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Opening Quote

> “Some stories are not written 

they are remembered by the soul

and revealed in moments of silence,

when the wind forgets how to whisper

and starts to speak.”

JS Thafeni
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As the Knowing Becomes Louder

There are things we don’t choose to remember 

they arrive in fragments.

Through dreams that bleed into the morning,

through the twitch of an eye,

through a silence that sounds too familiar.

This is not just a book.

It is a collection of awakenings,

conversations with the invisible,

and the return of what was never lost 

only buried beneath the noise of forgetting.

I did not write this to be understood.

I wrote it to be felt.

Because there are truths

that don’t make sense to the mind 

only to the spirit that carried them long before birth.

This book is not linear.

It is layered — like memory.

It is restless — like a prophecy.

It is sacred — like the voice that calls you home

when no one else knows you’re missing.

If the wind could speak...

you would hear my voice inside it.
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The Calling Before the Return

I had gone silent.

Not the kind of silence that echoes in rooms 

but the one that grows inside you

when you've said every word

and none of them changed a thing.

So I went to the waters.

To speak.

To vomit.

To leave behind all that clung to me.

I had no ceremony but pain.

No scripture but memory.

Just the ache of a man who had tried everything.

I told my ancestors:

“Take her spirit away from me.

I release her.

May new love find me.

May peace hold me.”

I scrubbed myself in ways the body could never show.

And for a moment...

I felt free.

Days passed.

I smiled without guilt.

I breathed without thinking of her.

I began to feel like my own man again.

But then 

one quiet afternoon,

as I sat alone in my room,

a strange sound broke the stillness.

A buzz.

Sharp. Clear. Alive.

A bee entered my room 

not flying aimlessly,

but with purpose.

Straight to my altar.

It hovered over my candles 

not disturbing,

but praying.

I sat frozen.

Confused.

This wasn’t just a bee.

This was a message in wings.

It moved through my space like a priest with no words 

around the room,

near the floor,

as if it were sweeping,

cleansing,

blessing.

And then it came to me.

Hovered above my head.

Like it was reading my thoughts.

Then it left.

Just as it came.

I whispered aloud:

> “All that is good may stay.

All that is bad may go.”

Then I laid down.

Just for a moment.

And that’s when the voice came.

Not loud. Not soft.

Just true.

> “The mother of your son...

She is coming back.”

I sat up.

Heart pounding like a drum summoned for war.

Why now?

I had let go.

I had begged for peace.

I had poured myself out into those waters.

But the spirit whispered what I could not argue with.

So I called my healer.

Explained everything.

The bee. The voice. The pounding heart.

She listened.

Then said softly:

> “You can’t cleanse away a person who was chosen for you.

If the ancestors placed her there,

your rituals won’t erase her.

There are hands at work against your love 

but when the ancestors move,

even those hands will tremble.”

I stood there.

Not broken.

Not whole.

But aware.

The story was not done.

It was returning.

And this time...

it would write itself in fire and truth.
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The Dream That Followed Me

Days go by,

and I'm not living 

I’m surviving a war no one sees.

A war inside me.

Between letting go and being held captive

by a love I can’t silence.

I argue with myself in silence.

I whisper reasons to forget.

I pretend in the arms of women I do not love 

hoping maybe if I just touch someone else,

I will forget her name.

Her laugh.

Her silence.

But no...

Each time I let someone in,

it's as if death itself walks in after them 

wearing her face.

She doesn’t need to be in my house.

She lives in my mind.

She sleeps in my memory.

She breathes in the echoes of everything I’ve tried to rebuild without her.

And then 

like fate knows when I’m about to collapse 

a dream arrives.

A dream that shatters my peace.

I see him 

my son.

Running to me with tears in his eyes.

He hugs me tightly, like I’m the last warmth left in the world.

And he says,

> “Baba, why aren’t you fetching us?

Me and Mama?

She’s not loved where she is.

We need you.”

And I cry too 

not because of what he said,

but because I knew it was true

before he even spoke it.

I wake up.

My chest burning.

My throat dry.

My soul trying to forget what my spirit just remembered.

At work, I try to distract myself.

I tell the guy I work with about the dream.

We laugh it off.

I say,

> “I’m done with that chapter.

I’ll send the support money and heal in peace.”

But the universe doesn’t wait.

A message pings.

From her.

> “Your son is crying.

He misses you.

Call him so he can hear your voice.”

I freeze.

I just spoke about it.

Now it’s real.

The dream walked out of the night and into my phone.

I reply:

> “Prepare him. I’m coming to fetch him today.

He’ll stay with me this weekend.”

She agrees.

Says okay.

Later, on the road,

I message again:

> “I’m on my way. Is he ready?”

She replies:

> “His clothes are still drying.”

I smile and say:

> “You should have told me you're doing laundry.

I would’ve brought mine too.”

She laughs.

> “Yoh! I’ve got enough here already!”

I reply:

> “You’re never too much.

You’re my woman.

You’re the only one allowed to touch my clothes.

No one else can take your place.”

She replies with doubt:

> “You’re lying.

I’m sure one of your girlfriends does that now.”

I smile.

> “No. You’re the only one who touches my things.”

She sighs:

> “But how could there be anything left for us?

There’s no hope.”

And I answer her with truth:

> “Hope never dies between us.

We both know that.”

I arrive.

I send a message:

> “I’m outside.”

She comes out with our son.

There’s a smile between us.

A softness.

Like nothing ever happened.

Like everything still could.

Later I message her:

> “We’re only missing one person.

If you were here, it would be complete.”

She replies:

> “I don’t want to disturb your bond.”

I answer:

> “We are the bond.

Together.

We were made for this.”

She says:

> “We’ll see how to work around things.”

And in that moment,

I don’t know if the future is fixed 

but I know this:

Some bonds don’t break.

They bend.

They stretch.

They wait.

And sometimes 

they whisper through dreams

to remind you

what still matters.
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Chapter 3: I Heard Myself Say It, But It Wasn’t Me
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There’s a difference between speaking, and being spoken through.

And lately, I can't tell which one is happening to me.

After all the silence...

After cleansing myself to forget her...

After speaking to the waters and vomiting out her presence...

After I prayed to my ancestors, saying, “Let me be free from her energy,”

I thought I had done enough.

But then came the bee.

It didn’t fly by mistake.

It came into my room like it had a message to deliver 

circling my altar, dancing around the candles,

moving over the floors as if it was sweeping my home of dust I couldn’t see.

And when it hovered above me, right over my head 

I heard the voice.

> “The mother of your son is coming back.”

And just like that, my chest tightened. My spirit froze. My healing cracked.

How?

How is she coming back when I asked for her to be removed from me?

I lit imphepho.

I bought white luck.

I washed, I cried, I fasted.

I walked away.

But the spirit said she’s returning.

Not because I’m calling her 

but because something older than me is.

I tried to move on.

Tried to silence that whisper.

Tried to fight the prophecy.

But the battle is rigged when your spirit already knows the outcome.

And that’s when the messages started again...

One from her.

Then another.

Then a moment just one moment where I opened the door instead of locking it.

And I said words I didn’t plan to say:

> “You’re the only one who touches my clothes.”

“We are the bond  together.”

“Hope never dies for us.”

“You are my woman.”

Who said that?

Because my mind didn’t.

My heart didn’t.

But my soul did.

It was like someone else was holding my phone, speaking through me while I watched from the corner of the room.

Later that day, I sat in my room  staring at the messages  wondering what just happened.

I felt like I had been drugged by memory, seduced by a spirit I already divorced.

I told myself, “Next time, I’ll control my words.”

But the next time came  and again, I became a vessel.

And when I dropped off my son and sat with her again, I didn’t speak with pain.

I spoke like I never bled.

And still, something inside of me kept saying:

> This isn’t just a woman. This isn’t just a love. This is something we both agreed to long before we were born.

I feel like a man possessed by something ancient.

Not darkness.

Not madness.

But... alignment.

This is no ordinary love.

This is a love that overrides logic.

A love that whispers instead of shouts.

A love that shows up like déjà vu, like prophecy in a child’s dream.

And I am still learning...

Whether I’m remembering, or obeying.

Whether I’m cursed, or chosen.

Whether this is reunion
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