual landsca-e unfolding before 
usS

As dusk descended u-on the cam-site at Karoo Pational .ark, 
the soft rustle of leaves and chir-ing crickets serenaded usS Yhile 
strolling handjinjhand, we stumbled u-on a delicate, serendi-ij
tous ostrich featherS 

In that enchanting moment, an ins-ired idea took :ightS Ye would 
embark on an e-ic daily (uest, surrendering to the Jniverse1s 
magic! 
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Our mission was clearx Fnd a feather every day and infuse it 
with a heartfelt, souljstirring message, breathing life into its 
gentle form and allowing its symbolism to guide usS

My longjdormant -assion for writing began to resurface within 
me, like a gentle :ame :ickering to lifeS ’ince being with Keith, 
I1d written brie:y and designed two websites for usS Ye1d often 
reminisced about my Nournalism days, and Keith encouraged 
me to write moreS Get, something always seemed to block me 
from unleashing my writing gift againS 

Pow, .olarste-s became my creative catalyst, reigniting the 
s-ark  withinS  As  we  sat  together  in  our  luBurious  cam-j
ing chairs, surrounded by nature1s soothing melodies, Keith 
-rocessed his breathtaking -hotos while I -oured my heart 
into writingS Yords :owed eportlessly, like a river unfolding 
its NourneyS Yith each -ost, our awejins-iring adventure came 
alive, and I felt truly aliveS

’even adventurejFlled days later, on 99 May 2024, we entered 
Kruger .ark through the iconic ‘rocodile Wridge CateS zhis 
moment ins-ired a heartfelt inscri-tion on .olarste-sx

In 2015, I created a vision board in my office featuring a cher-
ished image of Crocodile Bridge Gate, symbolizing a longing 
that seemed impossible to fulfill. Yet, life weaves together fate, 
love, and legacy in unexpected ways. 

When Keith entered my life in 2019, I shared my deepest desires 
and fondest childhood memories with him. I told him about my 
mom and dad who instilled in me a profound love and respect for 
nature. Every June, they took me on a journey to Kruger, where 
Africa’s wild beauty left an indelible mark on my soul. 
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Today, I stand in awe, having realized and surpassed my dream of 
returning to Kruger. 35 Nights under starry skies — one for every 
year I yearned to be here. Keith, my beloved, you catalyzed this 
transformation. Your unwavering support and love carry me to new 
heights.

I honor my mom and dad’s legacy, feeling their presence and guid-
ance. Their gentle spirits inspire me to cherish and respect the natural 
world. Keith and I carry the torch, leaving our footprints here in 
Kruger, guided by their love and wisdom every moment. 

Here’s to you, my dearest mom and dad, and to dreams come full 
circle. May your love and legacy forever flourish. Saluté!

As we continued our Nourney, their legacy led us to a sacred -laceS 
On 98 May 2024, we visited Mlondo#i Dam .icnic ’ite, where my 
mom scattered my dad1s ashes in 200qS Des-ite other visitors, we 
felt a dee- sense of -eace and connectionS 

zhe site teemed with wildlife, including kudus, ele-hants and 
barbetsS I sat on the rock where she had scattered his ashes and 
s-oke to him from my heart, a beautiful and emotional moment 
shared with KeithS

In that -oignant moment, words -oured out of my heartx

Dad, I stand on sacred soil, humbled by the weight of memories 
that flood my heart. Your spirit resonates within me, a symphony 
of love and legacy that echoes through every fiber of my being. I am 
overwhelmed by a cascade of emotions that flow like the Sabie River, 
nourishing my soul. 

You and mom were a divine gift, a blessing that shaped me into the 
woman I am today. I want you to know that I cherish every moment 
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we shared, every lesson you taught me, and every sacrifice you 
made for our family. Your love and guidance have been the 
foundation on which I’ve built my life. 

Oh, how I yearn now for the moments we’ll never share: This 
Kruger trip, the laughter, and the wisdom you would have im-
parted. Yet, I find solace in knowing that Keith, too, has been 
touched by your love, even without meeting you. 

Your legacy lives on through us, a testament to the power of your 
love and the impact you’ve had on our lives. Words fail me, Dad, 
but know that I hold your memory close to my heart. 

The little feather you left behind, carefully placed on the foot-
path to the rock where mom scattered your ashes, was a gentle 
reminder of your presence in my life. It was as if you knew I 
needed a tangible connection to the memories we made together. 

Thank you, Dad, for being my rock, my guiding light, and my 
inspiration. 

May you continue to soar free with the fish eagles, your spirit 
unencumbered by the bounds of this world. 

And thank you, Mom, for always showing me that with love, 
support, and belief, anything is possible. I know you and Dad are 
reunited, watching over us with love and pride. 

In the depths of my heart, I know that your love will forever be 
my guiding light, illuminating the path ahead and reminding 
me of the precious gift of life we shared together. 

Thank you.
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zhe entire tri- after that sacred moment was magical, our daily 
.olarste-s inscri-tions bearing testimony to that!

As  we  ste--ed  back  into  our  haven  on  98  Eune  2024,  our 
45jnight, 3,325jkilometer Nourney had come full circleS Uamiliarij
ty1s warmth envelo-ed us, and a dee- sense of satisfaction soothed 
our soulsS

Our Kruger Pational .ark odyssey, a testament to our thirst for 
adventure, had left an indelible mark on our heartsS Ye witj
nessed golden sunrises, Fery sunsets, and celestial starry nightsS 
Ye roamed the savannas, our s-irits entwining with the wild, 
feasting on nature1s maNestyS Discovery1s thrill, wonder1s awe, and 
connection1s -eace accom-anied usS 

Pow, returning home, our hearts over:owed with gratitudeS Ye 
were thankful for o-en roads, laughter, stories, and memories 
etched like starsS Ye were grateful for eB-eriencing ’outh Africa1s 
beauty, wonder, and magicS 

’ettling back, our souls still wandering, we knew -art of us rej
mained in those sacred landsS Ye were home, truly home, with 
dee-er a--reciation for our sanctuary1s comfort and loveS My 
fervent wish was that our hearts remained wild and our s-irits freeS

Every single day of our tri-, a feather serendi-itously a--eared D 
each Fnd meticulously recorded on .olarste-sS Ye were astoundj
ed by how this fun (uest unfolded, enriching our tri- with de-th 
and meaningS

My Fnal inscri-tion on .olarste-s readx

And so, my final feather falls into place, a poignant reminder that 
every journey, no matter how magnificent, must come full circle. 
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Yet, this last feather symbolizes the enduring power of memory, 
the beauty of reflection, and the joy residing in our hearts. Just as 
the feather’s delicate form has weathered adventure’s winds, we’ve 
emerged stronger, our spirits enriched by trials and triumphs on our 
epic Kruger journey. 

As we settle back home, may we honor memories made, blessings 
received, and lessons learned. 

It’s not the destination that defines us, but the journey — people met, 
experiences shared, and beauty beheld. 

As one chapter closes, another begins, for in endings lies the promise 
of new beginnings, unfolding like a feather’s gentle unfurling.

SSS

A single, fallen feather lay unnoticed, its delicate form foreshadj
owing the fragile threads of my worldS
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Soul Sisters

T he cartography of my life is etched with the coordinates of 
those who touch my soul, where laughter and tears con-

verge, and memories are inscribed like constellations.

Sisterhood and friendship: sacred bonds that transform my life’s 
narrative, forging paths through uncharted territories.

In the vast expanse of human connection, they shine bright — the 
dreamcatchers, weaving webs of love and support that anchor me 
in life’s turbulent moments.

Some have been long-standing companions, sharing in the joys and 
struggles of Oudtshoorn’s formative years. Others have recently 
entered my orbit, their presence illuminating new perspectives. 
Still, others occupy a sacred space, their inYuence felt even when 
unseen.

I cherish each and every one of them, including those whose pres-
ence was brief yet brilliant. Together, they’ve enriched my life, their 
contributions forever valued. Sacred bonds, some not destined to 
last a lifetime. Aet, revered and cherished, still.

5t 1E, Wlbie’s presence painted vibrant colors into my life. ‘ith 
her arrival, the word Usister’ transcended familiarity, embracing the 
essence of shared experiences and kinship.



SOUL SISTERS 315

4nited by the Merce and adventurous spirit of 5ries, our birthdays 
merely q years and Eq days apart, we emerged as warrior sisters. 
Our bond was forged in the cosmic convergence of shared pas-
sions, values, and unbreakable loyalty.

Aet, life’s trials can fray even the sturdiest relationships. Fy di-
vorce sparked an emotional earth2uake, shaking the foundations 
of our relationship. Wstrangement followed, a heartbreaking af-
tershock.

8our years later, on 0K 5ugust 0z0E, we marked the anniversary 
of our Mrst meeting. 

Ceith and I stood in FuiHenberg, bathed in warm sunlight, with 
a gentle breeHe whispering through. Seagulls soared above as the 
ocean’s tender lap stretched before us. ‘ith hearts full of love, 
we released my mom’s ashes into her beloved ocean. Darrying her 
love and legacy out to sea, we set her spirit free, one with the waves.

6onoring her Mnal wish was a bittersweet moment, as I had clung 
to the physical remnants of our bond, Mnding it excruciating to 
relin2uish the last tangible connection. Wven after leaving Oudt-
shoorn, the ache of her absence lingered. Aet, in this instant, 
something felt synchronistic, as if Jivinity had orchestrated this 
moment.

This ethereal convergence coincided with Fom Joreen’s birth-
day,  a  serendipitous alignment that resonated deeply.  Ceith 
sensed my vulnerability and oPered gentle guidance: 

“Sweetie, there's something extraordinary about your bond with 
Elbie. The past is in the past. Perhaps it’s time for a fresh start in 
your relationship. Reach out to her.” 
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6is words ignited a celestial alignment, forever stitching our stars 
together in a cosmic tapestry of love and serenity.

Since then, our bond has evolved into a sacred fusion, navigating 
life’s challenges together. ‘e’ve explored new depths, ventured 
into uncharted territories, and continue growing together.

Aet, in existence’s grand tapestry, tragedy strikes unexpectedly. 8ate 
chose Wlbie to deliver soul-crushing news at K:zE p.m. on E; <uly 
0z0q, unleashing a stellar tempest: The =hoenix consumed by Mery 
despair.
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Hourglass Shattered

S omething dark and depraved has ripped my heart from my 
chest. 

In one fatal sweep, it desecrated my chest cavity and ravaged the 
essence of my soul. 

In horror I watch the blood of my spirit seep into the sands of utter 
annihilation. 

Desperate to escape, my life-…re detonates. 

I bellow like a savage animal.

“Sis, you need to brace yourself … 

I have terrible news about Georick … 

Ester-Marié just called me to say he committed suicide … 

He hanged himself in a tree …

I’m so sorry, my sis … 

I wish I could take this bitter cup from you … 

But, unfortunately, it happened …”

T
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Mhe vile darkness torments me.

Lauls me with ’ashes of memory. 

Yacerated from my heartzs sanctuary. 

Oet, I possess no heart. 

It has been pulveriAed. 

Nbliterated. 

Nne devastating strike.

Disemboweled. 

Ly soulzs entrails dislodged. 

G ferocious …end unleashed.

Ly life-force succumbs. 

)umbness in…ltrates its venom.

*ouges into the abyss of despair. 

Itzs too much. 

I cannot bear. 

I release a mournful wail. 

Nblivious to my own torment.
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Remnants

C an a mother’s heart hold the weight of her own shattered 
dreams? 

How much grief can her human spirit endure?

…

The journey to Riebeek-West was excruciating.

It was a stormy day; angry clouds pierced the sky, and torrential 
winds ravaged the landscape.
How else? I thought wryly.

And how ironic? Finally, I had the address Georick had called 
home for the last Kve years, yet he would never greet me there.

qeith was Muiet, supportive, and kind.
How else? I thought thankfully.

…

:y Krst impressions of the propertyO a lush, green garden. 
:any dogs. And a broken lady inside the house.

Jur eyes met, and our pain merged; our sorrow multiplied.
Grace intervened, saving us both. I listened with compassion and 
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understanding, Knding resonance. Certain themes in Georick’s life 
had perpetuated. I shuddered a silent sigh.

When our last words had spilled out, she beckoned to his garden 
—at.

qeith and I ventured outside. Sust the two of us. The storm still 
raged, expressing its fury and temper.

…

:y Krst glimpses of the tree z The Tree.

Uentinel of his sanctuary.

I cannot bear.

It’s too much.

I stagger inside.

…

A somber waltP through Georick’s abode. A heartbreaking re-
Muiem.

The familiarity of the sceneO chaos married with artistic —air. 
NniMue and striking art pieces —ung against the walls. Jthers 
perched on the rafters. 

Amidst the whimsical wreckage, dirty dishes drowned the sink. 
A few glasses half-empty with red wine. Elates and bowls with 
half-eaten food. 

Cigarette butts. :any. Upilled from the ashtray. Deglected and 
forgotten.
How else? I think wistfully.
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…

The crumpled bed. Clothes scattered everywhere. The gentle gi-
ant’s shoes. Worn and weathered. 

Rubbing my nose in his clothes. Hoping his hauntingly familiar 
scent would bring him back to life.

UoKa’s doggy basket. CoPy with a warm blanket. Her vet’s pre-
scription within reach.
He had captured her heart; they were an inseparable pair. Dow, 
UoKa waits, confused and concerned, for Georick’s return.

Lmployment papers in disarray on a shelf. Congratulations on 
your appointment. Art consultant on an international ship. Uoon 
to board. Id-pictures. Reeking of fear to leave the familiar. I inhale 
the trepidation that clung carelessly to the papers.

9esperate for relief, my gaPe settles upon a framed photo of my 
mom. Radiant and carefree in her youth. Destled in its special spot.

I cannot bear any more.

It’s too much.

…

Dow, to the morgue to identify his body. The drive seems endless. 
The storm still rages.

qeith is Muiet, supportive, and kind.
How else? I think thankfully.

…

The moment I lay eyes on him. 
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:y womb ruptures. 

He looks asleep. Eeaceful. :ike he will open his eyes any moment 
now.

The umbilical cord wraps itself around my throat.

It constricts. :ercilessly.

A noose of memories and echoes.

Then it violently severs.

The savage animal unleashes a mournful wail in the sacred room. 

The ferocious Kend —ees the darkness. 9esperate to escape the 
travail of sorrow. 

It’s too much to bear. 

…

The Knality of it all. 

…

It has slaughtered my entire dictionary. 

I cannot give birth to anymore words to describe my pain. 

I am broken and strong. 

I surrender.

…
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The Tree
…

My rstg limpetot fh g—o gsoo I The Tree.

c anbbfg .ons’

cgut gff pva—’

…

cuii soLmtmg’ *ngos’

SSS

dv,,obiyG kofsmaA mt —oso’ 

cb g—o tnaso,bott fh g—o pfpobg’ 
Ht c sotg g—o t—nggoso, oyot fh py —onsg fb The Tree.

Wmt oyot ifaA fbgf pmbo’ 
zmg— n lobgio tpmioG nb, n tv.gio gmig fh —mt —on,G —o lvm,ot py lnwo 
gf The Tree’ 
Hb, ,oimangoiy oblsnLot g—o ,oeg—t fh —mt rbni nag fb g—o tnaso, 
tingo fh py afbtoasngo, temsmg’
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The Tree tgnb,t gnii’ 
Wos g—maA .snba—ot tgsoga—mbl gfTns,t g—o tAy imAo op.snambl 
nspt’ 
Wos .onvgmhvi lsoob ionLot svtgimbl mb g—o lobgio .soowo’ 
Wos ogosbni evsefto nb, sfio nso gf esfLm,o t—oigosG t—n,oG nb, 
tvtgobnbao hfs nii T—f tooA sohvlo .obong— —os .fvl—t’ 
Wos sffgt ,oiLo ,ooe mbgf g—o onsg—G nba—fsmbl —os mb tgn.mimgy 
nb, tgsoblg—’ 
Wos ionLot sona— hfs g—o —onLobtG typ.fimwmbl lsfTg—G soboTniG 
nb, g—o afbboagmfb .ogToob —onLob nb, onsg—’

d—o mt n lvns,mnb fh g—o bngvsni Tfsi,’ 
H Tmto nb, lobgio tobgmboi’ 
H tmiobg Tmgbott gf g—o enttnlo fh gmpo nb, ayaiot fh imho’ 
Wos ogosbni evsefto mt gf bvsgvsoG esfgoagG nb, mbtemso nii T—f 
obafvbgos —os teiob,fs I nb, kofsmaA mt —os .iotto, nb, pftg 
esoamfvt afpenbmfb’

The Tree vb,ostgnb,t Tmg—fvg .fvb,t’ 
Wos Tmt,fp nb, —os AbfTio,lo sona— g—oms og—osoni .snba—ot 
hns .oyfb, g—o onsg—iy Tfsi, fh impmgo, vb,ostgnb,mbl’ 
d—o gsnbtaob,t g—o impmgt fh gmpo nb, tenao’ 
d—o AbfTt’ 

-—o gfsgvso a—np.os fh —mt tvxosmbl’
-—o esmtfb fh —mt toihjasongo, n,,magmfbt’ 
Wmt mbtvspfvbgn.io hons fh mpeob,mbl a—nblo’ 
-—o .fb,nlo fh —mt a—fmaot’ 
d—o AbfTt mg nii’ 

The Tree .onst gotgmpfby’ 
Wos pvigmgv,o popfsmot fh pfpobgt’ 
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kofsmaA tmggmbl fb —mt engmf’ 
-—o nt—gsny fLosRfTmbl’ 
Wos oEenbtmLo nb, gfTosmbl esotobao fb —mt ,ffstgoe’ 
knwmbl vefb —os pnUotgy’ 
-—mbAmblG afbgopeingmbl’ 
zsotgimblG tvxosmbl’ 
zmg—mb sona— fh —os nb, —os .snba—’ 

-—o pfg—os fh —mt tfvi’ 
dffg—mbl —mp’ 
dgsoga—mbl fvg g—o .snba— fh im.osngmfb’ 
Oona—mbl fvg gf —mp’ 
BEgob,mbl —os tnaso, mbLmgngmfb’ 
Jbgmi’ 
Wo afvi,bug gnAo mg nby ifblos’ 
Wo afvi,bug too g—o Tny hfsTns,’ 
Jbgmi g—oso Tnt bf fg—os Tny’ 
d—o Tnt g—o fbiy Tny’

The Tree AbfTt n.fvg eso,otgmbo, oLobgt’ 
H.fvg esfe—ogma ,otgmbmot’ 
H.fvg g—o vigmpngo g—sot—fi, .ogToob imho nb, ,ong—’ 
-—o vigmpngo efsgni g—ng afbboagt g—o ogosbmgy fh mg nii’ 

-—o too,t fh esfpmto g—ng Tnt .vsmo, mb g—o tfmi fh —os onsg—G 
anssmo, g—o esfe—oay fh kofsmaAut rbni nag’ 
cb g—ng pfpobgG g—ng vggosiy tnaso, pfpobgG t—o .oanpo g—o 
.sm,lo’ 
Wos .snba— g—o lfi,ob tgoet’ 
Fxosmbl kofsmaA g—o enttnlo’ 
Wmt gmaAog fbgf g—o Lfynlo fh hfsoLos’ 
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kofsmaA mbtgmiit mb po g—o AbfTmblbott fh —mt afvsnlo’ Wmt honst’ 
Wmt obgsnepobg’ Wmt ,otmso gf .o tog hsoo’ 
c mbtgmii mb pytoih g—o AbfTmblbott fh py afvsnlo’ My honst’ My 
obgsnepobg’ My ,otmso gf .o tog hsoo’

c .fT .ohfso The Tree. 
Hg —os vigmpngo nigns fh toihjtnasmrao’ 
Wos lsfvb, mt —fiy nb, tnaso,’
c sob,os py gsm.vgo gf —os’ 

Mfg—os gf Mfg—os’ 
c fxos —os g—o tansso, lmhgt fh py pfsgni pfg—os—ff,’ 
My hnmivsot’ 
My RnTt’ 
My honst’ 
My hsnlpobgo, toih’ 

c .otgfT py lsngmgv,o vefb —os’ 
c —fbfs —os mppfsgnimgy’
d—o mt g—o Bgosbni Mfg—os’ 
d—o n,fego, py tfb’
*fLot —mp nt —os fTb’ 
-—o rstg.fsb hsvmg fh py Tfp.’ 

-—nbA yfvG Mfg—os’

d—o tgsoga—ot fvg g—o .snba— fh im.osngmfb’ 
d—o sona—ot fvg gf po’ 
d—o oEgob,t —os tnaso, mbLmgngmfb’

d—o mt bfT g—o pfg—os fh py tfvi’
H,fegmbl po’ 
*fLmbl po’
dffg—mbl po’
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c afpeso—ob,’ 
c oEenb,’ 
c ong hsfp g—o hsvmg fh The Tree. 
Wos gntgo mt vbimAo nbyg—mbl cuLo oLos gntgo,’ 
CmggosjtToog mb g—o tnaso,bott fh —os Uvmambott’ 
c tnLfs —os Tmg— n.nb,fb’ 
d—o bfvsmt—ot po’

c afppmg gf bvsgvsmbl py fTb lsfTg— nb, Toiij.ombl’ 
3vtg nt t—o bvsgvsot g—o lsfTg— nb, Toiij.ombl fh nii imLmbl g—mblt’ 
c esfpmto gf a—osmt— nb, esfgoag g—o Bnsg—’ 
-f —fbfs —os ayaiot nb, s—yg—pt’ 
Hb, gf aoio.sngo g—o .onvgy nb, Tfb,os fh —os asongmfb’

cb g—mt tnaso, tenaoG c fxos py lsngmgv,o gf Mfg—os Bnsg—’ 
4fs g—o n.vb,nbao fh .iottmblt t—o —nt .otgfTo, vefb po’ 
c LfT gf soamesfango —os ifLo nb, lobosftmgy .y .ombl —os lvns,mnb’ 
H esfgoagfs fh —os sotfvsaotG nb, n a—npemfb fh —os .onvgy’

Ht g—vb,osut Lm.sngmfbt sotfbngo ,ooe Tmg—mb py tfvi’ 
c hooi py tfbut ifLmbl ottobao’ 
H lobgio T—mteos mb g—o pm,tg fh g—o tgfsp’ 

Fvs ogosbni .fb,’ 
4fslo, mb g—o ,oeg—t fh asongmfb’
5fbgmbvot gf oLfiLo nb, Rfvsmt—’ 

c a—osmt— g—o 66jyons f,yttoy To t—nso,’ 
H gneotgsy’ 
zfLob Tmg— invl—gosG gonstG nb, g—o T—mteost fh fvs —onsgt’ 

BLob mb g—o tmiobao fh g—o entg rLo yonst’ 
Fvs ifLo sopnmbo,’
cgt hfspos .sml—gbott tfhgobo, gf n lobgio lifT’
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-flog—os’
zo t—nii Ufvsboy fb’ 
-Tf tfvit’
Cfvb, .y nb vb.sonAn.io afs,’ 
Fvs afbboagmfb’
H gotgnpobg’ 
-f g—o mppfsgni efTos fh ifLo’

…
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Forever Georick
My dearest Georick,

As I write these words to you on 17 July 2024, my heart is shattered 
into a million pieces, yet my love for you remains whole and un-
broken. You were a radiant soul who illuminated the world with 

your presence. Your life was a canvas of creativity, a masterpiece of 
self-expression, and a testament to the strength of your spirit.

My dearest Georick, I know that your journey was not an easy one. 
The scars of your childhood ran deep, and the pain of rejection 

was a constant companion. But despite the challenges you faced, 
I remember you with a gentle soul and a heart full of love and 

compassion. Your artistic expression was a reflection of your inner 
beauty, a manifestation of the creativity that flowed through your 

very being.

I have always admired you for the person you chose to be, Georick. 
Your courage to be yourself, to defy convention, and to embrace 

your individuality was a beacon of hope in a world that often seeks 
to conform. Your heart may have been broken many times, but I 

remember you with a heart of gold, always ready to love and to give.

My dear son, I want you to know that I love you more than my words 
can express. I am honored to have been your mother, to have shared 
in your journey, and to have witnessed your growth. I am grateful for 
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the time we had together, and I cherish the many beautiful memories 
we created.

I acknowledge the soul contract we shared, and the life lessons we chose 
to explore together. I salute your courage in walking a challenging 

path, and I honor your growth and resilience.

As you transition to the other side, I want you to know that you are 
free now. Free to soar on the wings of angels, free to dance among 

the stars, and free to shine your light for all to see. You are home, my 
dearest Georick, and you are at peace.

My beloved son, my firstborn, I will carry you in my heart always. 
You will never be forgotten, and your memory will live on through 

me. Rest in peace, my dear child, rest in peace.

May your journey be guided by love, and may your spirit continue 
to inspire and uplift all those who know you.

I love you, my son. I will always love you.

T he mirror lay shattered, its silvered glass splintered into a 
thousand shards. Each shard refected a kractured piece ok 

my soul, li’e a prismLs scattered kacets. xight rekracted through 
the prism, e—ploding into a ’aleidoscope ok colors b viIrant reds, 
Ilues and greens. Each color represented a diwerent aspect ok my 
identity, Iut z -as utterly unaIle to merge them into a uniAed 
-hole. 

The kragments kelt li’e raMorjsharp glass, cutting my heart.

Gs z refected on this inner turmoil, my Iro’en motherLs heart 
over-helmingly too’ dominance. Hemories and emotions foodj
ed my heart, unleashing strong emotions that shattered and overj
po-ered me. z recalled my Oourney -ith 2eoric’, tracing every 
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step, every crossroads -eLd reached. Each crossroads led us closer 
to the inevitaIle.

z had respected his Ioundary and accepted his choice ok no conj
tact. z never -anted to repeat 0ennieLs legacy ok korcing himselk on 
others, manipulating and controlling them. z didnLt -ant to stife 
2eoric’Ls gro-th or independence. z thought ik z couldnLt Iring 
out the Iest in him, our relationship -ould Ie meaningless.

z had opted out ok the Aghts, ugly -ords, pressure, hurt and 
pain that -ould have deAned our relationship. Hy principles and 
values, korged and tempered during my 1udtshoorn years, had 
Iecome unsha’eaIle. z couldnLt imagine surrendering my truth 
and voice to meet korcekul e—pectations.

zn 9CU6, through my divorce, z emerged radiant, ecstatically happy, 
liIerated, and empo-ered. Though the Oourney e—acted a steep 
price, z triumphantly claimed my kreedom and authentic voice.

0ardj-on lessons, korged in Are, no- illuminate my path. Jomj
promising my values to appease 2eoric’ -ould have Iuried me 
under the crushing -eight ok Oudgment and criticism, silencing 
my soul. znstead, z chose courage, reclaiming my authentic selk b 
scars, imperkections and all.

zt -as a conundrum, an impossiIle choice. znternally torn Iej
t-een kragmented personalities, each vying kor dominance, z ’ne- 
upholding my values -ould have made 2eoric’ and me irreconcilj
aIle.

4ntil Uq Suly 9C9? z had carekully -eighed the potential conj
se!uences, a-are ok the accountaIility that might kollo-. z had 
prepared myselk kor various eventualities, envisioning -orstjcase 
scenarios to steel my resolve. z had imagined car crashes, katal accij
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dents and severe illnesses, Iut suicide had remained an unthin’aIle 
possiIility.

1ne shattered refection ok the prism consoled me. 2eoric’Ls passj
ing -as a deliIerate choice, not shaped Iy korces Ieyond his conj
scious control. 0e elected to end his like. zt -as a voluntary decij
sion, kree krom e—ternal coercion.

Gnother refection posed that 2eoric’Ls struggles -ere shrouded 
in secrecy, his cries kor help going unheard. zsolated and -ithout a 
likeline, he -restled -ith unIearaIle pain, his inner turmoil escaj
lating until the -eight ok his suwering Iecame too great to Iear.

:hattered !uestions lingered. Jould z have saved him krom his 
desperate escape, or -ould our complicated past have e—acerIated 
his pain, pushing him Ieyond -hat he could endureB

Gnd then another shattered refection. The release. G -eight likted. 
zLm Anally kree krom -orrying aIout 2eoric’D Hy inner dialogue, 
no- silenced, used to echoN 

Is Georick okay? Is he happy? Yes, of course he is! He’s 
thriving, living his dream as a celebrated artist in 
Riebeek-West — without me. The best gift I can give 
him and Ester-Marié is my own freedom, irrespective 
of whether they’re present or not. My focus is on becom-
ing the best version I can be.

Gnother shattered kragmentN the adoption theme continues to 
haunt me, mar’ed Iy kruitless struggles to korm lasting Ionds 
-ith my children. Roth my children had distanced themselves, 
echoing my o-n decision to ’eep Hom Yoreen at armLs length. 
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z had invested e—clusively in my relationship -ith ElIie. Wo-, the 
unimaginaIle has occurred b my son has ta’en his o-n likeD

G day akter 2eoric’Ls passing, a onejhourjlong call krom Europe 
had unleashed a Irutal and merciless verIal assault on me as a 
mother. :cathing -ords had ravaged my character, integrity, and 
truth -ith contemptuous disrespect. 

éeeling krom the pain, z had stood resolute, my voice steady and 
un-avering. (et, inside, z had shattered into a million pieces. The 
chasm Iet-een us had gaped -ider, deepening into an inAnite, 
dar’ e—panse b a seemingly Iottomless void -ith no Ioundaries 
and no end.

That call had kelt li’e a Anal, crushing Ilo-. Yealing -ith its akterj
math had Ieen almost -orse than coping -ith 2eoric’Ls death. zt 
had added to my shoc’ and trauma. 

z had already lost one child to the akterlike, and -ithin hours, z 
had lost the other to the -orld. The -eight ok this dual loss had 
threatened to consume me, leaving me gasping kor air in a sea ok 
unrelenting griek.

The hauntingly kamiliar !uestions s-irl. )hatLs the purpose ok 
these kractured relationshipsB zs it a legacy ok hurt, a cycle ok rej
Oection or an opportunity kor soul gro-thB

Gnother shattered kragment. EsterjHari@ had shared -ith me, 
shortly akter our visit to Europe, the prokound moment -hen she 
had phoned 2eoric’ and owered a heartkelt, sincere apology kor the 
pain she had inficted upon him during their childhood. :he had 
recounted the immense emotion they had shared, and ho- they 
had Ioth -ept tears ok tremendous release.
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z had kound prokound solace in the thought that the trauma ok 
their childhood, once a seemingly insurmountaIle oIstacle, had 
Ieen overcome. Ggainst all odds, they had kound korgiveness, 
healing, and unconditional love. 

Hy o-n pain, stemming krom Ieing e—cluded krom their rej
union and -itnessing the reIirth ok their relationship krom akar, 
had paled in comparison to the reliek that they had emIar’ed on 
a poignant Oourney ok redemption.

(et no-, z kound myselk torn asunder in a sea ok intense pain and 
longing. 0o- z yearned to have had a uniAed e—perience -ith 
Ioth my children. To have Ieen part ok a Iond -here the three 
ok us enOoyed an immense relationshipN a mother and her t-o 
children, happy, engaging, laughing, sharing, ma’ing memories. 

Gnd also, the agoniMing thought, -hy hadnLt he reached out to 
EsterjHari@ at the endB z have no -ay ok ’no-ing -hat their 
relationship -as li’e right at the end ok his like. z am only lekt 
-ith the gaping hole ok secrecy, e—clusion and uncertainty.

Then, yet another shattered kragment. 2race, my constant comj
panion, heals my deepest -ounds -ith inAnite love and compasj
sion. Gs gratitude s-ells, aIundance gently overfo-s, nurturing 
my soul. zn this realm ok 2race, likeLs clarity reveals itselk. 

Roth my children have korged their uni!ue paths, and z respect 
their choices, ac’no-ledging their autonomy. z release conj
trol, kocusing on my o-n Oourney, trusting that theyLll navigate 
theirs.

The deepest truth resonates -ithin me. zk given the choice, zLd still 
choose this like, trials and triumphs ali’e, kor a mystical certainty 
Alls my soul. zLve e—perienced undeniaIle miracles, -oven into my 
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Oourney Iy a korce Ieyond human comprehension. zLve -itnessed, 
lived through, and marveled at these divine moments.

Gs z emIody this truth, the eternal rekrain echoes -ithinN 

All is well with your soul. It is as it should be. 

The urge to reassemIle the past dissolves, surrendering to the soj
lace ok acceptance, kreeing me krom the -eight ok -hat could have 
Ieen.

)ith an open and -illing heart, z consecrate a sacred vo-N to surj
render unconditionally to the divine presence that resides -ithin 
me b to -holeheartedly trust its tender -hispers, its comkorting 
presence, and its radiant light. These sacred -hispers guide me 
kor-ard -ith prophetic cadence, illuminating the mysteries ok my 
Oourney.

zn the sacred geometry ok an open heart b in the depths ok my 
sorro- b -ith the unIearaIle -eight ok loss, Yivinity dra-s near.

1n U6 Suly 9C9?, z receive a surprise call krom one ok 2eoric’Ls 
closest kriends. Yespite over Ave years ok silence, z instantaneously 
recall our shared laughter and camaraderie. zn this singular moj
ment, our connection keels timeless.

The kriendLs -ords unkold li’e a sacred scrollN

AG Iriek pause settles in, as -e Ioth struggle to contain our tears, 
the shared -eight ok griek and sorro- resonating deeply across the 
distanceB
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“Elmarie, with your open heart and mind, I feel 
comfortable sharing this intimate experience. Yes-
terday morning, I woke up with a vivid, heart-felt 
knowing that Georick’s spirit was with me.”

AHy mind reels, kamiliarity -ashes over me b goosefesh, rapid 
heartIeat, anticipation. The moment turns sacred, heavy -ith 
e—pectation, as ik Yivinity pauses, poised on the cusp ok revej
lationB

“And he said to me: ‘Please don’t burden my jour-
ney forward with your tears.’”

AThe tears -ell up, a dam kast Alling -ithin me. z struggle to 
Iear the -eight ok 2eoric’Ls -ords, yet his presence envelops 
me, comkorting and close. 0eLs here. z keel himB

“‘And please search for my mom, find her,  and 
make contact with her.’”

AHy heart s’ips a Ieat, shoc’ed Iy 2eoric’Ls re!uest. Hy throat 
constricts, Ireath caught, numIness spreads. )hatLs comingBB

“‘Tell her that I’m sorry … I see now where I had 
been stubborn and made foolish choices.  I was so 
short-sighted.’”
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AHy -aters Irea’, fooding me. :calding tears Iurst korth krom my 
desecrated chest. Hy -omI contracts in spasms as z give Iirth to 
korgivenessLs cathartic foodB

“‘And I’m deeply sorry for the pain I’ve caused her…’”

A2eoric’Ls vulneraIle -ords s-eep me a-ay in a sea ok sadness and 
longing. zLm riding a riptide ok primal emotions, tossed Iet-een 
Oagged roc’s ok regret and underto-s ok longingB

zn this transcendent instant, Yivine 2race gathers my shattered 
kragments, transmuting them Ieyond mortal comprehension. 
)ith celestial might, she scatters the shards across starry e—panses, 
’indling a stellar nursery -ithin my soul.

2eoric’Ls cosmic YWG merges, and a radiant ne-Iorn star is 
Iirthed. zt shines resplendent, illuminating my inner s’ies -ith 
Irilliant light. Tears ok mutual sorro- transkorm into stardust. zt 
daMMles -ith korgiveness, love, and victory, rekracting rainIo- hues 
across the heavens ok my soul.

My beloved Georick, as you journey on,
Remember, I love you beyond the farthest star.

You are strong, brave and forever free,
Go forth, shine bright and shatter the scars of the past.

I shall not burden your path with my tears,
I’ve set you free from my anguish and fears.

I see now how unselfishly you gave your life,
as a gift to me and all who are bound in a box. 
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Forever and always, my son, my shining light,
May you soar to infinity, aglow with love and ever-so-bright.

— Hom
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The Primal Trauma

A s  I  plummeted into the darkest,  most unfathomable 
depths of grief, I grasped for the mystical realm. Its mys-

terious expanse reached up to buoy me, holding fast against the 
torrent of my sorrow. I had never known pain like this before, 
and its intensity had shattered my illusions of invincibility.

Desperate for relief, I surrendered to the mystical realm, letting 
its divine refuge envelop me. This sacred sanctuary beckoned 
me to explore the mysteries beyond the fragments of my own 
soul. I felt an inner call to venture into the uncharted territories 
of my heart and unearth the hidden truths within me.

I’ve always been irresistibly drawn to the ethereal dimensions, 
where the veil between worlds is gossamer-thin. Here, I become 
a droplet in the cosmic ocean, merging with the inEnite expanse 
of existence. Wvery molecule of my being is bathed in the lumi-
nous waters of the celestial realm, and the fabric of my reality 
is drenched in the essence of wonder, awe, and mystery.

In these radiant moments, I grasp the profound truth that I am an 
incarnated soul, intentionally embodied to explore speciEc themes 
and experiences. Misdom, clarity, and purpose emerge within me 
as my consciousness expands. I understand that I am not a victim 
of circumstance, karmic debt, or entrenched patterns. I am a con-
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scious participant in the inEnite ocean of existence, transcending 
identity, geography, and material existence.

Yy many mystical experiences all elude the grasp of language. 
They exceed my capacity to fully comprehend their profound 
impact and signiEcance. Net, with each sacred encounter, I stand 
in the presence of something inEnitely greater than my own 
mortality, and surrender becomes eGortless. As my soul bursts 
forth, I am granted increased resilience and capacity to navigate 
my life’s complexities with renewed faith, obedience and passion.

Kavigating these realms, I consistently receive more than I antic-
ipate. The golden thread of 1race that weaves our paths together 
reveals that 7eith, too, is synchronously walking alongside me. 
Together, we are entwined in a sacred dance of growth, transfor-
mation, and shared discovery, our hearts beating in harmony as 
we explore the mysteries of the universe.

O2 0ctober 4S4—, an Aries Buper Yoon night C the Efth and 
Enal Buper Yoon of 4S4— C marked the moment when the 
phoenix of my soul burst forth from the ashes of my deepest 
wounds.

As I stood at the edge of this precipice, the primal trauma of my 
origin threatened to engulf me. The scar of abandonment, the 
festering ache that had persistently haunted me all my life, pulsed 
with a renewed raw intensity. I felt the undertow of this pain, a 
riptide that would drag me under and swallow me whole. 0ne 
misstep, one careless breath, and I’d be lost in the dark depths of 
my own despair.

:ut I had come too far, fought too hard, to let the darkness win. 
Wach time I’d faced the darkness, I’d emerged, scarred but stronger, 
my spirit tempered like steel in the Ere. And now, as I basked in the 
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warmth of my happiest life with 7eith, I knew I couldn’t let the 
monster of depression and worthlessness snatch it all away.

Divinity whispered secrets in my ear, promising a profound en-
counter on the Holy Yountain. As I nestled on the bed behind 
7eith, he became a mythical sanctuary, an otherworldly haven 
shielding me from my visions’ tempests. 

In ancient 1reek mythology, the 0mphalos was a sacred stone 
marking the center of the world, connecting heaven and earth. As I 
cowered in the shelter of his presence, 7eith embodied this symbol 
of strength and unity, becoming my own 0mphalos C a pillar of 
comfort and solace in the turmoil. I was the fragile soul clinging to 
its solidity, Ending solace in its unwavering presence.

As I pierced the veil, sheltered by the protective curve of 7eith’s 
back, I gave birth to the pain, sorrow, and grief that had been 
lodged in my physical vessel ever since I drew the breath of life. 

The 0mphalos, the navel of the world, echoed the wound of my 
own birth, the severing of the umbilical cord that had once linked 
me to my mother.

The release burst through my body in ripples of energy, coursing 
up and down my spine. I clung to 7eith, my arm wrapped around 
his side. zlutching onto him like a newborn in a womb-like sling. 
As if I knew that if I let go, I would plummet into an abyss of 
despair, forsakenness, and darkness.

In that moment, I relived the trauma of my birth, the primordial 
fears and anxieties that had imprinted themselves on my soul. The 
emotions that qooded me were overwhelmingF paralyXing fear, 
crippling anxiety, earth-shattering depression, intense hopeless-
ness, excruciating loneliness, and utter abandonment. 
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Mords faltered, inade–uate to capture the depths of my anguish.

Mhen my lifelong guardians, my words, qed in the face of this fero-
cious encounter with Truth, I knew with the deepest sense of inner 
knowing that I was birthing the unfathomableF the soul-crushing 
and indescribable burden of grief and sorrow that had been lodged 
inside me. 

This primal pain had been with me my entire life, a fundamental 
part of my being. The loss of my two children, though devastating, 
was not an original wound, but rather a mirror expression of the 
mother of all pains that was lodged inside my psyche.

As I lay sheltered behind 7eith’s back, the tears I cried were a 
deluge of anguish, a torrent that eclipsed every sorrow I’d ever 
known. In this vulnerable state, I felt myself being pulled back into 
the depths of my own birth trauma. 

I was once again a fragile newborn, gasping my Erst breaths in 
a world that seemed determined to suGocate me. Wvery cell in 
my tiny frame yearned for the warmth of my mother’s voice, the 
comfort of her loving arms, and the nourishment of her life-giving 
breasts.

:ut there was only silence. 0nly emptiness. 0nly fear. 0nly paral-
ysis. 0nly abandonment. In that desolate landscape, the demons 
of depression loomed, their dark tendrils reaching out to snuG out 
my fragile qickering qame.

Net, in the face of such overwhelming despair, I discovered a spark 
of courage that refused to be extinguished. It was a raw, unyielding 
will to survive, a bravery that qowed through my tiny veins like 
li–uid Ere. 
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I felt it with every Eber of my beingF the weight of courage, born 
from the sheer force of will that had propelled me through those 
Erst, perilous days.

In the moment I took my Erst breath, I knew I had to let go 
of the fragile, frightened soul that had been Yarenda 7och. As 
I exhaled, my life force began to ebb away, a qeeting qicker of 
existence suspended between the worlds. 

In that moment, my sense of self shattered. Yy fragile, fragmented 
identity was left to drift in the void, unmoored from the maternal 
love and nurturing that was my birthright.

In the crucible of existence, I was melted down, my very essence 
reduced to its most fundamental form. jor Eve eternal days, I hung 
suspended. A soul without a name, a heart without a home. 

I was :aby 3, a temporary designation, a placeholder for a life yet 
to be claimed. 

The Eres of transformation burned away the remnants of Yarenda 
7och, leaving behind a residue of pure potential, waiting to be 
shaped and molded by the love and devotion of those who would 
soon become my family.

Then, like a phoenix from the ashes, I was reborn. jred and zorrie 
zoetXee, those earthly angels, enveloped me in their boundless 
love. Mith every tender touch, every whispered promise, and every 
nourishing drop of their devotion, they coaxed me back into be-
ing. 

As Wlmarie zoetXee, I arose, reborn of their unconditional love, 
forged in the Ere of their parenthood, and tempered into a resilient, 
shining soul. Btrong enough to withstand life’s trials, yet forever 
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branded 6 seared with the Eerce imprint of the crucible’s trans-
formative Ere.

As I navigated the complexities of my dual identity, I came to 
understand that my entire life had been a battle to bridge the gap 
between Yarenda 7och and Wlmarie zoetXee 6 two identities, 
two names, two lives, forever intertwined, yet paradoxically, for-
ever separated, a perpetual echo of the fragmented self that had 
haunted me for so long. 

The trauma of this dichotomy, the loss of identity, the death of self, 
had seared a permanent scar on my soul, a branded reminder of the 
Eerce and transformative Ere that had shaped me.

Yy mother’s fear and shame was an energy that hung in the de-
livery room, a palpable, suGocating presence that seemed to seep 
into every pore of my being. It was the 8udgment from society, 
a deafening condemnation of a young mother utterly unable to 
provide for and keep her baby. 

This energy was a living, breathing thing that wrapped itself 
around my psyche like a black, ominous cloak, casting a long, 
ominous shadow over my life.

The unfathomable pain of a newborn baby being abandoned, 
helplessly handed to unfamiliar hands, had imprinted a deep sense 
of shame and disconnection on my soul. Though wordless, this 
pain was engraved on the tablet of my heart, etched in the blood of 
my mother’s shattered dreams, a permanent, pulsing wound that 
refused to heal. 

The loss of my legacy, my birthright, my identity, had been a per-
manently open and gaping wound that I had carried for a lifetime, 
a constant reminder of my re8ection and abandonment.
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Net, despite the severed cord, despite the trauma and the pain, I had 
pushed on, driven by a Eerce determination to survive, to thrive, 
and to reclaim my true self. And in that moment, as the tears 
dried on my cheeks, I knew that I had Enally found the courage to 
confront the depths of my own pain, and to emerge, reborn, into 
the light of my true identity.

And I understood, fully, for the Erst time, the fullness of my expe-
rience 4= years ago, as I had Erst shared in an earlier chapter.

0n O> Kovember 4SSO, when I had felt the inexplicable pull to 
visit the local cemetery and had received this profound messageF

Eljoshijka, today you sit at the beginning and end of your life. It is 
death and birth in Me simultaneously. Believe as I show you.

Your destiny, as Marenda Koch, would have been early sexual mo-
lestation and death — a short, troubled life. You were redeemed 
from that fate through financial means, sold for gain. That’s why 
prosperity eluded you; you felt enslaved to money.

This morning, I take your destiny into Me and transform it. I wash 
away your past — your destiny as an adopted child in the earthly 
realm — and anoint you with the awe-inspiring fragrance of My 
presence.

I reconcile Marenda Koch, Elmarie Coetzee, and Eljoshijka within 
Me, uniting you in wholeness. We are One.

Eljoshijka, My gift to you is the faith I have in you — the seed I’ve 
given you this morning. It’s the faith that you will reach your destiny 
in Me, fulfilling the true and full potential of all I’ve placed within 
you.

I have faith in you. Let it sink in ...
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As the intensity of those qeeting glimpses of eternal truth subsided 
during the course of the evening, I knew with utter undeniable 
certainty that, when I awoke on O? 0ctober 4S4— and beyond, I 
would emerge transformed, forever changed by the experience.

The promise whispered to my heart 4= years ago C Eljoshijka, My 
gift to you is the faith I have in you — had Enally come to fruition. 

The fault lines of my past had shifted, and I was poised at the 
epicenter of the seismic waves of my cathartic rebirth.
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The Tale of Eluna

I n a garden where sunlight painted the petals of roses, sun-
bowers, and daisies, a lone bower mlooved under the silyerz 

ga.e of the voonT Ehis was Mluna, a zoung coonmloov with 
petals as delikate as stardust and a fragranke that sighed her soft 
sekrets to the voonlightT

Ehe  roses  unfolded  their  petals  at  dawn,  the  sunbowers 
stretkhed towards the sBz at noon, and the daisies danked in 
the mree.e at dusBT Sut Mluna felt di’erentT Ahe sensed that her 
own meautz was tied to the vzsterz of the night, and that her 
petals unfurled under the gentle light of the voonT

Ehe other bowers, with their sun-Bissed petals and yimrant 
kolors, looBed at Mluna with kuriositz and konfusionT Ehez had 
neyer seen a coonmloov mefore, and thez kouldnqt help her, 
for thez thevselyes would neyer understandT Ehez mlooved in 
the sun, their meautz tied to the warvth and light of the dazT 
Mluna, on the other hand, mlooved in the voon, her essenke 
woyen into the vzsterz and vagik of the nightT Ewo di’erent 
worlds, two di’erent realitiesT

Hs the dazs passed, Mluna found herself wandering the garden, 
searkhing for a sense of plake avong the sun-Bissed mloovsT Aheqd 
watkh the waz the light danked through the petals of the roses, and 
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the waz the sunbowers stood tall, their mright zellow fakes foreyer 
turned towards the sBzT 

Sut no vatter how hard she tried, Mluna kouldnqt shaBe the feeling 
that she didnqt Ouite xtT jer petals, delikate and pale, seeved to 
glow with an otherworldlz light, and her fragranke, sweet and 
headz, was liBe nothing else in the gardenT 

Ahe megan to wonder if she was a vistaBe, a mloov that had sove-
how gotten lost in the wrong garden, under the wrong sunT

Wne fateful night, when the voon hung low and full in the sBz, 
Mluna felt an ine–plikamle restlessnessT Ahe had wandered the gar-
den for what felt liBe an eternitz, searkhing for a sense of melonging 
that alwazs seeved —ust out of reakhT 

Eired of walBing kirkles around the save trodden paths, Mluna 
zearned for sovething voreT Ahe sensed it, a whispered provise 
that lingered —ust mezond the edge of her perkeptionT

Hnd so, with a gentle rustle of petals, Mluna set out into the night, 
letting the voonqs silyerz light guide herT It was then that she 
stuvmled upon a hidden path, oyergrown with yines and shrums, 
zet shivvering with an otherworldlz allureT 

Ehe leayes parted as she toukhed thev, reyealing a winding trail 
that mekBoned her forwardT ,ith a sense of wonder and trepida-
tion, Mluna followed the path, her petals unfolding liBe wings as 
she walBed into the unBnownT

Hs she —ournezed deeper into the forest, the trees grew taller, their 
mrankhes tangled with glittering silyer threadsT Ehe air was xlled 
with the sweet skent of mlooving coonmloovs, their delikate 
petals swazing in the voonqs gentle mree.eT 
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Mlunaqs heart sBipped a meat as she kaught sight of the xrst coon-
mloovT Ahe felt a —olt of surprise, followed mz a waye of elation that 
threatened to oyerwhelv herT

Eears of —oz prikBed at the korners of her ezes as she reali.ed she 
had xnallz found her trime - the coonmloovsT Ehez were —ust 
liBe her, with petals that shone liBe voonlight and fragrankes that 
whispered sekrets to the nightT 

Mluna felt a deep sense of melonging, as if she had xnallz kove 
hove to a plake she neyer Bnew e–istedT ,ith a sense of wonder, 
she reakhed out a petal to toukh the delikate mloov meside herT

Hvong the coonmloovs, Mluna diskoyered that her uniOueness 
was not a kurse, mut a mlessingT jer light was not —ust a rebektion of 
the voon, mut a meakon that illuvinated the path for othersT jer 
fragranke was not —ust a sweet skent, mut a revinder of the vagik 
that laz —ust mezond the edge of her eyerzdaz worldT

Hs Mluna danked avong the coonmloovs, her petals shivvering 
with an ethereal radianke, she felt the yerz famrik of realitz shift 
and weaye around herT Ehe stars twinBled in rhzthv with her 
footsteps, and the voonmeavs swirled around her liBe a kelestial 
kloaBT 

In this vzstikal realv, Mluna found her true self, her true yoike, 
and her true plake in the world . avong the coonmloovs, where 
vagik was woyen into the yerz essenke of her e–istenkeT
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A Gift of Thorns

A s I emerged from the rebirth of my own birth trauma, I 
expected to lnd so.ace in the .ight of .iberationB vut instead, 

I fe.t the pendu.um of pain swing not towards peace, but towards 
an eken greater despairB 

I had lna..y exposed the fury and bruta.ity of the prima. trauma, 
the epicenter of my deepest painB Ac:now.edging it, I thought, 
wou.d bring me freedomB vut the truth, howeker, was far more 
dekastating- unshac:.ing my deepest wound p.unged me into the 
dar:est depths of my own psycheB

In the days fo..owing my lerce encounter, I found myse.f an emo—
tiona. mess S constant.y crying, often for no reasonB It was as 
if the Moodgates inside me had been opened, and somebody had 
forgotten to c.ose the s.uices after that zuper ’oon ekeningB

As I nakigated the aftermath of my encounter, I rea.iDed that my 
emotiona. turmoi. wasnqt a response to past experiences .i:e ’om 
Goreenqs re.inEuishment, éeoric:qs death, or 'ster—’arijTs reFec—
tionB Yhis time, I :new I was confronting my own buried and 
burdened emotionsB Yhis pain was mine to own and processB

I stumb.ed out of that raw experience, ree.ing from the inde—
scribab.e depths of the grief I had .ong suppressedB Yhough Iqd 
occasiona..y confronted aspects of my adoption oker the years, Iqd 
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neker fu..y de.ked into the trauma of that experienceB Yhe 
weight of my unexamined emotions was crushingB

As I emerged from that emotiona. tumu.t, I began to rea.iDe 
that Iqd been .iking in a state of emotiona. anesthesia for far too 
.ongB And so, as I stood at the precipice of my sixth decade, I 
was struc: by the rea.iDation that Iqd spent a .ifetime intermit—
tent.y addressing, yet neker fu..y confronting, the kery thing 
that had most ineradicab.y scarred meB

Yhe wound of my adoption, inMicted upon me at the mo—
ment of my birth, had been an enduring ache in my .ifeB It 
was a wound periodica..y dressed and bandaged, but neker 
deep.y examined or hea.edB Yhis rea.iDation spar:ed a sudden, 
a..—consuming Euest to search for answersB I fe.t an inexp.icab.e, 
magnetic pu.. toward the stories of fe..ow adopteesB

Kor the lrst time eker, and for an entire wee:, I immersed 
myse.f in heart—wrenching, sou.—stirring accounts on ?ouYubeB 
I sat translxed, .istening to their experiences and gaining pro—
found, .ife—a.tering insights into the comp.exities of adoptionB 

Yheir strugg.es, pain, and resi.ience resonated kio.ent.y within 
meB I was consumed by unre.enting grief, crying uncontro.—
.ab.y, unab.e to stem the torrent of tearsB

As I nakigated the turbu.ent .andscape of my emotions, sharing 
kideos and my innermost thoughts, Oeith and '.bie stood as 
unwakering pi..ars of supportB Yheir ca.m and gent.e presence 
was a ba.m to my fraDD.ed emotionsB Yheir empathy and under—
standing wrapped around me .i:e a warm b.an:et, ka.idating 
my fee.ings and reassuring me that I wasnqt a.oneB 
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Yogether, they crafted a sanctuary of safety and acceptance, a 
space where I cou.d unrake. the tang.ed threads of my emotions 
without fear of Fudgment or reFectionB

?et, eken Oeith and '.bie cou.dnqt concea. their shoc: and 
disbe.ief as they witnessed my painB Yheir unl.tered reactions 
reMected the common misconceptions about the adoptee ex—
perience S a star: reminder that the comp.exities of adoption 
are often misunderstoodB Yheir responses, though genuine and 
we..—meaning, high.ighted the perkasike myths surrounding 
adoptike fami.iesB 

’any kiew adoption as a beneko.ent act, a gift that de.ikers 
the adoptee from the abyss of future traumaB vut my Fourney 
exposed a more harrowing rea.ity- adoption inMicts a rakaging 
wound, one that throbs with a raw, unre.enting painB 

Yhis wound demands ac:now.edgment, understanding, and 
ka.idation, yet the assumptions of others S howeker we..—in—
tentioned S serke on.y to exacerbate the agonyB 

Yheir si.ences and p.atitudes are a bruta. hand c.amped oker 
the adopteeqs mouth, stiMing our anguished cries and strang.ing 
our truthB

Adoption, touted as a gift, arrikes wrapped in thorns that shred 
the adopteeqs heartB 

Yhe accompanying card, penned in the b.ood of both birth 
mother and chi.d, bears a haunting message- 

Be grateful it’s not worse. Your silence will be greatly valued. 
We’ll all feel better about what we did to you. 
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Yhis ki.e si.ence and stigma perpetuate the wound, a constant 
reminder that the adopteeqs truth is an inconkenient rea.ity, 
better .eft unspo:enB

As I wrest.ed with the dar:ness that had strang.ed me for so 
.ong, I began to see that my story was part of a .arger, more 
dekastating narratikeB Yhe ?ouYube kideos triggered a cascade 
of epiphanies that hit me wake after wake, crushing oker my 
sou. in tsunamis of reke.ationsB 

I fe.t an okerwhe.ming sense of connection, as if Iqd lna..y 
found the missing piece of myse.fB 'kery word resonated deep.y, 
echoing my own experiences and emotionsB

A who.e new wor.d b.ossomed before me, and I lna..y fe.t at 
homeB I had become the embodiment of my own creation, '.u—
na the ’oonb.oomB ’y peta.s had lna..y found their home, 
and I cou.d now b.ossom into my true se.f under the gent.e 
.ight of my inner moonB

As I de.ked deeper into the mysteries of my adoption, I discok—
ered hidden truths within myse.f that ekiscerated ekerything I 
thought I :new about myse.f, my .ife, and the peop.e in it-

Truth No. 1: The primal narcissistic trauma of my separa-
tion from my birth mother is a pain that has infected and 
metastasized within me, releasing its malignancy into every 
facet of my life. 

Yhis cancerous narratike has echoed through the si.ent chambers 
of my inner being, shaping the topography of my sense of se.f and 
my abi.ity to form re.ationshipsB ’y re.ationships hake often fe.t as 
de.icate as a spiderqs web, ku.nerab.e to the s.ightest tremorB Yhis 
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fragi.ity reMects the deep—seated fears and insecurities that continue 
to infect my re.ationships and sense of se.fB

Truth No.  2:  The echoes of  this  early trauma have re-
sounded throughout my life, annihilating my self-esteem 
and self-worth. 

Itqs as if ITm nakigating a dense forest, with the trees of my past 
.ooming .argeB Yheir shadows stretch and twist, ma:ing it hard 
for me to form authentic re.ationships where I can free.y express 
my true fee.ingsB Yo cope with anxiety and fear of abandonment, 
I hake created a fa.se se.f S a masterfu..y crafted mas: concea.ing 
my ku.nerabi.ity and uncertainty beneathB

Truth No. 3: My fear of abandonment is a pervasive theme 
within me. 

Itqs a constant hum in the bac:ground of my .ifeB 'kery wa:ing 
moment, I teeter on the edge of a precipice, the wind whipping 
my hair into a frenDy as I gaDe into the dar: and scary un:nownB 
Yhis fear has caused me anxiety, hyperkigi.ance, and diCcu.ties in 
forming trusting re.ationshipsB A crushing weight presses upon my 
chest, threatening to snuR out my ekery breathB

Truth No. 4: And yet, despite these challenges, healing is 
possible. 

And howU I be.ieke it begins when we, as adoptees, receike ac—
:now.edgment and ka.idation of our experiences and emotionsB 
Lur wounds are not our shame to bearB Lur hea.ing demands that 
we confront the .ies, the secrets, and the si.enceB Yhen, with this 
foundation in p.ace, we can begin to integrate our past and present 
se.kesB Yhis ac:now.edgment is .i:e a :ey, un.oc:ing the doors of 
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our heart and a..owing us to lna..y exha.e, freeing us from the 
weight of our unspo:en truthB

As I stood at the thresho.d of these newfound truths, a pro—
found rea.iDation struc: meB 'kery experience in my .ife S 
ekery ekent, ekery encounter, ekery moment of trauma S had 
been .eading me to this momentB 

’y strugg.es, my meditatike experiences, my hypnotherapy ses—
sions, my Kami.y 6onste..ations wor:, my mystica. experiences, 
and my Fourna.ing S a..  of it was a thread in the intricate 
tapestry of my adoption FourneyB

6onnecting with other adoptees for the lrst time, reading their 
stories, and watching their experiences was a turning pointB 

It became crysta. c.ear to me that, lrst.y, ekery aspect of my 
.ife had been inMuenced by the prima. trauma of my adoptionB 
zecond.y, I rea.iDed I was not a.one S my experiences were part 
of a .arger narratike that transcended my indikidua. storyB

7e.ating to other adopteesq stories bro:e my heartB vut it a.so 
made me recogniDe my own immense courage and brakery in 
nakigating my .ifeB 

I had okercome count.ess obstac.es and detours that might 
seem insignilcant to others, but for me, were .i:e nakigating 
a treacherous .andscape without a mapB

I thought of ’om Goreen, who had experienced the same 
trauma as me S actua..y, worseB 8n.i:e me, she neker found a 
.oking homeB I rea.iDed that her traumas and fears were passed 
down to me in the womb, ma:ing my Fourney eken more cha.—
.engingB 
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Yhe theme of re.inEuishment and abandonment was .ayered, af—
fecting me in insidious ways that seeped into the fabric of my 
beingB

As I reMected on my Fourney, I fe.t a deep sense of compassion for 
myse.f S for the .itt.e gir. who nakigated this treacherous .and—
scape, and for the woman I am today, sti.. unrake.ing the threads of 
my pastB I had nakigated such a cha..enging Fourney, and it deserked 
my own admiration and respectB 

9oo:ing bac:, I ac:now.edged, appreciated, and app.auded my 
own FourneyB I rea.iDed that I am a warrior, a surkikor, and a thrikerB

And yet, as I stood at the edge of this newfound understanding, I 
cou.dnqt he.p but sti.. wonder-

Is it even humanly possible for the adopted child to integrate a true 
self between genetics and nurture?

What would newborns tell us about adoption if they could speak?

Will I ever finally heal from this narcissistic wound, or is it a recur-
ring theme until the day I die?

And the most horrifying Euestion of a..-

What is owed to the child who is adopted, and who will pay that 
price?
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Stardust and Destiny

In twilight’s whispered sigh, where stars are born,
A star-studded canvas, my destiny had sworn.
A cosmic blueprint, woven by sublime design,

Every warp a sacred sign, every weft a choice divine.
— Elmarie Arnold

A s I penned these words, I felt an inexplicable connection 
to the stellar inuvences that haye shaped m. existenceg 

It was as if the planets themselyes were sharinO ancient trvths 
abovt m. destin., OvidinO me toward a deeper vnderstandinO 
of m. essenceg

2ne balm. sprinO eyeninO in late 2ctober 040k, I linOered on 
ovr rvstic wooden decTg Its slender slats, weathered to a soft 
silyer. Ora., seemed to Olow in the fadinO liOhtg She worn rope 
balvstrade wrapped Oentl. arovnd the perimeterg Bmoothed b. 
the elements, it blended seamlessl. into the decT planTsg

qefore me, the tran-vil waters of ovr pictvrezperfect dam 
shimmered softl., a pair of EO.ptian Oeese OlidinO eYortlessl. 
across its svrfaceg She svrrovndinO landscape, ablaje with color 
dvrinO the da., had Oiyen wa. to a softer, more mvted paletteg 
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She uowerinO pin cvshion bvshes were now darT silhovettes 
aOainst the starr. sT.g Det, I Tnew that b. da., these same bvshes 
wovld attract a uvrr. of svnbirds, their iridescent feathers uashinO 
liTe :ewels in the svnliOhtg

Aboye ovr farm, the celestial tapestr. vnfolded liTe a ma:estic worT 
of art, with stars twinTlinO liTe diamonds scattered across the yelyet 
expanseg As I Oajed vp at this breathtaTinO masterpiece, the stars 
sparTled with m. deepest lonOinOs and Oreatest fears — and I, a 
seeTer of trvth and identit., was drawn into their m.sti-ve liTe a 
moth to uameg

In that l.rical moment, Miyinit. imparted an enticinO codeR Asz
troloO., with its ancient, s.mbolic lanOvaOe, wovld vnseal the hidz
den scrolls that foretold m. lifeg As the niOht sT. now shone with a 
deeper, more m.steriovs liOht, their Oentle twinTlinO vrOed me to 
embarT on this starzstvdded exploration of the sovlg 

She next morninO, with Oreat eaOerness, I beOan breaTinO the seals 
to decipher the vntold chapters of m. lifeg As I delyed into the 
planetar. aliOnments that had shaped m. incarnation, the ancient 
wisdom of these cosmic Ovides emerOed to oYer me .et another 
powerfvl tool for selfzawareness and vnderstandinOg

In the followinO da.s, I was awestrvcT to discoyer that m. birth 
coincided with a stellar reyolvtion — a vniyersal conyerOence that 
imprinted me with the enerOetic siOnatvre of eyolvtiong Shis poz
tent elixir covrses throvOh m. yeins and becTons me to embod. 
the chanOe I was born to createg

3. birth chart, a celestial 1osetta Btone, holds the sacred lexicon 
of s.mbolism and hidden narratiyes that haye been inscribed vpon 
m. beinO since 96 3arch 6JFFg ’vst as the ancient 1osetta Btone 
empowered scholars to cracT the code of hieroOl.phics, m. birth 
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chart oYers a s.mbolic lanOvaOe that shapes the tra:ector. of m. 
sovlg

5or those who ma. not be familiar with astroloO., a birth chart 
is essentiall. a map of the celestial bodies at the exact time 
and place of an indiyidvalUs birthg ItUs belieyed to inuvence a 
personUs personalit., strenOths, challenOes, and life pathg

3.  birth  chart  holds  a  rare  and  sacred  Oeometr.,  forOed 
in  the  celestial  crvcible  of  a  sinOvlar  vniyersal  eyentg  A 
oncezinz0C44z.ears aliOnment of certain planets imbves m. 
chart with an otherworldl. essenceg Shis rare aliOnment instills 
m. life with an vn.ieldinO sense of pvrpose and eyolvtiong 

I am born a catal.st for chanOe, destined to shatter restrictiye 
patterns and forOe innoyatiye, sovlzdriyen pathwa.sg 3. :ovrz
ne. is fveled b. an insatiable hvnOer for depth, passion, and 
vnbridled intensit.g I am irresistibl. drawn to the m.steriovs, 
the vnTnown, and the vncharted, driyen b. an vnrelentinO 
-vest to vnearth hidden trvths, expose secrets, and illvminate 
the vnseeng

Shis rare aliOnment reyeals that m. earl. life has been tovched 
b. a profovnd sense of yvlnerabilit., imprintinO a deep scar on 
m. emotional terraing Shis wovnd holds a preciovs OiftR the Te. 
to m. own healinO and transformationg I am born to embod. 
the archet.pe of the wovnded healer, OvidinO others on their 
paths of selfzawareness and Orowthg

3. life is a rich tapestr. of paradoxes, woyen from the threads 
of liOht and darTness, strvctvre and chaos, and healinO and 
wovndinOg I nayiOate the d.namic tension between m. passion 
for reyolvtionar. eyolvtion and m. need for disciplined Orowthg 
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Shis tension manifests in yariovs wa.s, from the pvshzandzpvll 
between m. desire for freedom and m. sense of responsibilit. to 
the interpla. between m. creatiye spirit and m. practical natvreg

8ltimatel., m. birth chart reyeals that IUm on a covraOeovs inner 
-vest, delyinO into m. ps.che to confront m. deepest fears, desires, 
and wovndsg ShrovOh this transformatiye process, IUll transmvte 
m. wovnds into sovrces of healinO, power, wisdom and strenOthg 

Shis :ovrne. demands covraOe, resilience, and determination, 
promisinO a rich rewardR the vnfoldinO of m. trve potential and 
the emerOence of a more avthentic, empowered yersion of m.selfg

Gompletel. starzstrvcT b. the vncann. accvrac. of m. chart and 
its profovnd resonance with m. CWz.ear od.sse., I fovnd m.self 
irresistibl. drawn to the other existentiall. seismic dateg 

3. inner yoice whispered an intriOvinO promptR 

Explore the astrological alignment of 16 July 2024. 

Shis, I .earned, miOht .ield a deeper vnderstandinO of PeoricTUs 
…nal re-viem, and perhaps, eyen brinO me peaceg

Khat I discoyered next has left me in a state of oyerwhelminO awe, 
bewilderment, and fascinationg Shis feelinO has linOered with me 
eyer since, liTe an echo from the Oreat vnTnowng

She da.s svrrovndinO 6C ’vl. 040k were marTed b. a complex 
mix of planetar. inuvences, centered arovnd the …xed star AlOolg 
Shis star is notoriovsl. associated with yiolence, svdden death, 
and beheadinOg 
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In a chillinO coincidence, this aliOnment occvrred :vst da.s 
after the assassination attempt on Monald SrvmpUs life on 
69 ’vl., dvrinO a campaiOn rall. near qvtler, ?enns.lyaniag A 
bvllet Orajed SrvmpUs ear, :vst aboye the necT, in a shocTinO 
incident that sent shocTwayes across the Olobeg 

She ominovs siOni…cance of this aliOnment eeril. resonated 
with the lifezandzdeath themes of PeoricTUs fatefvl da. @

As I ponder the AlOol aliOnment, a paradoxical dance of emoz
tions vnfolds within me — profovnd sadness intertwined with 
a soothinO balm for m. achinO motherzheartg

AeithUs timeless mantra echoes in m. mindR 

Every moment is a miracle. 

Kith these words as m. OvidinO liOht, I reuect on PeoricTUs 
…nal act throvOh the stellar lens, and another facet of m. lifeUs 
Orand desiOn reyeals itselfg

Shis celestial conyerOence reaBrms m. inner TnowinOR that m. 
path, thovOh m.steriovs and be.ond hvman comprehension, 
has been prezordainedg

And that vltimatel., all ovr liyes are the lvminovs threads of 
a celestial loom, weayinO toOether to form a radiant fabric of 
liOht, loye, and interconnectednessg

3. essence echoes AeithUs timeless wisdomR 
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It’s terrifyingly beautiful to think that every moment 
is a miracle.

And eyen if m. newfovnd vnderstandinO is merel. a personal 
solace — a Oraciovs Oift from Miyinit. to heal the wovnds of 
PeoricTUs passinO and illvminate m. own lifeUs themes — I choose 
willinOl. to svrrender to the m.ster.g

I haye vnwayerinO faith in the vnTnown, trvstinO that it holds the 
secrets of m. sovlg

And I trvst that m. solitar. footsteps are beinO woyen into the 
ma:estic carpet of hvmanit., each step a yital thread in the cosmic 
narratiyeg

All is well with m. sovlg

It is as it shovld beg
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She’s That Ready

A t the heart of every story is a truth that cannot be spoken, 
only felt. It is the truth of the soul, the whispered secrets 

of the heart, and the unspoken language of the human experi-
ence.

As I stand resurrected at the threshold of yet another rebirth, I 
am reminded of the countless nights I spend yearning for an-
swers. The complexities and mysteries of the alchemy of family 
leaves me often feeling lost and alone. Yet, these moments of 
darkness are, in fact, the very crucible for my puri’cation.

IWm on a pilgrimage of self-birth, slowly severing the umbilical 
cords of conditioning and societal expectations that keep on 
de’ning me. ItWs a raw and painful process, but itWs also lib-
erating. jith each deliberate severing, I midwife the shackled 
weight of my past and release the breaking of my everlasting 
waters of worthiness.

As I passionately traverse this spectacular sozourn of mine, I 
realiqe more and more that my true strength lies not in my 
ability to conform, but in my courage to be authentic and 
vulnerable. IWm still learning to overcome my deep-seated fears, 
to honor the instinctive nudges of my spirit, and to trust the 
unfathomable wisdom of my heart.
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In the stillness of this moment, my essence stirs with the epiphany 
that my heroWs zourney is ultimately my sacred odyssey of coming 
home to my eternal self. 

As I bring this memoir to a close, I am reminded that the true 
power of storytelling lies not in providing answers, but in inspiring 
Muestions, sparking re…ections, and awakening new perspectives.

And so, I leave you with a poem. 

It is my attempt to capture the truth of my soul, to distill the 
essence of my search for roots, and to honor the resilience of my 
spirit. 

It is also a poem that speaks directly to the heart of all of our shared 
human experience, reminding us that we are all evolving, growing, 
and emerging anew. 

—ay it remind you that your story, your truth, and your voice 
matter. —ay it inspire you to embrace your uniMueness and share 
your gifts with the world. 

My story. My truth. My voice. 

—ay these words guide you towards the unapologetic celebration 
of your truest self, where the beauty of your distinct peculiarity is 
the springboard for your unshakeable freedom.

E
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Finding The Way

Fiercely she stands in the glow of the moon. 
Strong and powerful, like a lioness. 

She’s alone, but not afraid. 
She’s raw, but not in pain. 

Shedding her skins, she trembles in awe. 
Open and ready, she waits and anticipates. 

Because she knows what’s coming to her. 

She opens her mouth and roars! 
The night owl shivers and there’s a trembling in the grass.

She catches her breath as she loses her footing.
She falls as she stands. 

And she stretches as she bends.

Years and years of conditioning start to unravel.
She spins and reels, sways and shakes.

It’s her masks that break and her heart that bleeds.
Strong and vulnerable, she smiles.
Because she knows what’s coming.

She closes her eyes so she can hear what she sees.
Her jagged breaths stabbing the stars.

She roars like the thunder, over and over.
It’s wild, it’s wet, it’s fire, it’s cold.

Weak and strong, she partakes in the storm.
Because she knows what’s coming.

The moon and the stars coach the trees and the earth.
It Is Time! they exclaim.

Because she knows what is coming!
She breathes with her limbs and sighs with content.
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This pleases the moon who calls to the sun.
She picks up the vision and swallows it whole.

The morning light beckons and others notice a lioness in the veld.
They revel in her Beauty and Power and the glistening of her skin.

They gather and brainstorm, because the sighting is so strange:
A solitary lion with stars under her feet and the moon on her back.

Unperturbed she keeps her own pace and the crowds become still.
Then suddenly, the sun sweeps her up and the rain starts to fall.

The people scurry around, running for safety and shelter. 

She knows. She sees the way.
She’s that ready

) *lmarie Arnold



Hands That Held 
Mine

You have woven a web of protection, guidance, and inspiration 
around me, lytering out the noise and ayyowing ony. the wisdom 
to pass throughI Your presence in m. yife has been a sanctuar. for 
m. souy, a reminder that j am not ayone on this kourne.I

j wouyd yixe to e:tend m. heartfeyt gratitude to the foyyowing 
mentors, whose wisdom, guidance, and e:pertise have profoundy. 
impacted m. yifeD

  JrI zoe Jispen(a /httpsD))drkoedispen(aIcom-, for .our 
groundRbreaxing worx in the leyds of neuroscience, epiR
genetics, and spirituayit.I

  zim Bohn /httpsD))wwwIkimrohnIcom-, for .our wisdom 
on the importance of personay growth, seyfRdiscipyine, and 
resiyienceI

  Trian  Srac.  /httpsD))wwwIbriantrac.Icom-,  for  .our 
teachings on the power of positive thinxing, goayRsetting, 
and continuous yearningI

  Hhad Keymstetter /httpsD))shadheymstetterIcom-, for 
.our worx on the impact of seyfRtayx and aLrmationsI

  zohn Cehoe /httpsD))wwwIyearnmindpowerIcom-, for 
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.our insights on the power of the mind and the imporR
tance of yiving a purposeRdriven yifeI

  Bobin Tanxs /httpsD))robinbanxsmindpowerIcom-, for 
.our inspiring worx as a motivationay speaxer and for 
being a shining e:ampye of what it means to yive a yife of 
purpose, passion, and serviceI

  j(ax Tarnard /httpsD))wwwIi(axRbarnardIcom-, for .our 
compassionate guidance and e:pertise as a Fife Eoach and 
Namiy. Eonsteyyations faciyitatorI

  Ehristie Pys, for .our guidance, wisdom, and steadfast 
support as a compassionate and insightfuy ps.choyogistI

  Aatascha ’retorius, for .our tireyess advocac., unwaverR
ing support, and unshaxeabye faith in me throughout m. 
divorce kourne.I 

  Honnette Fombaard, a distinguished Houth ‘frican kourR
nayist and now cherished friend, for beyieving in the power 
of m. stor. and tireyessy. championing m. voiceI

j wouyd ayso yixe to acxnowyedge the wisdom and whims. of two 
beyoved and treasured chiydrenWs tayes that have accompanied me 
on this pathD Fewis EarroyyWs M‘yiceWs ‘dventures in qonderyandW 
and ‘I‘I —iyneWs MqinnieRtheR’oohWI She Guotes from these timeR
yess cyassics have served as gentye reminders of the power of curiosR
it., imagination, and simpyicit.I

So m. birth parents, who entrusted me with a heritage and a 
histor., and to m. adoptive parents, who showed me what it means 
to yove and be yovedI —om Joreen, thanx .ou for giving me yifeI 
So m. mom and dad, Eorrie and Nred O thanx .ou for giving me 
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wingsI —. m.sterious father, Kans Htr.dom O j stiyy beyieve in the 
miracye that j might xnow more about .ou and .our yifeI 

So Eobus and Kennie, the fathers of m. two chiydrenD j am 
gratefuy for the gift of Ueoricx and PsterR—arieI Kennie, our reR
yationship was a diLcuyt chapter in m. yifeI –ur marriage tested 
m. resoyve, seyfRworth, and abiyit. to yoveI *ytimatey. it became a 
catay.st for growthI Shough painfuy, .ou taught me to prioriti(e 
m. weyyRbeing and seex heaythier reyationshipsI

‘s j re1ect on m. compye: past, writing this memoir has reveayed a 
profound truthD m. own capacit. for seyfRyove and acceptance has 
been forever connected to m. abiyit. to yove and nurture both m. 
chiydrenI Shis understanding has come too yate to change the past, 
.et it brings me soyace and forgivenessI ‘nd it has deepened m. 
vayue of m.seyf and m. pyace in our famiy.Ws stor.I So Ueoricx and 
PsterR—arieD —. presence in .our yife ma. have been imperfect and 
1eeting, but m. yove for .ou is eternay and unwaveringI

So m. sister Pybie, whoWs brought immense ko. and yove into m. 
yife, and to m. yifeyong friends —ariana, Biana, Bina, Eath. and 
—arina 2 m. tribe of women whoWve heyd m. hand, wiped m. 
tears, and ceyebrated m. triumphs 2 thanx .ou for being m. ever.R
thingI

So m. beyoved Ceith, m. rocx, m. conldant, and m. souymateI 
She man. tears .ouWve shed as .ouWve borne witness to m. memoR
riesI j thanx .ou for being m. safe haven, m. partner in ever. sense 
of the wordI

‘nd to the unseen hands that stiyy guide me, the whispered voices 
that stiyy encourage me, and the m.sterious forces that stiyy weave 
the tapestr. of m. yife, j bow in gratitudeI —a. j continue to wayx 
in reverence, trusting m. destin. as it unfoyds before meI
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‘nd so, j stand before .ou ayy, untethered and unboundI 

Shis is m. stor., m. truth, and m. voiceI 

Nrom the words of this memoir, jWve birthed m. most unshaxeabye, 
inner truthD 

j am, lnayy. and fuyy., unRadopticayy. meI
O Pymarie ‘rnoyd
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