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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 offer solace

in knowing you're not alone.

As you read, I invite you to join me on this vulnerable journey.
Share your thoughts, feelings, and reflections with me. Your feed-
back is a precious gift, helping me grow as a writer and a person.

If my story touches your heart, I humbly ask:

* Share your thoughts on how this story resonated with
you — what moments stayed with you, and how did they

impact you?

¢ Help me grow as a writer and person with your candid
feedback. As a debutauthor, your input will be invaluable
in shaping my future work. I promise to read your review.



A PERSONAL INVITATION i

Wherever in the world you obtained your paperback or e-book —
Amazon or beyond — you can easily leave a review via this simple
1-2-3 link. Please be honest and authentic in your review — your

genuine feedback is what matters most to me.

Universal review link: https://foreverfree.co.za/123

Code Here

Thank you for being part of my journey. Your feedback will be
the fuel that inspires me to evolve, sharing my story in new and
meaningful ways.

With heartfelt appreciation,

Slmarie (Avnold
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This memoir is a deeply personal and introspective account of the author’s life, told
through her unique perspective and experiences. As such, it is not intended to be a
definitive or objective history, but rather an honest and vulnerable exploration of the

author’s journey.

Please note that human memory is inherently subjective and prone to the ravages of time.
While the author has made every effort to recall events with accuracy and authenticity,
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the themes of identity, anonymity, and the complexities of adoption that permeate this
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FOREWORD

Reconnecting with a kindred spirit after decades apart is a rare
privilege. I first met Elmarie Arnold in the early days of our jour-
nalism careers, when she stood out as a gifted young journalist.
Our paths crossed again 35 years later, on a bus tour amidst Na-
maqualand's vibrant flower season, rekindling our bond.

As we shared stories and passions, our mutual respect for life's
mysteries resonated deeply. But little did I know that our syn-
chrony was only the prelude to an odyssey of magic and wonder.

When Elmarie asked me to proofread her memoir, I was honored
and humbled. Over the next six weeks, I witnessed her lyrical prose
and intuitive insights unfold, masterfully weaving 88 exquisite
snapshots that illuminate the complexities of her life as an adoptee.

Her bravery in sharing her truth is a beacon of hope for those nav-
igating the fragile landscape of the human condition. I'm thrilled
to introduce you to Elmarie's powerful debut memoir. May her
words ignite a spark within you, inspiring you to live authentically

in a world that often dictates conformity.

Sonnette Lombaard






I AM

iam my own
i am the whisper of the wind
the monarch of the mountain
the fragrance of the flower
the shiver of the stream

iam my own
i am the sun in my sentences
the moon in my memoirs
the stars in my citations
the oceans in my notions

iam my own
i am the capital and the period
the exclamation and the question
the pause and the ellipsis
the chapter and the book

iam my own
i am the beginning and the end
the fullness and the void
the major and the minor
the only and the all

iam my own and own my all
iam

— 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 coftee, and sharing the
deepest, most hidden parts of my heart.

Through 88 snapshots — brief, intimate slices of my life — I’ll take
you on a path of discovery, of love, of loss, and of resilience. You’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 — from the darkest
depths of trauma and despair to the soaring heights of joy and lib-
eration. With unflinching honesty, I'll bare the scars of my journey;
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 sur-
rounded my past, and to confront the shadows that have haunted
me for so long. But ’'m sharing my truth with you now, in the hope
thatit may resonate, inspire, or simply spark meaningful reflection.

This is my story, my truth, and my voice. It’s a story that’s been
shaped by the realities of relinquishment, but it’s also a story of
hope, healing, and the intrinsic tenacity of the human spirit.
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I'hope thatas 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.

Thank you for joining me; together, let’s venture beyond the si-

lence, into a world where every voice matters.

&lmarie
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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
1 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 suffered a massive stroke. I was the
one who found her unresponsive in her hospital bed. Instantly, I
sensed something was terribly wrong, but I remained composed.

No hysterics, no tears, no outward signs of distress. Yet, inside I
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was crumbling. In the hollow that followed, I recognized an old,

unwelcome friend — numbness.

In a frantic blur, my mom was whisked away to a neighboring hos-
pital, where the doctor’s words dropped like a hammer: “Prepare
for the inevitable.” I maintained my composure, asking questions
with a steady voice, but my throat constricted, betraying my calm
facade. A faint, defiant voice within me whispered: 7his isn t true.
A miracle will bappen. She’ll recover. She will not die.

The next day, seeing my mom’s fragile form was heart-wrench-
ing. Her eyes spoke volumes — helpless, vulnerable, pleading for
connection. Her paralyzed body seemed to scream, Help me! Tears
gathered in her eyes, gently rolling down her cheeks, like a silent
requiem. I bit back my own tears, clutching her limp arm and
choking on my shock.

Memories overwhelm me. Her final hours ... I gently cradle her
hand, witness her labored gasps, watch her life slip away ... Words

tremble on my lips, but silence whisks them away.

When she released her final sigh, it was unmistakably her last
breath ... her body gently shuddered and a deadly silence enveloped
us. Dark death’s ominous presence filled the room. My uncle and
his wife summoned nurses, rearranged her onto her back, and

swiftly exited, awkwardly yet thoughtfully leaving me alone with
her to bid her farewell.

The weight of my emotions finally cracked, and I wept with aban-
don.

As I write these words, memories come flooding back: tracing her
face, touching her hair, grasping her arm. I'stared, transfixed, as her

lips and nails turned blue. Time lost meaning. But a gentle voice
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within whispered, Enough tears. She’s gone. Face the truth. 1 steeled
myself: make peace, be strong, move forward.

Five years of shared memories under one roof, now reduced to
echoes.



2
Little Lamb

A s long as I can remember, I've known I was adopted. The
exact moment my mom first shared this truth escapes me.
Yet, vivid memories remain of her beaming face when visiting with
friends, eagerly prompting: “Tell uncle and aunty where we got
you!” Her pride and joy shone brighter with each retelling.

I'd first glance at my mom’s face, focusing on her eyes and mouth,
seeking permission to share my cherished tale. Mirroring her ex-
pression, I'd radiate joy, smiling ear-to-ear. My small chest would
swell with pride — I was a chatty, outgoing, happy-go-lucky girl
with a distinctive lisp and braided ponyrtail.

With excitement, I'd recite:

“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 wait for their reaction, which never disappoint-
ed: endearing smiles from everyone, affectionate ‘oohs’ and ‘aahs’,
softening eyes and gentle words praising and loving me. Their

responses reaffirmed my belonging. I was valued. I was seen and
heard. I had a voice.
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After that I would happily be shooed away again to go and play,
because those days, in our late sixties South African home, children
had to keep themselves busy away from the adult conversation. I
always had a little green suitcase with me in which my mom put
coloring books, crayons, Dinky Cars, marbles and other toys so

that I could keep myself entertained.

Being called to tell my story confirmed that there was something
very unique about me, setting me apart from other children my
age. But I never dwelled on the shadow side of that feeling. I
didn’t resemble my mom and dad — blonde hair and changing
green-brown eyes, contrasting their dark locks and brown eyes.
Comparing myself to friends’kids stirred an unexplainable, uneasy
knot in my belly. Yet, life as little Elmarie remained carefree and

wonderful.

I arrived as their ‘one and only little lamb’ after eight years of
marriage, fulfilling their elusive dream of parenthood. My dad
served in the South African Police Force; my mom taught school.
Soulmates, they shared unwavering love, aligned visions, and life
goals. As a child, I sensed their profound bond and knew they
belonged together.

They hardly fought. In 48 years of marriage, I never heard them
raise voices, scream or yell. Differences brought dread and anxi-
ety; not loud arguments, but eerie silence. Polite, yet distant. No
words. This silence isolated me, sparking self-doubt. My imagina-
tion would take over and run wild. I'd replay past actions, won-

dering if I caused their unhappiness.

Even if unrelated, I yearned to fix it, restore harmony. Their joy
mirrored mine: when they smiled, I smiled. Luckily for me, these
incidents were rare and brief. My dad, a charming and charismatic
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person, was universally liked and loved. He delighted in humorous
jokes, occasional playful profanity, and hosting friends. Our home

was a happy place and I flourished.

I adored dressing dolls, playing house and conjuring imaginary
friends. I'd change my voice to create dialogues. Visiting friends,
I'd observe aunts’ gestures, tone and energy, imagining their expe-
riences. Back home, I'd mimic their movements, acting out scenes

with dolls, tea sets and toy prams.

Our adorable little tail-wagger, Bonnie, suftered playful makeovers
in my mom’s petticoats, pram rides, and pretend play. Escaping,
he’d meet firm gentle guidance, resigning to his role as my live
baby. Frequent ‘weddings’ and ‘christenings’ brought parental joy,
confirming their happy little girl.

We remained fatefully oblivious that my childish fantasies con-
cealed profound longings and fears. Playful imaginings veiled my
quest for roots, reflecting deep-seated desires. I longed for siblings,

craved companionship.

Fantasies filled hours, envisioning family trips over the Swart-
berg Mountain Pass to my aunt’s Prince Albert farm. The rugged
Oudtshoorn-to-Prince Albert dirt road, with dangerous zigzags,
sparked imagination. My dad always let me honk, warning oncom-
ing traffic near perilous cliffs and single-lane stretches.

In fantasies, rounding corners revealed roadside blankets shielding
tiny, wrapped babies. We'd rescue, welcome and cherish this little
sister, fulfilling my dreams of sibling love and shared adventures.

None of these visions, of course, ever came true. I was an only
child, my mom and dad’s little lamb, and that was it. End of story.
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My Unseen Self

ne evening, around age 4 or 5, a drive-in movie theatre
O outing ended in a bedroom disagreement with my mom.
Defiantly, I proclaimed, “I want to go to my real mother!” My
mom’s body stiffened; My dad slipped out quietly. Her calm,
firm response shocked me: “Okay, let’s go to your room.”

She retrieved a suitcase from her cupboard, set it on my bed,
opened a clothing drawer and said, “Let’s pack your clothes.
Daddy and I will take you to her, because this is what you want.”

Overwhelming fear seized my entire being, nearly paralyzing
me. My lower lip trembled, tears burst forth and my heart
thundered in my ears. Frantically, I pleaded, stuttering through
lisped s’s’:

“No, no, no! 1didn’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!

Ll never say it again! I’m so, so sorry!”
g

A small child’s inner resolve holds profound power. In inno-
cence, we make silent vows when the adult world confuses us.
Overwhelmed, we sense only fear — crushing, life-altering fear.
In that moment, I pledged never to threaten my mom again
with leaving for my birth mother.
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My mom, ever the calm and grounded soul, gently closed the
empty suitcase, returned it to the cupboard and enveloped me

in her loving lap.

“Yolly (their pet name for me), daddy and I love you very, very
mauch. You are our beantiful, 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 ber, for real. Then you can
g0 and live with ber 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.”

I wrapped my arms tightly around my mom’s neck, unleashing
heartrending sobs on her soft, comforting chest. Even then, I
wondered why I’d uttered those foolish words about returning
to my ‘real mom’. Overwhelming fear gripped me — stom-
ach knots, throat constriction and nausea unlike my frequent
car sickness. Familiar, yet inexplicable, this dread unsettled me

deeply.

My dad re-entered, embracing me warmly, his shaky whisper
and prickly cheek against my ear reassuring, “7 love you, my
Yolly.” I sensed his sadness and disappointment, fueling my
guilt and shame for the unwarranted outburst, feeling cruel for
hurting them. Eventually, tears subsided, and an immense sense
of relief flooded me. My dad’s familiar scent brought solace and
my relief mingled with gratitude.

That incident silenced discussions about my birth mother. A
couple of years later, my mom revealed my original birth certifi-
cate, carefully stored in a special tin within her dresser drawer.
The tin’s worn lid creaked open, exposing faded blue ink hand-
writing. I watched, fascinated, as details emerged: 31 March
1966, Pretoria, birthdate and Marenda Koch, my birth name.
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This revelation ignited fervent fantasies of meeting her. Would our
encounter bring joy or awkwardness? Uncertainty fueled hours
of imagination. Intrigued by my name’s unusual spelling, brief
thoughts surfaced: How many Marendas exist in South Africa?
Could this unique name bridge the gap?

Sometimes, when my mom and dad were out, I'd sneak into their
room, reopen the tin, poring over my birth certificate. Each reading
brought anticipation of uncovering unseen truths. Fantasies inter-
twined with longing, but I never breathed any of these untamed
thoughts about my birth mother to a soul. It felt wrong, like I
was committing a sin. It became my dirty little secret, along with
my many other ridiculously exaggerated fantasies about just about
anything.

My inner realm was my sanctuary, more tangible than the external
world. Here, I found solace throughout adolescence. No explana-
tions required, no scrutiny of words or actions. Free from decoding
others’ cues, I reveled in unbridled freedom, wild and untethered.

I cherished this soul, this essence, this radiant being within me,
but secrecy was her shield. Her existence demanded my utmost
protection, for in the harsh world outside, her survival seemed
impossible. The thought of life without her was unbearable. She
embodied my salvation, my sacred gift.

She had no name, because I knew she was neither Elmarie nor
Marenda.
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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 band 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 off —
I knew an epidural would make labor a breeze. But for a split
second, I wondered why I freaked out over the doctor’s touch.
Didn’t I want a natural birth?
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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 bim to your breast, let’s see if be’ll drink. He’s quite
a tall baby, but be’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, sucking instinctively. The medical staff beamed,
calling it a phenomenal sign — bonding so swiftly after birth. I was
transfixed, lost in another world. The surreal moment clashed with
tingling sensations in my breast, assuring me this was unmistak-
ably real life. Ninety precious minutes passed before medical staff

gently separated us for his first bath.

At 5:00 a.m. the next morning I opened my eyes to find my
tiny miracle sleeping serenely beside me in his mobile bassinet.
Overnight, I'd transformed into the mother of a healthy little baby!
All my fears subsided, those fears of not knowing 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 different reactions — nervous smiles, averted eyes, and

swift topic shifts.

When my mom and dad came to visit me earlier in my pregnancy
I mentioned to her that the doctor enquired about my family
history. My mom replied: “We can go to the agency who handled
your adoption. Their offices are still bere 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 definite, final: “No.  don 't want to
search for ber. 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 somewbere? 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. We never referred to this incident again.

My son’s healthy arrival brought overwhelming relief, ending
all thoughts of reconnecting with my birth mother. Two weeks
later, relocating back to my hometown Oudtshoorn, Georick
(Gheo-rick) 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 sparked curiosity — was it a blood-
line trait? My husband, Cobus, and I pondered. His growth ex-
ploded at an incredible rate; 6 weeks in, he weighed 6.5 kg. My
mom’s lovingly knitted booties were instantly too small for his

gigantic feet. Clearly, a giant in the making.

That familiar question resurfaced: Which side of my unknown
family — mother’s or father’s — held the tall genes? At 1.83
meters, I towered, unlike Cobus’s family.

Fleeting thoughts vanished amidst Oudtshoorn’s whirlwind, fu-
eled by Cobus’s new business venture. One nagging concern lin-
gered — my neglected vanity case from Pretoria, collecting dust in
our bedroom corner. Months passed before I opened it, discover-



ALIFEREBORN 13

ing a moldy face cloth. Disgusted, I discarded it and unpacked
the remaining contents, wondering why I'd delayed.

Struggling in Oudtshoorn, 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
Georick. Often, my mom soothed his gripes, while I rushed
back to the studio. Her devotion was priceless, and I cherished
her bond with my precious son.

I was passionate about breastfeeding, nurturing Georick until
his second birthday. By then, public outings became awkward
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. Breastfeeding secured our bond; I alone could

provide this nourishment, forging an unbreakable connection.

Life in Oudtshoorn shattered our rosy expectations. Our mar-
riage was falling apart, its unraveling evident yet unspoken.
We’d been married a little over 3 years and since falling pregnant

we’d not been intimate once.

In 1987, Cobus and I met at a Pretoria daily newspaper — I
as journalist, he as photographer. Knowing he openly identi-
fied as gay, our conversations sparked 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.
When he claimed to have altered his sexual orientation, I trust-

ed him wholeheartedly.
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Shortly before our wedding in 1988, a colleague warned me over
coffee in a cafeteria, “Are you 100% sure about this relationship?
What if be can’t change and prefers men?” My body reacted in-
stinctively — throat constricting, stomach tensing, jaw clenching
and palms sweating. I forced a whisper, “T’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
dark visions: catching him with another man. Overwhelmed, I'd
envision rage, biting words, and anguish. Yet, Georick’s gentle
kicks soothed my turmoil. I'd savor another bite of chocolate, calm
washing over me, dismissing the haunting fears.

In Oudtshoorn, darkness closed in. Endless battles shattered our
illusion of bliss. Masks slipped, revealing raw pain. My exhausted
heart struggled to conceal the cracks.

Finally, in September 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 Georick’s tender age of 2 would shield him from lasting pain.
Their shock at Cobus’s truth was met with compassionate silence,

never revealing hidden suspicions.

Looking back, I realize I wasn’t alone in suppressing painful truths.
Our coping mechanism was familiar: closing chapters, turning
pages and moving forward.



b

The Unasked
Question

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

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,” 1 defended, voice cracking. “I'm
happily married to Hennie, with Georick ...” Dishonesty stared
back, reflected in faltering words.



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

Dolores’s gentle wisdom pierced my defenses. “Unforgiveness
blocks life’s dreams,” she counseled. “Let’s pray about it in the week.”

I surrendered.

Crippling fear, suffocating 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. Channeling 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?

My sobs were raw, open and vulnerably honest.

After the meeting, exhaustion followed, like navigating explosive
shrapnel. But then my curiosity slowly emerged: Where did this
question originate? Who asked it? Is it important? How do I move
forward from here?

Meeting Hennie, 18 years my senior — a lawyer with dwarfism —
sparked whirlwind romance. His diminutive stature (1.1 meter)
contrasted with his larger-than-life personality. On my 28th birth-
day, he swept me off my feet. Though divorcing, he married me
7 weeks later, the day his divorce finalized. Beneath his generous
adoration, I sensed emotional danger, but silenced my fears of his

explosive temper.

Unprepared and out of my depth, I faced multifaceted mother-
hood. Georick, now S years old, and Hennie’s adopted sons, Pieter
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(15) and Johan (6), 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?



6

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 beantiful!”

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

cmergency cacsarcan.

Dwarfism carries a 50% genetic transmission risk to each preg-
nancy. Though numerous scans confirmed that Ester-Marié
thrived, her tiny frame mirroring her half-brother’s robust
health, our vigilant obstetrician remained cautious. He had
predicted a ‘prime baby’ and vowed to minimize risks. His pre-
monition proved true: the umbilical cord was wrapped twice
around her neck. Natural 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. For the

second time in my life, I fell deeply in love. Nurses noted my un-
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wavering dedication: Mother prefers to keep baby with her. 1 gen-
tly insisted Ester-Marié stay with me, skin-to-skin and breastfed.

Watching 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. But his life revealed a haunting
reality: wounds that wouldn’t mend.

At 33 weeks pregnant with Georick, I contracted chickenpox,
followed by mumps and mastitis when he was just months old.
Breastfeeding through excruciating pain, I persevered.

With Ester-Marié, we both developed thrush at two weeks.
Agonizing feeding sessions felt like needles piercing my nip-
ples. Tears streamed down my face; shoulder tension threatened

cramps. Yet, I remained resolute.

Nine months later, severe vaginitis developed. My doctor urged
stopping breastfeeding for stronger antibiotics, but I declined.
Recovery 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
Georick (7), Johan (8) and Pieter (17). Three distinct souls,
each needing nurture; 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. A gnawing sense persisted — that there was more to uncover,
more to unravel within myself and my life. The whispers within

hinted at answers hidden deep. A hunger stirred, fueling my quest
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for spiritual truth. It was in this inner sanctuary that I felt most

alive, most free.

As I searched within, I realized I knew nothing about my birth
mother. The void felt suffocating — emptiness, anger, rejection,
and so many unanswered questions. I yearned for facts, for an-

SWETrS.

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



't
Fuck You, Too!

A s 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? Nota
reckless teenager, but a grown woman with choices? Choices that
didn’t include me?

The church affiliation grated. What difference did it make? Was it
supposed to comfort me? Ob, your mother was a good Christian

girl. Empty words.

I was livid, but beneath that, I was dying inside. She didn’t even
finish school — what chance did I have?

Rejection wrapped in bureaucratic language. Nine sentences, nine
wounds. Cutting deep, a surgeon’s scalpel slicing through my
heart. No “your mother’, just the mother. Slicing my identity. No
care, no thought. Just a biological entity.
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The letter’s parting words stung. Origin counseling first, then we’ll
try to trace ber. Conditions. Barriers. More rejection.

And the condescending finale: If uncertain, contact me. Uncertain-
ty, their parting gift. Who were they to offer uncertainty? Didn’t
they know I'd been uncertain my entire life?

Hennie’s piercing gaze pinned me, waiting for me to spill. But I
masked my turmoil, afraid to unravel. The weight of shame and
worthlessness crushed me, suffocating the words in my throat.
How 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. Hennie’s concern
would only expose my vulnerability. I couldn’t bear his pity or,

worse, his attempts to fix me.

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

“Are you okay?” Hennie’s gentle question cut through the tension.
I'forced anod, a brittle smile. “Yeah, I'm fine.” The lie tasted bitter.
Shame. Shame. Shame. The refrain echoed, a merciless mantra.

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

Fuck you. Fuck you. Fuck you.



o,
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 first time, I dared to ask: What sensations did I experi-
ence in the womb? What was the shock of that first, life-changing
breath, followed by separation from my birth mother? And what
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about those mysterious first four or five days: Who nurtured me,

where did I stay, and how did it influence my earliest self?

Raw, gut-wrenching sessions. Rivers of tears. Unpacking traumas
and shattered illusions. And the transformative power of hyp-
notherapy.

One pivotal hypnotherapy session crushed my defenses, revealing
the raw emotions of my earliest existence: 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 ... tan’t
even feed you right’ ... taste, smell, wrong ... unfulfilled bunger, emo-
tional and physical ... belpless, 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 question “Who am 1?7 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 physically: respiratory tract in-
fections, persistent constipation (despite a 1989 colon surgery), er-
ratic weight fluctuations, debilitating depression, and social with-
drawal.

Before me stood a mountain of transformation, its slopes carved
by trials and tribulations. An inner voice whispered: Evolve.



9
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
finishing one a day. My imagination soared as I immersed myself
in characters, storylines, and plots. If you wanted to find me, I'd
be nose-deep in a book.

At university, I majored in English, solidifying my love for the
language, which surpassed my affinity for Afrikaans, my mother
tongue. I briefly explored journalism and excelled.

However, Hennie didn’t share my passion for creative writing. He
dismissed it as unprofitable and a waste of time. I gradually wrote
less and less, burying my passion under responsibility and duty.

On 18 August 1998, I found myself in the veld outside Oudt-
shoorn with a book and pen, feeling an intuitive urge to write. A
beautiful, channeled message spilled onto the paper. I was in awe,
wondering who this voice was and why it spoke to me.
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This marked the beginning of a transformative journaling journey,
spanning many journals. I learned to trust the voice and built
a beautiful spiritual relationship. Eljoshijka (El-yu-shee-kah) be-

came my sacred name.

On 16 November 2001, I was prompted to visit the local cemetery,

where I wrote:

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 bave in you —

the seed I've given you this morning.

1t’s the faith that you will reach your destiny in Me,
Sfulfilling the true and full potential of all I've placed

within you.

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

After writing the above, I lay on my back on a grave. I experienced
being taken into Divinity, dying and coming to life. I felt formed,
and experienced Divinity’s guidance as I received the genes intend-

ed for me ... No, not this one, give ber that one ...

The encounter left an indelible imprint, a gentle whisper etched on
my soul. Its meaning wasn’t clear, yet its impact resonated deeply.
I safeguarded it as a sacred revelation.
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How Could You?!

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 fidgets desperately, trying to escape the darkness.

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

His words incinerate my soul: sexually molested, betrayed, scarred.

Eight years of silent suffering under my roof — the ultimate be-
trayal.

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

I re-enter my body.

Our 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 firmly 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, pow-
erful, and full of love. Your stubbly cheek would scratch mine,
and your calloused hands would roughly caress my arm. The
way your face would light up when you saw me stopping at
your house, and you knew I was coming to visit. The love in

your eyes. Often it was too much for me and I had to look away.
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It was the way you looked at me. Always like you saw me. Like I

mattered.

Your warm invitations: “What’ll it be, my child? Coffee?” The
cheeky jokes, playful bum slaps (which drove me crazy as a teen).
Your infectious laughter! Your quick wit! Your brief flashes of
impatience, like a volcano erupting, but soon subsiding, leaving

your lovely self shining through.

The times we spent in Kruger National Park! Every June school
holiday camping for three weeks, teaching me by example how to
honor and respect Mother Nature. Your love for all living crea-
tures, especially birds ... and most definitely the beloved fish eagle.
Each time, to this day, when the fish eagle calls, I know it’s you.

Your willingness to help me was always immediate and uncondi-

tional. Your legacy of kindness continues to shape me.

On Christmas Day 2006, I sat by your hospital bedside, just
days before your passing. Though words eluded me, my heart
overflowed with unspoken emotions. At 40, I was trapped in a
self-made prison, and you knew it. For years, you witnessed my
struggles, my unfulfilled life, yet never judged. Your eyes spoke
volumes ... if T dared look long enough.

Dad, I'm grateful for the story mom shared after you passed. In
December 1965, the adoption agency called you at work, offering a
baby. Without any hesitation you said: “Ob no, we can’t take a baby
now. We're on our way to Hartenbos for our summer vacation.”

Then your beachside confession to mom a few days later — casu-
ally mentioning the call, while basking in the sun, as if it was of
no great significance, adopting a baby after eight years of marriage!

(Oh dad, you made us laugh, only you could do something like
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this and get away with it!) With a gentle smile, mom concluded,

“.. and then, 3 montbs later, we got you ...”

Thank you, Dad. Your delayed yes became my greatest gift. Saying
no to that baby led me to you, and in your hesitation, I found
my home. If not, where would I have been? Who would I have
become? I cannot even bear the thought ...
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The Shadows We
Keep

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 flamboyant persona. As we

sat side by side on her couch, a sense of calm washed over me.

Christie’s compassion enveloped me like a warm embrace. The
page in my hand trembled, the printed words seared into my heart
— every fiber of my being craving connection with my son. Brave
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 balf 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 belp 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.

1 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 burt and pain

that I feel every time you come home and I see, bear, and connect with

you.

1 am deeply sorry.

1 am deeply sorry that you never bad the opportunity to be free as
a child. I am sorry for the sexual scars that will be permanent in
your life, whether they beal or not. I am sorry that I couldn’t protect
you _from the abusers, that I chose them above you. I am sorry that
1 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 bave to admit that I gave you away emotionally.
1 am so sorry.

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

My words spilled out, leaving only silence. Georick’s gaze touched
mine, a warm whisper on a winter’s breeze, “I've long forgiven you,

mom. It’s all okay.”

Except it wasn’t.
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The Aftermath of
Betrayal

n 15 January 2005, as dawn’s early light crept over Buffels’
Bay, I sat — shattered — on a garden bench.

I cursed the heavens, unleashing profanities into the air. Alone on
the bench, face-to-face with Divinity. I seethed with rage, feeling
an inner force that could part the ocean, just as Moses parted the
Red Sea. Swearing and sobbing uncontrollably, my mind reeled
in despair. I wrestled with the cruel reality of Georick’s fate: sex-
ually molested from age 3 to 11, under my own roof, while I
was painfully oblivious, lost in spirituality and journaling. Whata
monstrous failure! What an unforgivable, soul-crushing betrayal!

I vowed to stop writing, convinced it was all make-believe, a mirage
born from my childhood fantasies. Writing had become my escape
mechanism, a coping strategy I employed when reality became
too overwhelming. I'd tumble down the rabbit hole, escaping to
an Alice in Wonderland world where impossible things seemed
plausible. In that moment I saw the horrifying truth: my words
had betrayed me, silencing the screams of my own child.

I also vowed to bring the perpetrator to justice. I promptly opened
a case, and within 24 hours, a police official met with Georick and

me at our rented home. Hennie’s world had imploded: sequestra-
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tion, business collapse, and losing our family home had left him

depressed and angry.

Sitting beside Georick, with the official and his file across from
us, Georick revealed the shocking truth: secret codes, subtle
nods, and bathroom encounters — Sunday afternoons, while
we napped. My God, on Sundays?!

The officer’s expression remained stoic, but mine was shattered.
For Georick’s sake, I hid my shock and trauma behind a calm
mask. As he revealed the abuse, his eyes pleaded for permission
to expose the secrets. I nodded softly, my heart racing. I couldn’t
protect you then, but I'll protect you now, 1 vowed silently. The
perpetrator will face justice. The officer recommended counsel-
ing, promising a social worker’s call. Still, I wait.

Weeks later, I stumbled upon a book on grief at the library.
Reading about its stages brought a sense of relief, and I realized
that my emotions were normal. For weeks, I had been oscil-
lating between reality and denial, torn between uncontrollable
sobs, simmering anger, and suffocating sadness that threatened
to shatter my heart.

Divinity intervened again, without my acknowledgment, as I
couldn’t trust my heart. On the day of the court date, we were
instead in Christie’s rooms. A heart-wrenching letter to me
a couple of days earlier from the other mother, also broken,
pleaded with me not to proceed with the court case. I agreed,
on one condition: they would fly from Pretoria and meet at
Christie’s rooms, where I needed to ask 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 bidden?”
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In Christie’s rooms, our gut-wrenching 4-hour session concluded
with hugs, tears, and a deep sense of relief. I felt comforted, know-
ing T hadn’tignored or swept the betrayal under the rug. My heart
ached for Georick to see that I wasn’t a failed mother, that I was

desperately trying to make amends and heal our wounds.

Ester-Marié, just 7 years old, was a vibrant and carefree child,
blessed with a robust personality and an unwavering sense of self.
Hennie adored her, radiating pride over her strong, independent
spirit, and unbridled willingness to express herself. Amidst the
perpetual turmoil of our daily life, I breathed a sigh of relief, grate-
tul that Ester-Marié seemed remarkably unscathed.

As we drove home, 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 filled the air; the next, angry out-
bursts, traumatic events, and desperate pleas. I walked on eggshells,
fearful of shattering the fragile peace. Criticism and dissatisfaction

hung over me like a constant cloud.

As Ester-Marié entered her teens, her relationship with Hennie
grew strained. He struggled to exert the same control over her that
he once had. Meanwhile, she found solace and success in sports,
excelling on the tartan track and netball court. I proudly attended

every competition, cheering her on.

Interacting with other parents and supporters brought a sense of
normalcy to my life, and I wanted Ester-Marié to know I was fully
invested in her well-being. My past regrets with Georick strength-
ened my resolve to support her.

Ester-Marié's relationship with Georick was strained, marred by
vastly different personalities and strong wills. Despite my best ef-
forts, I couldn’t bridge their gap, and it seemed better for them to
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maintain distance. They rarely saw eye-to-eye, and mostly avoided

each other.

Georick’s bond with Hennie had disintegrated, forcing me to
spend time with him alone, away from Hennie’s abusive presence.
Upon returning, I'd face Hennie’s disapproving glare, a clear sign
of resentment toward my connection with Georick. Hennie’s hos-
tility toward Georick weighed heavily on me, torn between loyalty

and love.

I struggled to balance relationships with Hennie, Georick, and
Ester-Marié. Longing to spend more time with Georick, I faced an
insurmountable barrier. Hennie’s control tactics intensified, often

resorting to threats:

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

He boasted of being Oudtshoorn’s top divorce lawyer.

In January 2008, I launched my own work-from-home real es-
tate agency, driven by two key motivations: Hennie’s inability
to support us financially and my urgent need for independence
from his suffocating control. The lawyer-estate agent combination
seemed ideal. However, our business partnership sparked incessant
conflicts, particularly over my commission. Hennie consistently

pushed me to negotiate higher rates, fueling relentless disputes.

Fortunately, Christie’s guidance as my business coach provided
crucial support. Our monthly meetings instilled courage and vali-
dation, empowering me to press on. I consistently left our sessions

feeling seen, heard, and valued. This boost of confidence propelled
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me forward, equipping me to tackle the next set of challenges

until our next meeting.

The year following my dad’s passing, we moved in with my
mom. We extended a section of the house, allowing us to live
together comfortably. This was a welcome respite after four
years of constant relocation, searching for rental houses that
accommodated Hennie’s physical limitations — a daunting
task that had become a nightmare.

Her home, filled with treasured childhood memories, held pro-
found significance. Finding permanence in our living situation
brought me immense relief, surrounded by familiar comforts.
Built when I was just 2 years old, after my parents moved
from Pretoria 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 (now Ester-Marié¢'s), and the
warmth of my mom’s loving presence enveloped me in a sense

of tranquility.

Hennie’s condition worsened, with arthritis ravaging his body
and debilitating headaches requiring at least six Schedule 5
painkillers daily. Furthermore, he struggled with mental health
challenges, relying on antidepressants and mood stabilizers to
manage his emotions. As his addiction to painkillers inten-
sified, his highs and lows became increasingly unpredictable,

creating a volatile mix of physical and emotional turmoil.

I had a small circle of cherished lady friends, confidants with
whom I shared afternoon visits. Although I found a listening ear
among them, a code of secrecy within myself prevented me from
revealing everything. I feared that sharing my truth would force me
to change my life, leave Hennie, and start anew. I didn’t feel strong
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enough to venture out on my own. His threats had instilled

deep insecurity within me.

In the tumultuous week leading up to my mom’s passing, we
faced another shattering blow: Johan’s devastating death at 21.
The irony was crushing: having just come of age, he should
have been embarking on a promising future, but Grey Zone
Lymphoma, a rare and aggressive cancer, heartbreakingly cut
his life short, after ravaging him for a year. Johan had moved
to his mom’s in 2005, and his passing dealt a severe blow to
Hennie, who cherished him as his favorite among the boys.

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

Iimmersed myselfin personal development, consuming books,
audios, and talks by renowned motivational speakers. Taking a
leap of faith, I invested in Shad Helmstetter’s comprehensive
digital audio collection, “The Encyclopedia of Self-Talk’, de-
spite its hefty price tag. This 8-volume, 32-session series cover-
ing key self-talk areas was a significant financial commitment,

but I closed my eyes and chose to invest in myself.

Dr. Helmstetter convincingly highlighted self-talk’s crucial
role in shaping our life path and success. Listening to repeated,
positive, and uplifting self-talk rewires your brain to believe
in yourself. The more you listen, the truer it becomes. Most
notably, self-talk fosters gratitude, which becomes increasingly
ingrained and natural.

I played his programs daily in every possible space — kitchen,
bathroom, and beyond. My car transformed into a mobile library,
where these talks were my exclusive listening choice. Remarkably,
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I convinced Hennie to play the audios softly on my bedside table
as we fell asleep, a rare moment of accord.

Additionally, I printed and displayed inspiring quotes on my office
vision board. And Christie continued to provide steadfast guid-
ance through life’s challenges, meeting regularly with me, Georick,
Ester-Marié, or Hennie.

In my inner world, I once again discovered refuge. With the guid-
ance of my personal motivation gurus, I began to reframe my
self-talk, fostering a sense of progress. I ceased seeing myself as a
victim and instead recognized my capacity for change and growth.
I could change me, but not Hennie. Leaving him seemed impos-

sible.

I consciously started choosing gratitude as my daily companion.
With every situation that unfolded, I asked myself: What could
have been worse? And inevitably, I found something. This simple
shift in perspective transformed my mindset. I began to say thank
you for each experience, embracing it as an opportunity for soul

growth. Evolve more, my inner voice 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 flicker of hope, a beacon of light — an
escape from our grim reality and the stresses of sequestration, if
only for a weekend.

We had a van at the time, unreliable but our only means for the 500
km drive from Oudtshoorn. I invited my mom and dad to join us,
turning the trip into a family outing, and they excitedly agreed to
care for Johan (13), Georick (12), and Ester-Marié (6).

The children’s excitement was palpable, but I was equally desper-
ate for a break, and eager to mingle with others.

However, our journey hit a snag just 200 km in. The van broke
down, requiring an impromptu roadside repair. My dad suggested
turning back, but I refused to give up. “We’ll get it fixed, ”1 insisted
firmly. “We’re going.” The children’s disappointment reflected my

own, fueling my determination.

After a four-hour delay, Hennie finally resolved the issue, and we
continued our journey. However, another challenge arose: the side
door kept opening while driving. To compensate for his short
stature, Hennie drove with extended pedals, and sat on a thick
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cushion. Every time the door swung open, he would pull over to
the side of the road, and Johan would kick it shut. My dad secured
the door with ropes, adding to the makeshift solution.

I couldn’t help but laugh at the absurdity of our situation. “Tmag-
ine seeing us from above,” 1 chuckled. “Pulling over every few kilo-
meters, Hennie maneuvering the van to the side, Joban kicking the
door closed, and then we’re off again!” The scene was comical, and
I reveled in the humor.

The weekend was a welcome reprieve from our struggles. We
savored laughter and quality time together, rekindling our joy.
Ester-Marié, our tall and slender little ballerina, eagerly show-
cased her freshly learned ballet poses on Mykonos’s charming
Greek-styled cobbled stone pathways. With each graceful twirl
and curtsy, her eyes sparkled, and my heart swelled with love. Her
length, inherited from her brother and me, made her poses all the

more striking.

As I secretly watched our children interact, I cherished the unique
bond between Georick and Johan. Georick, the outgoing extro-
vert, and Johan, the gentle introvert, balanced each other beau-
tifully. Their connection was captivating — a sweet gentleness
that transcended their differences. Georick’s playful laughter, and
Johan’s quiet smile, formed a harmonious union, filling my heart
with gratitude.

As I captured Ester-Marié¢'s moments on camera, I felt transported
to Greece, enveloped in beauty and serenity. For a fleeting in-
stant, our troubles faded, and I glimpsed a happier reality — our
marriage wasn’t a failure; we could still find joy in life’s simple
pleasures. In those carefree moments, a glimmer of hope and unity
shone through the cracks of our fractured family.
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That weekend, Divinity had yet another gift in store for me. One
that would reveal its magnificence, and profound impact on my
life, only in the years to come. It was a gift that kept on unwrap-

ping itself, time and time again, as my life unfolded before me.

The pivotal moment arrived on Saturday during Robin Banks’
motivational talk, “The Victor and The Victim’s ABC’. Robin,
a renowned South African motivational speaker and scholar of
John Kehoe’s ground-breaking work, ‘Mind Power into the 21st
Century’, brought a unique blend of humor and wisdom to the
stage.

His insightful message resonated deeply, revealing a profound
truth: the victor’s ABC — Attitudes, Beliefs, and Choices —
stood in stark contrast to the victim’s ABC — Accusations,
Blame, and Complaints. As I listened, something inside me shift-
ed irreversibly.

This was a massive breakthrough, a turning point that redefined
my existence. I listened intently, absorbing every word, like a
parched soul drinking from an oasis. I scribbled notes, hungry to
capture the essence of his message. In that moment, I knew my life
would never be the same. The victim’s mentality, once a weighty
shroud, began to lift, replaced by the empowering realization that
my attitudes, beliefs, and choices held the keys to my destiny.

As we walked out, I turned to Hennie and declared,

“Today, my life bas 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 excitement and
join me on this new path. Instead, his quizzical expression and
faint frown between his eyes left me uncertain. The silence grew
awkward, and I realized he had no intention of engaging. After a
pause, he shrugged, his dismissive body language unmistakable —

a clear signal that the conversation was closed.

But I felt a fire starting to light up in me. A passion. A resolve to
not let the sequestration, and all the life altering changes we were
about to face — Hennie closing down his practice and starting to
work from home, his building being sold, our house being sold —
get the better of me.

That I could do nothing to change these circumstances, but I
could work on my ABC’s. Back to school for me, this time to the
school of life, the most important school of all.

On the way back the vibe in the van was festive. I was on an
absolute high, the children were elated, they had so much fun and
many jokes and laughter floated around! I asked each one what
the highlight of the weekend was for them personally, and received

endearing answers from my mom and the kids.

When it was my dad’s turn, he unequivocally said with a twinkle in
his eye: “All the shit we had on the road!” We giggled for kilometers
until we reached home again, and I continued to feast on that joke

for weeks to come.

The aftermath of that weekend marked another turning point.
Renowned business philosopher Jim Rohn’s wisdom on personal
philosophy resonated deeply. He stressed that, without a clear out-
look on life, we risk drifting aimlessly. His words ignited a sense of
purpose within me.
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After serious introspection, I created this personal statement:

1 believe in the Law of Sowing and Reaping; therefore,

I do unto others as I would want them to do unto me.

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

Lam 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.

1 take full ownership of my life, and of every choice and

decision I make.

1 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.

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

I surrounded myself with reminders of my philosophy, placing
copies in inspiring locations. Each morning, I'd read, absorb, and
recite the words, igniting my passion and purpose. As the words
took root, I felt my soul awaken, transformed by the power of my

own conviction.
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Beyond the Forgotten
Pages

There is a book inside me
1ts pages bursting at the seams
Heavy with expectation
The raw ink of life dripping from my fingers
Waords 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
1ts 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 rbythm 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 ¥; 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 first 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.

But then, certain words jumped out at me, intriguing, compelling
me to turn the page, and then the next, and the next. Due to the
8-year gap, I genuinely couldn’t recall what I had written. So, it
felt like reading it for the first time, except for that familiar, yet
long-buried thrill — my heartbeat quickening, excitement catch-

ing in my throat, and the deep sense of connection to Divinity.
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I was spellbound, unable to put the journals down. Seated in my
cozy, private office at the back of our property, far from Hennie’s
presence, I devoured the pages till late that evening. At 3:00 a.m.
the next morning, I rushed back to my office, eager to continue
where I'd left off. Thankfully, Hennie’s medication ensured he
slept soundly, unaware of my early morning escapades. This al-
lowed me to indulge in my journals, guilt-free, 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 lie; it was Truth — my
Truth. Something that no one could ever take away from me. This
profound realization ignited immense inspiration within me. For
the next three weeks, I rose at 3:00 a.m. every morning to transcribe
my journals, craftinga PDF document for seamless access and clar-
ity. AsIimmersed 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. Relying solely on my mind and logic has caused me immense
suffering. This approach is incomplete, for I had silenced the whis-
pers of my essence. These words are etched on the tablet of my
heart; they speak a language I know intimately - 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,

mauch 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 defied the odds in our little Ford 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 joked our way

through the scorching Klein Karoo heat.

That night, under the stars, we reveled in the freedom of our

adventure. For me, it was a rare escape from Hennie’s miserable
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personality. But 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

major purchases beforehand.

What 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 financial 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 journey to The Hell was a haunting prophecy of the
devastation that lay ahead in 2015.

As we embarked on the return journey the next day, the prospect
of enduring the long drive again seemed daunting. Collectively, we
vowed never to return, declaring our bucket list fulfilled — once

was enough! After three hours of navigating the grueling terrain,
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we finally covered the 37 kilometers and reached the T-junction,

leaving the rugged landscape behind.

With 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 off at my wolf-like outburst,
but beneath the surface, a discordant note resonated within me.

Amidst the laughter, my heart whispered a haunting refrain:

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 joyful laughter and my inner fore-
boding was jarring. While my friends saw my outburst as a mo-
ment of reckless abandon, I knew it was a desperate cry - a futile
attempt to shake off the creeping sense of dread. Our laughter
echoed through the landscape, but mine was tinged with a hint of
desperation, a fleeting 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 (ziant

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 fire

fueling my determination.

Returning home from The Hell, I announced my departure
with calculated calm: a week-long escape to Franschhoek, where
Georick had secured a spot in the town’s vibrant hospitality scene.
Meanwhile, Ester-Marié, deeply absorbed in her matric year prepa-
rations, opted to stay behind with Hennie.

Located approximately 4 hours from Oudtshoorn, Franschhoek
— with its French charm and picturesque wine valley — became
Georick’s haven after he abandoned his psychology studies. As
he approached his 24th birthday, he discovered a fresh start at a
renowned restaurant on a prestigious wine farm, residing in a cozy
two-bedroom cottage nestled among lush vines. I left home very

early that morning, eager to reunite with him.

As I lovingly melted into his gigantic, enfolding embrace, our
mutual excitement was palpable. For the first time in our lives, we
were alone — just mother and son — freed from the suffocating
grip of external forces. Years of fragmented moments, snatched

conversations, and cherished, stolen hours had defined our rela-



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

tionship. Now, an entire week stretched before us, untainted by
the menacing interference that had long controlled our lives. The
weight of this hard-won freedom filled my heart with gratitude,
and my soul with joy.

Georick, my gentle giant, stood tall in his size 15 shoes, his sturdy
frame a vibrant canvas reflecting his artistic soul. Artistry coursed
through his veins, infusing every aspect of his life with color, cre-
ativity, and imagination. His humble abode showcased outstand-
ing matric masterpieces on the walls, while the double mattress
on the floor radiated minimalism and warmth. His eclectic style
resonated in his clothing and resourceful storage solutions, creat-
ing a harmonious symphony of creative expression. I was utterly

mesmerized.

Yet, amidst this beauty, the unshakable awareness of my own un-
defined heritage lingered within me. Where did Georick’s remark-
able talent come from? Ester-Marié, too, possessed a creative spark,
crafting breathtaking pencil drawings that left me awestruck. I, on
the other hand, couldn’t draw a simple stick figure. Did I some-
how, unknowingly, pass on artistic genes to my children?

Our physical stature was equally intriguing: Georick stood at 2.1
meters, Ester-Marié at 1.76 meters, and I at 1.83 meters. Intelli-
gence-wise, we shared ample grey matter ... yet, my birth mother
only passed standard 8. Did we inherit our intelligence from my
unknown father or what happened that my mother never finished

school?

That week with Georick was pure magic. I had invested in Dr
Joe Dispenza, a renowned neuroscientist, and for the first time,
I committed to daily meditation, immersing myself in his guided
sessions. I also devoured his book, ‘Breaking the Habit of Being
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Yourself’. As I delved into his principles — how our personality
shapes our reality, and how changing our thoughts can reshape our
world — I witnessed Georick’s magnetic presence at the restau-
rant. His confidence and charisma drew patrons in, earning him
generous tips. It seemed he had mastered the art of reinventing

himself, shedding the weight of his painful past.

As I watched Georick, I saw the determination in his eyes, his un-
wavering effort to craft a life for himself. Despite 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. We shared contagious laughter and

heartfelt conversations among his circle of friends.

Observing his effortless 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 jumble of feelings within
me, leaving me with more questions than answers. His authentic-

ity was a painful reminder of my own disconnection back home.

In the evenings, we’d cozy up with movies on my laptop, munch-
ing on popcorn — Georick’s favorite treat. Sleeping beside him, I
felt a deep sense of safety and security, grateful for the unspoken

bond between us.

All too soon, our week of bliss came to an end. Georick’s goodbye
hug enveloped 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.

Please, let my visit have shown him — I’'m here, always.

With a heavy heart, I started the car to face the looming challenges
back home, most pressing of which was the fear of financial insta-
bility. Hennie’s obsession with money, and fear of losing it, had
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been a constant concern since we met. Now, having invested most
of his savings in this property, I dreaded the impact of financial

strain on his mental state and our relationship.

I sensed the weight of expectation on me to perform as an estate
agent in 2015, bridging the financial gap. But I knew it would
come with a price: endless debates about my commission, and
criticism of my business methods. Whenever Hennie’s anxieties
surfaced, I felt numb and paralyzed, as if a washing machine was
churning in my mind, leaving me dazed 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 every ounce of strength to
resist the darkness, focusing instead on the voice within that de-
clared me a victor, living by the principles of resilience and deter-
mination. Life’s trials were relentless: the test came first, followed
by the lesson. I had to fall seven times, only to rise eight. The hard
yards. As I approached 21 years of marriage with Hennie, I felt
exhausted from navigating the same cycles of struggle. Yet, I still

couldn’t envision a way out.

The sense of camaraderie I felt with Georick, that deep sense of
belonging, lingered as I navigated the Franschhoek mountain pass
and wound my way back home. As I emerged from Villiersdorp’s
outskirts, however, my emotions took a drastic turn. A tidal wave
of sorrow crashed over me, its undertow pulling me under. It rose
from my stomach, bubbled through my chest, lodged in my throat,
and finally spilled over my lips. I burst into gut-wrenching sobs.

Overcome, I pulled over.

The wails racked my body, agonizing and relentless. Ugly and
messy, they tore through me. In that moment, I felt Georick’s pain
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— his loneliness, rejection, and abandonment. I felt the weight
of his struggles to overcome, to make his way in this cruel world.
His avant-garde style attracted rude stares and even ruder com-
ments, especially from men. The cruel sting of judgment cut
deep. Each glare was a razor-sharp cut, slicing me into a million

pieces.

Memories took me back to a car ride, Georick beside me, vulner-
able and open. Sixteen and questioning, he exclaimed in wonder
and amazement, “Ob my God, mom, I think I might be gay!”
Christie had prepared me for this, warning of the lasting impact

of his childhood trauma. I smiled, my voice 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.”

Next, we met with a psychiatrist who told Georick, in my pres-

ence,

“You're incredibly blessed to have a mother like yours.
Lve seen. many boys unable to share their sexuality

with their parents, beld back by fear of rejection.”

My face lit up, and a wave of relief and gratitude washed over

me. It was a moment of pure validation.

From 2005 onward, I worked tirelessly to earn Georick’s trust, par-
ticularly during his final two years of school. I encouraged him to

open up about his weekend escapades with friends: the drinking,
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hubbly bubbly smoking, and cigarette smoking, which he'd started
atjust 13.

Inspired by Brian Tracy’s words, If your children lie to you, who
made them afraid to tell the truth?1vowed to create a safe space for
Georick. My promise to him was clear:

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

And share he did, initially hesitantly, expecting me to react poorly.
But I hid my anguish, always calmly asking, “What happened next?
Where did you go?”

Guided by Jim Rohn’s wisdom, How do you bridge the age gap? ...

By remembering, I nurtured our relationship.

When Georick revealed that his friends envied our openness, wish-
ing they could be as honest with their own mothers, it was a
defining moment of gratitude and redemption for me.

The deserted road between Villiersdorp and Worcester cradled my
own sorrow as well. Sobbing uncontrollably in the car, I revis-
ited my past, haunted by memories of a younger me, desperate
to connect with my birth mother. Birthdays served as bittersweet
reminders of her absence, stirring a poignant question: Does she
ever think of me?

I'd swiftly push the thought away, unable to bear the uncertainty
that followed. Ilonged to have had the courage to ask her about my
adoption, to share my deepest feelings and hear her story. But now,
the weight of not knowing her truth, of possibly forever being
separated from my own history, felt like an insurmountable grief.
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Time lost all meaning as I explored all the rabbit holes. I sat for
what felt like an eternity before composing myself enough to start
the car. The journey home was a blur of lingering sadness, with

tears streaming down my face, unbidden and unstoppable.

The thought of laying my shattered heart at Georick’s feet never
crossed my mind. I didn’t consider, even for a moment, reaching
out to him and unleashing the torrent of tears that had consumed
me. It never 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 prove that
I could bear the weight.

If only ...



19

Trapped in a
Nightmare

N 0, 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, selfish bastard! Now you expect

me to fix it? Fix the shattered pieces of our daughter’s heart?

Suicide threats, guilt trips, emotional blackmail. Who the fuck
are you to wield such cruel power over her? Can’t you see you’re

breaking her?

Blind, deaf, and dumb to the pain you inflict. Not again, not
another child scarred under my roof. Emotionally, verbally,
financially ravaged.
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Always threatening, threatening, threatening. Confessing victim-

hood, playing the martyr, while destroying the innocent.

Look at what you’ve created! She’s 50% you, a gift from heaven,
and you can’t see it? What the fuck is wrong with you?

What the fuck is wrong with me? Staying with this monster, tol-
erating the intolerable. How many more sacrifices?

Fighting, trying, coping, losing. I'm sliding, drowning, suffocat-
ing.

Thankful it’s not worse? What twisted gratitude is this?

I fall seven times, rise eight. Nothing is a coincidence. But why is
this happening? Why? Why? Why?

Can anybody see me? Hear me? Touch me?

This can’t be real. A nightmare, an illusion, a horror fantasy. Wake

me up!

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

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 defied

measurement.

Our paths converged in 2009, unexpectedly, mirroring the day I
first entered my mom and dad’s lives. Their ordinary world was
turned upside down by the adoption agency’s call, propelling them
into parenthood. Overnight, they scrambled to prepare for prams,
baby clothes, and a radically new reality. I've often pondered the
enormity of that sudden transition — was it fair to thrust instant

parenthood upon unsuspecting lives?

Back to Shortsy. I departed that morning to list a farm, returning
with a six-week-old ball of fur who hijacked my heart. His inbred
lineage and obsessive-compulsive quirks didn’t win him popular-
ity contests with those close to me, but I adored him nonetheless.

Georick’s teasing still resonates: “Mom, I know I'm leaving soon,
but you're replacing me already!” Hennie learned to respect Short-
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sy’s boundaries, especially after that one fateful night when a mis-

placed kick earned him a biting rebuke.

Shortsy and I shared more than love; we shared afflictions —
food intolerances and parched skin. Our symbiosis was palpable.
Whenever Ileft home, Shortsy would station himself on the porch,
refusing to budge until my return.

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

Then, in 2016, just shy of my 50th birthday, Shortsy’s liver failed,
shattering the very foundations of my existence. As his vitality
waned, I was consumed by the agonizing truth: my desperate long-
ing to keep him by my side was prolonging his anguish. The weight

of this realization left me reeling.

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

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

Writing this tribute became my catharsis, my bridge to healing.
Three months later, I would fly to the Netherlands, reunite with
Ester-Marié, and find solace in Italy’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 ...

1 was beartbroken, 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 beart,
you are racing abead 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!

1 treasure this now, because I still see you, feel you, bear 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 1n
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 confined view,
framed by the plane’s curved wall, seemed to mock my fragile state.
Nausea and numbness gripped me, while naked fear seized my
body, its icy fingers wrapping around my heart.

The night before my departure, Ester-Marié and I had clashed.
While our time together had been filled with laughter and con-
nection, there were moments that still lingered, unsettling me.
Definitive instances where she’'d snapped at me unprovoked, her
impatience and sharp words cutting deeper than I cared to admit.
I had expressed my hurt, hoping for understanding, but the con-
versation took a painful turn. My own words, born of frustration

and concern, still haunted me: “You're in danger of becoming as

hard-hearted as daddy.”

As I reflected on our argument, the weight of those words now
accompanied me as I gazed out the window. As the plane taxied
down the runway, emotions engulfed me. Tears streamed down my
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face, mirroring the shattered landscape of my family. Frustration,
desperation, and anger boiled over, fueled by the devastating truth:
I was powerless to repair the rifts. My heart racing, silent screams
echoed through my mind — a desperate cry for alostlove, a broken

family.

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

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

We cycled through quaint Dutch villages, the wind whipping our
hair, laughter echoing through the streets. We explored Amster-
dam’s charming canals, visited the infamous Red Light District,
and savored Dutch signature dishes like bitterballen, stroopwafels,

and poffertjes.

I even indulged in a space cake, much to her surprise — we’re
still waiting for it to have any comical effect on me, though! My
infectious amusement at the quirky Dutch words, with their un-
intended Afrikaans connotations, had her giggling uncontrollably
beside me. “Ob mom, you're so funny,” she'd say, shaking her head.

In the silence, I ached to weave together the threads of our hearts,
Ester-Marié¢'s and mine, through the profound bond of blood and



TOUCHDOWN IN TURMOIL 69

heritage. I longed to experience the depth of a biological moth-
er-daughter connection, a mystery I'd never known. My 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
DNA. With every fiber of my being, I hungered to bridge the
gap, to create a sanctuary of intimacy, trust, and unconditional
love. But 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 —
something authentic, something true.

Yet, as I gazed at Ester-Marié, I couldn’t shake off the aware-
ness that our reality was more complicated than my ideals.
The weight of unmet expectations, of unspoken hurts, hung
between us like an unbridgeable chasm. Beyond the laughter
and carefree moments, a painful truth lingered: I knew she
felt I'd failed her — that I hadn’t been the rock she needed
during Hennie’s downfall, and even before that, notably since

her teenage years.

I felt the crushing weight of her unspoken expectation: 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.

Her decision to spend a gap year as an au pair in a foreign coun-
try, far removed from the pain, seemed to me a quiet escape —

one that I couldn’t help but feel was also an escape from me.

Our escapade to Italy was a welcome respite and a sensory odyssey.
From Rome’s ancient grandeur to Cinque Terre’s colorful villages,

we immersed ourselves in la dolce vita. We savored prosecco, in-
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dulged in pasta and gelato, and marveled at iconic landmarks: The

Colosseum, Juliet’s Balcony, and the Leaning Tower of Pisa.

Venice’s winding canals and majestic piazzas enchanted us, com-
plete with a leisurely gondola ride. The speedboat-trip on Lake
Garda, Italy’s largest lake, was exhilarating. In Florence, Renais-
sance masterpieces awaited. I counted on Italy’s passionate heart

to fuel a renewed bond with my daughter.

Laughter and camaraderie filled the air on our luxury tour bus,
where fellow travelers became fast friends, bonding over unforget-
table experiences. We had just finished a wine tasting and pairing
session at a picturesque vineyard, indulging in Italy’s renowned
Chianti and Brunello, near the medieval town of San Gimignano.

This walled, hilltop town is famously known as the “Town of
Fine Towers’, boasting 14 medieval tower houses that still stand.
Ester-Marié 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 experience.

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

“Ob mom, look! Where’s your stone?”

My wine-soaked brain slowed to a crawl as I slowly turned to gaze
down at my left hand; the familiar weight of my wedding band
now eerily light. The blue topaz stone had vanished; in its place, an
empty hole stared back, mirroring the lovelessness of my 22-year

marriage.

Robotically, I joined Ester-Marié as she frantically searched our
seats, the floor, and our belongings. Our friends rallied around us,
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joining the desperate search. The men gallantly dropped to their
hands and knees, scouring every inch of the bus floor for any sign

of the missing stone. But it remained elusive, nowhere to be found.

And in that moment, I knew they wouldn’t find it. I knew it was
a sign, a message from Divinity. 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 find 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.
Ob my God, do I perbaps have Italian blood in me?1 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 next visit to Christie, wondering what
insights she would share about this enigmatic event. And what
would she say about my feet — oh, my poor feet! I'd never fared
well with flying, plagued by fluid retention. After returning from
Los Angeles in 2000, where I'd qualified for a brief, all-expens-
es-paid network marketing extravaganza, I couldn’t wear shoes for

a week.

Italy’s tour began with a painful precedent: swollen feet, courtesy
of the Vatican’s scorching heat on day one. Neither propping my
feet against our bedroom wall nor resting them, unladylike, on
the headrest in front of me brought relief. I felt exposed, vulner-
able, and spotlighted. Everyone stared, their gazes lingering on my
feet, their sympathy palpable. The unwelcome familiar friend from
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my past — shame — still lingered, whispering that I should be
ashamed of letting my feet get into this state.

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

The chuckles and laughter masked a deeper unease. Was I carrying
dead weight, literally and figuratively? Were my swollen ankles a
manifestation of the emotional burdens I'd shouldered for so long?
The sting of Hennie’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, fluid retention could lead to blood clots, or even organ
damage. I took drastic measures in the Netherlands. I invested in
tight compression socks and purchased expensive tablets, hoping

to mitigate the swelling.

Five weeks prior, a persistent urinary tractinfection had threatened
to cancel my trip. My body seemed to be warning me of something
my mind refused to acknowledge.

By the time Ilanded in George, the closest airport to Oudtshoorn,
the nausea had subsided, leaving only the hollow emptiness that
echoed through my soul like a mournful sigh. Each step down the
plane’s stairs echoed my reluctance to return, my painfully swollen

feet a tangible reminder of my weariness.

Hennie’s forlorn expression 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 suffering. The ubiquitous, toxic dynamic
between us — a suffocating, repetitive pattern of attraction and

repulsion — closed in around me, its grip tightening like a noose.

Yet, amidst the darkness, the sacred voice inside me gently whis-
pered: Surely, this needn’t be so? — a glimmer of hope, an invitation
that I held the power to break free.
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From Ashes to
Awakening

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 facade, 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 finding answers
seemed impossible. I was lost, unsure of who I was, or what I want-
ed from life. Depression’s demons loomed, and my heart ached for
my beloved Shortsy, whose absence cast a long shadow over my

daily life.

I also missed Ester-Marié with a deep sadness, sensing she was

navigating difficult times, and feeling helpless to ease her pain.

My thoughts were equally consumed by Georick, whose struggles
to find his footing in life felt like a constant, gnawing worry. His
resignation from the restaurant had left him uncertain and vulner-
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able; 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 specific dates recurred in profound

significance, weaving a tapestry of meaning.

A pivotal moment in this journey unfolded on 18 August 1999.
On that day, I received a channeled message instructing me to
write my new sacred name, a gift from Divinity. I closed my eyes,
letting my hand move freely across the page, and scribbled a word
in my journal. At the time, I didn’t understand the phenomenon
that had just occurred; I simply opened my eyes to find the word
‘Eljoshijka’ staring back at me.

Notably, this date held another layer of significance: it marked
exactly one year since my first channeled message on 18 August
1998, received in the veld outside Oudtshoorn. The coincidence
was uncanny, and the experience has stayed with me. Interestingly,
this spontaneous, unguided writing — known as automatic hand-
writing — has never happened to me again, leaving the Eljoshij-

ka-moment a singular, unforgettable event.

But as I reflected 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? Or 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 journey. Had 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 just 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.

On 9 September 2016, a rare numerical convergence caught
my attention: the 9th day of the 9th month, and a 9:00-a.m.
appointment, and the year culminating in a calculated digit
total of 9 (2+0+1+6=9). This extraordinary 9999-alignment,
where the number 9 symbolizes endings and completions, tran-
scended coincidence; it was a sacred invitation. Following divine
inspiration, I booked an appointment with an intuitive energy
healer at 9:00 a.m. that very morning, drawn to her work with
ancient healing oils and quantum-imprinted sprays.

During 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.
Guided 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 12 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 fish eagles called out in the sky above
me, circling over Oudtshoorn — a rare and awe-inspiring sight.
Furthermore, as I’ve mentioned before, fish eagles hold a special
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significance for me; whenever I see or hear them, I sense my

dad’s spirit is near, bringing a message or guidance.

Five days later, on 14 September, I retrieved the prenuptial
marriage contract Hennie and I had signed in 1994. As our
wedding plans took shape, I made a personal vow to never di-
vorce again, committed to making our union last. But Hennie’s
response, though romantic on the surface, revealed a starkly
different 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.”

His words, meant to charm, unsettled me. They exposed a
fleeting, superficial 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. Our marriage’s tumultuous journey, marked by mo-
ments of joy and prolonged suffering, was foreshadowed in
those words. Hennie’s six-month horizon highlighted the tem-
porary, fragile nature of his investment. My 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 fire in my backyard.

As the flames danced, I gently placed the document among the
flickering flames, 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-

bolized a profound liberation. In that moment, I was reborn.

Afterwards I went to my office, opened my journal, 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.

1 thanked bim 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 be allowed himself to see and be.

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

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

itself in time.

1 see clearly, bear sharply, speak purposefully, and act with determi-

nation.

Here I am: SEND ME!!!
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Karmic Release

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 office. The
promise of a peaceful Saturday, devoid of business appoint-
ments, couldn’t calm the intense pull I felt to channel a mes-

sage.

As I typed, excitement coursed through my body, catching my
breath in my throat. Butterflies danced in my tummy, a sensa-
tion I hadn’t experienced in a long time — one that signaled

anticipation, not anxiety.

My fingers flew across the keyboard, as if guided by an unseen
force. The words flowed effortlessly, birthing a message that
would change my life forever.

The concept of karma and karmic debt was foreign to me, but
upon finishing and printing the message, I was overcome with tears
— shock, surprise, and a kaleidoscope of emotions. Reading 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 questioned,
plagued by familiar doubts and shame, whispering that I wasn’t
worthy of a breakthrough from a source beyond my tangible
relationship with Hennie. Yet, a mystical, divine voice spoke
louder, clearer.

This message has become a guiding light, illuminating my path.
I’ve claimed it as my truth, embracing its mystery, and trusting

its power to transform me.
Eljoshifka,

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 simultancously believing you must sacrifice

them — leaving you with balf-empty bands.

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 bas
changed — yes, you have experienced this recently.

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

44 l ’ ave you ever felt stuck, despite your best efforts to resolve

emotional stress, relationship problems, or other personal
issues? Or perbaps 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 offers 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, difficult 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 seat-
ed participants. The client then positions these representatives in
the center of the circle, known as the Knowing 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 three-di-
mensional map of the family system.

Through guided questioning, healing sentences, and reposition-
ing representatives, the facilitator helps restore natural orders of
supporting love and energy flow within the family system. This
process reveals a clear picture of the underlying issues, and allows

clients to break free from unconscious patterns.

Workshop options include working on your personal issue
through a constellation, serving as a representative for others (no
experience necessary), or observing to determine if this method
suits you. Knowing 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 effectively.

Notably, my home country played a pivotal role in the develop-
ment of Family Constellations. Dr Bert Hellinger, the founder,
spent 16 years as a Catholic missionary in South Africa, where he
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immersed himselfin Zulu culture and learned from the communi-
ty’s traditional understanding of family bonds, ancestral ties, and
the interconnectedness of all life. The term ‘Constellations’ refers
to the process of discovering and reclaiming one’s rightful place

within this interconnected web.

It was a moment of truth. On 4 December 2016, I sat beside Izak,
prepared to confront my adoption through a personal constella-

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 dou-
ble-blind, ensuring they remained unaware of the theme — my
adoption — and the identities of those they represented. This

ensured unbiased and genuine reactions.

Transfixed, 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 floor. Then
Izak approached my ‘birth mother’, who stood with her back to
‘me’. He whispered something inaudible in her ear, and she turned

to face ‘me’.

Izak then spoke aloud:

“This is your daughter, the one you gave up for adop-

)

tion. Look her in the eye and say to ber, I see you.’

I felt myself collapsing into my chair. The scene before me was
riveting, but it was the words 7/ see you that shattered my compo-
sure. As [ 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 Dolores’s porch and the Villiersdorp road. Izak gestured
for another participant to offer support, and a kind-faced 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 7 see you had triggered an earthquake with-
in me, and I struggled to grasp why. Those three simple words
shouldn’t have shattered me so utterly. Yet, they awakened a pro-
found sense of recognition, exposing a deep well of hidden emo-

tions.

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

As the session drew to a close, Izak invited me onto the floor and
asked the representatives to form a circle around me. His gentle

words resonated deeply:

“Come, Elmarie, come and feel the energy bere. 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.

Representing others in their constellations revealed the process’s
uncanny accuracy. I'd move or speak instinctively, and clients
would confirm the truth of what unfolded. Their recognition val-

idated the experience, dispelling any doubts about its authenticity.

As I drove the 60 kilometers from George to Oudtshoorn, I felt
weightless, as if floating. Except for the transformative moment
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on Dolores’s porch and my hypnotherapy sessions, this encounter
had brought me closer than ever to unraveling the enigma sur-
rounding my adoption and my parents. The experience resonated
deeply, its reverberations echoing through my mind like the gentle

hum of the engine.

Back 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.”

His 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.

My inner Alice-in-Wonderland was ecstatic, clapping her hands
with glee. She had already tumbled down the rabbit hole of possi-

bilities, fantasizing about a brighter future.



25
A House Divided

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 find stable employment. Hennie’s
mental and physical health were deteriorating before my eyes. The

financial pressure was suffocating.

Meanwhile, the financial strain intensified as Ester-Marié prepared
to start university in 2017, which brought huge expenses. Hennie’s
standard response to her requests for help was, “I'don ’t have money.
Ask your mother”, despite having a savings reserve. I felt repulsed
by his pleas of poverty and dug deep into my credit card to keep us

afloat.

Secking solace, Georick and I attended a second Family Constel-
lations session; Ester-Marié¢ declined. Emboldened by this experi-
ence, I wrote to the adoption agency on 30 December, quoting
their response to my initial inquiry ten years prior, and expressed
my readiness to search for my birth mother.

This newfound resolve was soon tested. The next day, Hennie
and I had an explosive argument, and I moved to the guest room,
declaring our separation. It was 31 December 2016. I sensed that
2017 would be a transformative year. Something was about to give;

I'just didn’t know what.
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As I settled into the guest room, I felt an immense surge of relief
and freedom. Hennie regretted the argument, but I was resolute.
Ester-Marié struggled with explaining my new living arrangement

to her friends.

As tensions within the household continued to rise, Georick and
I clashed on 4 January. I couldn’t carry the financial burden of
his unemployment and lack of motivation. Despite his pain and
my lingering guilt, I knew he needed to take accountability for his
life. Our argument ended with his decision to leave and stay with
a friend.

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

my anxiety.

As chaos erupted around me, Izak’s 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 I treaded water, praying I
wouldn’t sink.



20

The Grandparent
Paradox

M y adoption story had always been defined by the absence of
my birth parents. But one question from Bert Hellinger’s
work stopped me in my tracks: what about my grandparents? A

whole new landscape of emotions and questions unfolded.

Did they abandon their daughter, and consequently, me? Were
they even aware of my existence? The questions swirled in my
mind, stirring emotions I had never acknowledged.

Why did my birth mother’s parents not help her keep me? Was I a
secret, a shame to be hidden? The possibility stung.

I felt an overwhelming sense of shame, as if I was somehow unwor-
thy of their love. The weight of this unknown settled around my

heart like an unwelcome blanket.

Determined to uncover more, I resolved to do a personal constel-
lation about my grandparents at the next Family Constellations
workshop on 22 January 2017.

By now, I was accustomed to the workshop setting and had grown
deeply invested in participating in others’ personal constellations.
Stepping into the Knowing Field, sensing its energy, and flowing
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with it, resonated profoundly with me. The experience offered a
thrill of discovery, often tinged with shock rather than pleasant
surprise, as the field revealed unforeseen options and possibil-
ities. In those moments, I felt the tug of Divinity, unveiling
another breathtaking nuance of our connection — one that

transcended my journals and meditations.

This constellation was no exception. As I sat riveted, witnessing
the scene unfold in the circle before me, Izak positioned ‘my
grandparents’ behind ‘me’. They had their hands on my repre-
sentative’s shoulders. When he asked them what they thought
of their ‘granddaughter’, both figures were overcome with emo-
tion, and they emphatically stated how much they loved me.

This left me perplexed. A tug-of-war ensued between my heart
and mind. If they truly loved me, why did they allow my adop-
tion? My heart and mind wrestled with this painful paradox.

Izak, with his characteristic intuition and sensitivity, beckoned
me to the floor. He then asked my representative to step aside
momentarily. “Look your ‘grandparents’ in the eye,” he guided.
“Show respect and reverence for them. They gave life to your birth
mother; without them, you wouldn’t be bere. You owe them your

»

existence.

The experience seized my body, and almost involuntarily,
my intended bow of reverence turned into a doubled-over,
gut-wrenching sob. Something deep within me was unleashed.
In that instant, I felt their love — profoundly, unmistakably. It
coursed through every fiber of my being.

As I surrendered my survival instinct, allowing myself to con-
template my grandparents, my sobs intensified. My body shook
with convulsive gasps, each one wringing more tears from my
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already streaming face. The anguish was palpable, a living thing
that clawed at my chest and throat.

My mind reeled, struggling to reconcile the love and gratitude I
owed them, with the pain and abandonment I'd long associated
with my adoption. The weight of this acknowledgment crushed
me, leaving me breathless and spent.

As the last constellation of the day, mine left an indelible mark.
The room pulsed with the intensity of the emotional release, the
energy thick with unspoken emotions. We all seemed drained, our
collective breath exhaled in relief that it was over. As we parted,
heartfelt hugs circulated among the group, a tender acknowledg-
ment of the shared journey we'd just traversed.

Yet, in the aftermath of this emotional reckoning, the mystery of
my life deepened. Its layers of secrecy stubbornly intact, questions
swirled, outnumbering answers. The truth, it seemed, was still

shrouded in darkness, waiting to be illuminated.



27
A Life in Crisis

he next six months crashed over my life like a relentless

tempest, threatening to sink my ship. Christie served as a
beacon of hope, offering temporary respite. She astutely observed
that since my return from the Netherlands — and the loss of my
topaz stone — my life resembled a dam draining, with minimal
replenishment. The resources were dwindling, with little to re-
plenish them.

Financial pressure overwhelmed me. In an effort to boost my
income, I hired estate agents, but this decision introduced new
challenges. Hennie’s involvement as transferring attorney in their
transactions triggered a trail of destruction, sparking emotional
turmoil and upset.

Ester-Marié¢'s university expenses rested entirely on my shoulders,
as Hennie declined to contribute financially. As a result, I struggled
to make ends meet, constantly feeling drained. My Jacuzzi sessions

became a vital sanctuary, providing fleeting moments of respite.

Since January, Georick and I had no contact. Although his depar-
ture brought relief from one less challenge, I couldn’t shake off the
lingering concern for his well-being and future. He had relocated
to Franschhoek, where he was getting by on a meager, temporary

part-time income.
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Amidst this chaos, the adoption agency replied with more ques-
tions! Their inquiry infuriated me: What the fuck!? Do these peo-
ple never learn!? Can’t they just for once fucking help me and stop

with all the bullshit questions!?

They asked:

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?

My response was visceral:
Blah-blah-blah. Same old, same old. Same fucking story.

I dismissed the email, ignoring social worker Martie Booyse’s sub-
sequent calls. I couldn’t handle any more stress.

My circle of valued friends, Christie, meditations, Jacuzzi, and

sense of humor carried me through.

In July, I escaped to a remote forest cabin outside George for a brief
solitude. No distractions allowed. The silence was agonizing, as I
feared confronting my inner voice. It might tell me to take charge
of my emotional wellbeing and set boundaries.

During the full moon weekend, I kindled a fire, its dancing flames
and wooden aroma my only companions, as I reflected on my
courage to spend time alone. This was my first such experience. I
sought to find my position in the maze, make sense of the present,
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and chart a future course. Depression loomed, and I had to silence

the voice of desperation.

A few days later, Izak phoned, concerned. I shared briefly. He
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.”

Desperate, I saw 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 suffering 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 couldn’t hear their words, their body language

radiated an unmistakable enthusiasm.

In the next instant, my focus shifted to the venue hosting the
Family Constellations workshop, my 5t to date. There, I beheld
more angels, eagerly arranging chairs in the familiar circle where
participants and Izak would soon enter the Knowing Field. The
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air vibrated with their quiet presence, imbuing the space with an

aura of sacredness.

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

My 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 Europe, well-versed in the concept, ra-
diated eagerness to dive into the workshop. The group’s collective

energy was palpable, infused with an air of expectation.

Izak decided that my constellation should be first. I chose rep-
resentatives for myself, my birth mother, and money (in Family
Constellations, abstract concepts can also be constellated, provid-
ing deeper insight and revelation). Mirroring my first constella-
tion in December, I positioned ‘my birth mother and me’ with
our backs facing each other, separated by a considerable distance.
‘Money’ stood apart, observing us. However, this time, a dramatic

shift occurred.

My birth mother’s representative suddenly turned around, gasped
in surprise, and bridged the distance between ‘us’. She rushed
towards ‘me’, and swept ‘me’ into a tearful embrace, overcome
with emotion. Her 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.
L’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 spoke, she stroked ‘my’ hair, gazed
deeply into ‘my’ eyes, and cradled ‘my’ face in her hands.

The scene was emotionally overwhelming, beyond words. It was
intense, real, and riveting, holding everyone in the room spell-
bound. Even Izak was taken aback by the profound release of emo-
tion that flowed from my ‘birth mother’ to ‘me’. 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 filled the space.

We were spellbound, suspended in time, as the scene unfolded.
Izak allowed the moment to develop, unhurried, sensing the pro-
found impact of the connection between ‘my mother and me’. He
permitted ‘us’ to bask in that embrace for a full hour, and their
union became a timeless sanctuary. The two figures couldn’t 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-

nificance hitting me with overwhelming force.

I was entranced, overcome with tears of joy and jubilation. Deep
within, I felt the shackles 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.

Following the session, we took a break to recompose, a familiar

ritual after my previous constellations, which had always left me
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depleted. Today, however, the break served a different purpose.
The atmosphere was electric, not drained. The room vibrated with
elation, bathed in a radiant aura of light, reflecting the transforma-
tive shift within me. The preceding hour with ‘my birth mother’
had left me breathless, my heart still soaring.

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

Iknew in thatinstant that I had transformed. My visions about the
angels finally made sense. I grasped the magnitude of what I had
just witnessed, and its impact resonated deeply. Not for a moment
did I worry about my financial situation or its precariousness.
Money didn’t even cross my mind — not for a split second.

Words failed me in the aftermath of that session, well into the
night. My voice was silenced by the enormity of my emotions.
All that remained were feelings — profound feelings of love for
my birth mother, of knowing 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 final thought of the day was:
What's next? But it was a question 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 like a newborn baby cradled in her mother’s arms — en-
veloped, protected, and at peace.
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A Daughter's Letter

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 final 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.
With trembling hands and a heartbeat that threatened to escape

my chest, I wrote in my journal:
Monday, 24 July 2017, 5:25 p.m.
Dear Mommyy,

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, perbaps for the first time in my life, how

mauch I've missed you since forever.

1 long to connect with you, bond with you, and never let you go again.
1 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 bear 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 be? What happened
between you two?

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

Twanttoin tegrate this acceptance into my innermost bein g, 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.

1 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
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.

1 was terrified to confront my deepest, beartfelt 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.

1 hope and pray it’s not too late, my mommy ... That there’s still
grace for me.
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1 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

’ I ' wo days later, on Wednesday, 26 July 2017, I went to the
Department of Home Affairs in Oudtshoorn and applied
for the vault copy of my birth certificate, my original birth

registration that would reveal my mother’s identity.

Ironically, despite my eagerness to uncover the truth, my in-
quiry would ultimately lead to a dead end. To this day, I have
never received a response from the Department of Home Af-
fairs, nor have I obtained my original birth certificate.

The silence was deafening; the delay, infuriating.

As I awaited a response that never came, I found myself drawn
to another significant task — gently letting go of my mom’s
possessions, which I had lovingly kept since her passing six
years earlier. With a sense of reverence and gratitude, I began to
sort through her belongings, tenderly releasing each item from

my care.

This poignant process, though bittersweet, brought me a deep
sense of peace and closure, allowing me to honor her memory

while embracing my own journey.
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Meanwhile, my desire for emotional healing led me to explore
alternative therapies. On 17 August, I made an appointment with
Izak for a Trauma Release Exercise (TRE) session. TRE is a holistic
approach that helps release tension and trauma stored in the body
by triggering gentle, neurogenic tremors, promoting self-regula-

tion, relaxation, and enhanced well-being.

My entire body became unshackled, and I experienced a tremen-

dous release of stored energy.

As my inner world began to shift, my subconscious mind started
to reveal hidden truths. Two nights later, I dreamt that I was taking
photos of a bright, white full moon. Since I rarely have coherent
dreams, I knew I had to pay attention when I do. These dreams

are always significant.

According to dream interpreters, seeing a bright, full moon sig-
nifies receiving amazing news in the near future — a promise of
hope and positive change. Additionally, dreaming of a camera,
especially taking pictures, indicates the subconscious longing to
express itself more freely, seeking authenticity and self-expression.
Photography, in this context, represents the truest form of art,

capturing people’s authentic selves.

In tandem with these inner transformations, I stumbled upon
womb sounds online and found solace in their gentle rhythms.

Playing them each night, I fell asleep to their soothing melody.

Yet, in the shadows, a subtle yet seismic shift was underway, setting
the stage for a revelation that would shatter the status quo, forever

reconfiguring the contours of my existence.
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Falling into
‘Wonderland

y body levitated out of my soul. Bumped against the ceil-
ing and bounced off the edges of the room, dragging my
eyes by the heels of my breath. It jumped right back, sizzling in
small tremors and shocks, leaving my eyes stuck at the back of my

head and my lungs gasping for air.

It couldn’t be true! The words on my laptop screen froze, locked
in a glacial grip, as if the ice ages themselves had descended upon
my digital world. And then, like Scrat’s elusive acorn, my reality
was shattered: a tiny, seemingly insignificant seed that cracked my
earth in two, unleashing an avalanche of emotions. The message
was simple yet seismic: Surprise ... Good news ... Found your birth

mother ...

The hourglass’s sand hung suspended, crystallizing a fleeting
moment. Then, Mother Earth spun my room into a dizzying
whirlpool, pulling me down my Inner Alice’s rabbit hole. Be-
fore me materialized the Cheshire Cat’s mischievous grin, his eyes
twinkling as he asked, “Which way will you go, dear one?” The path
behind me dissolved, leaving only the thrill of my rebirth and the

promise of a profound metamorphosis.

I gasped. I choked. I shattered. Wailing. Shaking. Trembling.
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At7:25 p.m. on Tuesday, 22 August 2017, I sat on my bed, lap-
top open, checking my emails one last time. The day had been
a therapeutic journey, as I'd finally sorted and found homes for
the last of my mom’s belongings. This closure brought me a
deep sense of accomplishment and peace, like tying the final
knot on a carefully woven tapestry. With that weight lifted,
I felt ready to welcome whatever lay ahead. But as I scanned
my inbox, my heart sank. Martie Booyse’s name stared back at
me, and dread crept in, anticipating another inquiry about my

prolonged silence since January.

Instead, I read:

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.

I dialed the number, my fingers trembling with anticipation.
Within mere minutes, I heard her voice at the other end of the
phone. She sounded just as elated and excited as I was — orso I
thought. In reality, I was a shivering, shaking, crying, laughing

emotional mess.

She revealed that what she was about to share was a rare occur-
rence, happening only twice before in her decades-long career as a

social worker: both parties searching for each other simultaneous-
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ly. And then came the revelation: T had a half-sister named Elbie,
who had connected with Martie and was eager to meet me!

Martie didn’t have much else to share. She explained that Elbie
had phoned her and was asked to send an email with all the
particulars she had about her mother and adopted older sis-
ter. Shortly thereafter, the email arrived, containing the name
‘Marenda Koch’ and the birthdate 31 March 1966. Martie im-
mediately recognized the match due to the unusual spelling of
‘Marenda’.

However, she emphasized that despite this, she meticulously
verified the information in both files to ensure accuracy. “With
reunions like these,” she said, “mistakes can be devastating, and
1 wanted to prevent that.”

She couldn’t give me any information about my birth mother
or the rest of the family, explaining that she first needed to ask
if I'd be interested in connecting with Elbie.

I wanted to laugh hysterically! What a stupid question! These
people just never learn! Yet, this time I didn’t feel like slinging
profanities at Martie; I wanted to kiss and hug her and buy her
a bunch of blood-red roses!

She promised to speak with Elbie the next day, and would
follow up with me afterward to discuss our next steps.

I ended the call, speechless. The convergence of everything —
Family Constellations, my letter to my birth mother, TRE,
womb sounds, and the full moon dream — felt like arrows
shot from the quiver of Divinity, piercing my heart with the

precision and potency of Cupid on steroids.
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Did I 'sleep that night? Oh no! The womb sounds, usually a sooth-
ing balm, offered no respite. I didn’t sleep a wink! My Inner Alice
was now turbocharged, bubbling over with excitement about the

bright future ahead.

“Curiouser and curiouser!” cried Alice. She was so much surprised
that, for the moment, she quite forgot how to speak good English.
And that’s exactly how I felt — like I was falling down the rabbit
hole, into a world of wonder and discovery.
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F'rom Stranger to
Sister

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 offered 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.

In a flash, I drafted my email to Martie, attaching a couple of
photos. But doubts began to creep in — hesitation, uncertain-
ty, perfectionism. What if I say something wrong? What if she
won’t like me? What if ...2 Time was ticking, and my anxiety
grew. Taking a deep breath, I closed my eyes, said a little prayer,
and finally hit send.

The waiting game resumed, with me checking emails every five

minutes like a lovesick teenager.
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And then, finally, THE email arrived. I was sitting in my car,
having just returned from an appointment, and saw the noti-

fication on my phone.

Emotions 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 joke. But
in this moment, my body seemed to have other plans. Ignoring
its pleas, I took a deep breath and opened the email.

Elbie’s message was breathtaking. Her words welcomed me
with open arms. I sat in stunned silence, grasping the reality
of a sister in my life — a fully grown woman, far removed from
the tiny, vulnerable baby I'd envisioned as a child. The one I'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. I searched her face,
mesmerized, and found glimpses of myself staring back. Tears
flowed freely in the safety of my car as I grasped the profound
reality: I was finally looking at the woman who gave me life.

Then, Elbie’s family — her husband and two towering giants,
smiling under a gazebo. Familiarity struck me; both sons shared
Georick’s impressive height and build.

Later that day, I called Martie again, impatient to connect
with Elbie. “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 ber number, but pace yourselves, okay?”

As dusk descended, I dialed Elbie’s number with trembling fingers,
the stillness around me punctuated only by my pounding heart.
This was the moment I'd waited a lifetime for: I was about to hear
my sister’s voice for the first time, unlock secrets of my past, and

forge a lifelong connection.
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Thoughts Unraveling

he familiarity of Elbie’s voice.
We’re both crying.
1 know her. I recognize ber.
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 first name is Doreen.

Elbie is an only child.

Her father has passed away.

We don’t share the same father.

Elbie only found out about me about 10 years ago.
It was a shocking revelation.

She asked our mother:

“Do I have a brother or a sister?”

The answer:

“Yes ... you have a sister.”

Elbie:

“We have to find ber, we have to search for her!”
Our mother:
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“No, I cannot.”

Elbie:

“Why not?”

Our mother:

“Because I promised, with my hand on the Bible in court,
that I would never search for ber...”

Our mother.

She was taken away from her mother at birth.
Her mother had leprosy.

It was during the Second World War, in 1943.
She never knew her mother.

She doesn’t know who her father is.

She was placed in foster care,

where she suffered severe abuse,

then was taken away.

Another family took her in,

where she spent her remaining childhood years.
They never adopted her;

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 spark,
intelligent.

She skipped a grade or two.
Excelled in athletics and sports.
Didn’t finish school,

as she had to work.

She met my father at work.

She became pregnant.



THOUGHTS UNRAVELING

She couldn’t keep me.
He was married
and claimed financial inability.

Two years after giving me up for adoption,
she met Elbie’s dad.

They married.

Elbie was born in April 1970,

almost exactly four years younger than me.
Then, Elbie’s hip problems started

at just one year old.

The first operation went wrong.

Further attempts only worsened it.

Her life became a cycle

of hospital visits.

This morning,

her hip dislocated again,
and they rushed

300 km to Pretoria.

Our mother is unaware

that Elbie has been searching for me.
Elbie’s attempts have been numerous,
with periods of giving up.

In July, she realized

she hadn’t tried contacting

homes for unwed mothers.

She was referred to Martie Booyse.

The rest is history.

We talked nonstop.
She tucked her phone under the sheet

113
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when the nurses made their rounds,
pretending to be asleep.

After the first voice call,

we chatted on WhatsApp till 2:00 a.m.
Her operation was scheduled for 8:00 a.m.
We reluctantly ended our chat.

I couldn’t sleep,

not a wink.

Thoughts swirled, twirled,

as my heart wrestled with the revelations.
My grandparents at the Family Constellation —
I understand now!

Elbie’s mobility challenges —

Hennie’s story echoes.

Uneven legs, daily struggle, two canes his aid.
Elbie’s sons, though not as tall as Georick,
are close — 2.04 and 1.96 meters.

Monday is our mother’s 74th birthday.
How will we tell her

that Elbie found

her firstborn,

the baby she gave up

years ago?
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Baby, Come Home

s I stepped off the plane at Johannesburg airport on
Monday, 28 August 2017, the weight of destiny settled
upon me. Today, my birth mother, Mom Doreen, would cele-

brate her 74th birthday.

By divine design, our first meeting converged on this sacred day,
intertwining our legacies of shattered beginnings and fractured
roots. Born from the same pain, we’d both been torn from
our mothers’ loving arms, deprived of the essential bond and
sacred touch that ignites the soul. Yet, in this moment, our
paths merged in a transcendent dance of healing, restoration,

and sublime reunion.

My heart swelled with emotion, imagining the depth of Mom
Doreen’s longing, the ache of a lifetime finally soothed as she
would hold, for the first time, the baby she had given up so

rnany years ago.

The significance of this day overwhelmed me, yet filled me
with joy, in a torrent of feelings. I thought of the stark con-
trast between Mom Doreen’s experience and mine. Grace had
brought me to my mom and dad just days after birth, but Mom
Doreen’s path had been marked by a cruel twist of fate.
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As I clutched the travel bag containing six precious photo albums,
meticulously curated by my mom from babyhood to matric, a
lump formed in my throat. These albums weren’t just a collection
of memories; they were fragments of my life, woven together with
love and care. The thought of gifting them to Mom Doreen, the
woman who had given me life, but never got to witness my growth,

was almost too much to bear.

And yet, I wondered: Would these albums reveal the essence of me
to Mom Doreen? Could faded snapshots bridge the gap between
us, telling the story of the life we’d missed sharing? Every page,
photo, and caption radiated my mom’s unwavering love and dedi-
cation — a testament to the life Mom Doreen had relinquished.
Through these pages, I hoped she would see the love that had
shaped me.

As I waited at the luggage carousel, the photo album bag grasped
tightly in my hands, my heart hammered, knees buckled, and ner-
vous silence gripped me. The promise of seven sacred days with my
birth mother, nestled in the heart of her home, unfurled the petals
of my heart.

The past few days had been a rollercoaster since Martie Booyse’s
bombshell email on 22 August. But this was different from my
experiences with Hennie; everything was positive and uplifting!

Elbie’s voice on our first call on 24 August still echoed in my
memory. The next day, her voice still raspy from the effects of
anesthesia, she schemed to get me to hear our mother’s voice. We
devised a plan for me to call Mom Doreen, pretending to be Elbie’s
friend searching for her contact information.

I made the call on 26 August. The moment her voice filled the
line, I felt electrified. For the first time in my life, I heard my birth
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mother speak. Emotion overwhelmed me, but I fought back
tears, focused on playing my role. The conversation was brief; I
couldn’t sustain the charade. One thought consumed me: this
might be the first time I'd ever heard her voice. Did she whisper

to me at birth? Soon, I’'d hear the truth from her own mouth.

In the aftermath of that heart-shaking call, a gentle whisper
within me urged, Check your journal. I hesitated briefly, then
surrendered to the nudge. As I paged through my journal, a
seismic shift occurred within me, like the rumble before an
earthquake. Sensing a profound mystery unfolding, I stumbled
upon the inscription from 26 August the previous year:

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!

In that instant, memories flooded back, transporting me to a

realm where time and space dissolved.

The meditation’s symbolism snapped into focus, its mean-
ing crystal clear. My mom and dad’s presentation was more
than a recognition of my identity — it was a sacred transfer
of guardianship to my birth mother, Doreen. As they relin-
quished their role, they affirmed Doreen’s maternal bond. This
powerful moment resonated with Rafiki’s iconic gesture in
The Lion King, imbued with prophecy as my mom and dad
embodied joy and humility, restoring my birthright.
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The realization hit me like a tidal wave: they had known all along.
This reunion with my birth mother was part of Divinity’s grand
plan. The journal entry, once a personal affirmation, had become

a testament to this divine design.

As the tidal wave of realization crashed over me, sobs swelled
within, straining to break free. My skin responded instinctively,
erupting in gooseflesh that rippled up and down my entire body.
This moment transcended coincidence; it was a testament to the
intricate tapestry of fate, weaving together the threads of my exis-
tence. My mom and dad’s love, my Mom Doreen’s sacrifice, and
Divinity’s guidance had all converged, leading me to this moment
of profound understanding and gratitude.

In that moment, I knew I had to be there for her birthday. The
coincidence of finding her just before this significant day wasn’t
lost on me — it felt like divine timing. Sharing a similar fate,
relinquished at birth, and now guided by the prophetic inscription
in my journal, our meeting seemed predestined.

Elbie agreed, and we decided her husband, Douw, should break the
news to Mom Doreen that evening. He reported that she handled
it better than expected; despite her shock, she contained her emo-
tions well during the conversation. Though visibly overwhelmed
and struggling to find words, she asked several questions about
me. To Douw, it seemed she was reeling, trying to process the
revelation. She then stepped away, probably secking some quiet

time alone to absorb the news.

The next morning, she was eager to talk to me again, now that
the truth about our connection had been revealed. Elbie’s clever
plan had paid oft: our previous phone call, where I posed as Elbie’s
friend, had softened the initial blow. Mom Doreen had already
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heard my voice, albeit briefly, making this conversation less intim-

idating.

As we connected once more, she cried. I cried. Neither of us could
speak for what felt like an eternity. She seemed to find words first
and started saying, her voice trembling, “Will you forgive me ...” 1
didn’t give her a chance to finish the sentence. “There is absolutely
nothing to forgive. Please don’t ever say that again. You did nothing
wrong. Nothing at all.” The moment was too big for both of
us, and it felt like a telephone conversation wouldn’t suffice. We

needed to meet in person, face-to-face.

With luggage in tow, I steeled myself to walk through the glass door
to the waiting area where Douw and Mom Doreen awaited. Elbie,
determined to be there for our reunion, had begged her surgeon to
discharge her early, defying post-op protocol. Still in her pajamas,
she now waited anxiously in the car, her eagerness to welcome me

home outweighing her own recovery.

My familiar companions accompanied me: numbness, nausea,
deafening heartbeat, dry mouth, and a heavy chest. I didn’t know

what to expect, fearing Inner Alice’s fantasies.

As our eyes met, time stood still. The airport’s din faded, and the
crowd around us seemed to levitate. Only my mommy and I exist-
ed. Desperate to hold back the overwhelming emotions, I clamped
my hand over my mouth, but the sob burst forth, unstoppable.
Tears streamed down, and Douw’s soothing voice echoed through
my sobs: “Go to her, mom, it’s okay. Go ...” With those words, we
began our slow, inevitable glide toward each other.

We collapsed into each other’s arms, our bodies merging in a des-
perate, long-awaited reunion. I wrapped myself around her, and
she clung to me with equal ferocity. It was as if the Family Con-
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stellations session had prophesied this moment, and now reality
was mirroring the vision. Time shattered, its fragments suspended
in mid-air. The world around us froze, leaving only the two of us,

entwined in a timeless, spaceless embrace.

I buried my face in her hair, inhaling the sweet scent of her per-
fume, and the unmistakable essence of my own heritage. Her grasp
was primal, a lifeline to redemption. She held me with a despera-
tion that seemed to scream: I/ never let you go again. Every fiber
of her being clung to me, as if her very existence hinged on this

reunion.

It felt familiar. It felt safe. I felt safe. She whispered words: “Thank
you, thank you. My precious child is safe. Thank you,” through years
of pent-up tears and emotions flooding from her body.

As our hearts entwined, time dissolved, and the depths of our
connection unfolded. Then, I took her face in my hands, cupped
her cheeks, and gazed into her eyes.

In thatinstant, I saw beyond the tears, beyond the years of longing.
I saw my own reflection, my own story, my own soul. And with a
profound sense of recognition, my heart whispered the only words
that mattered: / 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, Curionser 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 flash, she

mimed shooting me with an imaginary gun, her lips forming a
playful ‘pop’.

Our adventure was underway, tea forgotten in the face of won-
der. Cupid’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 next breath, I was on my knees, car door open wide, em-
bracing Elbie in a joyous storm of laughter and tears. Our hearts
entwined, like vines 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 never been apart. Decades 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. But neither of us
needed to comprehend the words; they flowed from a deep, primal
place of longing, knowing, and yearning. It didn’t surprise me. I
intuitively sensed that she had experienced me in the womb —

mystically, mysteriously, perhaps physically.

I believe that’s how our bond, our pact of sisterhood, took shape.
Seamlessly, it slipped into my heart, fitting perfectly — like a glove

over a hand.

We got into the car, Douw steering toward Mom Doreen’s house
on Pretoria’s outskirts. They would drop us off, have the promised
cup of tea, and then tackle the 300-kilometer drive back home,

leaving Mom Doreen and me to spend our first night together.

In the backseat, Mom Doreen and I'sathand in hand. My lefthand
wrapped over the front seat, embracing my baby sister. She placed
her hand over mine, pressing, caressing, and stroking my skin.

We 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. Our laughter wove a tapestry of belonging.

My Inner Alice rode a unicorn of joy, 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 first time. Mother and firstborn, united at last. The silence was

palpable.

Six photo albums lay scattered before her, a visual narrative of my
life. I watched, transfixed, as she hesitated, her fingers hovering over
the first album. Taking a deep breath, she delicately opened the
cover. The soft crackle of its pages accompanied her entry into my
past. Her eyes locked 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 courage; she had never laid eyes on
me before. Taken away at birth, I existed only in her imagination.
Now, gazing upon my infant face, her expression betrayed tur-
moil within. Her eyes flashed with deep-seated longing; her mouth
trembled; her hands caressed each photo, as if tracing my soul.

Each page turn revealed fragments of my story: snapshots of care-
free childhood, ponytails, bright smiles, laughter, and joy-filled
moments. The crackle 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. Her face was a canvas of emotions — longing,
yearning, pain, and a hint of jealousy, the ache of having been

excluded from those precious moments.

As 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. The weight of that truth hung
suspended, heavy with unspoken emotions.

The silence was sacred, a testament to the moment’s profundity.
Time stood still.

Then, it happened. Her composure crumbled, revealing a moth-
er’sheart. Her index finger traced my mom and dad’s smiling faces;
tears spilled down her cheeks. Her whisper was barely audible:
“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.
Our silence honored Fred and Corrie Coetzee, two extraordinary
souls who, in this life, couldn’t conceive and were childless by

circumstance.

At the soul level, however, they made a profound choice. Before
incarnating, they raised their hands, willingly surrendering the
dream of biological parenthood. They opted to adopt me, choos-
ing a different path. Their commitment echoed across realms: “I7e
choose this child, give ber to us, we’ll love and raise ber as our own.”

In that instant, the veil lifted, and I beheld the breathtaking beau-
ty of their sacrifice, 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 be said was, that we were never to discuss

it ever again. So, we never did.”

ur first day together was far from over. I sensed Mom

Doreen’s hesitation, but she seemed to know I was des-
perate to fill in the blanks — the mystery, the secrets around my
conception, birth, and adoption.

As I listened, a thought struck me: my affinity for language didn’t
originate from Mom Doreen. She struggled to find words, unac-
customed to revealing her innermost thoughts, as if severed from

her own soul, leaving her feelings fragmented.

I didn’t judge her. Instead, I faced the mirror of my own assump-
tions, ashamed of the calloused thoughts I'd entertained about ‘my
birth mother’ for so long. I never knew. Had T known, I would have

wept, not judged.

As Iabsorbed the depth of her story, I struggled to come to terms
with the shock, horror, empathy, and shame that flooded me. Her



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

words revealed a truth that brought relief to both of us, melting
away my anger, rejection, and feelings of abandonment.

Now, listening to her recount her traumatic childhood and life, as
she remembered it, seared my heart and soul.

As I listened to her story, I began to grasp the profound depth of
her pain, rooted in the circumstances of her birth. Her arrival in
the world marked a separation, a severing of ties that would forever

shape her life.

My grandmother’s leprosy diagnosis had cast a long shadow, a
stigma that became a sentence. Its impact was evident in the series
of institutions and foster care arrangements that followed. For the
first year, she lived in an orphanage, surrounded by unknown faces

and empty arms.

Then, she moved to a foster home, where her caregiver, a friend of
my grandmother’s, provided basic necessities, but little affection.
Her duties included scrubbing floors, a task that bred feelings of
blame and shame.

The contrast between her circumstances and those of the family’s
biological children was stark, particularly at Christmas. While they
unwrapped gifts, she received a meager present: half aloaf of bread
with jam.

At 9 years old, she discovered a devastating truth: she was not
their biological child. This revelation unleashed the painful sting
of rejection, forever altering her understanding of herself and her

place in the world.

Welfare’s intervention brought another move and new strangers

into her life. Her second foster family presented new demands; at
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just 9 years old, she was expected to care for their 8-month-old

baby. With barely enough clothes to wear, kindness was in short
supply.

Though poverty’s grip was suffocating, she found solace in ath-
letics and korfball, where her talents shone. Accountancy had be-
come her passion, but financial struggles soon severed her educa-

tional journey.

At the tender age of 16, she was compelled to leave school and join
the workforce, surrendering her dreams of academic success to the

harsh demands of economic reality.

And then, the unthinkable revelation: my father’s name — Hans
Strydom. The mention of him hit like a thunderbolt, striking me
with its weight. He had seemed ordinary, working at the munici-

pality and selling insurance, but behind his familiar face lay deceit.

With calculated charm, he manipulated her, exploiting their
five-year age difference. Their fateful encounter blurred the lines
of consent.

Married, with three innocent children, he led a hidden life. Lies of
sterility and false promises of divorce preceded his ultimate aban-
donment. Confrontation brought searing pain, pleas of poverty,

and cowardice.

Pregnant and ashamed, she sought refuge in the home for unwed

mothers, House Berg-en-Dal, witness to shattered dreams.

My birth marked another painful severance. Silence accompanied
my first cry. She didn’t hear me, didn’t see me, didn’t touch me.
Reduced to mere words — ‘a little girl’ — she was dismissed,
departing the hospital the next day in a cold farewell.
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The court’s coercion, backed by the weighty oath of the Bible,
exacted a promise: silence and surrender. “I promise to never search
for her.” Yet, beneath the surface, her heart bled. One whispered
confession to Elbie’s dad remained hidden in the shadows, veiled

in silence.

However, amidst the darkness, a beacon of hope persisted. Every
night, she performed a defiant act of faith. On her bedside table
lay ‘Bread of Life - Promises of God’ scripture cards, drawn like
lifelines in times of despair. These Bible verses offered promises of

protection, guidance, and love.

As she slipped the cards under her pillow, her prayers infused with
longing, tears, entreaties, and trust mingled. In the darkness, a
mother’s love shone, unyielding and unwavering.

Now, her tear-soaked confession would reveal the depth of that

love:

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

As our tears merged, my Inner Alice shattered, releasing years of

pent—up SOITOW.

Visions overwhelmed me: every evening, Mom Doreen’s steadfast
ritual — a scripture card drawn, a whispered prayer, her pillow

damp with tears, her final thought: me.
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A Week of Mirrors

O ur Week of Firsts.

The first night together. Sleeping next to her.
Being held by her. My head on her chest.
Hearing her heartbeat. Feeling safe.

The first meal we shared together.
Finding my way around her kitchen. Seeing familiar items.
Feeling like this is home. No strangeness. No unease.

Our shared peculiarities extended to everyday delights:

Evening main meals were our preference.

We shared a fondness for yellow-packaged crispy chips.

And condensed milk? No problem — we could polish off a tin
with ease!

The first glimpses of our physical resemblance:

In her eyes, I saw a reflection of myself.

The same green-brown color sparkled back at me.

Our palms were twins, with identical lines and wrinkles.

And our nail beds shared a peculiar trait — fragile skin that tended

to tear easily.

Our inaugural shopping outing revealed delightful coincidences.
Driving habits, it turned out, were among our shared quirks:
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We both left our parked cars in reverse in the garage.
We preferred the same fuel station brand.
Additionally, we discovered mutual sensitivities:
Carsickness affected us equally.

Reading during car rides was impossible.

We also discovered we shared some uncomfortable health quirks:
Constipation and bloatedness were familiar complaints.

But our dry skin struggles really stood out.

I confessed my embarrassing secret: “Ay skin’s been so dry, it sheds
flakes when I undress.”

Her reaction was pure shock and delight: “Yox t00!!”

Our shared sense of humor ran deep, forming a profound connec-
tion.

We healed each other in ways we never thought possible.
Together, we fell into a natural rhythm.

Our week together had a childlike innocence, free from pretenses.

Sheltered from the outside world, we created our own space.
No one else mattered; it was just us two.

We learned, laughed, and discovered each other.

Seeing our reflections in each other’s eyes, we mirrored souls.
Uncovering our shared heritage, a new bond formed.

There were still so many unanswered questions! The mystery ran
deep.

We knew nothing about our ancestors.

I still knew very little about my father.

The name Hans Strydom was a common one, and to complicate
matters, it could also be spelled Strijdom.

She never heard from him again after going to the home for unwed
mothers.
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Yet, somehow, it was okay. I had come to terms with not knowing
my father.

Her story left me perplexed, but I didn’t press for details.

It hinted at a painful truth, possibly even rape, which I hesitated
to consider.

I understood the stigma surrounding unwed mothers back then.
The shame and fear of judgment might have kept her from sharing
the full story.

She may have worried that I'd view her as promiscuous, a label

she’d carried in secret.
In that moment, none of it mattered.

But beneath the surface, my life remained unresolved.

Soon, I would board the plane to return to Oudtshoorn, and
reality would set in.

Georick and Ester-Mari¢ had been thrilled about my reunion with
Mom Doreen.

Yet, they now seemed distant, preoccupied with their own strug-
gles.

I felt disconnected, unable to bridge the gap.

All too soon, the week had passed.

The airport goodbye hug was intense.

Elbie’s two sons accompanied us, their faces aglow with quiet awe
at the reunion.

They captured a telling moment on video — Mom Doreen and I
walking ahead, our gaits mirroring each other perfectly.

Their amused whisper to Elbie, “Hokey pokey shit, mom,” made me

gigole.

Mom Doreen’s hug was desperate, tears streaming down her face.
“I promise, this is just goodbye, not farewell,” I reassured her.
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The prospect of her visiting me in Oudtshoorn soon, brought

comfort.

As I held her close, Inner Alice whispered, “We’re not losing her

)
ﬂgﬂl;’l.
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A Cry for Grace

W ith my heart still buoyant from reunion, I returned home
to find my perspective forever altered. My life’s familiar
contours now seemed misaligned, as if the very foundations had
shifted. Elation and discontent coexisted, sparking an inner revo-
lution.

As I basked in the joy of newfound family connections, the fol-
lowing weeks unfolded like a dream. Mom Doreen’s visit was a
treasure, and Elbie and Douw’s brief stay was a delightful surprise.
Our families merging, with Georick and Ester-Marié now part of
the picture, filled me with ecstasy. My love for Mom Doreen and
Elbie knew no bounds.

Yet, amidst this euphoria, stark contrasts emerged. My relationship
with Hennie took a turn for the worse, and the divide between
us deepened into a chasm. The financial struggles Christie had
foreseen intensified, leaving my real estate agency reeling under
immense pressure. Unfortunately, things only worsened.

But little did I know, fate had another surprise in store. In a
stunning stroke of coincidence, Mom Doreen’s Oudtshoorn visit
aligned perfectly with the filming of “Where Do I Start My Search?’
We shared our reunion story together, on camera, while the pro-
ducer captured Elbie’s perspective separately. This convergence

was nothing short of miraculous.
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As part of this poignant Afrikaans TV series, “Waar Begin Ek
Soek?’ our story joined others, sharing the emotional journeys of
South African adopted children searching for their birth mothers.
Heart-wrenching tales of love, loss, and reunion unfolded, beau-
tifully capturing the complexity of adoption.

As I watched our touchingly assembled reunion story unfold on
TV a few weeks later, I discovered a shocking truth. An expert
in adoption reunions revealed that Mom Doreen’s fears about
searching for me were rooted in history. Until 1987, a draconian
South African law forbade biological mothers and adopted chil-
dren from searching for each other for 100 years.

What!?! Talmost couldn’t believe it! This law made reunion utterly
and undeniably impossible!

The weight of this revelation settled heavily upon me. Further
insight compounded my astonishment: According to this lady,
few people knew this law had been repealed, leaving many birth
mothers from that era burdened by deep shame, guilt, and silence.
Our serendipitous feature on the show took on new significance

as I grasped the historical odds against our reunion.

The producer’s gift — a digital copy of our episode — became my
cherished keepsake. I watched it repeatedly, mesmerized. Yet, with
every viewing, an inner voice nudged me: There’s more to uncover,

movre to bear.

As the episode’s significance dawned on me, I realized my journal-
ing was the key. The producer had skillfully woven my intimate
journal entries into the narrative, creating a poignant tapestry. This
thoughtful integration culminated in the tearful ending, where
my tears flowed uncontrollably. In that final scene, I relayed the
powerful meditation where my mom and dad entrusted me to
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Mom Doreen in the heavenly realm — the prophetic vision, given

exactly one year before my first conversation with her.

The sacred voice inside me whispered:

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

other miracles await?

The message resonated deeply, accompanied by telltale signs I
knew well: a shiver of gooseflesh, a racing heartbeat, a caught

breath, and an atmosphere electric with expectation.

At the first opportunity, I flipped back through my current jour-
nal. Certain words leapt off the pages, and I recognized the familiar
pattern — tangible proof that this wasn’t just wishful thinking,
reinforced by the many prophecies that had already come to pass.

As I delved into my channeled writings from the past year, I un-
covered a tapestry of prophetic declarations:

Receive abundance and overflow ...

Great and awesome things are unfolding ...

Love, laugh, live, Eljoshijka — love, langh, and live ...

A feast is being prepared ...

Much singing, dancing, joy, and jubilation await ...

Reap your rich harvest ...

My peace is upon you ...

You’ve exchanged blame and shame for recognition and reward ...
This is a tremendous revelation and breakthrough for you ...

The beavens 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 bere.

A surge of boldness and courage ignited within me, fueling an
unshakeable resolve. I had drawn a sacred line in the sand, marking
a turning point.

And in that instant, I grasped the stark reality: the probability of
Hennie’s passing and my subsequent release from our marriage

was eerily low.

A profound realization dawned on me: part of my soul’s mission
is to cultivate the power to liberate myself from this self-created

prison.
Divinity’s gentle caution followed:

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

In that moment, I found the strength to speak truth to the toxic

dynamics that had ravaged our relationship.

Hennie’s obsessive grasp on our finances had long been a symbol
of his disregard for my well-being. His persistent refusal to support
me, now most glaringly with his own daughter’s education, had
left me feeling exploited and unvalued.

The emotional manipulation, subtle put-downs, and crushing re-
sponsibility he’d placed solely on my shoulders — all had taken
their toll.
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Then, a daring question surfaced:

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

responsibility to belp?

The answer was clear, and it shook me to my core. I would have
stepped in, without hesitation.

Memories of the relentless cycles of poverty and scarcity flood-
ed my mind. I thought of Mom Doreen, a foster child denied
adoption because her family sought the monthly government
stipend. Then, I recalled my own story — given up for adoption
because my mother couldn’t afford to raise me, while my father,

Hans Strydom, refused to provide financial support.

My thoughts drifted to that transformative spiritual experience
at the cemetery years ago, where I received the promise that
the yoke of poverty had been lifted. I also remembered the
inscription that declared my karmic debt repaid.

AsIstood at the threshold of this new surge of insight, I felt the
weight of my past begin to lift. The shackles of doubt and fear
that had held me captive for so long began to loosen, releasing
me from the prison of my own limitations. I felt the warmth
of possibility spreading through my veins, infusing me with a
sense of purpose and direction.

In the depths of that moment, a spark within me ignited. I took
a soaring leap of faith, spreading my wings to catch the winds of
change. I dared to whisper my deepest desires to Divinity, to ask
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for the impossible, and to believe that I was worthy of a life that
shimmered with hope, promise, and fulfillment.

In that instant, I knew that I was not just asking for a change in my
circumstances, but for a transformation of my very being. I was
asking to be reborn, to be remade, to be renewed. I was asking for
the courage to let go of the old, to embrace the unknown, and to
trust that Divinity would catch me when I fell.

Saturday, 18 November 2017, marked a profound moment in my
journey. It was the day I asked for Grace — not just financial
relief, but a manifestation of the very essence that had cradled my
life since birth. Grace, the unwavering favor that had carried me
through trials and tribulations, was now the cornerstone of my

plea.

I sat down, took a deep breath, and crafted a message to Hennie.
My words were laced with vulnerability and conviction:

Hennie, I'm asking for Grace. Will you release your
savings to belp us navigate these financial struggles? As
my busband, I believe it’s your responsibility to support
me, just as I've supported you. Marriage, to me, means
caring for each other, belping 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 magnitude of my request. I
wasn’t just asking for financial assistance; I was seeking a demon-
stration of Hennie’s commitment to our marriage, a testament to

the Grace that had sustained me throughout my life.
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Hennie’s reply arrived with stunning cruelty:

Grace? You're asking me for grace? The audacity. My
answer is No. I refuse to belp. 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 barder. Take care of yourself.



40

Unleashing the
Dragon

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, defining the

contours of my future.

AsTIstood at the edge of this canvas, I felt the urge to pick up a new
brush, to painta new picture, one that reflected the transformation
taking place within me. The colors of my soul were beginning
to blend in harmony, creating a masterpiece of self-discovery and

Cl’l’lpOWCI'l’l’lCl’lt.

This newfound sense of determination and purpose culminated in
a pivotal moment: on 31 December 2017, as the old year gave way
to the new, I penned a bold email to Hennie, reclaiming my power
and demanding a seat at the table. The dawn of 2018 marked a
turning point in my journey, as I insisted on financial transparency
and an equal share of our financial burdens.

With unwavering conviction, I declared my non-negotiables, re-
fusing to compromise on my values and aspirations. I spoke my
truth, unapologetically expressing my feelings about our toxic

marriage and the suffocating grip of his expectations.
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Little did I know, my words had ignited a firestorm. The next day,
on 1 January 2018, Hennie summoned me to his office, seething
with anger. The accusations I'd made about his past in Namibia
had struck a nerve. As a young lawyer, he had been disbarred from
practicing in his home country, a scandal that had driven him to

leave Namibia and start anew in South Africa.

As we met, a voice within me whispered, Record this conversation,
knowing that the turmoil and dread that accompanied our inter-
actions often left me disoriented and struggling to think clearly.

Hennie’s words dropped like a bombshell, leaving me reeling. He
confessed to exploiting a young girl’s vulnerability, manipulating
her into an unlawful business association, and using threats to
maintain control. What struck me was his seeming obliviousness
to the gravity of his actions. It was as if he believed he was providing
a rational explanation, rather than revealing his true character.
Divinity, it seemed, had conspired to remove his mask, allowing
me to see him for who he truly was.

AsTlistened to his confession, a surge of clarity and strength swept
over me. I realized I'd been trapped in a web of deceit and manip-
ulation, just like the young girl he had exploited. The pattern was
clear: he had used the same tactics on me that he had used on her.

Twenty-three years of suffering crystallized into a moment of
truth. I was no longer held captive by his manipulation; I was
free. Empowered by this newfound understanding, I was ready to
reclaim my life and my truth.

In that instant, the fog lifted, and I saw the truth with crystal
clarity. The chains that had held me captive for so long — the
shackles of self-doubt, fear, and silence — snapped free, releasing

me from the grip of oppression.
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Hennie expected me to react impulsively, but instead, I chose
to respond with calm determination. “Thank you for this in-
formation,” 1 said, my voice steady and firm. “Please send me an
email detailing your decisions regarding the demands I've made.
Ll review it and take the necessary steps.” As I walked away, I felt
a sense of freedom and empowerment that I had never known

before.

I had unleashed the dragon. T'had poked the bear. I had stepped
on the lion’s tail. Hennie tried every trick in the book to get
me to back down. Threats, pleas, victimhood, manipulation.
Capitulating to some of my financial demands, holding on to
others.

I was drained, exhausted to the core. Despite my pleas to spare
her, Hennie dragged Ester-Marié into the chaos, subjecting her
to the same manipulative tactics he’d used on me. I was beyond
exhausted, consumed by anxiety, fear, and a desperate longing
to break free. The emotional toll was suffocating.

On 5 February 2018, in a rare exception, I wrote in my journal,
not a channeled message, but one where for the first time I
dared to write my truth. Even spiritually, I knew I had to step
up and speak up and be strong enough to ask for what I wanted.
I was at my wit’s end. The whole house of cards was busy
crashing in on me. And I knew this time I wouldn’t back down.

This was it. My rebirth or my death.

I wrote in my journal:

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.

L am not scared of him. I do not fear him. I have overcome my fear of
his threats, his manipulations. I see now that be 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

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-

cr:

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 off at her
boyfriend’s place in Plettenberg Bay. We had just made a pitstop at
Timberlake Rustic Village for a well-deserved coffee. The village’s
quaint charm, nestled among indigenous trees, was a stark contrast
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to Ester-Marié¢'s 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 Plettenberg Bay, and the 150 km journey
back to Oudtshoorn, was a whirlwind of emotions. My Inner
Alice was out of control! She careened down multiple rabbit
holes, tumbling through labyrinthine corridors of the subcon-
scious. Some pathways unfolded like lush gardens, ablaze with
the promise of Wonderland, while others twisted into dark,
grotesque caverns, where the shadows whispered terrible truths.

Yet, with each step, Inner Alice’s exhilaration grew. She sensed
the hinges of her prison cell creaking open, the door to her
liberation ajar, 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 — as if I'd finally
found a sense of peace that had been eluding me. Goosebumps
rippled up and down my spine as I realized that this epiphany co-
incided with the swearing-in of a new president in South Africa.

The synchronicity wasn’t lost on me — the macrocosm reflecting
the microcosm. I pondered the significance of this alignment, mar-
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veling at how Divinity 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 offices of Natascha, my
soon-to-be divorce lawyer — and I felt empowered, excited, and
ready to take control of my life!
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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 wasa woman scorned, fueled by a fierce determination
to reclaim my life, my dignity, and my freedom.

The weekend preceding my initial consultation with Natascha, I
devoted countless hours to meticulously compiling three compre-
hensive files. These files contained a treasure trove of information,
history, and context about my life with Hennie, carefully curated
to provide Natascha with everything she might need to champion

my case.

This labor of love required me to embark on a poignant journey
back in time to 1994, the year Hennie and I first met. I painstaking-

ly crafted a detailed timeline of events, meticulously document-
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ing every significant milestone, triumph, and tribulation that had

transpired over the past two decades.

The task was emotionally draining, leaving me utterly exhausted.
Sleepless nights became the norm as I tirelessly worked on the files,
typing away in my office until the early hours of the morning, only

to rise again at dawn to continue.

But by Monday, 19 February 2018, my perseverance paid oft. The
three meticulously crafted files sat proudly beside me on the pas-
senger seat as I embarked on the 80 km journey to Mossel Bay, the
winding road unfolding before me like a path to liberation.

Natascha 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 that’s precisely what I craved —
a fierce advocate who would champion my cause with unbridled
dedication.

I wanted a warrior, not a worrier. I needed someone who would
fight 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 firsthand 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. The 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.

Tears of jubilation streamed down my face, and I found myself
shouting out the lyrics, my fist raised in defiance towards the sky.
The 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 — and claim my
rightful rewards.

As I stepped into Natascha’s office, I was instantly drawn to
her warm and confident 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 — it radiated from her very being!

I offered a silent prayer of gratitude to Divinity for bringing us
together, and with a sense of conviction, I placed the three files on

her desk.

Looking her straight in the eye, I declared,

“Natascha, I believe you are the chosen one, the war-
rior who will belp me bring an end to my 23-year
marriage. I'm alveady thanking you, because I've been
spiritually guided to trust that you are the right person
for this journey.”
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Natascha’s gaze met mine, her eyes conveying a deep under-
standing of the name Hennie. It was no surprise — 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 complexity of my emotional turmoil.

She 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 flicker of defiance, 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.

With a gentle yet purposeful gesture, Natascha pushed aside
the box of tissues that had been thoughtfully placed between us
on the desk in her private consulting room. She then drew my
file, clearly marked ‘Nr 1’, closer, and locked eyes with me, her
gaze firm yet compassionate. “Talk to me, Elmarie,” she said,
her voice low and inviting, encouraging me to share my story.

Months later, Natascha revealed to me,

“Elmarie, from the moment you walked into my office,
1 knew you were a unique individual. Unlike many
of my other female clients, who often succumb to emo-
tional outbursts and accusatory tivades 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 belp you break
free from the shackles that bound you.”

AsIsatin Natascha’s office, I knew that I had crossed the threshold

into ¢he most intense, most personal, and most transformative

fight of my life.

Yet, nothing could have prepared me for the twists, turns, and trials

that lay ahead.

Nothing.
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The Domino Effect

he serving of the divorce papers triggered a catastrophic
chain reaction. As the first domino fell, it set off a devas-
tating landslide of consequences that would ravage our lives and
reduce our marriage to nothing but rubble. Each toppled domino
reverberated through our existence, unleashing a maelstrom of
emotional turmoil, financial devastation, and psychological dis-

tress.

The relentless crashing of the dominoes echoed through our
minds like a death knell, tolling the demise of our toxic relationship
and the destruction of the fragile, fragmented life we had built
together.

As every door was tested and every sacred cow slaughtered, the
trail of devastation and destruction rippled out to everything and
everyone I held dear. The ferocity and intensity of it all were over-

whelming, nailing me to the cross of self-crucifixion.

Yet, in this darkness, I discovered a profound truth: I had to die to
my old self so that I could be reborn. T had to surrender, letting go
of everything that held me back, so that I could spread my wings
and soar free.

As the catastrophes intensified, the sacred voice inside me whis-

pered words of encouragement:
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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.
1t’s part of your journey. Embrace it. Learn from it.
Grow through it. No harm shall come to you. Believe.

One evening, I stumbled upon a YouTube video about narcis-
sistic abuse. I was riveted as the pieces finally fell into place, and
I understood for the first time that my marriage and relation-
ship with Hennie were never going to improve. I was astonished
that I had never heard of narcissistic abuse before, despite it
being the key to understanding everything I had endured with
Hennie.

Yet again, my inner voice whispered that this was all part of my
life’s mission. With this newfound understanding, I felt a surge
of empowerment, knowing that I had the power to break free
from the toxic cycle.

As I navigated this tumultuous period, my relationships with
those around me soon began to fray. My relationship with
Mom Doreen started showing cracks, revealing a burdened
journey she shared with Elbie, marked by unresolved pain,
trauma, and a complete inability to see eye-to-eye. I found my-
self caught in the middle, my heart yearning to understand El-
bie, with whom I could relate and discuss matters. In contrast,
Mom Doreen seemed unwilling to confront her inner world,

instead choosing to bury, brush over, and dismiss her emotions.
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Ester-Marié completely collapsed under the pressure, leading to
her suspension of her second-year undergraduate law studies. I
felt a mix of emotions, but relief was predominant, and for two

reasons.

Firstly, I had always doubted that a career in law would be the
best fit for her, despite Hennie’s enthusiasm when she chose to
study law in 2017. However, her academic performance told a
different story. She excelled in her first year, earning a spot in
the prestigious Golden Key International Honor Society, which
recognizes the top 15% of students worldwide.

Despite this impressive achievement, in her second year she was

pushed to the brink by Hennie’s relentless emotional abuse.

The final blow came in April, when he sent her a devastating
WhatsApp message, blaming her for his suffering during the
divorce. He shamelessly implied that she should perjure herself
by lying under oath in a sworn affidavit to defend him.

Her refusal to comply with this outrageous demand sparked a
severe emotional crisis. I immediately rushed the 400 km to Stel-
lenbosch the next morning to offer her comfort and support.

Shortly after, she made the difficult decision to suspend her

studies.

My second reason for relief was financial. I knew that divorcing
Hennie would be a costly and draining process. Ester-Marié's
financial obligations were substantial, and I had always covered
her expenses, including her car premium and insurance, cell
phone contract, accommodation, textbooks, food, and pocket

money.
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Notably, I had been operating solely on faith when it came to
my finances, trusting that my needs would be met. Throughout
my life, I had maintained an open hand, giving freely whenever

required, and I had consistently been rewarded for my obedience.

However, the financial burden of the divorce weighed heavily on
me, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that Ester-Marié's expectations

were becoming increasingly entitlement-driven.

As I reflected on our complicated past, I began to notice a disturb-
ing trend — a sense of callousness and expectation that I would
provide indefinitely. This realization saddened me deeply, and I
feared that our relationship was heading towards a catastrophic
and irreversible breakdown.

The emotional divide between us was growing at an alarming rate,

and I worried that it might be too late to repair.

This sense of unease was not limited to my relationship with Es-
ter-Marié. I began to notice a similar pattern in my interactions
with Georick.

He seemed completely disconnected from my reality, preoccupied
with his own life and busy surviving and building a future for
himself. As a result, he appeared somewhat cold and calloused
about my impending divorce.

What struck me, however, was that Georick’s expectations of
me, in terms of financial provision, mirrored Ester-Mari¢'s. Both
seemed to assume that I would be an endless source of financial

support, with no expectation of boundaries or reciprocity.

Most importantly, I felt that both of them lacked a fundamental
sense of gratitude for the support I had already provided.
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For me, gratitude is a core value, one that I hold in the high-
est esteem. The absence of gratitude in our relationships was
a profound disappointment, and one that ultimately con-

tributed to the erosion of our bonds.

As the divorce proceedings dragged on, Natascha’s phone calls
became a source of dread. I had assigned a special ringtone
to her profile, which to this day, still evokes a visceral re-
sponse. The moment I hear it, my heart starts pounding, and
my chest tightens. Her words, though well-intentioned, were

always laced with a sense of impending doom.

Each call brought news of Hennie’s latest manipulative tactics,
expertly exploiting every legal loophole to stall the proceedings.
He skillfully painted himself as the victim and me as the villain.
His demands were outrageous, and as predicted, his actions
were cleverly designed to delay the process.

Our marriage contract, signed in 1994, had stipulated that
we would be married out of community of property, without
accrual. This decision, made at Hennie’s insistence, would ul-
timately prove to be a source of regret for him. At the time, he
had convinced me that this was necessary, citing his fear that I

would leave him after a few months and take half of his assets.

As I reflected on the terms of our marriage contract, I began
to realize that my connection to Oudtshoorn was also coming
to an end. The realization dawned on me that Oudtshoorn
would soon become too small to contain the toxic legacy of our

marriage.

I knew that to truly shatter the chains of my past, I might have
to make the heart-wrenching decision to close the doors on my
business and bid farewell to my beloved childhood home. It was
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a choice that would sever the last threads of my connection to the

life I once knew.

Two pivotal moments stood out during this tumultuous first half
of 2018: a transformative hypnotherapy session with Christie and
a revelatory telephone call with a clairvoyant, courtesy of Elbie’s
referral.
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Beyond the Veil

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 ...

.. ’'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 ... theyre 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

’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 wildfire in my innermost core,
illuminating a future that was exhilaratingly frightful:

“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
perbaps a speckled one, with a wonky mane, a heart
full of hope, and a spirit that’s been tempered by
experience. Though be’ll have been divorced rwice,
when be finds you, he’ll exclaim, ‘I knew she was out

there somewhere! I've found her!””
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But then reality intruded, and I stumbled back to earth. This
can’t be! I couldn’t believe my ears! Emotions swirled within me,
a maelstrom of yes and no. Elmarie, your track record with men

is hardly stellar — didn’t you swear to go solo from now on?

Referred by Elbie, who had used Madie’s clairvoyant services
during her own search for me, I had dialed Madie’s number
with great confidence on 3 May 2018. Her reputation had been
confirmed by the accuracy of her previous readings, particularly
when Elbie and I eventually found each other. To ensure I didn’t

miss a single word, I pressed record on our call.

But my intention was to seek guidance on all the divorce-related
struggles I was facing: the uncertainty of my life going forward,
the potential need to close my business and relocate from Oudt-
shoorn, the timeline for finalizing the divorce, my mom and
dad’s angelic perspective on selling the house, my relationships
with Georick and Ester-Marié, my future income prospects, my
spiritual growth, and whether sharing my channeling gift with
others was part of my soul’s mission. As a matter of fact, every
topic under the sun — but most definitely not another man in
my life!

Two failed marriages had left me feeling unqualified 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 Alice down rabbit holes, envisioning a future
filled with hard work, great career successes, and a tight-knit circle
of friends. The script was written; the final page had been turned.

But then Madie’s words dropped like a stone into the stillness of
my soul.



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

Inner Alice exclaimed, and the Cheshire Cat’s mischievous grin
seemed to echo in my mind: “Who in the world am I? Ab,
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 ear: “Every
adventure requires a first step.”

Madie’s guidance, empowered by the unseen realm, had been
remarkably insightful, offering 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. And yet, the prospect
of anew partner was both thrilling and terrifying — a tantalizing
enigma that threatened to upend my carefully scripted future.

When Madie paused, inviting questions or comments, I seized
the opportunity to express my astonishment. “I’m in shock,” 1
admitted, “about the revelation of a future husband. Honestly, I
thought I was done with men!”

She chuckled heartily, and her words tumbled out in a rush of
excitement: 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.”

She 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 defined 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

extraordinary happiness together!

I'was gob smacked. The wind had been knocked out of my sails.

I was bowled over, at a loss for words — for once!

Yet, the next day I woke up with conviction. I knew I had to
make a choice!

As I pondered my decision, Inner Alice piped up:
“Would you tell me, please, which way I ought to go from here?”

The Cheshire Cat’s enigmatic response whispered in my mind:

»

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

In amoment of boldness, I decided to get cheeky with Divinity.
“Okay, so You want me to have another man in my life!” 1
exclaimed. “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,
L’ve got a list!”

I threw down the gauntlet, daring Divinity 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 doubt: He’s the one!

I demanded a spectacle that would rival the aurora borealis —

a heavenly display of divine confirmation.

My non-negotiables for Mr. Right were clear: he had to be a
triple threat — active, adventurous, and armed with a sense of

humor. No couch potatoes or sour pusses allowed!
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He needed to be intelligent, with a passion for deep, meaningful
conversations that would leave us both inspired and energized.
Success in all areas of life was a must, including financial stability

— no victims of circumstance need apply!

But the most important quality on my list? Unconditional love
and acceptance — for all my quirks, spiritual explorations, and
unique relationship with Divinity. I wanted someone who would
love me for who I am, without trying to change a single thing.

I was exhausted from reciting that list to Divinity and thought ...
Is it even possible that a man like that could exist!?

Inner Alice 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 ber 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
ber roots are her wings
She has magic and charms
see-saws and swings

Such a big miracle
is such a little givl!
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Ll let ber sleep
and I'll let ber play
Ll listen to everything
she bhas 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
1t’s the fire in ber eyes!

DI’m dancing in ber flames
Joining ber 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-

fied the conventions of a neatly packaged existence, reminding

me that life’s 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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On that fateful Monday, 15 October 2018, I awoke 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 existence.
The warm sunlight streaming through the windows seemed to

dance across my skin, infusing me with a sense of wonder and awe.

The wise woman within me smiled knowingly, recognizing the
stirrings of a long-dormant part of my psyche. Her voice was a
gentle whisper in my mind, urging me to surrender to the joy that

had taken hold of me.

AsIletgo of my inhibitions, Inner Alice began to stir, her presence
a potent reminder that life’s most profound magic lies in its ability
to surprise and delight us. Her unbridled enthusiasm was a balm
to my soul, soothing the wounds of a lifetime of self-doubt and
fear. The scent of freshly brewed coffee wafted through the air,
mingling with the sweet fragrance of blooming flowers, and I felt
my heart swell with joy.

In that instant, I knew 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, knowing that this was merely
the beginning of an extraordinary journey, one that would take me
to the very depths of my own soul.

As I embarked on this odyssey of self-discovery, I knew that I
would never be the same again. The little girl within me had awak-
ened, and nothing would ever be able to silence her again.
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ENCHANTED

At Once Upon A Time...
My Forests are Fortresses of Fantasies
My Castles are Confabulations of Crazinesses
My Dragons are Sky-ponies of Desires
My Nymphs are Nomads of Inspirations
Besotted

Bemused

Beguiled

My Muses are Messengers of Magic
My Pixies are Prophets of Promise
My Mermaids are Moon-tides of Miracles
My Owls are Oracles of Opportunities
Spellbound
Smitten
Star-struck

My Fireflies are Fairies of Fortune
My Wizards are Worlds of Wonder
My Unicorns are Utopias of Yearnings
1 swim in my forests
L run in my oceans

1 fly in my sandcastles

I Am At Once
Alice
Wonderland
The Looking Glass
And The Rabbit Hole
... 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 flew in all directions, filling me with an overwhelming

sense of wonder.

It ebbed and flowed — boundless and free, unshackled, unbur-
dened, and unstuck. I was unashamedly expressive, free, and wild.

I marveled at the wonder of it! The timing was peculiar, to say the
least. On the outside, my life appeared to be in shambles. My busi-
ness had closed, and I was in the process of selling my house. I was
estranged from Ester-Marié, and my relationships with Georick,
Elbie, and Mom Doreen had all but disintegrated.

I'hadn’t seen Hennie face-to-face for months. Upon learning that
I intended to sell the house, he had literally locked himself in the
extension we had added. By doing so, he was effectively blocking
access to that part of the house, making it impossible for potential
buyers to view the entire property. This, I realized, was his ploy
to sabotage the sale of the house, allowing him to continue living

there rent-free.

Hennie had also helped Ester-Marié disappear with the car after I
informed her that I could no longer afford the monthly premiums



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

and that we needed to explore alternative arrangements. She had
also taken the cell phone, for which I was still paying the contract.
When 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 financially, and it deeply saddened me that she had chosen to
abandon our relationship, rather than respect my decision. Fur-
thermore, I was aware that Hennie had manipulated her percep-
tion of my financial 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.

AsIsurrendered 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. The
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.

AsTlooked back on the journey that had brought me to this place,
I realized that I had been living in a state of suspended animation.
I had been going through the motions of life without really being
present. But 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 core! Inspiration and insight flooded my veins like
a torrent. Much 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 fulfillment 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 affection.
My entire life, I had felt like a misfit, uncomfortable in my own skin
and uncertain of my place in the world. Mostly, I felt like a stranger
in a foreign land, where nobody spoke my language or understood
my deepest longings.

Yet now, and especially since my Inner Alice was reconciled within
me in that profound epiphany in October, I was bursting at the
seams. I constantly walked with a book and pen, and the quotes
and inspirations would just burst forth!

Asan astute student of personal development for many years, I was
well aware that I was tapping into the unknown field of possibil-
ities. Here, I was becoming a co-creator with Divinity, designing

and shaping my life according to specific energetic frequencies.

And I was in the best possible environment for this transformation
to take shape! My outer world was in a state of utter chaos and
destruction. Some of my friends thought I was crazy for closing
my business and planning to sell my house. Yet, I was driven by an

inner force that was stronger than all the external turmoil.

Nothing looked familiar anymore, yet I recognized myself every-

where.

I was about to be birthed as a butterfly!
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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 Poob.

“Yes and no,” be answered.

“What looks like you will die, but what’s really you

will live on.”

AA Milne

In utter darkness, confined in space, trapped in the unenlightened
cocoon, the caterpillar’s existence violently comes to an end. It is
strong, though. It endures, remains there, until the miracle of its

transfiguration is complete.

I pause and ponder: are the caterpillar and the butterfly aware
of their duality? Is it even conceivable that the ugly worm can
know the marvelous dichotomy within its deep genetic signature?
The journey from crawler to birdlike: is it evolution, progression,
metamorphosis, or ultimate death and resurrection?
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Abusers worm their way into the psyche of their prisoners. A war
of epic proportion ensues, wherein they wield their weapons of
mind destruction. Striking relentlessly at their victims, they draw
from their arsenal of words and shoot a barrage of insults, threats,
accusations, criticisms, taunts, demands, lies, and intimidations.
Again and again, over and over. Because they can — or they think
they can.

Sometimes, they even cower behind the crafty pen of a powerful
profession, summoning, judging, and sentencing their victims to
lifelong enslavement. Always over-confident in the power they

think they possess.

Embattled and in deep distress, the worm-of-a-victim finally enters
her cocoon-of-courage and births her wings-of-freedom.

The truth is:

That which you seek to destroy outside of you, destroys you inside

of you.
That which you seek to break outside of you, breaks you inside of

you.
That which you seek to ruin outside of you, ruins you inside of

you.

She will never be broken and never be destroyed.
She is a butterfly now.

Yes, butterflies are birthed on battlefields of the mind.
True power is not force. Instead, it is passion and lightness of being.

And those who choose to live by the sword, must be prepared to
fall by their own weapon. You can never drink poison and expect
the other person to die.
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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.

— Elmarie Arnold
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Unshackling My Soul

A_ s summer loomed on the horizon, the year’s final quar-
ter dawned with an ominous sense of foreboding. The
tempests of our divorce raged on, their fury unabated, and the

chasm between us seemed to yawn wider with each passing day.

The prospect of extricating myself from the toxic quagmire
of my marriage — and by extension, my home — appeared
increasingly daunting. Progress was palpable, yet every forward
stride was met with a counterpunch, sending me stumbling
backward or careening sideways. The journey ahead twisted and
turned like a treacherous maze, promising only turbulence and
unpredictability.

Empowered by my newfound understanding of narcissistic
abuse, I grasped the singular truth: the only way to triumph over
anarcissist is to refuse to engage. For me, this meant rising above
the chaos, my composure unshakeable, my resolve unwavering.
I steeled myself against the temptation of emotional outbursts,
instead choosing to wield the sword of logic and reason, cutting

through the noise of Hennie’s absurd provocations.

I often recalled his boasts about women’s emotionality leading to
unfavorable divorce settlements. Each time, I reminded myself of
the crucial lesson: I had uncovered the Achilles’ heel of his narcis-

sistic arsenal. I knew it was vital to stay cool, calm, and collected, to
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wield logic instead of emotion. This was my battle cry. The

tables were about to turn, and I was ready to outmaneuver him.

I refused to play his narcissistic game, and instead, I chose to
surrender — but not in the way he expected. This realization
led me to re-evaluate my priorities and let go of the things
that truly didn’t matter. I harbored a secret: I was willing to
relinquish everything he thought I held dear. Without hesita-
tion, I would close my business, sell my house, and abandon
Oudtshoorn.

For I knew that true freedom lay not in material possessions or
financial security, but in the unbridled liberation of my spirit.
Hennie had grossly underestimated me, and he would never
have the privilege of truly knowing me.

I took a bold step and awarded a trusted agency in Oudtshoorn
an exclusive sole mandate to sell my house, despite the obsta-
cles posed by a non-vacating occupant. I was resolute in my
conviction that the right buyer would emerge, willing to sign a

purchase agreement and take on the challenge.

I'had secured a position at a real estate agency in Somerset West,
400 km away from Oudtshoorn, and situated near Cape Town.
I also found a one-bedroom flatin a brand-new complex, where
the landlord offered me a year-long lease without requiring
income statements. He expressed empathy for my situation and
believed I was the ideal tenant for his newly built apartment.

As I stood on the cusp of this new chapter, I felt an unbridled
euphoria wash over me. The prospect of leaving the harsh climate
of the Klein Karoo, with its unforgiving landscape and blistering
summers, was nothing short of exhilarating. Having spent all but
seven years of my life within the familiar yet suffocating confines
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of Oudtshoorn, I was ready to shatter the shackles of my past and

spread my wings.

The allure of Somerset West, with its lush greenery, mild climate,
and the wild, pulsing heartbeat of the ocean, was irresistible. I felt
reborn, my spirit soaring with anticipation.

My house in Oudtshoorn stood on a unique property, spanning
two stands with separate entrances from different streets. The
house occupied the front section, while the backyard had its own
private vehicle entrance, discreetly located on a separate street. This

secluded access point proved to be a blessing in disguise.

As I embarked on a secret decluttering mission, I was driven by
the need to streamline my belongings, as my new flat demanded a
minimalist lifestyle. The 2-meter-high vibracrete walls surround-
ing my property provided a secure and private enclosure, perfect

for working undetected.

Hennie, barricaded in the front section of the house, remained
oblivious to the transformation unfolding in the backyard. The
separate entrance, hidden from his view, was a stroke of luck —
a circumstance that could only be described as divine providence.
This allowed me to execute my plans without his interference,

paving the way for my eventual escape.

I was blessed to have Pieter and Sandra, a godsend duo, by my side.
With their tireless efforts and larger-than-life hearts, they helped
me navigate the challenging task of separating our belongings. We
stored all of Hennie's possessions in the garage. I also made peace
with the fact that I had to relinquish my own possessions that were
still in the section of the house where he had barricaded himself. It
was crucial that he remained unaware of my clandestine activities.
I knew he would stop at nothing to prevent me from leaving.
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His sense of entitlement to my financial support was deep-seated,

despite his history of abusive behavior.

I refused to let financial obligations suffocate me. Despite the loss
of my business income, I remained steadfast, trusting that Divinity
would provide. And it did — financial blessings arrived justin time
to cover my needs. I knew that the steep legal fees for escaping
my toxic marriage were a necessary investment in my liberation. I
stood firm in my conviction, knowing that the Law of Giving and
Receiving would ultimately bring a miraculous resolution.

As I stood firm in my conviction, trusting that Divinity would
provide, I felt a sense of calm wash over me. But little did I know,
the intensity of my emotions was about to transcend the bound-
aries of my being, catapulting me into a realm of profound trans-

formation.

The intensity, velocity, and ferocity of everyone and everything
had escalated to a maddeningly insane scenario. Yet, amidst the
demolition, the utter and final destruction, the uncompromising
death of it all — a radiant light emerged, gloriously inspiring and
uplifting. This resplendent light flooded my soul, spirit, senses —

my entire being, transforming me profoundly.

As I stood at the threshold of this newfound freedom, I felt an
unshakeable boldness rising within me — a steadfastness that an-
chored my soul, a security that fortified my heart, and a trust that

declared, unequivocally: I am enough.

And in this moment of profound self-awareness, I knew that I had
finally found the one I had been waiting for — myself.
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Yours Quotefully

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.

AsImidwifed 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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L]

-

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

L]

Unstuck. Unglued. Unshackled. Unbroken.

While he is busy destroying my career, my business and
my finances, I am giving birth to the Indestructible within

me. Yeah, I do own that power. I’'m a woman.
In chain(ge) 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 ’'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.

¢ Let G(r)o.

My Reflection and Growth

* Thad 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 Celebration of Life

* My favorite dance in life is the abundance. Its music never
stops!
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¢ My passion is my power.

 Sky above me. Earth below me. Fire within me. Passion

through me. Magic around me. I am alive!

e Starry-eyed: The best way to look at life!
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Welcome Home

t was Wednesday, 7 November 2018. I was on my way back
from Somerset West. Alone in my car. Thrilled, elated, terrifi-
cally ecstatic. Almost daring to escape out of my body.

As I sped down the winding road, the scenery blurred together in
a kaleidoscope of color, my senses still reeling from the events of

the past two days.

The unmistakable signs were there: a tsunami of gooseflesh rippled
up and down my body, my heart pounded like a drum, my face
was aflame, my breath was suspended in anticipation, and I felt
an unshakeable conviction that I was poised on the threshold of a

profound revelation.

The previous day’s meeting with my future employers in Somerset
West had been a resounding success. But what truly had my heart
soaring was the extraordinary news that had arrived 48 hours earli-
er — a fully signed offer to purchase my house, secured during my
whirlwind trip to Somerset West from Oudtshoorn.

Two days had passed, yet the surreal circumstances of that mo-
mentous deal still left me awestruck. My property had been the
holy grail for the mother and son duo — it ticked every box on
their wish list. They had been searching for a dream home with

dual entrances, sprawling grounds, and ample space to relocate



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

their treasured possessions from their heritage farm outside Oudt-
shoorn. With their farm sold, the clock was ticking — they had to
vacate by 30 November, making securing my property their top
priority.

As the buyers viewed the property with the estate agent, they
were informed about the contentious divorce proceedings be-
tween Hennie and me. Hennie’s section of the house was off-lim-
its,and they had to rely on the agent’s description and photographs
to understand the layout. The agent also warned them that Hennie
had become hostile and entrenched, threatening to resist eviction
unless compelled by a court order.

Yet, spectacularly, miraculously, supernaturally — they were un-
deterred!

Given the complexities of the situation, I knew that a rigorously
crafted purchase agreement would be crucial to the transaction’s
success. As a seasoned real estate agent, I had the fortunate advan-
tage of handling the sale of my cherished childhood home. Hennie,
who had served as the transferring attorney on many of my sales,
had instilled in me the importance of crafting precise purchase

agr eements.

I knew I needed to utilize every skill I'd learned to create a water-
tight agreement, ensuring this emotionally significant transaction
would be a success. With this in mind, I meticulously scrutinized
the purchase agreement, outlining the terms of the sale with clarity
and precision.

What the buyers had signed stated that I would grant them occu-
pation on 1 December, except for the section occupied by Hennie.
They would pay occupational interest until 28 February 2019, at
which point I would grant them vacant occupation. This meant
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that Hennie would have to vacate the premises by 28 February,
allowing the transfer process to commence towards successful reg-

istration soon thereafter.

The buyers requested use of the single garage, where Hennie’s
possessions were stored. To facilitate this, I would arrange for his
belongings to be removed and stored in a temporary unit, at my
expense. The removal would be done discreetly, via the back en-
trance, and the estate agency principal would verify the inventory

to ensure everything was accounted for.

Driving back home, I sensed that my move to Somerset West was
imminent, perhaps just days away. My landlord had graciously
offered to let me move in early, allowing me to occupy the premises
for free during November, ahead of the official 1 December lease

commencement. Another unexpected blessing!

Upon my return to Oudtshoorn, I would arrange the moving
date and also coordinate with the moving company to transport
Hennie’s belongings to the storage unit, killing two birds with one

stone.

The move, involving both my belongings and Hennie’s, would
be a monumental task, and I was on edge. My nerves were frayed
at the mere possibility that Hennie might receive an unexpected
visitor, who could witness items being removed from the garage
or my own possessions being moved, and alert him to my covert

operation!

As I drove, my anxiety about the impending move still lingered,
but it was slowly overtaken by thoughts and overwhelming emo-
tions of release, relief, and exhilaration. The tension that had been
building up inside me began to dissipate, replaced by an intoxicat-
ing sense of freedom and liberation.
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I had left Barrydale behind and was now cruising down the 80 km
stretch towards Ladismith, still 150 km from Oudtshoorn. As I
approached the turn-off to Ronnie’s Sex Shop, a quirky pit-stop,
I recalled the local legend surrounding its origins. One night,
pranksters had spray-painted the word ‘sex” on the sign, between
the professionally painted words ‘Ronnie’s Shop’. Rather than
removing the graffiti, Ronnie decided to roll with the joke and
transformed the spot into a now-world-famous tourist attraction

and roadside pub.

Located about 50 km before Ladismith, Ronnie’s Sex Shop was a
tempting detour. Without warning, I felt an inexplicable urge to
take the turn-oft and stop. I pulled into the parking area, turned
off the engine, and stepped out of the car. The sensation was eerily
familiar, reminiscent of the thrill T experienced on 18 August 1998,
which led me to the veld outside Oudtshoorn, where I received my
first channeled message.

This time, I was certain about what was unfolding. There was no
room for doubt; the signs and signals were clear. I knew that Di-
vinity had an important message for me. Given the recent develop-
ments, I quickly grabbed a comfortable seat outside Ronnie’s Sex
Shop, taking in the breathtaking view of the Swartberg Mountain
range and its highest peak, Towerkop (meaning ‘Bewitched Peak’)
in the distance.

I pulled out my journal and pen, ready to receive the message.
The small town of Ladismith lay nestled at the foothills of the
Swartberg Mountains, hidden from view for the moment.

I wrote in my journal:

Wednesday, 7 November 2018 — 2:51 p.m.
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Eljoshijka, Ob My!
Paradigm shift, yet again, for you. TODAY.

You have once again increased the intensity, frequency, and am-
biance of your cove 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 ‘Home’ onto the page, a seis-
mic wave of energy coursed through my body. It was a raw, un-
bridled force that awakened a deep sense of freedom and release.
As the tears flowed, I sensed the weight of my emotional burdens

lifting, like shackles falling away.

Composing myself amidst the curious glances of the other patrons
— a mix of seasoned bikers and adventure-seekers, all united by
their love of the scenic R62-route and the quirky charm of Ron-
nie’s Sex Shop — became a Herculean task.

I'hastened to my car, eager to continue my journey. AsI covered the
remaining 50 km to Ladismith, I felt surges and ripples of energy
coursing up and down my body. The sensation was unmistakable
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— it was identical to the ripples I had experienced two months
ago, on 7 September, when I had back-to-back interview ap-
pointments at two different real estate agencies, one in Dur-

banville and the other in Somerset West.

As I reflected on that pivotal day, memories of the past came
flooding back. I recalled the moment I departed the interview
appointment in Durbanville, a Cape Town suburb, and headed
to Somerset West. It was then that an incandescent wave of
energy had swept through me. Every molecule in my body had
vibrated with an exquisite, almost unbearable tension, as if the
very essence of existence was being distilled into a singular,
shining moment. My grip on the steering wheel was a tenuous
thread, connecting me to the world of the mundane, as I soared

on the solar winds of transformation.

Even in the midst of that whirlwind experience, I knew with
unwavering certainty that I would accept the job offer in Som-
erset West. The package, location, and lack of connections all
became irrelevant in the face of that unshakeable conviction.

As I approached Ladismith, still reeling from the profound
moment at Ronnie’s Sex Shop, I pulled over to the side of the
road and began to flip through the pages of my current journal.
A poignant entry caught my eye, and I felt a surge of elation
and joy. It was an inscription I had made after my interview

appomtments.

On that return trip on Sunday, 9 September 2018 (another 9-9
day), I had recorded a video clip on my phone, prophetically de-
claring from the driver’s seat, “My house is sold, and I am happy!”
I then transcribed those exact words in my journal. At that time, I

had no potential buyers, no interest, and no reason to believe that
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my house would sell anytime soon. All I had was the power of
faith and trust that Divinity would pull it off.

Unbelievably, I had done that on the exact same stretch of road
between Barrydale and Ladismith, where I now found myself
going back to Oudtshoorn!

I marveled at the synchronicity of these two incidents: the dec-
laration that my house would be sold and Divinity welcoming
me home. I pondered the significance and meaning of it all,
searching for the deeper truth beneath the surface.

To me, it signified that I had finally come home to myself
in this lifetime — embracing the fullness of who I was and
the culmination of my soul’s journey. I reveled in the timing,
infused with a profound sense of hope. I was ready to face the
final days of my life in Oudtshoorn and the tasks that still lay

ahead before I could embark on my new life.

As I stood at the threshold of this new chapter, I felt an over-
whelming sense of liberation. In that moment, I knew that
I had crossed the Rubicon, leaving the familiar shores of my
old life behind. As I gazed out into the horizon, the majestic
Swartberg Mountains rose up before me, their rugged peaks
a testament to the untamed beauty of the unknown. In their
shadow, I felt the thrill of the uncharted, and the promise of a
future yet to be written.

But a hidden truth lay just beyond the horizon, waiting to be
revealed. The words Welcome Home held a secret so profound,
so intricately woven into the fabric of my destiny, that it would

forever alter the course of my life.
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Unbeknownst to me, the winds of change carried the secrets of
Towerkop, the Bewitched Peak, whose mystical energies were at
work, unseen and unknown. The message Welcome Home was
merely the first thread in a tapestry of enchantment, woven by
Divinity itself, and poised to unfold over the next few months of

my life.
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‘When Love Means
Letting Go

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 — feltlike 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 confi-
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 realization plunged me into a vortex of emotional turmoil. I
felt torn in two different directions, caught between my love for my
pets and my need to move forward. The harsh reality thatlay 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 Missy, the Labrador we had rescued from the Society for the
Prevention of Cruelty to Animals (SPCA) during my mom’s life-
time. With her greying muzzle, warm brown eyes, and gentle de-
meanor, she exuded a deep wisdom. Yet, beneath her calm ex-

terior lay a complex and sensitive soul, prone to nervous energy
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and high-strung outbursts that made her a biter. We often had to
sequester her when guests or clients visited, lest she target their

ankles with uncanny precision.

Yet, during the darkest moments of my divorce, Missy stood by me
with unwavering loyalty and fearlessness, as if sensing the depths
of my anguish. Her devotion came at a cost, however, as she began

to bite those close to me, including my employees.

As time went on, Missy’s 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.

Despite her challenges, I held onto hope. Ilonged for a kind-heart-
ed Samaritan to emerge and give Missy the loving home she de-
served. This would spare me the unbearable decision that loomed

before me.

But fate had other plans, and on that calamitous morning of 13
November 2018, my last day in Oudtshoorn, I found myself mak-
ing the heart-wrenching choice to let Missy go. The weight of my
decision crushed me, and I was consumed by a grief so profound
it felt like it would annihilate me.

Yet, I had the unshakeable conviction that her life without me
would have been a living nightmare. With Hennie’s callous disre-
gard for animal welfare, I knew Missy would suffer 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 couldn’tbear 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 sacrifice to
protect her from a future of suffering, and possibly even saving
her from the agony of a debilitating illness.

With a heavy heart, I held Missy’s sturdy, rounded body in
my arms, her eyes locked on mine, as the vet’s compassionate
hands administered the final injection. In those final moments,
I whispered my eternal thanks to Missy for being my loyal
companion, my protector, and my friend.

Just moments before, I had said goodbye to Luka, the
Pekingese, 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. His bond
with me was instantaneous, forged from the moment he was
born. Ester-Marié had been instrumental in bringing him into
our lives, and although she had initially hoped to take him with

her to Stellenbosch, circumstances had dictated otherwise.

Over the past two years, Luka had woven himself into the very
fabric of my being, becoming an integral part of my daily life.
He had slept on my bed for the past few months, his soft, flufty

coat a source of comfort on many a restless night.

In the midst of this emotional turmoil, I was also worried
about Grace, our 11-year-old cat, with her velvety grey fur and
affectionate nature. My mom and I had rescued her from a
water furrow next to our house in 2007, the day after we moved

in.

Hennie had never been fond of animals, and his disdain for cats

was particularly evident. When we asked him if we could keep
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Grace, he begrudgingly agreed, on the condition that she stay away
from him.

Georick, however, adored Grace, and she would often seek him out

whenever he came home.

AsIfaced the prospect of leaving Oudtshoorn, the thought of hav-
ing to put Grace to sleep was almost too much to bear. Her name,
reminiscent of the grace that had brought us to our permanent
home in 2007, seemed especially poignant in that moment.

But then, in a surprising turn of events, my dear friend, Alet, an
animal rights activist, called to say that the retired principal of
Georick’s school had offered to take Grace in. Marianne and her
husband had recently lost their beloved cat to cancer, and they felt
that they could provide a loving home for Grace.

That evening, as I took a frightened Grace to her new home, I
struggled to maintain my composure. I was overcome with grati-
tude for Marianne’s kindness and for the opportunity Georick had
received through his scholarship.

I felt a pang of sadness that Georick couldn’t manage to find a
stable home for Grace, as I knew he was deeply fond of her. More-
over, given her age, I was aware that Grace wouldn’t 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 Marianne’s kindness to Georick being
matched by the kindness they would now show Grace.

This kindness would help them heal from their grief over the loss
of their cherished cat. As I handed Grace over, Marianne 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 gut-wrenching sobs, and drove
back to my empty house, where only Bella and I would spend
our last night together in Oudtshoorn.

Bella, with her soulful eyes and energetic demeanor, had a way
of awakening the strongest bonds within me. Her athletic build
and piercing gaze seemed to bore into the core of my being.
As a young Ridgeback, she was full of life and vitality, and her

presence had brought me exuberant enthusiasm.

Thanks to Alet’s tireless efforts, Bella had found a new home
in a nearby town. However, the representative from the animal
welfare society, who had handled Bella’s adoption, could only
collect her on the morning of my departure, 14 November, just

as the removal company was set to arrive.

That last night, spent alone with Bella in my room, was almost
too much to bear. The empty spaces left by Missy, Luka, and
Grace seemed to echo with their absence. As I looked into
Bella’s 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 Bella over to the representa-
tive from the animal welfare society, I was taken aback when
she, uncharacteristically, wanted to bite. My concern for her
well-being, and fear that she might struggle to adjust to her new
home, only made our goodbye more heart-wrenching.

In contrast, I felt a sense of relief knowing that Fokkie, the young

African Grey, would remain at the house with the new owners.
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They were thrilled to inherit a tame African Grey parrot and reas-

sured me that they would provide him with the best care possible.

As the removal company finished 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 Fokkie’s cage,
where he waited patiently for the new owners who would soon be
moving in. His vibrant feathers rustled softly as he shifted on his
perch, his curious gaze fixed on me as if wondering what would
happen next.

As I pulled out of Oudtshoorn, a maelstrom of feelings swirling
within me, threatened to overwhelm. The anguish of leaving be-
hind my cherished pets wrestled with the thrill of embarking on a

new life in Somerset West.

My car was packed to capacity, with barely enough space to
breathe. The removal truck, carrying the remnants of my life, was
en route to Somerset West, where it would meet me the following

morning at my new flat.

For now, I was headed to Durbanville, where a friend had gra-
ciously offered me lodging for the night. My piano, a constant
companion since childhood, would also be delivered to her house,
where it would remain until I could figure out another plan.

The weight of my past bore down on me as I drove, the memories
of my life in Oudtshoorn still fresh and raw. Hennie’s discovery
of my departure that morning had left me with a sense of unease,

wondering what repercussions might follow.
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Yet, it was the faces of my beloved pets that haunted me, their ab-
sence a gnawing ache that refused to subside. As the miles flew by,

I surrendered to my grief, sobbing uncontrollably for the friends I
had left behind.
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From Judgment to
(xrace

A s predictably as night follows day, Hennie exploited my de-
parture from Oudtshoorn to unleash a vicious campaign of
vilification. The memories of his past betrayals still seared my soul,
and even my familiarity with his toxic behavior couldn’t prepare

me for the ferocity and speed of his venomous attack.

That evening, as I sat in the quiet comfort of my friend’s living
room, with her dogs lying calmly at my feet, I received a WhatsApp
message from Georick that eviscerated my heart. The words 7 curse
your womb cut through me like a knife, severing the last threads of
our fragile bond. The finality of it was palpable, a crushing blow
that left me breathless and reeling.

As I read the words, my mind was stunned into shock. Instantly, I
felt like I'd been flayed alive, my emotions laid bare and ravaged. A
wave of desolation washed over me, mingling with a deep sense of
devastation. The wretchedness was almost unbearable.

My reaction was instinctive. I pressed the back button and turned
my phone upside down, desperate to escape the toxic words. I
looked 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 sharve the contents
with me. Then, please forward it to Christie. Maybe
later, I'll be ready to face it.”

As I sat there, struggling to comprehend the depths of Georick’s
abhorrence, I realized that Hennie must have exploited my darkest
moment — the agonizing decision to let Missy go. It dawned on
me that he had seized upon this vulnerable moment, manipulating
Georick with twisted lies that portrayed me as a murderer, devoid
of compassion or heart.

The memories of my strained telephone conversation with
Georick in Oudtshoorn came flooding back. I had informed him
of my decision to send Grace to live with Marianne, and although
he had been unable to find a suitable home for her in Franschhoek,
he was furious with me. The tension between us had been palpa-
ble; a living, breathing thing that pulsed with anger and resent-

ment.

Hennie’s manipulation had finally paid off — Georick had turned
against me. The irony was bitter: the child Hennie had never both-
ered to understand or care for, was now being used to hurt me.
A surge of anger and helplessness welled up inside me, leaving me

feeling utterly defenseless and vulnerable.

As I sat there, trying to make sense of the chaos that had erupted
in my life, I couldn’t help but wonder: What is this? What is hap-
pening to me? Am I being forged in the fire, tempered by the trials
and emerging stronger, or am I being consumed by the flames?
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The next morning, as I drove to my new flat, the soft golden light of
late spring spilling across the landscape, I felta sense of trepidation.
Here I was, on the cusp of a brand new life, and yet I was all alone
again. Just as I had entered this world. I had to sever the ties of
toxicity, and in the process, pieces of my heart were pulverized to

powder.

As I walked through the empty rooms of my new flat, the silence
echoing off the walls, I felt a sense of disconnection. I was starting
anew, but the wounds of the past still lingered. I knew that I had
to find a way to heal, to move forward, but the pain was still too

raw.

Lying in bed that night, enveloped in the blackness that surround-
ed me, I couldn’t help but think of Hennie’s triumphant smile. I
imagined him gloating and feeling victorious in knowing that he
had finally hurt me in the place where I would suffer the most: my
two children.

But as I lay there, trying to make sense of the chaos that had
erupted in my life, [ knew that I couldn’tlet Hennie win. I couldn’t
let his toxicity consume me. I had to find a way to rise above, to

transform my pain into something beautiful.

And then, in the hushed silence, I heard a gentle whisper. Divinity
spoke softly, inscribing with a feather on the tablet of my heart:

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 flat. It was as if Divinity had conspired to bring me
to this place, to wrap me in the soothing balm of Mother Ocean’s

presence.

During 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 Oudtshoorn. I wept in abandonment for
the loss of my two children.

The updates from Alet about Grace’s blossoming at Marianne’s
home, and Bella’s adaptation to her new home, brought me com-
fort. Even the news about Luka’s foster family deciding to keep
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him, and Fokkie’s happiness in his new home, couldn’t help but
bring a smile to my face.

As I allowed Divinity’s message about my transition from the
realm of Judgment to the realm of Grace to settle in, I began to
grasp the true meaning of operating under Grace.

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.

For too long, the fractures of my past — the adoption, the struggle
to find 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’ expectations, rather than embracing my

own unique €ssence.

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, equipping me
to face the myriad trials that fate had yet to reveal.

However, despite the sense of promise and possibility, I was starkly
aware that Hennie’s true agenda remained unchanged: he was still
doggedly working to stall our divorce. He was maliciously spread-
ing lies about me and nursing the outrageous expectation that I

should be bankrolling him with hefty handouts.

He stubbornly remained in my house in Oudtshoorn, 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. Unlike me, they didn’t feel obligated to accommodate

his demands.

The clock was ticking towards 28 February, when I had promised
the buyers vacant occupation, and Hennie’s unwillingness to
budge was becoming increasingly apparent. His behavior was a
stark contrast to my own character, and this only served to high-
light his true nature. As 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 2018 had vanished like
mist on the ocean, and I was left to navigate the uncertain waters

of my personal life.

However, Natascha did have some good news: she had arranged
a meeting with the judge adjudicating our divorce. The meeting
was set for 14 January, and Natascha hoped it would put an end to
Hennie’s delaying tactics.

As 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
infinite.

Walking along the beach, I felt the weight of the world slowly
lifting, like the ebbing tide relinquishing 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 anxieties and uncertainties, receded into the distance, a
mere whisper on the wind. All that remained was the present
moment, pure and unadulterated, a precious gift from Divinity to

be cherished and savored.

As 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 thatlay around me, and the rhythmic pulse of the
waves merged with my heartbeat, a potent elixir that healed and

revitalized me.

I remembered the promise of the hero on horseback, and my heart
skipped a beat with excitement. I was eager to be loved, to be seen,

to be heard.

In that moment of heightened expectation, my anticipation

mounted as I channeled in my journal on 30 November:

Eljoshijka, you are going to meet a very, very special
and significant person. Yes, your beart 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

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.

Butlittle 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 oft against Hennie in
the judge’s chambers on 11 February. And things had just taken an
unexpected turn: Hennie had now chosen to represent himself.

The stakes were high, and my anxiety was palpable. With the loom-
ing deadline of 28 February, my heart was racing, and my tension
was whipping up into a maelstrom — all thanks to Hennie’s sig-

nature blend of obstinacy and chaos.
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Just as I was getting swept up in the vortex of stress and anxiety,
Keith’s WhatsApp invitation landed like a feather in a whirl-
wind, offering a fleeting moment of calm, amidst the turbu-

lence.

A coffee meeting to discuss the sale of his farm in the Klein
Karoo — 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.

However, 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.

Keith was the on-again, oft-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 Keith
angling for something more? I recalled our previous interactions
— the listing appointment, the small talk, the polite smiles.

That high-five he gave me just before we left now seemed more
significant. 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 flirtation,
or just my imagination running wild?

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
aseasoned spirit, was supposed to ride into my life at any moment!

I recalled the day I dared Divinity to send a celestial spotlight to
guide me to this mysterious stranger.

I'had demanded a spectacle, a heavenly display of divine confirma-
tion that would leave no doubt: He’s the one!

AsIpondered Keith’s invitation, the threads of fate began to weave
together. Was this the moment I had been waiting for?

Was Keith the knight who would finally ride into my life, his
speckled horse’s hooves pounding out a rhythm of destiny?

Divinity seemed to be pulling in the reins, slowing down the run-
away chase of my thoughts. My mind had been galloping ahead,
exploring all the what-ifs and maybes, but now it was as if Divinity
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 Friday, 18
January, when my phone finally beeped again.

Keith was on the move, embarking on a thrilling adventure with
his son to tackle the kite-surfing scene in Port Elizabeth 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 P Nel Museum in
Oudtshoorn, with a group of ladies selling ostrich feather dusters

in the foreground.
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His caption read:

Oudtshoorn says she misses you!

Tender pixels 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 expanse. Each one shimmered with promise and
potential. Like a herd of wild horses, they galloped across my mind,
mane-flowing and unbridled.

And then, I couldn’t help but flirt back! I mean, who wouldn’t
want to keep the spark alive?

I typed out a response, my fingers flying 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 play!

Then I got cheeky again with Divinity and sent out a reminder
to the heavens that we need to start ticking off the items on my
list. I demanded proof ASAP that he was indeed THE one! And
honestly, I didn’t have to wait long!
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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,
Keith made declarations like,

1 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 beart racing — and it still is.
Something just bappened there, and this is something
1 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 bard to act natural ... I looked at your
hair, your bands, 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 proof!

I started saying thank you to Divinity! I just knew that he was the
one, the promised knight on his speckled horse, coming to teach

me all about love!

AsI continued to bat my eyelashes at Keith via WhatsApp, he kept

dazzling me with his profound words.

I mean, who was this guy? A mind reader? A wizard? Because he
seemed to know exactly what I needed to hear, and when.

His 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 - Keith was clearly smitten too!

And we were about to have our first face-to-face meeting!
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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 first full moon of the year, a harbinger
of hope and possibility.

And yet, this moon was special in another way.

On 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 fleeting moment, as the celestial and the earthly converged,
the very fabric of reality seemed to vibrate with an otherworldly
energy — as if Divinity itself was whispering a promise of love and

transformation.
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As I stood at the water’s edge, the moon’s gentle beams illuminat-

ing the waves, I felt my heart beating in harmony with the tide.
For I was not alone in this enchanted moment.

Keith was on his way, carrying a picnic basket, champagne, a candle
that held a special wish — and a blanket.

Divinity had already whispered its secrets in my ear.

Earlier, in the stillness of my flat, I had channeled in my journal,
and Divinity’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 ex-

traordinary about to unfold.

And then, in the instant when the unknown became the in-
evitable, he appeared before me.

The next moment he was there, his silhouette etched against the

bright security light on the beach, like a promise fulfilled.

The picnic basket, the posture, the expectation — all of it whis-
pered his name.

We 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 next heartbeat, I was in his arms.

He 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

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 five days, our own love story burst into radiant life.
Aware of the potential risks, I knew that Hennie would undoubt-
edly exploit the situation if he discovered my involvement with
someone new. To protect ourselves, we consciously decided to
keep our relationship private, entrusting only Natascha 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 11
February would arrive soon, bringing with it the judge’s ruling and
a decisive step towards the finalization of my divorce.

My life was a war zone, ravaged by stress and trauma. The emo-
tional toll was crippling, leaving my mind a chaotic landscape
of colliding thoughts and worries. A 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 fight to stay afloat, my body

weighed down by the crushing pressure of anxiety.

But amidst the wreckage of my world, a profound contrast
emerged, pitting darkness against light. On 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. Yet, 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.

AsTIgotto know Keith, I discovered a remarkable coincidence that
left me mystified. He was born in 1953, and I was born in 1966. In
an extraordinary manifestation of alignment, I would be turning
53, the same age as the year he was born, while he would be turning
66, 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.

Having Keith in my life was nothing short of extraordinary. His
presence was a masterful blend of the amazing, 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.

His adventurous spirit, intellectual curiosity, and passion for
learning drew me in, and we both harbored a deep longing to
explore the spiritual and soulful aspects of life. We were avid read-
ers, had similar tastes in music, and had a profound reverence for
Mother Ocean and Mother Nature.

Although he found my spiritual practices unusual, he supported
me wholeheartedly, encouraging me to follow my unique path.
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He was gentle, kind-hearted, a phenomenal lover, and truly blew

inspiration under my wings!

As akeen, astute photographer and videographer, he was also very
practical and technical. “Nothing is ever broken until Keith can’t fix
1t,” soon became our mantra, alongside “Nothing is ever lost until
Elmarie can’t find it.” He effortlessly checked every box on my
list, possessing qualities I had yet to imagine, and exceeding every
expectation I dared to wish for.

We seamlessly shared the same values and philosophies, and hon-
estly, it still takes my breath away to think how perfectly we fit each
other.

In those early weeks, I discovered that we had both navigated sim-
ilarly treacherous waters in life, with experiences that eerily echoed
my own. Our conversations on these themes forged a deep sense of

connection and empathy between us.

As trust between us grew, Keith opened up to me about his past,
sharing stories of his failed romantic relationships and two previ-

ous marriages.

In that moment, I felt the whispered promise of the angels echoing
through my mind — the promise of a shining knight on a spotted
horse, bearing the scars of two failed marriages. This revelation was
a gentle confirmation of their prophecy.

With vulnerability and honesty, Keith revealed his deepest long-
ing: to find the perfect partner.

He pulled out a little black book, its pages filled with the cartog-
raphy of his dreams. This was his wish list for the ultimate partner
— avision of perfection, crafted with intention and desire:
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Stylish.
Sophisticated.
Sexy.

Slim.

Sporty.

Serious partner.
Superb friend.

Soulmate.

For months, red cardboard hearts adorned his fridge, a constant
reminder of his quest for true love. Each time he passed by, he'd
smile, hug the fridge, and express gratitude to the universe for the
lady with all the S’s, soon to enter his life.

This heartfelt ritual was inspired by John Kehoe’s principle,
‘Thoughts become things’, which encouraged him to manifest
his desires through positive visualization. What’s astonishing is
that John Kehoe’s teachings had a profound impact not just on
Keith, but also on my own life. In fact, it was John Kehoe’s work
that played a pivotal role in my own transformation, one that
I’ve shared earlier — the powerful moment of reckoning at Club
Mykonos, 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
first gift: his WhatsApp message with the coffee invitation to dis-
cuss the sale of his farm, two days after he had met me at the listing
appointment — a moment that triggered a profound catharsis,

changing everything.

With a hint of amazement and lingering incredulity that he had
mustered the courage to send that first message, he shared the
hesitation he felt as his finger hovered over the send button for
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20 minutes. He told me that he was in love-struck agony as he
searched for me for two days, scouring the internet and dri-
ving around Somerset West in a desperate bid to find 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.

Once that hurdle was cleared, the next obstacle loomed: craft-
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 agonizing
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.

As he relived those tormenting 20 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.

“Ijust bad to press the Send button — and what a glorious decision
that was!”

But what struck me most about his revelation was the serendip-

ity of it all.
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Unbeknownst to him at the time, he had sent that message from
his car, parked in front of Strand Beach — my sacred space, my

place of solace.

And yet, he had unknowingly chosen this exact 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.

As I reflected on the serendipity of it all, I was reminded of the
moment when Divinity gave me a glimpse of our future together

— a moment that left me breathless and bewitched.

In the hushed intimacy of that Sunday night, before he had ever
touched me, Keith’s creative genius blossomed like a midnight
bloom, while we were still communicating solely via WhatsApp.

A poem, distilled from the depths of his soul, flowed like a silver
stream, nourishing my longing for connection — 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,

1 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, ob so gently,
You're an angel of light,
You've been sent to my side,

And you shine, ob so bright.

You hold my hand, I feel your touch,

We join our souls as we sleep the night.

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.

AsTreflect on the words of this poem, I’'m struck by the realization
that all along I actually needed a word warrior — a verbal visionary
who could wield the linguistic lance of his poet’s tongue to pierce
my soul and stir my heart. Sometimes 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, filling 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 file, noticed the mainte-
nance payments, and commented, “Yes, this is right. It’s great that

be is paying ber maintenance.”

Our advocate swiftly corrected him, “No, your honor. She is paying
him maintenance!”

The judge’s demeanor changed instantly. He turned furious with
Hennie, rebuking him for creating side shows, muddying the wa-
ters, and delaying the process. “7 want this divorce settled in court
on Friday,”he declared.

With a stern gaze at Hennie, he added, “You know the saying: He
who represents bimself is a fool. See you in court on Friday.”

Natascha was ecstatic about the meeting’s outcome — her first
tangible victory since our divorce proceedings began. Her intu-
ition had proven remarkably astute, and she was buoyed by the

Success.

As they left the court, Natascha promptly handed Hennie 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 court? Either way, Friday, 15 February would be the
first time Hennie 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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Yet, 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

alentine’s Day, 14 February 2019. For Keith and me, the
V conventional celebrations held little significance. Our
hearts were already entwined in a dance of true connection,
and the thrill of our secret first road trip together eclipsed any

traditional notions of romance.

As we cruised down the winding roads in Keith’s cozy Caddy, I
felt a sense of excitement and nervousness wash over me. We
were headed to his farm at the foothills of Towerkop, near
Ladismith — or so I thought.

The prospect of spending the night together under the
star-studded Karoo sky, surrounded by the rugged beauty of
nature, sent shivers down my spine. It seemed like the perfect
opportunity to kill two birds with one stone: we could discuss
the sale of his farm, and then rise early the next morning to
tackle the 180 km journey to George Regional Court, where
my fate awaited.

I was suspended in a precarious balance between two intense
emotional states. On one hand, a crippling anxiety threatened to
consume me — the daunting prospect of facing Hennie in court
the next morning, my fate hanging precariously in the balance
as I awaited the judge’s verdict. On the other hand, a soaring
exhilaration lifted my spirits — the promise of the open roads
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unfolding before us, a tantalizing canvas of possibilities, free-

dom, and adventure.

We effortlessly conversed about everything and nothing, our
words flowing freely. What drew me to Keith was his unique
ability to tap into his emotions and soul, creating a sense of
depth and understanding. Being with him was incredibly lib-
erating — I could share my innermost thoughts and feelings
without fear of judgment.

As we cruised along the scenic stretch between Barrydale and
Ladismith, Ronnie’s Sex Shop came into view. A sudden flash-
back to my journal entry on 7 November flooded my mind —
the poignant moment when Divinity welcomed me home. It
was then that I wondered, for the first time, about the exact
location of Keith’s farm. Memories of past epiphanies, which
had unfolded on this very stretch of road, began to resurface.

As Keith’s deep voice filled the Caddy, responding to my
question with a nonchalant, “Ob, sweetheart, it’s about 30 km
past Ronnie’s Sex Shop and 20 km before Ladismith,” my jaw

dropped in stunned silence.

My mind reeled as I struggled to process this revelation. “Sweet-
te, you mean it’s not nestled at the foothills of Towerkop, on
the picturesque stretch between Laingsburg and Oudtshoorn?” 1
asked, my voice trembling with stupefaction.

Keith’s expression was puzzled. “Ob no, sweetheart, why wonld
you think it’s there?”

As the reality set in, I felt my senses reel, and I nearly fainted. The
only words that tumbled out of my lips were, “Wait till we get to
your farm. There’s something I must show you in my journal.” My
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voice trembled as I spoke, but Keith’s curious glance showed he'd

caught the excitement beneath.

As we turned onto the Buffelsdrift Valley dirt road, the winding
path seemed to unravel like a thread, leading us deeper into the
heart of the valley. My heart pounded in anticipation, the familiar
symptoms of an impending epiphany coursing through my veins
like adrenaline. I wondered, could it be the farm’s name that held
the key to this revelation?

Determined to keep my curiosity in check, I remained silent until
we stopped at the gate. But as Keith got out to open it, I scanned
the surroundings, searching for a sign, a hint, anything that might
reveal the farm’s name. The landscape, however, remained stub-
bornly silent, the fever trees and thorn trees shielding the house

from view.

As Keith returned to the car, I couldn’t contain my excitement
any longer. “So, what’s the name of your farm, sweetie?”1 asked, my

voice barely containing the eagerness.

Keith’s response was accompanied by a nervous snort-chuckle, a
hint of mischief dancing in his eyes. “Ob, I don’t know ... ‘free
at last’, I suppose.” The words hung in the air, suspended like a

promise.

In that instant, something shifted. Divinity seemed to align, and
the name ‘Free-at-Last’ became anointed, imbued with a sense
of destiny. It was as if the farm itself had been waiting for this
moment, for the christening that would set its spirit free.

As Keith brought the car to a gentle stop behind the house, my
gaze fell upon a row of tinted colored glass bottles, their vibrant

hues beckoning me towards the entrance. Stepping into the house,
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I wandered from room to room, every nook and cranny whisper-
ing a soothing melody that echoed deep within my soul: Welcome
Home! The words resonated like a gentle hum, filling me with an

overwhelming sense of belonging.

That evening, as the stars began to twinkle in the night sky, I
shared my journal inscription with Keith. His eyes sparkled with
a knowing glint as he replied, “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.” His
words hung in the air like a sacred vow, filled with the prophecy
of new beginnings.

As night descended, we kindled a fire, and the flickering flames
cast a warm glow on our faces. We sat beneath the star-studded
Karoo sky, the soulful melodies of our music weaving a spell of
tranquility. The simplicity of the Klein Karoo enveloped us, a
sense of peace that permeated every pore. The distant howl of a
jackal and the nearby night jar’s haunting cry only added to the

symphony of sounds that enveloped us in peaceful wonder.

As I sat there, mesmerized by the mystical alignment of my in-
scription and this farm, I felt my fears about the next day’s court
proceedings melt away. I was awestruck by the Hand of Divinity
guiding my life, propelling me towards a future filled with antic-
ipation and enchantment. The world seemed to slow down, and

in that moment, everything felt right with all of creation.

And so, Divinity delivered its final twist. The next morning,
as I stood before the court, Hennie was conspicuously absent.
Natascha’s face lit up with a radiant smile as she announced the
astonishing news: Hennie had signed the proposed settlement
agreement, rendering his presence unnecessary. The judge’s coun-
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tenance reflected his satisfaction, and at 11:48 a.m. on Friday, 15

February, I was officially declared free at last.

But little did I know, a more profound, supernatural force was at
play. As I gazed upon the court’s declaration, I realized that 15
February marked the exact anniversary of my decision to divorce
Hennie. It was as if Divinity had orchestrated a grand symphony,
culminating in this moment of liberation. I recalled the fateful
drive out of Timberlake with Ester-Marié on 15 February 2018,
the day my journey towards freedom began.

Three hundred and sixty-five days of trials and tribulations had
passed, each one etching its mark on my soul. Twelve months of
navigating treacherous landscapes, of hiding, seeking, and over-
coming. Fifty-two weeks of intense growth, of spiritual awakening,
and of discovering the depths of my own resilience.

And yet, it all condensed into a fleeting moment: a declaration, a
signature, and the whispered promise of a new beginning. I felt
the weight of my journey lifting, like the final shards of a shattered

chain falling away.

As I stood there, basking in the glow of my newfound freedom,
I stumbled upon another, smaller mystery. The regional dirt road
that wound its way past Keith’s farm bore the number 1433, while
my divorce case file number was a longer sequence that ended in
14332.

A shiver ran down my spine as I whispered a heartfelt thank you to
Divinity, revering the intricate web of synchronicities that had led

me to this moment.
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And Then Came
Tomorrow

he divorce order was more than just a piece of paper; it
was a catalyst that set off a chain reaction of events, each

one propelling me towards a new destiny at breakneck speed.

As the judge’s gavel fell on 15 February 2019, I found myself
being flung onto an entirely new track, one that was both
exhilarating and terrifying. In this whirlwind period, a 60-day
countdown began in my personal life, culminating in a dramat-
ic convergence of events on 15 April 2019.

Asitall sank in, I came to terms with the fact that the aftermath
of my divorce was a complex web of emotions, logistics, and
uncertainties. I realized that untangling this web would require
time, patience, and courage. This was yet again a daunting but
ultimately liberating process that would forge my resolve and
shape my character.

Undoubtedly, the most monumental and liberating news was
that the divorce settlement agreement, which Hennie had
signed, stipulated that he would vacate my house by 28 Febru-

ary. I was utterly ecstatic, relieved, and empowered all at once!
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The fact that the registration could now proceed, and I could
finally close the door on my Oudtshoorn life, was nothing short
of miraculous. I stood in awe of the divine guidance that had
prompted me to specify 28 February as the date of vacant occu-
pation. The buyers were thrilled with their new home, and I was
grateful they had set clear boundaries with Hennie, sparing me

further stress.

Despite this positive development, Ester-Mari¢ remained absent
from my life. I was unaware of her whereabouts, although rumors
suggested she was still in Stellenbosch. I continued to bear the fi-
nancial burden of her car and phone payments, which significantly
drained my already reduced monthly income. Keith and I engaged
in numerous heart-to-heart discussions about my complicated his-
tory with Ester-Marié. As we talked, the fog that had clouded my
judgment began to lift, allowing me to think more clearly and

logically.

I stumbled upon a profound realization. The years of being entan-
gled with Hennie’s narcissistic abuse had taken a toll on my mind.
For 24 years I had been repeatedly manipulated into doubting my
own sanity, memory, and judgment. It was as if my sense of reality
had been warped, making it difficult for me to distinguish between
what was real and what was fabricated.

Conversations with Keith, who embodied emotional stability and
health, revealed the stark truth: Ester-Marié's willingness to use my

financial resources while disregarding my presence was unaccept-

able.

It was time that I honored my own sacred inner vow, the one I had
repeatedly made on my solitary treks on Strand beach: to stand
up for myself and advocate for what is fair and just. I could no
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longer excuse her behavior as that of a traumatized daughter. Her
choices, which deeply saddened me, were no longer aligned with

my character, principles, and values.

When Keith suggested we start searching for Ester-Marié in Stel-
lenbosch, I was in accord. We embarked on discreet missions to the
vibrant student town, but each attempt ended in disappointment,
with no sign of her.

Then, a mysterious parcel arrived at the Cape Town Post Office,
addressed to me. The instructions were to phone my number upon
arrival. I was skeptical, thinking it was a mistake. But as I asked the
clerk to open the box and send me a picture of the contents, my
heart sank.

The WhatsApp image revealed the truth: my childhood photo
albums, entrusted to Mom Doreen, were being returned. I felt
punched in the gut. Memories of my innocence and joy were being
sent back, without a note or explanation. The rejection and aban-
donment I thought I'd left behind rose up like a specter, haunting
me all over again.

The primal trauma of my adoption, an open wound of betrayal
and fractured self, throbbed with fresh pain. I felt like that lost,
scared newborn baby again, desperately searching for a sense of
belonging and identity. The tears I cried were not just for the
rejection I felt in that moment, but for the countless times I'd felt
unseen, unheard, and unloved throughout my life.

The pain was amplified by the devastating reality that my own
two children had also discarded me from their lives. Georick’s
final WhatsApp message had brought about the total collapse and
annihilation of our relationship.
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Keith fetched the box, and later that evening, he enveloped me in
a soothing, gentle embrace as I dissolved into tears. His arms were

a sanctuary, a safe haven where I could break apart and be remade.

Keith took me to a full-length mirror in my flat, his eyes filled with
tenderness. I want you to meet someone,” he said gently. “Someone

incredible, someone beautiful, someone worthy of love.”

As I gazed into the mirror, he said softly,

“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.”

A wound that had ensnared me since birth, a tangled web of
trauma and pain that had defined my life’s journey, was finally
beginning to loosen its grip as I slowly started extracting myself

from its suffocating grasp.

I was done with complicated relationships that drained my energy
and stifled my soul. I yearned for simplicity, for authenticity, for
the freedom to be myself without fear of judgment or rejection.

Mom Doreen’s rejection, though painful, was a blessing in dis-
guise. It freed me from being the bridge between her and Elbie,
and allowed me to see that I deserved relationships where I could

communicate, connect, and be my authentic self.

The experience reminded me of Hennie’s disconnection from
himself, and I knew I wasn’t prepared to learn that lesson twice.
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I was determined to surround myself with people who were
authentic, connected to themselves, and could meet me in a

place of vulnerability and openness.

With my divorce now finalized, Keith and I gradually shared the
news of our relationship with my workplace and close friends,
subtly weaving the story of our meeting into our everyday
conversations. This newfound openness brought a sense of
freedom, allowing us to saunter hand-in-hand on the beach,
unencumbered by the weight of secrecy.

In March, we returned to Free-at-Last farm for another week-
end. I had business to finalize in Oudtshoorn, related to the sale
of my property. As we drove into town, I cowered on Keith’s
lap, my face hidden, desperate to avoid being recognized by the
many familiar faces. The experience was harrowing, leaving me
anervous wreck. I was still fearful of Hennie’s persecutions and

uncertain about revealing my whereabouts.

That same weekend, I channeled another message in my jour-
nal. The words flowed with intensity and emotion, filled with
promises from Divinity about my future — a radiant, soulful,

and majestic one, overflowing with abundance, purpose, and
Joy-

After sharing the content with Keith, a long, drawn-out silence
followed. I was overcome with tears and deep-seated emotion.

Then, Keith spoke,

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.”

Keith, the catalyst in action, was strong and unwavering. We rode
back on a wave of excitement, both ecstatic about the huge change
ahead! Keith shared his longing to live away from the city’s hustle
and bustle, drawn to the Klein Karoo’s clean air, peace, and quiet.

It all made perfect sense — a perfect convergence, a destiny. This

was the way to go.

“Eljoshijka, you're not done yet with the Klein Karoo,” Divinity
whispered in my inner ear. “You fled Oudtshoorn in persecution, but
I'm bringing you back. Your journey bere isn’t over yet; there’s more
that needs to happen. Trust Me and My Divine Timing.”

As I celebrated my birthday on 31 March 2019 and entered my
53rd year of life, I felt a deep sense of transformation. I reflected
on the trials that had shaped me: my acrimonious divorce and my
relentless struggle to provide financial stability.

My resignation from the agency that week felt metamorphic — not
because of the agency itself, but because it symbolized my release
from the weight of financial responsibility that had driven me for
so long. A profound sense of relief and release washed over me,
knowing that this chapter of my life had reached a purposeful and

tulfilling conclusion.

What stood out most in that moment was my gratitude for Keith,
who had lovingly lifted the weight of financial responsibility from
my shoulders. He was the first partner in my life who recognized
me for who I truly was — beyond the roles I'd played, the expec-
tations I'd shouldered, and the pressures I'd endured.
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He didn’t stand behind me with a whip, driving me only to
perform, produce, and provide. He saw my soul, spirit, and

search for self-expression.

In that moment, I realized that Keith’s love and acceptance
had given me the greatest gift of all: the freedom to be myself,
without apology or expectation. He’d shown me that my worth
wasn’t tied to my productivity, my income, or my ability to
provide.

He’d seen the real me, beneath the layers of responsibility and
stress, and had loved me for who I truly was. This realization
was both exhilarating and humbling.

It made me aware of the ways in which I'd been living my life,
driven by external expectations rather than internal desires. It
made me grateful for Keith’s presence in my life, and for the
gift of self-discovery that he’d given me.

And it made me excited for the next chapter of my life, one in
which I could live more authentically, more freely, and more
true to myself.

As if Divinity itself was endorsing my newfound self-aware-
ness, Keith found a new tenant in record time. The timing was
serendipitous: the tenant was eager to take over my lease and

move in by 15 April, thrilled to occupy the flat mid-month.

In a whirlwind of activity, we arranged our move to the farm
within a mere two weeks. Fittingly, the same removal company
that had relocated my furniture from Oudtshoorn to Somerset
West would now transport our combined belongings, includ-
ing my cherished piano, back to Ladismith.
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As we embarked on this new chapter, 15 April marked a poignant
milestone: the two-month anniversary of my divorce.

The gentle hum of serendipity gave way to a thrilling whisper:
what if this is just the beginning?
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Beyond the Line

ettling in at Free-at-Last farm, I felt the weight of my past
S slowly lifting, like the autumn morning mist that clung to the
Buffelsdrift valley. The chaotic stress of my previous life, culminat-
ing in the turmoil of my divorce, began to fade into the distance.

AsIbreathed in the tranquility of my new surroundings, the Klein
Karoo’s unique beauty began to heal my soul: the crass calls of the
hadedas, the gentle rustle of the wind through the thorn trees, and
the soft whisper of the leaves on the young olive trees.

The farm itself was a testament to the power of transformation.
Keith had discovered it in ruins, a shell of its former self. But with
the help of a small team of dedicated workers, he painstakingly
rebuilt the house, restoring it to a newfound splendor. Together,
they coaxed life from the barren earth, and the space was infused

with a sense of serenity and repose.

AsI explored the property, I felt a deep connection to the land and
the sanctuary it provided.

Nestled within a conservancy, the farm teemed with life, including
free-roaming zebras and red hartebeest that frequently grazed on
the surrounding slopes. The stillness of the Karoo air was a balm to
my frazzled nerves. From our hilltop perch, we witnessed breath-

taking sunrises and sunsets — kaleidoscopic explosions of color
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that left us enchanted. The land seemed to hold and support me,
guiding me toward a new direction and fulfillment.

But despite the tranquility of my new surroundings, I couldn’t
shake the weight of my obligations. The divorce process had been
costly, and the settlement terms added to my burden. I was strug-
gling to come to terms with my new reality, facing a daunting
financial landscape. I knew I needed a new perspective, a way to
sever the chains of fear and self-doubt once and for all.

Keith’s gaze held mine, a steady anchor that calmed the turbulence
within me. We sat together outside, the warm sun on our skin, as
I shared my concerns with him. “With the divorce, you drew a line
in the sand with Hennie,” he said gently. “It marked the end of a
familiar cycle. But it seems to me that you're still trapped in that
cycle.” With a stick, he drew a line in the sand and, at one end, a
circle that intersected it, looping back to its starting point. “Thzs s
the repetition of the old pattern,” he explained.

Keith’s voice was low and soothing as he continued,

“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.”

As I beheld the symbol, its power electrified my senses.

Inspired, I sprang into action, fetching a printed copy of my di-
vorce settlement agreement. Re-reading it, I was reminded of the

lump sum payment I would give him upon the successtul registra-
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tion of the sale of my house. Aside from that, there was another
financial implication and it was this one phrase that jumped out:
a monthly ex gratia contribution towards his living expenses.

Keith and I discovered that ‘ex gratia’ meant ‘out of goodwill’.

The irony was staggering — after all the pain and suffering Hennie
had caused me, I was still being asked to show him kindness and
generosity, as if ] owed him a debt of gratitude. It felt like a twisted
sense of justice, where the perpetrator was being rewarded for their
actions, while the victim was left to carry the burden.

I realized that I had been shouldering this burden out of a sense
of dread and fear, but the truth was, I couldn’t afford it. It was
like carrying a massive boulder on my back — every step felt like a

struggle, and I knew I couldn’t sustain it forever.

I turned to Natascha for support, and together we made the deci-
sion to suspend the monthly payments. She informed Hennie via
email that I was no longer working and had no means of support-
ing myself, let alone him.

Inevitably, this decision triggered a vicious and unyielding pursuit
by Hennie, who was hell-bent on extracting every last penny from

me.

When Natascha refused to divulge my new address and where-
abouts, his anger and determination only intensified. He vowed to
track me down, to uncover my new location, and serve me with a

civil lawsuit to force me to pay him the monthly instalments.

It was like being stalked by a relentless predator, always looking
over my shoulder, never knowing when the next brutal attack

would come.



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

As I navigated the darkest corners of my existence, I couldn’t shake
the feeling that my life was a battleground of extremes. Light and
darkness, good and evil, dread and elation — the contrasts seemed

to stretch on forever.

Every time I thought I'd emerged into the light, having finally
broken free from a cycle of pain, I'd soon find myself facing a fresh
facet of the same trauma in another area of my life. It was as if I
was trapped in a labyrinth, with each door I opened leading only

to more twisted corridors.

Was I trapped in this vortex by design, my soul bound to this
karmic journey? Or was I forever tied to a cycle of trauma, doomed

to repeat the patterns of my past?

And then there was the pressing question of Ester-Marié, the car

and phone contract that I was still paying for.
What was driving this endless cycle?
Was there a way to break free, or was I forever trapped?

Was I brave enough to confront the darkness within, or would I

remain forever lost in its shadows?
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Crossroads of Choice

here existed a sacred pattern in my life, a thythm 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 overflowing 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 emphasized the strong bond Ester-Marié and I once shared.
We had often stayed at her Cape Town home during netball tour-
naments, cheering together for our daughters.

To rekindle this connection, we devised a plan: she'd call Georick
in Riebeek-West and visit Ester-Marié at her prestigious wine estate
workplace.

I agreed, ecstatically, hoping and praying that this would be the

turning point!

Fresh from our coffee in Durbanville, 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.

41 minutes later, my hopes were crushed. Georick, oblivious to
my presence, delivered a devastating verdict: no reconciliation. His
words left no room for doubt.

Witnessing this conversation, I was transfixed. My friend’s at-
tempts to convey my anguish met cold responses. Georick refused

to acknowledge his role, unwilling to listen.

His boasts of transformative progress in Riebeek-West implicated
me: I'd stifled his growth, bringing drama into his life.

The cutting remark, 7 couldn’t belp 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. Faces flashed in my mind: Hennie,
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Mom Doreen. My sacred vow resurfaced: never again would I

tolerate disrespect.

Their conversation ended abruptly, devolving into terseness.
My heart shuddered at the finality.

Yet, amidst devastation, an odd sense of liberation emerged.

Once again, I realized 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,  had unearthed my greatest treasure: 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.

Her verdict changed everything: a reconciliation between Es-

ter-Marié and me was within reach.

A glimmer of possibility flickered to life.

One shattered relationship might yet be redeemed.
The unknown beckoned ...

And I stood poised.
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Fivery Mother’s
Dream

t was 31 May 2019. Daylight burst over the Karoo landscape

like a canvas of fire, scattering darkness with vibrant hues. In
tandem, my soul stirred. A tapestry of memories unfolded: multi-
faceted.

As I pondered these memories, Keith and I meandered through
scenic roads to the picturesque Lanzerac Hotel, a stunning Cape
Dutch masterpiece, outside Stellenbosch. This iconic hotel’s ma-
jestic gables, whitewashed fagade, and tranquil water features had
set the stage for a promising reconciliation between Ester-Marié

and me.

A thousand thoughts raced through my mind and memories

stormed me.
A tumultuous sea of highs and lows; thrills and heartaches.

They ravaged my mind.
Tore through my soul and spirit.
Crashing their waves against the shores of my consciousness.

Relentless, they drove me to forge a new path forward, seeking
significance for Ester-Marié¢ and me.
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My thoughts reeled back to the trauma of her 2015 matric year:

Hennie was a wrecking ball of massive proportion, decimating

her.

She made a dramatic decision: exchanging netball for sole focus
on academics, which rewarded her with a very high matric end

result.

Another bold choice followed: foregoing her school’s matric

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 promise to her:

“IU’'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!”

Snapshots of our Namibian adventure burst forth, seared into

my soul:

A hilarious quad bike ride on the majestic dunes.
Savoring oysters and champagne on aleisurely, tipsy boat cruise.
Intimate encounters with parrots, pelicans and flamingos.
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Soul-crushing flashbacks unfolded like a rollercoaster ride

through the years:

2016: The euphoria of visiting her in Netherlands.
2017: The focus and determination of her studies.
2018: The crushing blow of divorce trauma.

The aftermath of Armageddon:

The devastating brokenness.

The crippling shatteredness.
Remembering her 21st birthday on 18 June the year before:

Hennie had locked himself away in his section of the house,
and I was denied access to her photo albums.

Despite the strained circumstances, I yearned to craft some-
thing extraordinary for her birthday — a celebration of her
blossoming into adulthood — a precious gift inscribed on the
deepest fibers of my mother’s heart.

Buried treasures of her life resurfaced as I excavated snap-
shots from the depths of my computer. Forgotten moments
re-emerged; chronicling her journey from infancy to young

adulthood.

Hours of online searching for the perfect melody culminated
in ‘Every Mother’s Dream’, a hauntingly beautiful song that
echoed my soul’s longing.

With trembling hands and a heart overflowing, I painstakingly
synced each lyric to a visual portrayal of her growth. Tears
cascaded like winter rain down my face. Her story unfolded.

Memories swirled, a kaleidoscope of emotions.
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My heart bled with every note and each frame held a piece of my
shattered soul.

The melody became my lament, a symphony of love and longing.

In that day, time stood still, and all that existed was the ache of love,
the sting of longing, and the beauty of memory.

Our relationship was already severely strained, but I had hoped this

gesture would mend the shattered mirror of our trust.

Her birthday dawned, and I sent the video, hoping for heartfelt
gratitude.

The response?

A polite thank you.

Her brevity pierced my soul.
More sharply than I dared confess.

Then my thoughts careened towards her disappearance with the

car and the phone.
The disregard.
The disrespect.

Feeling her trauma, her pain.
Torn between forgiveness and forgetting. My heart lacerated.

I'd already lost one child. Do I really want to lose the other one as
well?

Wasn’t there a shimmer of hope?

At least she was prepared to meet with me, her brother was not?

Confronting my own inner darkness.
My shadows.

The ruins inside my own soul.
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My seeming inability to forge an unbreakable connection with
my two children.
Like some curse.

Thinking of all my attempts at growing, evolving, maturing.
Yet, still falling short.
Failing.

Cycles repeating.
And me, a small boat adrift in a stormy sea.

Then again, my inner resolve.
My inner compass pointing unwaveringly to my true north.

Unshakeable.
Powerful.
Strong.
Unwavering.

Remembering my hypnotherapy session with the 52 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 ...
Then, at that moment in the Caddy, as the sun spilled its first
rays over the majestic mountains behind us:

Keith the catalyst. In action. Powerful. Strong. Throwing me a
lifeline.
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“Apologize,” he whispered gently.
“Relieve ber burden.

Set yourself free.”
His words were oxygen; I inhaled deeply.

The notion of Ester-Marié and me, engaging in a senseless mind
discussion — ‘you said, I said; you didn’t, I did; you’re wrong, 'm
right” — reeked of Hennie’s toxic legacy. I was desperate to set us
free.

I snatched the lifeline.
With every shred of strength.

I clung.
Reborn.

As the sun boldly crested the mountains and claimed the sky, I
heard the shackles shatter. I felt the bonds break.

My soul released a sigh and Divinity took a breath.

As calm descended, my heart dropped a pebble. Its ripples echoed

through stillness, a promise of peace.
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The Space Between
Us

‘ x J ithin the Lanzerac Hotel’s elegant confines, sunlight
streaming through the window bathed me in serenity.

Ancient oak trees, sentinels of peace, towered outside.

Morning’s promise took shape in Ester-Marié's fragile smile,
her trembling hands betraying raw emotion. Her eyes — shad-
owed by inner turmoil — cautiously met mine. They revealed
flickers of fear, hope, and longing. This portrait told a story of

resilience, of a soul bruised yet unbroken.

I stood before the mirror of self-reflection, surrounded by the
tender honesty of my own vulnerability. Acknowledging past
mistakes, I took responsibility. “Regardless of your choice,” 1
declared with resolve, “I have created a new narrative, choosing

to make the best of my new life, one of happiness and freedom.”

My friend, poised to mediate, was taken aback by the unex-
pected magnitude of my declaration. Ester-Marié's gaze locked
onto mine, tears of relief and release streaming silently down
both our faces. “Thank you, mommy,” she whispered, her voice
trembling. “This means everything.”
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In that fleeting instant, time’s veil lifted, revealing the quantum
field’s sacred landscape. The interconnectedness of all things shone
bright, illuminating the path to inner awakening. My soul’s depths
stirred, unfolding into its own infinite potential.

Keith entered, his presence an aura of calm. The delicate guinea
fowl feather in his hand seemed a symbol of fragile beauty. Es-
ter-Marié suggested I call him; she’d like to meet. His interest in
her passion for horses ignited a connection — a sense of common
ground emerged as they delved into stories. Screenshots from rid-

ing lessons revealed moments of her inner world.

Aswe parted, Ester-Marié welcomed Keith’s invitation to the farm.
The magic lingered — introductions to her colleagues, tender

goodbyes.

Beneath the cosmic sky, I surpassed boundaries of time and space.
My princess, once lost, now stood before me, smiling. Her wings

unfurled.
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Rising from the Ruins

Stardust & Soulfire

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 ber Sacrifices in Tears of Cinnamon, Sage and
Myrrb

In the Deserts of ber Desertions
And the Caves of her Captivities
She Stills her Winds
and Smothers ber En-cindered Flames
She Offers ber Sunbows and Rainbeams to the Eye of Day
And Ultra Violets ber Visions in the Blinding Silbouettes of her
Many Midnight Moons

Exhausted to Depletion
She Gathers ber Fragrant Embers
And Finally Combusts bher 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 berself into the
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Rebirth of Resurrection
She Melts ber Myths into Miracles
She Wicks her Wishes into Awakenings
She Smoulders ber Sacrifices into Serendipities

As she Sends ber 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

n the velvety silence, a whispered summons echoed, shattering
I 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-surfing escapades, and stargazing con-
versations under the Karoo’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. With Keith’s catalyst support, car payments vanished,
and the phone contract lapsed. Her car sold within 48 hours, and
flat remnants returned to the farm.
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Keith and I blossomed, nurturing love through laughter, joy, and
tender assurances. Our haven, Free-at-Last farm, flourished with
feathered friends and became a launch pad for adventures. We
embarked on journeys through Port Elizabeth’s winds and Cape
Town’s mountains. Conversations flowed, unearthing traumas,
offering empathy, guidance, and healing. Like my mom and dad,

we navigated life’s journey as soulmates, dissolving disagreements.

Sanctuary shadows danced as we confronted our vulnerabilities,
embracing transformation. Lightness enveloped me. Prophesies
manifested, overwhelming me with gratitude. I died to myself,

rising reborn.
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Desert Dreams and
Daughters

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 fleeting days of pre-pandemic normalcy. Our
world teetered on the precipice, whispers of COVID-19’s omi-
nous threat circulating, yet still unseen.

In this liminal space, our bond flourished, unmasked and carefree.
My heart swelled with pride witnessing Ester-Marié's blossoming
independence; our connection glowed, untainted by lockdowns’

and uncertainty’s looming shadows.

As her thoughtful gestures unfolded, my stay transformed into an
unforgettable experience. Her employer’s complimentary return
flight set the tone, but the true masterpiece was yet to come. The
piece de résistance arrived when air hostesses warmly presented me
with a beautifully wrapped welcome gift, a tangible testament to
Ester-Marié¢'s thoughtful consideration.

As I stepped off the plane, jetlag’s weary grip loosened its hold,
overshadowed by my uncontainable excitement to meet Silver.
Ester-Marié's heartwarming rescue of this former racehorse had
already won my heart; I couldn’t wait to see the bond between
them. Yes, while other mothers’ daughters splurged on Gucci bags
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and designer clothes, my daughter invested in a horse! I gifted
her a custom t-shirt, designed by Keith and me, featuring Sil-

ver’s image and the phrase ‘Home 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 haze,
illuminating majestic dunes and casting long shadows. She rode
Silver, while I mounted the tamest horse in the stables! Ha! Go

figure, I, a novice rider, adored every moment!

Silver’s routines were undoubtedly the heartbeat of my visit,
but Ester-Marié and I also explored the UAE’s vibrant land-
scape: from heart-stopping dune bashing to mesmerizing per-
formances, savoring exquisite cuisine and strolling through

uxurious malls, every moment radiating Dubai’s allure.
| 1l y t radiating Dubai’s all

Her thoughtful gestures, respect, time, gifts and treats are
forever etched in my soul. The reciprocity was liberating. It
seemed she finally acknowledged and appreciated my efforts,
my open hand bridging financial gaps Hennie had ignored. I
finally had a child who reciprocated with kindness and gen-
erosity. Despite our complex history and lingering wounds, it
telt like we were healing. The Law of Giving and Receiving had
apparently left its mark on her heart.

A lingering unease resurfaced as Ester-Marié's words echoed in my
mind: “Mom, at our meeting at Lanzerac, if you'd blamed me, I
would’ve left.” This haunting admission laid bare my deep-seat-
ed fears: being disempowered, silenced, and financially exploited.
Tempted to unravel the past, I chose instead to anchor myself
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in her present kindness. Still, doubts whispered, refusing to be
silenced.

As I arrived, Ester-Marié's recent encounter with someone special
still radiated excitement. Seeing her happy and in love lifted my
heart, and I fervently hoped this new connection would blossom
into a beautiful, healthy relationship, mirroring Keith’s and mine.
This, I believed, would break the cycle of karmic debt, ending
the repetition of trauma and birthing a new legacy for our future

generations.

All too soon, it was time to fly back, and not a moment too soon.
Although I was elated to have attended Ester-Marié's prestigious
graduation ceremony, growing concerns and anguish about her
immediate future as an air hostess loomed, given the looming
threat of the Covid-19 pandemic.

Upon arrival at Cape Town International Airport, I encountered
people wearing masks for the first time. That evening, our pres-
ident announced on national television that South Africa’s bor-
ders would close, grounding all flights. Again, I marveled at life’s

serendipity, how events worked in my favor.

Keith welcomed me back with open arms and a radiant smile. Re-
turning to our beloved farm, I found the same red cardboard hearts
that had once adorned his fridge — symbols of his manifestation
for our perfect union — now tenderly placed on my pillow. A
heart-shaped note beside them read, Welcome home, Sweetie, I love

you.

Sharing the many joyful events and Ester-Marié's precious bond,
I told Keith about our day at a traditional Dubai restaurant, in-
dulging in Sahraa, Dubai’s signature tea blend, and sweet treats.
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But Ester-Marié's words soon turned ominous:

“Mom, I don’t want to frighten you, but I must tell you
daddy’s been barassing me to reveal your location. He’s
building a case against you and will serve papers soon.

Be prepared, mom.”

Oh dear, the gnawing sense of impending doom expected the

inevitable.

Hennie would find me, force me to pay him for life, shattering my

happiness with Keith.

The ugly monster loomed, mouth wide open, ready to devour me.
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The Unwelcome
Visitor

A ssurely 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 fleeting.

No ominous signs foretold the events that would unfold.

One fine day, like any other, Keith and I cozied up together on
the comfortable two-seater couch on our porch, surrounded by
vibrant blooms of lavender and rosemary. We sipped steaming cof-
fee, enjoying the Ronnie Rooster Comedy Show unfolding before
us. The daily spectacle of Ronnie’s proud struts, accompanied by
his harem’s soft clucks and comical chase for juicy bugs, never

failed to delight.

Our vibrant succulent Karoo garden reflected the warm sun’s
golden glow. The melodious calls of Karoo Thrushes, Cape
Robins and Southern Boubous filled the air with their gentle sym-
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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Suddenly, a dust cloud appeared on the horizon, signaling the
approach of a car. Much to our surprise, it turned into our gate,
and Keith 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. People usually relied on Keith to explain the correct

route, which he had done many times before.

The next minute, Keith reappeared, and I immediately saw by the
look on his face that something was amiss. Yet, I was still unpre-
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 words:

Sweetie, I'm sorry to say, but it’s the sheriff. He has
court papers from Hennie that be 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.

Fear 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.”

Gloom descended, I stumbled through the hallway, desperate to
escape. Fingers scrabbling against cool sandstone, I clung to the
wall. Shadows loomed like specters, their darkness suffocating.
The cold, damp air clung to me like a shroud.

I collapsed onto our bed and burst into uncontrollable sobs. Im-
ages flashed through my mind like a Hollywood horror movie.
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Keith, recognizing my paralysis, signed the papers on my behalf.
He returned with a thick sheaf, its pages resembling the lifeless
corpse of my soul — cold, heavy, and reeking of malevolence.

His expression mirrored my dread.
Summoning a sliver of courage, I began to read.

My trembling fingers blurred the words. My throat parched, I
struggled to breathe. Each dreaded word confirmed Hennie’s

menacing promises.

Months ago, Keith drew a firm line in the sand, symbolizing our
resolve. Hennie’s civil claim sought immediate payment of all

subsequent ex gratia arrears, plus costs.

Reeling from the claim’s impact, we mailed the documents to
Natascha. True to her integrity, she promptly phoned back with

reassuring words:

“Elmarie, be’s made a bhuge 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

/))

Natascha executed the Coup de Grace — the fatal blow.
Fast-forward to the future ...

No more court papers from Hennie. Ever.
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The ancient Greeks called it hubris; Eastern philosophies term it
karma. Life’s entropy embodies this timeless principle: toxic seeds
sown in another’s garden ripen into self-destruction. Wisdom lies
in recognizing the inseparable bond between action and conse-

quence.
As we sow, so shall we reap — in our own backyard.
%

Winter’s icy grip on my soul finally released; the first signs of spring
emerged slowly —

I had escaped, dodged the bullet, and was finally free at last.
Or bad 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.

S May 2021 loomed on the calendar, its 5-5-5 configuration
beckoning me toward the mysterious and unknown. This nu-
meric trinity marked the fifth day of the fifth month of a year
whose numbers converged in perfect synchrony (2+0+2+1=5).

Within the intimate space of our talks, Keith and I unearthed
a mysterious affinity — a quiet resonance that linked us to
distinct numerical patterns. For Keith, 555 held significance,
appearing in his phone number. As number 5 on the rugby
field, it also represented balance, change, and freedom — a
triple resonance that etched the number into his identity, like
a subtle watermark.

I, too, had a long-standing affinity for the number 7, and its
triple repetition — 777 — held a special significance. In an-
cient lore, 7 represented spiritual growth, wisdom, and inner
knowing. Its presence felt comforting, a reassuring nod from
Divinity. Our shared experiences wove these numbers into the

fabric of our connection.
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One dayin 2021, I quietly noted 5-5-5 on my Google Calendar.
A gentle nudge within whispered, This date matters. 1 shared
my intuition with Keith, saying, “Sweetie, I feel drawn to 5 May.
Something significant might happen, though I'm unsure what.”

As we entered our third year on Free-at-Last farm, the 7-year
drought gripped the Klein Karoo landscape. Yet, our life to-
gether was a lush oasis. But for me, the parched terrain echoed
memories of my past — arid, harsh, and desperate for relief.

Thunderstorms teased with brief downpours, only to vanish,
leaving dust and disappointment. The parched earth swallowed
every drop, its cracks reopening like unhealed wounds. My own
soul had once mirrored this desolation, but with Keith, I'd
finally found sustenance. And still, I thirsted for more.

When rumors of expected heavy rains surfaced on the morning
of S May 2021, we were skeptical. After all, we’d seen countless
forecasts over two years, only to face disappointment.

We went to bed with thunder rumbling and promises of rain.

The 11:00 p.m. downpour slammed us awake, its fury im-
possible to sleep through. Massive thunderclaps boomed and
crackled, shaking our sturdy farmhouse to its core. Lightning
electrified the darkness, casting eerie silhouettes on our sand-

stone walls.

Our eyes snapped wide, wonder etched on our faces. We lay
there, awestruck, as rain pounded our corrugated iron roof

with deafening intensity.

Brewing coffee at midnight, we huddled together, sleep forgotten.
Thunder rumbled, its low growls vibrating through every cell.
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Lightning flashed, illuminating sheets of water cascading down

parched slopes like liquid silver.

As the storm raged on, our farm transformed. The air crackled
with an electric intensity, filled with the sweet, earthy aroma of
petrichor — the primal scent born when rain kisses dry soil —
and the sharp, fresh tang of ozone.

We’d open the sliding door occasionally, braving the rain to
check on the outbuildings.

At 1:00 a.m., after a brief reprieve, we ventured out in our
4x4, equipped with a bright light. The nearby Olifants River
had burst its banks, with water surging onto the small cement
bridge, threatening to overflow. We inched forward, transfixed
by the churning torrent.

Another downpour drove us back home, seeking refuge. Our
roof leaked, proving the old Karoo adage: ‘Every house has at
least one leak, since it never rains.” We hastily grabbed buckets
and containers to catch the dripping water.

The absurdity of it all brought a smile to our faces. As the
rain paused, the drips from each bucket created their own
quirky melody. Laughter and awe entwined as we sat entranced,
listening to this makeshift symphony.

Morning light crept over the hills at 5:00 a.m. We set out again
in our 4x4 to explore. A nearby dam-burst had transformed the
road into a raging river, with deep chasms and uprooted terrain
blocking our path. Relieved our hilltop home escaped serious

damage, we turned back, humbled by the storm’s power.
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Small rivers flowed down slopes, carrying branches and leaves.
Before our eyes, the Klein Swart River, a usually ephemeral stream
that might go years without flowing, had metamorphosed into a
mighty force. Flooding its banks in full view of our house, it roared

like ocean waves. Our little oasis, once parched, now pulsed with

life.

On our way back, we passed a small dam on Keith’s farm that
had been bone-dry since the day he introduced me to the farm.
Often, driving past it on our way to town, he'd wistfully tell me
that he wondered if he’d ever see it with water again. The last time
he recalled it having any water was over a decade ago.

Well, that morning we couldn’t believe our eyes! As daylight flood-
ed the valley and we could see the surroundings more clearly, we
had to stop our 4x4. We were in shock. Keith’s dam was bursting
its banks!

The rain persisted throughout the morning, then suddenly ceased
at midday, as if the skies had finally exhausted their fury. We
stepped out, awestruck, to measure the deluge: our rain meter had
overflowed multiple times, but careful emptying and recalculating
yielded an astonishing total — 180 mm, surpassing the previous

eight years combined!

As I reflected on our 5-5-5 day, I marveled at the absolute miracle
we’d witnessed: Divinity, in all its majesty, transforming a bar-
ren dam into an overflowing oasis in the blink of an eye. This
breathtaking spectacle etched an indelible message in my heart —

a testament to the power of unwavering faith.

Divinity whispered: Never stop believing in miracles; they unfold in
the most unexpected ways.
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This epiphany infused me with an intoxicating mix of excitement,

anticipation, and elation.

I felt the thrill of possibility, wondering: What other wonders did
2021 hold in store?

The rain poured down like a celestial messenger, heralding the
main event, a grand unfolding that would surpass my wildest

dreams.

Nothing — not even the miraculous dam filling — could have
prepared me for the revelations of 29 November 2021. Divinity,
faithful to its promises, unveiled its plan on an 11-11 day (2+9 day,

eleventh month).

The number 11, symbolizing a divine portal, stood as a gateway
between heaven and earth, beckoning me to step into the un-

known, where bliss and magic awaited.
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Bling and Barefoot on
the Beach

A s I reflect on our serendipitous first meeting on
sun-kissed Strand Beach, I’'m swept back to the thrill
of witnessing Keith the Kite-surfer tame many a tempestuous
wave. Muizenberg, a legendary surfer’s paradise where False
Bay’s shores meet the mountains of Cape Point National Park,

was his playground.

With each gust, he’d harness the wind’s fury, soaring across its
turquoise expanse like a mythical sea-god, his board dancing
on the crest of the waves. Meanwhile, I waded on the beach,
dancing in the shallow waters, music in my ears, carefree and

lost in the moment.

But beneath the surface, another world awaited — one Keith
had long explored as an avid diver and masterful underwater
photographer. His eyes, aglow with wonder, would light up
recounting tales of coral reefs teeming with life, shipwrecks
shrouded in mystery, and the ethereal ballet of marine crea-
tures. I yearned to delve into this realm, to experience the magic
that drew Keith beneath the waves.

Now, as our love story converged with his birthday, I eagerly an-
ticipated the unveiling of Ke:th the Diver — a guardian of secrets
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hidden beneath the Indian Ocean’s surface, a chronicler of the

unseen, and a kindred spirit bound to the thrill of discovery.

Keith, ever the inspired adventurer and outdoor enthusiast, sprang
into action. Before long, we had flights booked from Cape Town,
nestled at the southern tip of Africa, to Durban, a vibrant coastal
city 1,200 km northeast.

Our destination: Coral Divers Resort. This tranquil oasis nestled
outside Sodwana Bay, a protected marine reserve renowned for its
stunning reefs and diverse marine life. With a rented car waiting
at King Shaka Airport, we’d embark on a scenic 300 km journey
north, tracing the Indian Ocean’s coastline. We booked an 8-night
stay in Bungalow No. 9, shrouded by huge trees, the epitome of a

romantic getaway.

As we prepared to escape the Karoo’s summer heat, I envisioned us
immersed in Sodwana’s subtropical paradise. This vacation coin-
cided perfectly with Keith’s birthday on 3 December.

Excited, we departed the farm early on Monday, 29 November
2021. After successfully completing a transformative 29-day juic-
ing cleanse, I was thrilled to mark the occasion with a special

milestone: savoring my first knife-and-fork meal in nearly a month.

The plan: Keith would drop me at the hairdresser and fetch me
later. We'd enjoy seafood at Ocean Basket, a popular international
seafood restaurant chain in Muizenberg, then spend three nights

at his beachside flat before flying to Durban on 2 December.

Thrilled about our first flight together, we looked forward to ex-
ploring KwaZulu-Natal, a province unfamiliar to me. Everything
sounded idyllic. I anticipated sporting a brand new hairstyle with
honey-hued hi-lites!
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We were in high spirits as we left the farm early that morning,
stopping midway for a cappuccino in the quaint village of Rivier-
sonderend, before Keith dropped me oft for my hair appointment
at 1:00 p.m. in Gordon’s Bay.

He kissed me goodbye, expressed a fervent wish to my hairdresser
to create a masterpiece with my hair, and drove oft, presumably
to have another coffee somewhere and keep himself busy until he

could come and fetch me again.
Little did I know!

It had taken Keith six weeks to plan and execute the ‘Big Wedding
Surprise’ and how to turn a well-planned Sodwana diving holiday
into a honeymoon without me suspecting a thing!

The strategy was simple. It had to remain a perfect secret with me
only knowing in the last minute.

Promises of a dinner dance in Cape Town ensured a very special
black dress was packed with shoes and accessories to match. Keith’s
supposed garage clean-up produced a very special and personalized

ring, ready for my finger.

The Big Day had arrived. 29 November 2021. Time target, 4:00

p.m.

Keith sprang into action: Buy champagne, book into the hotel
room, hide all of my cases, clothes, cosmetics and goodies in the
room, with no clue visible. Then, text the marriage officer, pho-
tographer and notary attorney. All confirmed: “We’ll be there at
4:00 p.m. as planned.”

The Ocean Basket & Ocean Breeze Hotel in Strand was about to
have their first ‘Bling & Barefoot on the Beach’ wedding!
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On the dot 3:00 p.m. and I was ready, sporting a brand new hair-
style and looking as sexy as ever (according to Keith)!

Hekept me talking all the way to the Ocean Basket & Ocean Breeze
Hotel. “Lovely hair, sweetie! Who chose the bi-lite colors? Are you
happy with the cut?”

Ridiculous small talk for a man like Keith.

As we arrived, I noticed the hotel’s sign and assumed Keith had
thoughtfully upgraded our casual dinner plans to this picturesque
location. However, my curiosity piqued when he bypassed the

restaurant entrance and led me to the lift instead.

Within minutes, we reached the third floor, and Room 310 beck-
oned. My confusion turned to inquiry: “What’s going on, sweetie?
Why are we here?”

By then, Keith had escorted me onto the balcony, revealing a
breathtaking view over Strand beach and Gordon’s Bay ... The
place we love.

The Plan kicked in.

“Sweetheart, I have only one question to ask you ...Will you marry
me?”

Answer ... “Of course, Sweetie!” ...
And then the Big One landed ...
“Will you marry me TODAY?”

I went into instant ecstatic shock! Keith dashed for the Cham-
pagne. Celebrations began!
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“OF 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 had two more.

The rest is history and we have many pictures that tell the story.
At 3:58 p.m.

Keith and I walked into Ocean Basket ...

And there they were ... Dion, Fanus, and Marianne.

Cameras clicked.

Documents were signed.

Dion blessed our love where sea meets sand.

Keith and I stood barefoot on a small concrete pier, waves rolling

in on either side.
Keith produced the ring ...
And I was in heaven.

By 5:00 p.m. we were the happiest couple to ever get married on
Strand beach, 300 meters from where we had first met!

Our Strand beach, where love unfolded, now cradles the mem-

ories of our forever yes.
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The Courage to be
Vulnerable

A s I floated through the first half of 2022, my spirit soared
with an uncontainable joy. Becoming Mrs. Elmarie Arnold
was like being wrapped in a warm, golden light — every moment
felt sacred, every breath filled with promise. The world seemed to

vibrate at a higher frequency, as if the very fabric of reality had
shifted.

With the gentle whisper of my new surname, I stepped under
the Arnold umbrella, and a whole new destiny unfolded like a
masterpiece. The brushstrokes of fate painted a vibrant tapestry,
weaving together connection, laughter, and adventure. I felt the
gentle rustle of leaves, signaling a new season of growth, as I em-

barked on this uncharted path.

Keith and I had now been woven together for three years, our
bond strengthened by the depths of our conversations. We'd dive
into the tapestry of our pasts, sharing the struggles and hardships
that had once defined us, and marvel at how far we'd come. Our
emotions swelled with gratitude and blessing, knowing that life
had led us to each other.

We both felt that Divinity had saved its most exquisite gift for last:

a connection that not only healed our scars but illuminated our
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futures. And we knew, with every fiber of our beings, that the
best was yet to unfold.

End of June, Keith and I returned from Europe, where we
reunited with Ester-Marié and her husband — the same young
man she’d serendipitously met in Dubai during my 2020 visit.
The pandemic’s flight groundings had altered her path, leading
her to resign and join him in his European homeland, where
they married the previous year. We’'d missed celebrating with
them due to travel restrictions, but were grateful to finally

reconnect.

Our visit to Europe marked a devastating turning point in
my relationship with Ester-Marié. A painful incident erupted
between Keith and Ester-Marié, escalating strain and spilling
over into our own relationship. The rift between us seemed
insurmountable, as if an unbridgeable chasm had opened.

As I reflected on the turmoil, I sensed a dual reality. On one
hand, I recognized the challenges of navigating new dynamics
and life’s stresses. Yet, on the other hand, I couldn’t shake
the feeling that a sinister, unseen force lurked in the shadows,
deliberately sabotaging my relationships with loved ones —
especially my children. This dark presence seemed to suffocate

me, threatening to destroy the very bonds I held dearest.

We celebrated Ester-Marié's 25th birthday, but it was not a hap-
py, carefree one. The underlying thread of conflict was thick
and heavy. Stretched thin, like it could snap at any moment.

Upon returning to the farm, Keith and I immersed ourselves in
raw, soul-wrenching conversations about our complicated rela-
tionships with our daughters. The synchronicity was striking —
Keith’s estranged daughter, just a couple of years older than Es-
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ter-Marié, shared the same birthday, a mysterious thread weav-

ing their stories together.

As we delved deeper, our discussions unfolded like a tender,
yet anguish-filled, dance. Keith’s estrangement from his son
also weighed heavily on his spirit. Together, we navigated the
labyrinthine paths of our past, confronting wounds of trau-
ma, and embracing vulnerability. Our soulful, spirit-to-spirit

exchanges were a sanctuary of compassion and understanding.

In those moments, our connection deepened, our emotions re-
flecting each other’s hurt and resilience. The space between us
dissolved, leaving only an expansive, emotional intimacy. Our
openness and honesty forged an unbreakable bond, a testament
to the transformative power of shared vulnerability.

One morning, soon after we had returned, I found Keith in his
recliner chair in the lounge, where he had gone very early that

morning to do a meditation.

He was in tears, and I immediately sensed that he had had a
divine encounter, an epiphany.

Overcome by deep emotion, he relayed to me,

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. [ want to grow, in spirit and in soul, to become the

best possible version of me.”

That was such a breakthrough for Keith, and I felt a surge of possi-
bility. The expectation of reconciliation with Ester-Marié coursed

through my body!

Yet, despite numerous apologies and pleas for reconciliation, Es-
ter-Marié's replies were noticeably absent, leaving Keith’s emails

and messages unanswered.

I felt deeply saddened by this turn of events. Upon arriving at their
home, we were blessed with a thoughtful gift: Kindle Readers,
carefully placed on our pillows. My spirit had swelled with grat-
itude, and I had envisioned a wonderful time filled with connec-
tion, laughter, and joy.

Yet, once again, I was left perplexed and exhausted by the inex-
plicable turmoil. The wheels seemed to spin out of control, fueled
by my inability to convey to Ester-Marié the hope, joy, and jubila-
tion in my spirit. I envisioned an amazing new life unfolding, but
instead, I stood with empty hands, unfulfilled longings, shattered
dreams, and dashed hopes.
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What If?

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 Buftelsdrift Valley 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 Swartberg Mountains to
the north and the Langeberg-Outeniqua range to the south, a
prophecy stirred. Ready 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 filled my lungs, and Keith’s gentle hand
rested in mine. Our daily walks along the dirt road were a soothing
balm, calming my soul. I'd assumed our life at Free-at-Last was the
pinnacle, the culmination of our dreams.

On this particular sunny winter’s afternoon, leisurely strolling
towards the conservancy gate, the magnificent Klein Karoo land-
scape had taken us captive. A kaleidoscope of colors stretched far
and wide; a masterpiece of Mother Nature.
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Keith 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.

His words ignited elation. Keith, 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.

Keith often acted as a catalyst; 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 — akin
to navigating an obstacle course, where each twist and turn re-
vealed a new challenge to overcome — which would keep me
deliberating for days, weeks, months, or even years. My 24-year
marriage, now in the past, exemplified this trait.

Fortunately, I was now Mrs. Arnold, with a supportive husband
leading by example rather than warning.

Within days, we listed the farm for sale with an exclusive sole
mandate through a trusted friend and invested in a reliable SUV to
replace our troublesome Caddy — a symbolic step toward tackling
the future.

Keith decided to sell two of his Cape Town property investments,
and remarkably, both sold successfully within less than two weeks.

We'd begun the waiting game, as living on a conservancy with rules

and regulations wasn’t everyone’s preference. We'd recognized this
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from the outset, but trusted Divinity’s plan for our lives, and

looked forward to relocating to a fresh start.

Our primary question now became: where exactly would we
move? Divinity 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 Cape Town
while preserving the peace, quiet, seclusion, and privacy we'd en-
joyed at Free-at-Last — essential elements for our new life together.

In co-creating our future with Divinity, we declared our desires:

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

he hunt was on! We were embarking on a new life together,

tull 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 reflection, Keith’s surprise decision shouldn’t have caught
me oft guard. My life had been derailed from its decades-long track,
grinding to a permanent halt. Now, a new platform, train and
tracks lay ahead, chugging toward our vibrant future.

Within days, we discovered Clanwilliam, a charming town in the
Cederberg Mountains, 230 km north of Cape Town, boasting
stunning scenery and the impressive Clanwilliam Dam.

Our bags were nearly packed. In two days, we’d embark on a fun
scouting trip to view shortlisted properties.

That evening, lounging in recliners, our eyes fixed on our phones,
Keith’s voice filled with wonder:

“Get ready for a sleepless night, sweetheart. I'm send-
ing you a link.”
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I opened it, heart racing, and gasped:

A thatched roof house hugged the edge of a tranquil dam
with quiet authority. Green shutters, large windows and lush
vineyards surrounded it, beckoning: I am yours. Claim me.

With trembling fingers, I scrolled through the description and
the listing pictures.

Words leapt out at me on the screen, luring me in: 6 km outside
Tulbagh. A small farm estate, one of five properties, with a
1-hectare dam. Nestled in the Valley of Abundance, where the
Winterhoek and Obiqua Mountains meet, under the shadow

of Saronsberg.

Tulbagh, situated 125 km from Cape Town, and established in
1699, is a town steeped in history.

At its heart lies Church Street, a national monument and one
of South Africa’s oldest streets. This charming street is lined
with beautifully restored Cape Dutch, Edwardian and Victo-
rian buildings.

Each building in Church Street has its own unique story,
reflecting the town’s resilience, notably after the devastating
1969 earthquake that ravaged Tulbagh, measuring 6.3 on the
Richter scale. This historic street is home to several museums,
including the Earthquake Museum, which commemorates that
fateful day, the Oude Kerk (a stunning cruciform church built
in 1743) and the Victorian Period House.

Together, they showcase the town’s rich cultural heritage. A
stroll down Church Street is like taking a step back in time.
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And to top it, this property soared with an eagle’s-eye view from
its dam, overlooking Saronsberg’s majestic slopes as they cascaded

onto the vibrant Klein Berg River, orchards and vineyards.

Surrounded by prestigious wine farms, renowned for their
award-winning wines, this setting offered the ultimate blend of

natural beauty and wine country sophistication.
Sleep eluded us.

We phoned the agent the next morning to arrange a viewing in two

days, en route to Clanwilliam — now demoted to a fun getaway.
Deal done. Packing was effortless, fueled by adrenaline.
We knew Divinity guided us.

We left the farm early on Friday, 29 July 2022, pacing ourselves to
reach the 2:00 p.m. viewing appointment. Every step forward felt
like sleepers being laid, securing the foundation for success, with
the train of our dreams chugging steadily onward.

I prayed fervently for a sign — something concrete, material and
definite, short of miraculous, to shout: Ke:ith and Elmarie, this is

your new home!

My prayer was soon followed by a dramatic change in weather.
Taking the N1-highway turnoff outside Worcester, dark stormy
clouds loomed. As we drove up the R43-road to Tulbagh, a fierce
storm engulfed us!

Perplexed, I thought frantically, wishing for sunshine ... surely this

wasn’t our arrival at the new home amidst turmoil?

Passing Wolseley, clouds dissipated, and I sighed in relief. Riveted
to our seats, we focused on the impending viewing.
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Reliving the moment, my reaction remains visceral — a shiver
of anticipation still dances down my spine, a sensual salsa in
tandem with the beat of my heart — where some experiences

dance on the soul, resounding as a symphony.

As we meandered past wine farms and winding roads, the
scenic route tracing the majestic Obiqua Mountains, I peered
between Keith’s window and windshield. Countless hours of
poring over Google Maps had etched the property’s layout in

my mind.

A rainbow’s splendor caught my eye, its colors radiating bril-
liantly. Simultaneously, the house emerged, bathed in a lumi-
nous halo. The rainbow’s vibrant arc enveloped it, creating a
breathtaking celestial showcase.

Our arrival at 2:00 p.m. synchronized perfectly, placing the

house at the rainbow’s radiant epicenter.
Unashamedly, I burst into tears, elated!

Sweetie, the rainbow ... promises of abundance, prophetic

promises ... depicting a sacred covenant. Here it is!”

Memories of my channeled message at Ronnie’s Sex Shop on 7

November 2018 pulled into my mental station.

My inscription contained the words:

Covenant. Home. Sanctuary. Rainbows. Wa-
terfalls. Butterflies. Consummation. Matrimony.

Union.



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

Long before I knew I'd met Keith, that we’d get married, and that
we’'d be on our way to a property that was now sanctified by a

rainbow.

Divinity aligned. The viewing became a mere formality; we already
knew, even before the agent unlocked the front door.

Our hearts skipped a beat as we took in the breathtaking view: the
dam’s waters mere steps away, home to gliding barbel and bass, and
serene Egyptian geese and weaver nests. Breathless, we drank in the
beauty.

The turn-off to the intimate estate had revealed a charming 1 km
single-lane dirt road, lined with slender saplings of liquid amber
trees. Bare-branched peach trees and lush, dormant vineyards had
unfolded along the winding path, promising new life with the
coming spring. Culminating in this picturesque sanctuary at its

end, the setting oozed serenity.

En route, tiny flocks of rain-soaked guinea fowl had preened them-
selves, releasing soft clucks. A few francolins had made a momen-
tary appearance, darting oft amidst the rain-kissed landscape.

Safety. Peace. Quiet. Seclusion. Privacy. Mountains. Water. Trees.

Keith’s words helped me board the train to tranquility: “Sweetie,
this is our place. We'lll make it happen.”

The agent mentioned resident fish eagles frequenting the dam, and
I fainted.
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Of Sevens and Cycles

O n 8 August 2022, Keith sealed our future by signing the
offer to purchase the farm we had affectionately named
‘ForeverFree’ in Tulbagh. This name, our private pledge, now be-
came a reality. We were progressing from being free at last to being

forever free.

Our hearts beat with anticipation as another milestone ap-
proached. On 1 November, Free-at-Last farm was sold, contingent
upon the buyer’s farm selling by 15 December. Remarkably, after
four months on the market, Keith received just one signed offer,
despite multiple viewings and serious interest. This single offer
presented our only opportunity to leave the Klein Karoo.

The transfer seemed daunting due to the linked transactions. It
was an intricate, interconnected process. Our successful sale de-

pended solely on the successtul registration of our buyer’s farm.

Inspired by Tulbagh’s rainbow miracle, we began packing the
farm. Our faith propelled us forward, despite the daunting task.
We approached each day with purpose, systematically sorting pos-

sessions: some were sold, others stored, and the rest donated.

As we navigated the farm sale, unexpected delays, twists, and turns
arose. Our agent-friend remained guarded, struggling to envision

a successful outcome.
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By this time, we had already reached an agreement with our buyer:
she could move in on 3 January 2023 and occupy the property
rent-free, without paying occupational interest, on the condition

that we could store our furniture in the large double barn.

On 2 January, we would temporarily settle into Keith’s pic-
turesque, fully furnished Muizenberg flat, accompanied by just
our summer essentials. As we awaited the sale’s registration and
ForeverFree’s transfer, I could enjoy watching Keith kite-surf from
our cozy, velvety red couch.

Once we were ready to relocate to Tulbagh, we would meet our
removal company at the farm. We had previously arranged with
the same reliable one-man company that had efliciently moved my
belongings from Oudtshoorn to the Strand and then from the
Strand to Free-at-Last farm. We were amazed that he would be
moving our belongings for the third time.

Keith and I made a brief November trip to Cape Town, with our
buyer’s bank guarantee deadline fast approaching. While renewing
licenses in charming Fish Hoek, Keith received a worrying message
from our agent, advising caution, as the deal’s success hung in the

balance.
To say we were shocked by the news is a gross understatement!

Stunned, we fled the vehicle licensing building and headed to
Muizenberg’s gym, desperate for stress relief.

I prayed fervently, refusing to give up on the miraculous revelation

of the rainbow over the farm!

While driving, Keith knows I decipher registration plate numbers
for synchronistic messages with hidden meaning.
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This day was no exception. We had barely left the parking
area when I spotted my number: an oncoming vehicle with a
registration number containing the sequence -777-, a familiar
sacred messenger from Divinity, igniting my inner knowing. I

marveled at the synchronistic timing!

Then, another vehicle approached, its registration plate also
featuring the distinctive -777- sequence. Within a kilometer or
two, yet another appeared!

What!!?! T couldn’t believe it! Before I could catch my breath, a
fourth car emerged with the same -777- sequence in its registra-

tion number.

By now, Keith was fully engaged, scanning surrounding traffic

for serendipitous numbers!

Then, not only a fifth but also a sixth car displayed the sacred
-777- sequence, just before we entered the gym’s underground
parking area.

Exhilaration enveloped us as we worked out, our spirits soaring
on the wings of wonder. Witnessing six vehicles with the sacred
-777- sequence cross our path in rapid succession, especially
after receiving disheartening news, defied explanation. It was
nothing short of breathtaking providence, a divine convergence
of synchronicities.

Divinity reinforced its message: leaving the gym, within two

kilometers, we encountered the seventh vehicle displaying -777-.

After that, no amount of stressful calls from our agent and
transferring attorney could ever shake our confidence in the

successful outcome of our farm’s sale!
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No matter what reality painted, we had an unshakable, unwaver-
ing, and unadulterated faith that we would move to Tulbagh in

the new year.

As a reward for our faith and courage, even before November’s
end, the guarantees were delivered, and our farm’s registration
process began. Although the new year brought unexpected delays
with our buyer’s farm sale, we took them in stride and kept our

spirits high.

The scent of change wafted through my life like the aroma of
freshly baked bread — warm, inviting, yet tinged with the uncer-
tainty of what lay ahead. As our farm’s sale simmered, the phone
rang, bearing news that would fill my heart with the complexity of

human emotion.

Amidst these exciting events, another significant and meaningful

occurrence took place.

Hennie’s health took a turn for the worse, and Ester-Marié rushed
to South Africain early December to be by his side. After spending
precious time in Oudtshoorn, visiting him daily, she bid him a
heart-wrenching farewell on 9 December, as she needed to return
to Europe for work.

The next morning, she called me in tears to deliver the devastating
news: Hennie had passed away moments earlier.

As I shared Ester-Marié's grief, tears welled up, my heart heavy
with sadness. Treasured memories of Ester-Marié¢ and our past
connection resurfaced, and I felt honored she called me first amidst
her pain. However, Hennie’s passing slammed shut the book on
our turbulent past, its painful chapters finally closed.
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Still, I acknowledged the humanity in his passing, even as I contin-

ued to heal from the scars of our relationship.

In that poignant moment, my past differences with Ester-Mar-
i¢ faded, and only shared sorrow and love remained. My heart
yearned for reconciliation, exposed to life’s delicate balance. Grief
and hope wrestled, testing my faith and resilience.

Keith and I briefly met Ester-Mari¢ in Oudtshoorn during her
visit. I remained hopeful, especially after the -777- miracles, that
Divinity would bring a miracle to our relationship.

Our conversation, though polite, remained superficial. Restora-

tion seemed elusive.

Still, I clung to hope, defying odds, believing our bond could

mend.
Another intriguing development emerged.

Imagine: Tulbagh, only 25 kilometers from Georick’s
Riebeek-West home. The ‘what ifs’ began swirling ...

“No, mom,” Ester-Marié said. “He still doesn’t want to meet with

»

you.

In the crucible of loss and detachment, I reclaimed my life’s deli-
cate thread.

Yet, I realized that boundaries, self-approval, and grace were not
singular conquests, but sacred cycles — ebbs and flows that would

continue to unfold.

Like petals unfolding, my boundaries would bloom and with-
er, requiring constant nurturing. As I navigated self-discovery,
self-approval’s warmth would flicker, testing my resolve. Moments
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of divine guidance, which I call Grace, would ignite, beckoning me

deeper into self-awareness.
I recognized the beauty in my struggles, integral to my journey.
Scarred cycles, perhaps, yet sacred in their recurrence.

In each recurrence, I refined my heart, embracing gratitude and

grace.

As ]I continue to explore, I surrender to the beauty of this ongoing

dance.

In embracing the scars — I find the sacred.
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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 find his way on the intricate roads leading to the
house. He had been there before, and we looked forward to seeing

him again!

We had just enjoyed a delicious cappuccino at our favorite pit stop
in Riviersonderend. As Keith started the car and turned onto the

road, with the indicators blinking, his phone rang.

The caller-ID showed our mover. Not perplexed at all, thinking he
was calling for a final confirmation of the time to meet us the next

morning, Keith answered in high spirits.
But 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 montbs.

1 understand you can’t wait that long. I apologize for leaving you in
the lurch, but this is beyond my control.”

Each sentence landed like a devastating blow, leaving us breathless
and stunned.

We 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 quickly ended.

A dreaded silence enveloped us in the car. We looked at each
other in disbelief, a thousand thoughts racing at breakneck speed
through our minds.

Now what?

We faced a daunting decision. Should we turn back and reschedule
with another company for a future date, stay a while longer in our

flat in Muizenberg?

Or do we attempt the impossible — finding another moving com-

pany on incredibly short notice?

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 27 April, commemorating Free-
dom Day, felt bitterly ironic.

Adrenaline kicked in.

Mixed with a healthy dose of faith and hope.
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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 off.

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
& garag

town, where the pond with the geese are. It is quiet and
peaceful theve; 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! We were perfectly in sync, as usual!

We parked discreetly, away from the fueling station, and began
calling. Within mere minutes, hope and faith started fading, and

adrenaline also started to succumb to numbness.
None 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 Keith in the

car and made my way to the restrooms at the fuel station.
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Coming 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 quickly pop into the quick 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 Keith would be grateful for the water.

As Ilooked up, I suddenly noticed a big moving truck pulling
in to refuel. The sight was out of view from where Keith was
sitting, and in any case, Keith was faced away from the fueling
station; he would never notice this truck that had just pulled
in, right before my eyes!

I felt the familiar tinge, my heart racing, my mouth now even
drier, and butterflies in my tummy. Without giving it a second
thought, I rushed towards the truck.

I quickly explained our predicament to the driver. His puzzled
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 Keith, 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 froze, reading my
expression. In that instant, a flicker 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 finished, Keith had
his finger on the dial pad, waiting for me to read the number.
With bated breath, we waited, and then the call was answered.
Confidently, Keith was told, “Please give me five minutes; I'll call
you back. I just need to check something.”

Those five 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
waiting? But 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.

Promptly, 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 7:00 a.m. and take care

of the relocation.

The quote remained unchanged, so no additional costs were in-
curred. As a matter of fact, everything remained on schedule, ex-
cept that a different company would be handling the move.

Keith and I rejoiced 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 fiction’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.



WOUNDED ROOTS 299

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

StI'OI’lgCI'.

Within its depths lay a spark of resilience, a flame of courage that
flickered 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.
For 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 2023.
Keith and I had only been at ForeverFree farm for a short while.

We were ecstatically happy.



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

I'had hoped that the serene atmosphere of ForeverFree farm would

foster healing and reconciliation in Ester-Marié's heart.

Ester-Marié, her husband, and his parents were coming to South

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 Keith or
be in his company.

They wouldn’t stay over at our place.

Instead, she suggested meeting for coffee 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.

Faced with an impossible choice: speak my truth or sacrifice my
integrity to appease her?

Do I stand up for Keith, for our relationship, and our dreams, or
do I'sacrifice my integrity to salvage a fragile connection with her?

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 alone; Keith

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.

Georick’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 Keith, to see beyond her preconceived
notions and discover the man he’d become.

She didn’t know him, not really.
Not like I did.

AndTknew he wanted to build a relationship with her, to connect
and leave a legacy.

He’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 oft all communication with me, severing our
bond as cleanly as if I had never been her mother.

The finality of her rejection left me reeling.

In the darkness that followed, I couldn’t shake off the haunting
thought: had the bonds of adoption not been broken over us?

Did the sacred cycle of relinquishment still hold sway, unseen and
unwanted by me?

I dared not speak it aloud, but the pain whispered it relentlessly.
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All T yearned for was to love her, to be loved by her, to bridge the

chasm between us.

Yet, in that abyss of sorrow, a spark within me flickered.

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.

For I was a phoenix, risen from the ashes of relinquishment, my

spirit unbroken, my soul aflame.
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.

Unbeknownst 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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Yet, paradoxically, it would become the crucible for my transfor-
mation, refining my spirit, rebirthing my soul, and revealing that

the darkness was not meant to destroy me, but to heal me.



0
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 secker
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
intensified emotional experiences, unveiled concealed truths,

and fated events that would reshape destinies.

Divinity’s gentle whisper spoke:

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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On that night, within the secretive hours of the hidden Moon,
Keith and I 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 I found myself at the
threshold of the great remembering.

The guardians of the underground revealed their mysteries, and I

become one with the labyrinthine web of life.

I embarked on a sacred journey:

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.

1 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.

1 tremble, writhing in anguish, as laments pour forth like a libation

to the sky.

1 cry out, my voice echoing through the chambers of my heart.
1 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.

1 surrender. Bowing to the deep unknown.

Tears fall, a cathartic release.

It is done.
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Footloose and
Feathered

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 off on an epic 45-night journey to Kruger National
Park.

As South Africa’s largest game reserve, Kruger sprawls across
19,485 square kilometers (7,523 square miles) in the northeastern
part of the country, boasting an unparalleled tapestry of flora and
fauna. This iconic wildlife reserve, with its diverse landscape of
grasslands, woodlands and rocky outcrops, is home to a staggering
array of creatures: elephants, lions, zebras, leopards and rhinos
roam free, making Kruger a revered destination for wildlife enthu-

siasts and conservationists worldwide.

Embarking on our epic adventure, we hit the open road in our
trusty 4x4, now affectionately dubbed #ButchTheColt, and lov-
ingly modified by Keith to be our home away from home. We
launched ‘Footloose In Africa’ on our foreverfree.co.za website,
Facebook, Instagram, and YouTube, and had special t-shirts print-
ed.
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With Keith behind the lens and me behind the pen, we were ready
to capture every moment. As our scribe and storyteller, I chron-
icled our journey, while Keith, our ‘imagician’, brought it to life

through photographs and videos.

Our hearts swelled with excitement, gratitude, and wonder as we
immersed ourselves in this adventure! Our minimalist approach
connected us intimately with nature. No caravan, no tent — just
‘The Butch’ and the wilderness. We lived lightly, serenaded by
campfires, starry skies, and the nocturnal orchestra: crickets, frogs,
hyenas, elephants, and owls performing their nightly concert.

As we meandered through the rolling hills en route to Karoo
National Park, our first overnight destination, an intuitive nudge
stirred within me. I felt an overwhelming urge to elevate our jour-
ney beyond mere tracking on Polarsteps, an interactive travel map
that tracked our progress and pinned our memories.

In that instant, a vivid vision of feathers danced in my mind’s eye.
The symbolism resonated deeply, echoing ancient cultures where
feathers represented the spiritual essence of our earthly passage.
Our epic adventure could transform into a poignant reminder to
spread our wings, embracing the freedom and lightness of a bird, as
we navigated the inspirational spiritual landscape unfolding before
us.

As dusk descended upon the campsite at Karoo National Park,
the soft rustle of leaves and chirping crickets serenaded us. While
strolling hand-in-hand, we stumbled upon a delicate, serendipi-

tous ostrich feather.

In thatenchanting moment, an inspired idea took flight. We would
embark on an epic daily quest, surrendering to the Universe’s

magic!
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Our mission was clear: find a feather every day and infuse it
with a heartfelt, soul-stirring message, breathing life into its

gentle form and allowing its symbolism to guide us.

My long-dormant passion for writing began to resurface within
me, like a gentle flame flickering to life. Since being with Keith,
I’d written briefly and designed two websites for us. We’d often
reminisced about my journalism days, and Keith encouraged
me to write more. Yet, something always seemed to block me

from unleashing my writing gift again.

Now, Polarsteps became my creative catalyst, reigniting the
spark within. As we sat together in our luxurious camp-
ing chairs, surrounded by nature’s soothing melodies, Keith
processed his breathtaking photos while I poured my heart
into writing. Words flowed effortlessly, like a river unfolding
its journey. With each post, our awe-inspiring adventure came

alive, and I felt truly alive.

Seven adventure-filled days later, on 11 May 2024, we entered
Kruger Park through the iconic Crocodile Bridge Gate. This

moment inspired a heartfelt inscription on Polarsteps:

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 childbhood memories with bim. 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, baving 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
tmmformoztz’on. Your unwaverin g support and love carry me to new

heights.

1 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. Salute!

As we continued our journey, their legacy led us to a sacred place.
On 19 May 2024, we visited Mlondozi Dam Picnic Site, where my
mom scattered my dad’s ashes in 2008. Despite other visitors, we

felt a deep sense of peace and connection.

The site teemed with wildlife, including kudus, elephants and
barbets. I sat on the rock where she had scattered his ashes and

spoke to him from my heart, a beautiful and emotional moment
shared with Keith.

In that poignant moment, words poured out of my heart:

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.

Ob, 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 bebind, 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 beart, I know that your love will forever be
my guiding light, illuminating the path abead and reminding
me of the precious gift of life we shared together.

Thank you.
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The entire trip after that sacred moment was magical, our daily

Polarsteps inscriptions bearing testimony to that!

As we stepped back into our haven on 19 June 2024, our
45-night, 7,725-kilometer journey had come full circle. Familiari-
ty’s warmth enveloped us, and a deep sense of satisfaction soothed

our souls.

Our Kruger National Park odyssey, a testament to our thirst for
adventure, had left an indelible mark on our hearts. We wit-
nessed golden sunrises, fiery sunsets, and celestial starry nights.
We roamed the savannas, our spirits entwining with the wild,
feasting on nature’s majesty. Discovery’s thrill, wonder’s awe, and

connection’s peace accompanied us.

Now, returning home, our hearts overflowed with gratitude. We
were thankful for open roads, laughter, stories, and memories
etched like stars. We were grateful for experiencing South Africa’s

beauty, wonder, and magic.

Settling back, our souls still wandering, we knew part of us re-
mained in those sacred lands. We were home, truly home, with
deeper appreciation for our sanctuary’s comfort and love. My

fervent wish was that our hearts remained wild and our spirits free.

Every single day of our trip, a feather serendipitously appeared —
each find meticulously recorded on Polarsteps. We were astound-
ed by how this fun quest unfolded, enriching our trip with depth

and meaning.
My final inscription on Polarsteps read:

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 bearts. 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.

1t’s not the destination that defines us, but the journey — people met,
experiences shared, and beauty bebeld.

As one chapter closes, another begins, for in endings lies the promise

of new beginnings, unfolding like a feather’s gentle unfurling.

A single, fallen feather lay unnoticed, its delicate form foreshad-
owing the fragile threads of my world.
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Soul Sisters

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 influence 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. Yet, revered and cherished, still.

At 51, Elbie’s presence painted vibrant colors into my life. With
her arrival, the word ‘sister’ transcended familiarity, embracing the

essence of shared experiences and kinship.
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United by the fierce and adventurous spirit of Aries, our birthdays
merely 4 years and 14 days apart, we emerged as warrior sisters.
Our bond was forged in the cosmic convergence of shared pas-

sions, values, and unbreakable loyalty.

Yet, life’s trials can fray even the sturdiest relationships. My di-
vorce sparked an emotional earthquake, shaking the foundations
of our relationship. Estrangement followed, a heartbreaking af-
tershock.

Four years later, on 28 August 2021, we marked the anniversary
of our first meeting.

Keith and I stood in Muizenberg, bathed in warm sunlight, with
a gentle breeze whispering through. Seagulls soared above as the
ocean’s tender lap stretched before us. With hearts full of love,
we released my mom’s ashes into her beloved ocean. Carrying her

love and legacy out to sea, we set her spirit free, one with the waves.

Honoring her final wish was a bittersweet moment, as T had clung
to the physical remnants of our bond, finding it excruciating to
relinquish the last tangible connection. Even after leaving Oudt-
shoorn, the ache of her absence lingered. Yet, in this instant,
something felt synchronistic, as if Divinity had orchestrated this

moment.

This ethereal convergence coincided with Mom Doreen’s birth-
day, a serendipitous alignment that resonated deeply. Keith
sensed my vulnerability and offered gentle guidance:

Sweetie, there's something extraordinary about your bond with
Elbie. The past is in the past. Perbaps it’s time for a fresh start in
your relationship. Reach out to her.”



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

His 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. We’ve explored new depths, ventured
into uncharted territories, and continue growing together.

Yet, in existence’s grand tapestry, tragedy strikes unexpectedly. Fate
chose Elbie to deliver soul-crushing news at 8:01 p.m. on 16 July
2024, unleashing a stellar tempest: The Phoenix consumed by fiery
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-fire 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 be committed suicide ...
He hanged bimself in a tree ...

I'm so sorry, my sis ...

1 wish I could take this bitter cup from you ...

But, unfortunately, it bappened ...”
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The vile darkness torments me.
Mauls me with flashes of memory.
Lacerated from my heart’s sanctuary.
Yet, I possess no heart.

It has been pulverized.
Obliterated.

One devastating strike.
Disemboweled.

My soul’s entrails dislodged.

A ferocious fiend unleashed.

My life-force succumbs.
Numbness infiltrates its venom.
Gouges into the abyss of despair.
It’s too much.

I cannot bear.

I release a mournful wail.

Oblivious to my own torment.
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Remnants

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 five years, yet he would never greet me there.

Keith was quiet, supportive, and kind.
How else? I thought thankfully.

My first impressions of the property: a lush, green garden.
Many dogs. And a broken lady inside the house.

Our eyes met, and our pain merged; our sorrow multiplied.
Grace intervened, saving us both. I listened with compassion and
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understanding, finding 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
flat.

Keith and I ventured outside. Just the two of us. The storm still
raged, expressing its fury and temper.

My first glimpses of the tree — The Tree.
Sentinel of his sanctuary.

I cannot bear.

It’s too much.

I stagger inside.

A somber waltz through Georick’s abode. A heartbreaking re-
quiem.

The familiarity of the scene: chaos married with artistic flair.
Unique and striking art pieces flung against the walls. Others
perched on the rafters.

Amidst the whimsical wreckage, dirty dishes drowned the sink.

A few glasses half-empty with red wine. Plates and bowls with
half-eaten food.

Cigarette butts. Many. Spilled from the ashtray. Neglected and
forgotten.
How else? I think wistfully.



REMNANTS 321

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.

Sofia’s doggy basket. Cozy with a warm blanket. Her vet’s pre-

scription within reach.
He had captured her heart; they were an inseparable pair. Now,

Sofia waits, confused and concerned, for Georick’s return.

Employment papers in disarray on a shelf. Congratulations on
your appointment. Art consultant on an international ship. Soon
to board. Id-pictures. Reeking of fear to leave the familiar. I inhale
the trepidation that clung carelessly to the papers.

Desperate for relief, my gaze settles upon a framed photo of my
mom. Radiantand carefree in her youth. Nestled in its special spot.

I cannot bear any more.

It’s too much.

Now, to the morgue to identify his body. The drive seems endless.
The storm still rages.

Keith is quiet, supportive, and kind.
How else? I think thankfully.

The moment I lay eyes on him.
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My womb ruptures.

He looks asleep. Peaceful. Like he will open his eyes any moment

now.

The umbilical cord wraps itself around my throat.

It constricts. Mercilessly.

A noose of memories and echoes.

Then it violently severs.

The savage animal unleashes a mournful wail in the sacred room.

The ferocious fiend flees the darkness. Desperate to escape the

travail of sorrow.

It’s too much to bear.

The finality 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 first glimpses of the tree — The Tree.
I cannot bear.

It’s too much.

Tll revisit. Later.
Xk k

Suddenly, Georick is here.

In the sacredness of the moment.
As I rest the shattered eyes of my heart on The Tree.

His eyes lock onto mine.

With a gentle smile, and a subtle tilt of his head, he guides my gaze
to The Tree.

And delicately engraves the depths of his final act on the sacred
slate of my consecrated spirit.
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The Tree stands tall.

Her thick branches stretching towards the sky like embracing
arms.

Her beautiful green leaves rustling in the gentle breeze.

Her eternal purpose and role are to provide shelter, shade, and
sustenance for all who seck refuge beneath her boughs.

Her roots delve deep into the earth, anchoring her in stability
and strength.

Her leaves reach for the heavens, symbolizing growth, renewal,

and the connection between heaven and earth.

She is a guardian of the natural world.

A wise and gentle sentinel.

A silent witness to the passage of time and cycles of life.

Her eternal purpose is to nurture, protect, and inspire all who
encounter her splendor — and Georick is her blessed and most

precious companion.

The Tree understands without bounds.

Her wisdom and her knowledge reach their ethereal branches
far beyond the earthly world of limited understanding.

She transcends the limits of time and space.

She knows.

The torture chamber of his suffering.

The prison of his self-created addictions.

His insurmountable fear of impending change.
The bondage of his choices.

She knows it all.

The Tree bears testimony.
Her multitude memories of moments.
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Georick sitting on his patio.

The ashtray overflowing.

Her expansive and towering presence on his doorstep.
Gazing upon her majesty.

Thinking, contemplating.

Wrestling, suffering.

Within reach of her and her branch.

The mother of his soul.

Soothing him.

Stretching out the branch of liberation.
Reaching out to him.

Extending her sacred invitation.

Until.

He couldn’t take it any longer.

He couldn’t see the way forward.

Until there was no other way.

She was the only way.

The Tree knows about predestined events.

About prophetic destinies.

About the ultimate threshold between life and death.
The ultimate portal that connects the eternity of it all.

325

The seeds of promise that was buried in the soil of her earth,

carried the prophecy of Georick’s final act.

In that moment, that utterly sacred moment, she became the

bridge.

Her branch the golden steps.
Offering Georick the passage.

His ticket onto the voyage of forever.
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Georick instills in me the knowingness of his courage. His fears.
His entrapment. His desire to be set free.

I instill in myself the knowingness of my courage. My fears. My
entrapment. My desire to be set free.

I bow before The Tree.

At her ultimate altar of self-sacrifice.
Her ground is holy and sacred.

I render my tribute to her.

Mother to Mother.

I offer her the scarred gifts of my mortal motherhood.
My failures.

My flaws.

My fears.

My fragmented self.

I bestow my gratitude upon her.
I honor her immortality.

She is the Eternal Mother.

She adopted my son.

Loves him as her own.

The firstborn fruit of my womb.

Thank you, Mother.

She stretches out the branch of liberation.
She reaches out to me.
She extends her sacred invitation.

She is now the mother of my soul.
Adopting me.

Loving me.

Soothing me.
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I comprehend.

I expand.

I eat from the fruit of The Tree.

Her taste is unlike anything I’ve ever tasted.
Bitter-sweet in the sacredness of her juiciness.
I savor her with abandon.

She nourishes me.

I commit to nurturing my own growth and well-being.

Just as she nurtures the growth and well-being of all living things.
I promise to cherish and protect the Earth.

To honor her cycles and rhythms.

And to celebrate the beauty and wonder of her creation.

In this sacred space, I offer my gratitude to Mother Earth.

For the abundance of blessings she has bestowed upon me.

I'vow to reciprocate her love and generosity by being her guardian.
A protector of her resources, and a champion of her beauty.

As thunder’s vibrations resonate deep within my soul.
I feel my son’s loving essence.
A gentle whisper in the midst of the storm.

Our eternal bond.
Forged in the depths of creation.
Continues to evolve and flourish.

I cherish the 33-year odyssey we shared.
A tapestry.
Woven with laughter, tears, and the whispers of our hearts.

Even in the silence of the past five years.
Our love remained.
Its former brightness softened to a gentle glow.



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

Together.

We shall journey on.

Two souls.

Bound by an unbreakable cord.
Our connection.

A testament.

To the immortal power of love.
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Forever Georick

My dearest Georick,

As Twrite 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,
1 remember you with a gentle soul and a beart full of love and
compassion. Your artistic expression was a reﬂectz’on of your inner
beauty, a manifestation of the creativity that flowed through your
very being.

1 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 secks
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 beantiful memories
we created.

Lacknowledge 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 beart 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.

he mirror lay shattered, its silvered glass splintered into a
thousand shards. Each shard reflected a fractured piece of
my soul, like a prism’s scattered facets. Light refracted through
the prism, exploding into a kaleidoscope of colors — vibrant reds,
blues and greens. Each color represented a different aspect of my
identity, but I was utterly unable to merge them into a unified

whole.
The fragments felt like razor-sharp glass, cutting my heart.

As I reflected on this inner turmoil, my broken mother’s heart
overwhelmingly took dominance. Memories and emotions flood-
ed my heart, unleashing strong emotions that shattered and over-
powered me. I recalled my journey with Georick, tracing every
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step, every crossroads we'd reached. Each crossroads led us closer

to the inevitable.

I had respected his boundary and accepted his choice of no con-
tact. I never wanted to repeat Hennie’s legacy of forcing himself on
others, manipulating and controlling them. I didn’t want to stifle
Georick’s growth or independence. I thought if I couldn’t bring
out the best in him, our relationship would be meaningless.

I had opted out of the fights, ugly words, pressure, hurt and
pain that would have defined our relationship. My principles and
values, forged and tempered during my Oudtshoorn years, had
become unshakeable. I couldn’t imagine surrendering my truth
and voice to meet forceful expectations.

In 2019, through my divorce, I emerged radiant, ecstatically happy,
liberated, and empowered. Though the journey exacted a steep

price, I triumphantly claimed my freedom and authentic voice.

Hard-won lessons, forged in fire, now illuminate my path. Com-
promising my values to appease Georick would have buried me
under the crushing weight of judgment and criticism, silencing
my soul. Instead, I chose courage, reclaiming my authentic self —

scars, imperfections and all.

It was a conundrum, an impossible choice. Internally torn be-
tween fragmented personalities, each vying for dominance, I knew
upholding my values would have made Georick and me irreconcil-

able.

Until 16 July 2024 I had carefully weighed the potential con-
sequences, aware of the accountability that might follow. I had
prepared myself for various eventualities, envisioning worst-case

scenarios to steel my resolve. I had imagined car crashes, fatal acci-
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dents and severeillnesses, but suicide had remained an unthinkable

possibility.

One shattered reflection of the prism consoled me. Georick’s pass-
ing was a deliberate choice, not shaped by forces beyond his con-
scious control. He elected to end his life. It was a voluntary deci-

sion, free from external coercion.

Another reflection posed that Georick’s struggles were shrouded
in secrecy, his cries for help going unheard. Isolated and without a
lifeline, he wrestled with unbearable pain, his inner turmoil esca-
lating until the weight of his suffering became too great to bear.

Shattered questions lingered. Could I have saved him from his
desperate escape, or would our complicated past have exacerbated
his pain, pushing him beyond what he could endure?

And then another shattered reflection. The release. A weight lifted.
I’m finally free from worrying about Georick! My inner dialogue,

now silenced, used to echo:

Is Georick okay? Is he happy? Yes, of course be is! He’s
thriving, living bis dream as a celebrated artist in
Riebeck-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.

Another shattered fragment: the adoption theme continues to
haunt me, marked by fruitless struggles to form lasting bonds
with my children. Both my children had distanced themselves,
echoing my own decision to keep Mom Doreen at arm’s length.
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I had invested exclusively in my relationship with Elbie. Now, the
unimaginable has occurred — my son has taken his own life!

A day after Georick’s passing, a one-hour-long call from Europe
had unleashed a brutal and merciless verbal assault on me as a
mother. Scathing words had ravaged my character, integrity, and
truth with contemptuous disrespect.

Reeling from the pain, I had stood resolute, my voice steady and
unwavering. Yet, inside, I had shattered into a million pieces. The
chasm between us had gaped wider, deepening into an infinite,
dark expanse — a seemingly bottomless void with no boundaries
and no end.

That call had felt like a final, crushing blow. Dealing with its after-
math had been almost worse than coping with Georick’s death. It

had added to my shock and trauma.

I had already lost one child to the afterlife, and within hours, I
had lost the other to the world. The weight of this dual loss had
threatened to consume me, leaving me gasping for air in a sea of
unrelenting grief.

The hauntingly familiar questions swirl. What’s the purpose of
these fractured relationships? Is it a legacy of hurt, a cycle of re-
jection or an opportunity for soul growth?

Another shattered fragment. Ester-Marié¢ had shared with me,
shortly after our visit to Europe, the profound moment when she
had phoned Georick and offered a heartfelt, sincere apology for the
pain she had inflicted upon him during their childhood. She had
recounted the immense emotion they had shared, and how they

had both wept tears of tremendous release.
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I had found profound solace in the thought that the trauma of
their childhood, once a seemingly insurmountable obstacle, had
been overcome. Against all odds, they had found forgiveness,

healing, and unconditional love.

My own pain, stemming from being excluded from their re-
union and witnessing the rebirth of their relationship from afar,
had paled in comparison to the relief that they had embarked on
a poignant journey of redemption.

Yet now, I found myself torn asunder in a sea of intense pain and
longing. How I yearned to have had a unified experience with
both my children. To have been part of a bond where the three
of us enjoyed an immense relationship: a mother and her two
children, happy, engaging, laughing, sharing, making memories.

And also, the agonizing thought, why hadn’t he reached out to
Ester-Marié at the end? I have no way of knowing what their
relationship was like right at the end of his life. I am only left

with the gaping hole of secrecy, exclusion and uncertainty.

Then, yet another shattered fragment. Grace, my constant com-
panion, heals my deepest wounds with infinite love and compas-
sion. As gratitude swells, abundance gently overflows, nurturing

my soul. In this realm of Grace, life’s clarity reveals itself.

Both my children have forged their unique paths, and I respect
their choices, acknowledging their autonomy. I release con-
trol, focusing on my own journey, trusting that they’ll navigate
theirs.

The deepest truth resonates within me. If given the choice, I'd still
choose this life, trials and triumphs alike, for a mystical certainty

fills my soul. I've experienced undeniable miracles, woven into my
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journey by a force beyond human comprehension. I've witnessed,

lived through, and marveled at these divine moments.

As I embody this truth, the eternal refrain echoes within:

All is well with your soul. It is as it should be.

The urge to reassemble the past dissolves, surrendering to the so-
lace of acceptance, freeing me from the weight of what could have

been.

With an open and willing heart, I consecrate a sacred vow: to sur-
render unconditionally to the divine presence that resides within
me — to wholeheartedly trust its tender whispers, its comforting
presence, and its radiant light. These sacred whispers guide me
forward with prophetic cadence, illuminating the mysteries of my
journey.

In the sacred geometry of an open heart — in the depths of my
sorrow — with the unbearable weight of loss, Divinity draws near.

On 19 July 2024, I receive a surprise call from one of Georick’s
closest friends. Despite over five years of silence, I instantaneously
recall our shared laughter and camaraderie. In this singular mo-

ment, our connection feels timeless.
The friend’s words unfold like a sacred scroll:

(A brief pause settles in, as we both struggle to contain our tears,
the shared weight of grief and sorrow resonating deeply across the
distance)
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“Elmarie, with your open heart and mind, I feel
comfortable sharing this intimate experience. Yes-
terday morning, 1 woke up with a vivid, heart-felt
knowing that Georick’s spirit was with me.”

(My mind reels, familiarity washes over me — gooseflesh, rapid
heartbeat, anticipation. The moment turns sacred, heavy with
expectation, as if Divinity pauses, poised on the cusp of reve-

lation)

“And be said to me: ‘Please don’t burden my jour-

»

ney forward with your tears.’

(The tears well up, a dam fast filling within me. I struggle to
bear the weight of Georick’s words, yet his presence envelops
me, comforting and close. He’s here. I feel him)

“And please search for my mom, find her, and

»

make contact with ber.’

(My heart skips a beat, shocked by Georick’s request. My throat

constricts, breath caught, numbness spreads. What’s coming?)

“Tell ber that I'm sorry ... I see now where I had
been stubborn and made foolish choices. I was so

0

short-sighted.



FOREVER GEORICK 337

(My waters break, flooding me. Scalding tears burst forth from my
desecrated chest. My womb contracts in spasms as I give birth to

forgiveness’s cathartic flood)

»

“UAnd I'm deeply sorry for the pain I've caused her...

(Georick’s vulnerable words sweep me away in a sea of sadness and
longing. I’'m riding a riptide of primal emotions, tossed between
jagged rocks of regret and undertows of longing)

In this transcendent instant, Divine Grace gathers my shattered
fragments, transmuting them beyond mortal comprehension.
With celestial might, she scatters the shards across starry expanses,

kindling a stellar nursery within my soul.

Georick’s cosmic DNA merges, and a radiant newborn star is
birthed. It shines resplendent, illuminating my inner skies with
brilliant light. Tears of mutual sorrow transform into stardust. It
dazzles with forgiveness, love, and victory, refracting rainbow hues

across the heavens of 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.

1 shall not burden your path with my tears,
Lve set you free from my anguish and fears.

1 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.

— Mom
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The Primal Trauma

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
adropletin the cosmic ocean, merging with the infinite expanse
of existence. Every 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 thatI am an
incarnated soul, intentionally embodied to explore specific themes
and experiences. Wisdom, 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 participantin the infinite ocean of existence, transcending

identity, geography, and material existence.

My many mystical experiences all elude the grasp of language.
They exceed my capacity to fully comprehend their profound
impact and significance. Yet, with each sacred encounter, I stand
in the presence of something infinitely greater than my own
mortality, and surrender becomes effortless. As my soul bursts
forth, I am granted increased resilience and capacity to navigate
my life’s complexities with renewed faith, obedience and passion.

Navigating these realms, I consistently receive more than I antic-
ipate. The golden thread of Grace that weaves our paths together
reveals that Keith, 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.

17 October 2024, an Aries Super Moon night — the fifth and
final Super Moon of 2024 — 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. One
misstep, one careless breath, and I'd be lost in the dark depths of
my own despair.

But I had come too far, fought too hard, to let the darkness win.
Each time I'd faced the darkness, I'd emerged, scarred but stronger,
my spirit tempered like steel in the fire. And now, as I basked in the
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warmth of my happiest life with Keith, 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 Mountain. As I nestled on the bed behind
Keith, he became a mythical sanctuary, an otherworldly haven
shielding me from my visions’ tempests.

In ancient Greek mythology, the Omphalos was a sacred stone
marking the center of the world, connecting heaven and earth. As I
cowered in the shelter of his presence, Keith embodied this symbol
of strength and unity, becoming my own Omphalos — a pillar of
comfort and solace in the turmoil. I was the fragile soul clinging to
its solidity, finding solace in its unwavering presence.

As I pierced the veil, sheltered by the protective curve of Keith’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 Omphalos, 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 Keith, my arm wrapped around
his side. Clutching onto him like a newborn in a womb-like sling.
As if T 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 flooded me were overwhelming: paralyzing fear,
crippling anxiety, earth-shattering depression, intense hopeless-

ness, excruciating loneliness, and utter abandonment.
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Words faltered, inadequate to capture the depths of my anguish.

When my lifelong guardians, my words, fled in the face of this fero-
cious encounter with Truth, I knew with the deepest sense of inner
knowing that I was birthing the unfathomable: 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 Keith’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 first breaths in
a world that seemed determined to suffocate me. Every 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.

But there was only silence. Only emptiness. Only fear. Only paral-
ysis. Only abandonment. In that desolate landscape, the demons
of depression loomed, their dark tendrils reaching out to snuff out

my fragile flickering flame.

Yet, 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 flowed through my tiny veins like

liquid fire.
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I felt it with every fiber of my being: the weight of courage, born
from the sheer force of will that had propelled me through those
first, perilous days.

In the moment I took my first breath, I knew I had to let go
of the fragile, frightened soul that had been Marenda Koch. As
I exhaled, my life force began to ebb away, a fleeting flicker of
existence suspended between the worlds.

In that moment, my sense of self shattered. My 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. For five eternal days, L hung

suspended. A soul without a name, a heart without a home.

I was Baby X, a temporary designation, a placeholder for a life yet
to be claimed.

The fires of transformation burned away the remnants of Marenda
Koch, 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. Fred and Corrie
Coetzee, those earthly angels, enveloped me in their boundless
love. With every tender touch, every whispered promise, and every
nourishing drop of their devotion, they coaxed me back into be-

ing.

As Elmarie Coetzee, I arose, reborn of their unconditional love,
forged in the fire of their parenthood, and tempered into a resilient,
shining soul. Strong enough to withstand life’s trials, yet forever
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branded - seared with the fierce imprint of the crucible’s trans-

formative fire.

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 Marenda Koch and Elmarie Coetzee — 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

fierce and transformative fire that had shaped me.

My mother’s fear and shame was an energy that hung in the de-
livery room, a palpable, suffocating presence that seemed to seep
into every pore of my being. It was the judgment 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 rejection and abandonment.
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Yet, despite the severed cord, despite the trauma and the pain, I had
pushed on, driven by a fierce 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 finally 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 first time, the fullness of my expe-
rience 23 years ago, as I had first shared in an earlier chapter.

On 16 November 2001, when I had felt the inexplicable pull to
visit the local cemetery and had received this profound message:

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 eartbly
realm — and anoint you with the awe-inspiring fragrance of My

pV€5€}’ZC€.

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

Yyou.

1 have faith in you. Let it sink in ...
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As the intensity of those fleeting glimpses of eternal truth subsided
during the course of the evening, I knew with utter undeniable
certainty that, when I awoke on 18 October 2024 and beyond, I
would emerge transformed, forever changed by the experience.

The promise whispered to my heart 23 years ago — Eljoshijka, My
gift to you is the faith I have in you — had finally 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

n a garden where sunlight painted the petals of roses, sun-

flowers, and daisies, a lone flower bloomed under the silvery
gaze of the moon. This was Eluna, a young Moonbloom with
petals as delicate as stardust and a fragrance that sighed her soft
secrets to the moonlight.

The roses unfolded their petals at dawn, the sunflowers
stretched towards the sky at noon, and the daisies danced in
the breeze at dusk. But Eluna felt different. She sensed that her
own beauty was tied to the mystery of the night, and that her
petals unfurled under the gentle light of the moon.

The other flowers, with their sun-kissed petals and vibrant
colors, looked at Eluna with curiosity and confusion. They had
never seen a Moonbloom before, and they couldn’t help her,
for they themselves would never understand. They bloomed in
the sun, their beauty tied to the warmth and light of the day.
Eluna, on the other hand, bloomed in the moon, her essence
woven into the mystery and magic of the night. Two different

worlds, two different realities.

As the days passed, Eluna found herself wandering the garden,
searching for a sense of place among the sun-kissed blooms. She’d
watch the way the light danced through the petals of the roses, and
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the way the sunflowers stood tall, their bright yellow faces forever

turned towards the sky.

But no matter how hard she tried, Eluna couldn’t shake the feeling
that she didn’t quite fit. Her petals, delicate and pale, seemed to
glow with an otherworldly light, and her fragrance, sweet and
heady, was like nothing else in the garden.

She began to wonder if she was a mistake, a bloom that had some-
how gotten lost in the wrong garden, under the wrong sun.

One fateful night, when the moon hung low and full in the sky,
Eluna felt an inexplicable restlessness. She had wandered the gar-
den for what felt like an eternity, searching for a sense of belonging

that always seemed just out of reach.

Tired of walking circles around the same trodden paths, Eluna
yearned for something more. She sensed it, a whispered promise
that lingered just beyond the edge of her perception.

And so, with a gentle rustle of petals, Eluna set out into the night,
letting the moon’s silvery light guide her. It was then that she
stumbled upon a hidden path, overgrown with vines and shrubs,
yet shimmering with an otherworldly allure.

The leaves parted as she touched them, revealing a winding trail
that beckoned her forward. With a sense of wonder and trepida-
tion, Eluna followed the path, her petals unfolding like wings as

she walked into the unknown.

As she journeyed deeper into the forest, the trees grew taller, their
branches tangled with glittering silver threads. The air was filled
with the sweet scent of blooming Moonblooms, their delicate
petals swaying in the moon’s gentle breeze.
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Eluna’s heart skipped a beat as she caught sight of the first Moon-
bloom. She felt a jolt of surprise, followed by a wave of elation that

threatened to overwhelm her.

Tears of joy pricked at the corners of her eyes as she realized she
had finally found her tribe — the Moonblooms. They were just
like her, with petals that shone like moonlight and fragrances that
whispered secrets to the night.

Eluna felt a deep sense of belonging, as if she had finally come
home to a place she never knew existed. With a sense of wonder,

she reached out a petal to touch the delicate bloom beside her.

Among the Moonblooms, Eluna discovered that her uniqueness
was nota curse, but a blessing. Her light was not just a reflection of
the moon, but a beacon that illuminated the path for others. Her
fragrance was not just a sweet scent, but a reminder of the magic

that lay just beyond the edge of her everyday world.

As Eluna danced among the Moonblooms, her petals shimmering
with an ethereal radiance, she felt the very fabric of reality shift
and weave around her. The stars twinkled in rhythm with her
footsteps, and the moonbeams swirled around her like a celestial

cloak.

In this mystical realm, Eluna found her true self, her true voice,
and her true place in the world — among the Moonblooms, where

magic was woven into the very essence of her existence.
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A Gift of Thorns

A- s I emerged from the rebirth of my own birth trauma, I
expected to find solace in the light of liberation. But instead,
I felt the pendulum of pain swing not towards peace, but towards

an even greater despair.

I had finally exposed the fury and brutality of the primal trauma,
the epicenter of my deepest pain. Acknowledging it, I thought,
would bring me freedom. But the truth, however, was far more
devastating: unshackling my deepest wound plunged me into the

darkest depths of my own psyche.

In the days following my fierce encounter, I found myself an emo-
tional mess — constantly crying, often for no reason. It was as
if the floodgates inside me had been opened, and somebody had

forgotten to close the sluices after that Super Moon evening.

As I navigated the aftermath of my encounter, I realized that my
emotional turmoil wasn’t a response to past experiences like Mom
Doreen’s relinquishment, Georick’s death, or Ester-Marié's rejec-
tion. This time, I knew I was confronting my own buried and

burdened emotions. This pain was mine to own and process.

I stumbled out of that raw experience, reeling from the inde-
scribable depths of the grief I had long suppressed. Though I'd

occasionally confronted aspects of my adoption over the years, I'd
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never fully delved into the trauma of that experience. The

weight of my unexamined emotions was crushing.

As I emerged from that emotional tumult, I began to realize
that I’'d been living in a state of emotional anesthesia for far too
long. And so, as I stood at the precipice of my sixth decade, I
was struck by the realization that I'd spent a lifetime intermit-
tently addressing, yet never fully confronting, the very thing
that had most ineradicably scarred me.

The wound of my adoption, inflicted upon me at the mo-
ment of my birth, had been an enduring ache in my life. It
was a wound periodically dressed and bandaged, but never
deeply examined or healed. This realization sparked a sudden,
all-consuming quest to search for answers. I felt an inexplicable,

magnetic pull toward the stories of fellow adoptees.

For the first time ever, and for an entire week, I immersed
myself in heart-wrenching, soul-stirring accounts on YouTube.
I sat transfixed, listening to their experiences and gaining pro-

found, life-altering insights into the complexities of adoption.

Their struggles, pain, and resilience resonated violently within
me. I was consumed by unrelenting grief, crying uncontrol-
lably, unable to stem the torrent of tears.

AsI navigated the turbulentlandscape of my emotions, sharing
videos and my innermost thoughts, Keith and Elbie stood as
unwavering pillars of support. Their calm and gentle presence
was a balm to my frazzled emotions. Their empathy and under-
standing wrapped around me like a warm blanket, validating
my feelings and reassuring me that I wasn’t alone.
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Together, they crafted a sanctuary of safety and acceptance, a
space where I could unravel the tangled threads of my emotions

without fear of judgment or rejection.

Yet, even Keith and Elbie couldn’t conceal their shock and
disbelief as they witnessed my pain. Their unfiltered reactions
reflected the common misconceptions about the adoptee ex-
perience — a stark reminder that the complexities of adoption
are often misunderstood. Their responses, though genuine and
well-meaning, highlighted the pervasive myths surrounding
adoptive families.

Many view adoption as a benevolent act, a gift that delivers
the adoptee from the abyss of future trauma. But my journey
exposed a more harrowing reality: adoption inflicts a ravaging
wound, one that throbs with a raw, unrelenting pain.

This wound demands acknowledgment, understanding, and
validation, yet the assumptions of others — however well-in-

tentioned — serve only to exacerbate the agony.

Their silences and platitudes are a brutal hand clamped over
the adoptee’s mouth, stifling our anguished cries and strangling

our truth.

Adoption, touted as a gift, arrives wrapped in thorns that shred
the adoptee’s heart.

The accompanying card, penned in the blood of both birth

mother and child, 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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This vile silence and stigma perpetuate the wound, a constant
reminder that the adoptee’s truth is an inconvenient reality,
better left unspoken.

As I wrestled with the darkness that had strangled me for so
long, I began to see that my story was part of a larger, more
devastating narrative. The YouTube videos triggered a cascade
of epiphanies that hit me wave after wave, crushing over my

soul in tsunamis of revelations.

I felt an overwhelming sense of connection, as if I'd finally
found the missing piece of myself. Every word resonated deeply,

echoing my own experiences and emotions.

A whole new world blossomed before me, and I finally felt at
home. I had become the embodiment of my own creation, Elu-
na the Moonbloom. My petals had finally found their home,
and I could now blossom into my true self under the gentle

light of my inner moon.

As I delved deeper into the mysteries of my adoption, I discov-
ered hidden truths within myself that eviscerated everything I
thought I knew about myself, my life, and the people 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.

This cancerous narrative has echoed through the silent chambers
of my inner being, shaping the topography of my sense of self and
my ability to form relationships. My relationships have often felt as
delicate as a spider’s web, vulnerable to the slightest tremor. This
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fragility reflects the deep-seated fears and insecurities that continue

to infect my relationships and sense of self.

Truth No. 2: The echoes of this early trauma have re-
sounded throughout my life, annihilating my self-esteem
and self-worth.

It’s as if I'm navigating a dense forest, with the trees of my past
looming large. Their shadows stretch and twist, making it hard
for me to form authentic relationships where I can freely express
my true feelings. To cope with anxiety and fear of abandonment,
I have created a false self — a masterfully crafted mask concealing
my vulnerability and uncertainty beneath.

Truth No. 3: My fear of abandonment is a pervasive theme

within me.

It’s a constant hum in the background of my life. Every waking
moment, I teeter on the edge of a precipice, the wind whipping
my hair into a frenzy as I gaze into the dark and scary unknown.
This fear has caused me anxiety, hypervigilance, and difficulties in
forming trusting relationships. A crushing weight presses upon my
chest, threatening to snuft out my every breath.

Truth No. 4: And yet, despite these challenges, healing is
possible.

And how? I believe it begins when we, as adoptees, receive ac-
knowledgment and validation of our experiences and emotions.
Our wounds are not our shame to bear. Our healing demands that
we confront the lies, the secrets, and the silence. Then, with this
foundation in place, we can begin to integrate our past and present

selves. This acknowledgment is like a key, unlocking the doors of
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our heart and allowing us to finally exhale, freeing us from the

weight of our unspoken truth.

As I stood at the threshold of these newfound truths, a pro-
found realization struck me. Every experience in my life —
every event, every encounter, every moment of trauma — had

been leading me to this moment.

My struggles, my meditative experiences, my hypnotherapy ses-
sions, my Family Constellations work, my mystical experiences,
and my journaling — all of it was a thread in the intricate
tapestry of my adoption journey.

Connecting with other adoptees for the first time, reading their
stories, and watching their experiences was a turning point.

It became crystal clear to me that, firstly, every aspect of my
life had been influenced by the primal trauma of my adoption.
Secondly, I realized I was not alone — my experiences were part
of a larger narrative that transcended my individual story.

Relating to other adoptees’ stories broke my heart. But it also
made me recognize my own immense courage and bravery in

navigating my life.

I had overcome countless obstacles and detours that might
seem insignificant to others, but for me, were like navigating

a treacherous landscape without a map.

I thought of Mom Doreen, who had experienced the same
trauma as me — actually, worse. Unlike me, she never found a
loving home. I realized that her traumas and fears were passed
down to me in the womb, making my journey even more chal-

lenging.
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The theme of relinquishment and abandonment was layered, af-
fecting me in insidious ways that seeped into the fabric of my

being.

As I reflected on my journey, I felt a deep sense of compassion for
myself — for the little girl who navigated this treacherous land-
scape, and for the woman I am today, still unraveling the threads of
my past. I had navigated such a challenging journey, and it deserved

my own admiration and respect.

Looking back, I acknowledged, appreciated, and applauded my

own journey. I realized thatI am a warrior, a survivor, and a thriver.

And yet, as I stood at the edge of this newfound understanding, I
couldn’t help but still 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 beal from this narcissistic wound, or is it a recur-
ring theme until the day I die?

And the most horrifying question of all:

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,
E very 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 influences that have shaped my existence.
It was as if the planets themselves were sharing ancient truths
about my destiny, guiding me toward a deeper understanding
of my essence.

One balmy spring evening in late October 2024, I lingered on
our rustic wooden deck. Its slender slats, weathered to a soft
silvery gray, seemed to glow in the fading light. The worn rope
balustrade wrapped gently around the perimeter. Smoothed by
the elements, it blended seamlessly into the deck planks.

Before me, the tranquil waters of our picture-perfect dam
shimmered softly, a pair of Egyptian geese gliding effortlessly
across its surface. The surrounding landscape, ablaze with color

during the day, had given way to a softer, more muted palette.
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The flowering pin cushion bushes were now dark silhouettes
against the starry sky. Yet, I knew that by day, these same bushes
would attract a flurry of sunbirds, their iridescent feathers flashing

like jewels in the sunlight.

Above our farm, the celestial tapestry unfolded like a majestic work
of art, with stars twinkling like diamonds scattered across the velvet
expanse. As I gazed up at this breathtaking masterpiece, the stars
sparkled with my deepest longings and greatest fears — and I, a
seeker of truth and identity, was drawn into their mystique like a
moth to flame.

In that lyrical moment, Divinity imparted an enticing code: As-
trology, with its ancient, symbolic language, would unseal the hid-
den scrolls that foretold my life. As the night sky now shone with a
deeper, more mysterious light, their gentle twinkling urged me to
embark on this star-studded exploration of the soul.

The next morning, with great eagerness, I began breaking the seals
to decipher the untold chapters of my life. As I delved into the
planetary alignments that had shaped my incarnation, the ancient
wisdom of these cosmic guides emerged to offer me yet another

powerful tool for self-awareness and understanding.

In the following days, I was awestruck to discover that my birth
coincided with a stellar revolution — a universal convergence that
imprinted me with the energetic signature of evolution. This po-
tent elixir courses through my veins and beckons me to embody
the change I was born to create.

My birth chart, a celestial Rosetta Stone, holds the sacred lexicon
of symbolism and hidden narratives that have been inscribed upon
my being since 31 March 1966. Just as the ancient Rosetta Stone
empowered scholars to crack the code of hieroglyphics, my birth
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chart offers a symbolic language that shapes the trajectory of my
soul.

For those who may not be familiar with astrology, a birth chart
is essentially a map of the celestial bodies at the exact time
and place of an individual’s birth. It’s believed to influence a
person’s personality, strengths, challenges, and life path.

My birth chart holds a rare and sacred geometry, forged
in the celestial crucible of a singular universal event. A
once-in-2500-years alignment of certain planets imbues my
chart with an otherworldly essence. This rare alignment instills
my life with an unyielding sense of purpose and evolution.

I am born a catalyst for change, destined to shatter restrictive
patterns and forge innovative, soul-driven pathways. My jour-
ney is fueled by an insatiable hunger for depth, passion, and
unbridled intensity. I am irresistibly drawn to the mysterious,
the unknown, and the uncharted, driven by an unrelenting
quest to unearth hidden truths, expose secrets, and illuminate

the unseen.

This rare alignment reveals that my early life has been touched
by a profound sense of vulnerability, imprinting a deep scar on
my emotional terrain. This wound holds a precious gift: the key
to my own healing and transformation. I am born to embody
the archetype of the wounded healer, guiding others on their
paths of self-awareness and growth.

My life is a rich tapestry of paradoxes, woven from the threads
of light and darkness, structure and chaos, and healing and
wounding. I navigate the dynamic tension between my passion
for revolutionary evolution and my need for disciplined growth.
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This tension manifests in various ways, from the push-and-pull
between my desire for freedom and my sense of responsibility to

the interplay between my creative spirit and my practical nature.
play y p y p

Ultimately, my birth chart reveals that I’'m on a courageous inner
quest, delving into my psyche to confront my deepest fears, desires,
and wounds. Through this transformative process, I'll transmute
my wounds into sources of healing, power, wisdom and strength.

This journey demands courage, resilience, and determination,
promising a rich reward: the unfolding of my true potential and
the emergence of a more authentic, empowered version of myself.

Completely star-struck by the uncanny accuracy of my chart and
its profound resonance with my 58-year odyssey, I found myself

irresistibly drawn to the other existentially seismic date.

My inner voice whispered an intriguing prompt:

Explore the astrological alignment of 16 July 2024.

This, I yearned, might yield a deeper understanding of Georick’s

final requiem, and perhaps, even bring me peace.

What I discovered next has left me in a state of overwhelming awe,
bewilderment, and fascination. This feeling has lingered with me

ever since, like an echo from the great unknown.

The days surrounding 15 July 2024 were marked by a complex
mix of planetary influences, centered around the fixed star Algol.
This star is notoriously associated with violence, sudden death,

and beheading.
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In a chilling coincidence, this alignment occurred just days
after the assassination attempt on Donald Trump’s life on
13 July, during a campaign rally near Butler, Pennsylvania. A
bullet grazed Trump’s ear, just above the neck, in a shocking

incident that sent shockwaves across the globe.

The ominous significance of this alignment eerily resonated
with the life-and-death themes of Georick’s fateful day ...

As I ponder the Algol alignment, a paradoxical dance of emo-
tions unfolds within me — profound sadness intertwined with
a soothing balm for my aching mother-heart.

Keith’s timeless mantra echoes in my mind:

Every moment is a miracle.

With these words as my guiding light, I reflect on Georick’s
final act through the stellar lens, and another facet of my life’s
grand design reveals itself.

This celestial convergence reaffirms my inner knowing: that my
path, though mysterious and beyond human comprehension,

has been pre-ordained.

And that ultimately, all our lives are the luminous threads of
a celestial loom, weaving together to form a radiant fabric of

light, love, and interconnectedness.

My essence echoes Keith’s timeless wisdom:
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1t’s terrifyingly beautiful to think that every moment
is a miracle.

And even if my newfound understanding is merely a personal
solace — a gracious gift from Divinity to heal the wounds of
Georick’s passing and illuminate my own life’s themes — I choose
willingly to surrender to the mystery.

I have unwavering faith in the unknown, trusting that it holds the

secrets of my soul.

And I trust that my solitary footsteps are being woven into the
majestic carpet of humanity, each step a vital thread in the cosmic

narrative.
All is well with my soul.

It is as it should be.
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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 purification.

I’m on a pilgrimage of self-birth, slowly severing the umbilical
cords of conditioning and societal expectations that keep on
defining me. It’s a raw and painful process, but it’s also lib-
erating. With 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 sojourn of mine, I
realize more and more that my true strength lies not in my
ability to conform, but in my courage to be authentic and
vulnerable. I’'m 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 hero’s journey 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

questions, sparking reflections, 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.

Itis 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.

May it remind you that your story, your truth, and your voice
matter. May it inspire you to embrace your uniqueness and share

your gifts with the world.
My story. My truth. My voice.

May 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.



SHE’S THAT READY

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 ber skins, she trembles in awe.
Open and ready, she waits and anticipates.
Because she knows what’s coming to ber.

She opens ber mouth and roars!
The night owl shivers and there’s a trembling in the grass.
She catches ber breath as she loses ber 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.
1t’s ber masks that break and ber heart that bleeds.
Strong and vulnerable, she smiles.
Because she knows what’s coming.

She closes ber eyes so she can bear what she sees.
Her jagged breaths stabbing the stars.

She roars like the thunder, over and over.
1t 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.
1t Is Time! they exclaim.
Because she knows what is coming!
She breathes with ber limbs and sighs with content.

365
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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 ber Beauty and Power and the glistening of ber 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 ber 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

— Elmarie Arnold



Hands That Held
Mine

You have woven a web of protection, guidance, and inspiration
around me, filtering out the noise and allowing only the wisdom
to pass through. Your presence in my life has been a sanctuary for

my soul, a reminder that I am not alone on this journey.

I would like to extend my heartfelt gratitude to the following
mentors, whose wisdom, guidance, and expertise have profoundly
impacted my life:

* Dr. Joe Dispenza (https://drjoedispenza.com), for your
ground-breaking work in the fields of neuroscience, epi-
genetics, and spirituality.

¢ Jim Rohn (https://www.jimrohn.com), for your wisdom
on the importance of personal growth, self-discipline, and

resilience.

* Brian Tracy (https://www.briantracy.com), for your
teachings on the power of positive thinking, goal-setting,

and continuous learning.

» Shad Helmstetter (https://shadhelmstetter.com), for
your work on the impact of self-talk and affirmations.

* John Kehoe (https://www.learnmindpower.com), for
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your insights on the power of the mind and the impor-

tance of living a purpose-driven life.

¢ Robin Banks (https://robinbanksmindpower.com), for
your inspiring work as a motivational speaker and for
being a shining example of what it means to live a life of
purpose, passion, and service.

¢ Izak Barnard (https://www.izak-barnard.com), for your
compassionate guidance and expertise as a Life Coach and

Family Constellations facilitator.

e Christie Els, for your guidance, wisdom, and steadfast
support as a compassionate and insightful psychologist.

* Natascha Pretorius, for your tireless advocacy, unwaver-
ing support, and unshakeable faith in me throughout my

divorce journey.

* Sonnette Lombaard, a distinguished South African jour-
nalistand now cherished friend, for believing in the power
of my story and tirelessly championing my voice.

I would also like to acknowledge the wisdom and whimsy of two
beloved and treasured children’s tales that have accompanied me
on this path: Lewis Carroll’s ‘Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland’
and A.A. Milne’s “Winnie-the-Pooh’. The quotes from these time-
less classics have served as gentle reminders of the power of curios-

ity, imagination, and simplicity.

To my birth parents, who entrusted me with a heritage and a
history, and to my adoptive parents, who showed me what it means
to love and be loved. Mom Doreen, thank you for giving me life.
To my mom and dad, Corrie and Fred — thank you for giving me
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wings. My mysterious father, Hans Strydom — Istill believe in the
miracle that I might know more about you and your life.

To Cobus and Hennie, the fathers of my two children: I am
grateful for the gift of Georick and Ester-Marie. Hennie, our re-
lationship was a difficult chapter in my life. Our marriage tested
my resolve, self-worth, and ability to love. Ultimately it became a
catalyst for growth. Though painful, you taught me to prioritize
my well-being and seek healthier relationships.

As I reflect on my complex past, writing this memoir has revealed a
profound truth: my own capacity for self-love and acceptance has
been forever connected to my ability to love and nurture both my
children. This understanding has come too late to change the past,
yet it brings me solace and forgiveness. And it has deepened my
value of myself and my place in our family’s story. To Georick and
Ester-Marie: My presence in your life may have been imperfect and

fleeting, but my love for you is eternal and unwavering.

To my sister Elbie, who’s brought immense joy and love into my
life, and to my lifelong friends Mariana, Riana, Rina, Cathy and
Marina — my tribe of women who’ve held my hand, wiped my
tears, and celebrated my triumphs — thank you for being my every-

thing.

To my beloved Keith, my rock, my confidant, and my soulmate.
The many tears you've shed as you’ve borne witness to my memo-
ries. I thank you for being my safe haven, my partner in every sense
of the word.

And to the unseen hands that still guide me, the whispered voices
that still encourage me, and the mysterious forces that still weave
the tapestry of my life, I bow in gratitude. May I continue to walk

in reverence, trusting my destiny as it unfolds before me.
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And so, I stand before you all, untethered and unbound.
This is my story, my truth, and my voice.

From the words of this memoir, I've birthed my most unshakeable,

inner truth:

I am, finally and fully, un-adoptically me.
— Elmarie Arnold
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