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Dedication
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I dedicate this book to my late brother, Collins Nshinka Simukanga. He didn’t find his peace in this world, may everyone that reads this book find theirs.
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Gilbert Simukanga is a Quantity Surveyor, Creative Writer, Sound Artist, and Poet. He is of Zambian Nationality, Namwanga tribe, and he was born in November in the year 1996 in Mufulira. He has a Professional Bachelor's Degree in Quantity Surveying and a Professional Certificate in Intellectual Property Law. Gilbert Simukanga is a Published Author with a voice for Mental Health Awareness through Fiction, Non-fiction and Poetry, creating space for mental clarity, focus and stillness. You can find all his books on Amazon, Goodreads, Apple Books, Kobo, Thalia, Everand, Smashwords, Angus & Robertson, Vivlio, Hoopla, and Fable. You can also reach him on all media platforms as Gilbert Simukanga.
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Preface
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For over a decade and half I had been searching for peace. I searched as a child and throughout my youth it had been my biggest quest. I tried many things, sacrificed comfort, sacrificed play, picked up a few vices and bent backwards many times but only grew more bitter. 

It wasn’t until I turned within and realized the simplicity of true peace that it ignited and lit up my whole existence. It didn’t come from lack of lack, or lack of struggle. It came from right in the center of my chest.

It came when my heart was crushed enough to become a sponge and soak up stillness. It came when my soul was lost enough to remember home. It had been staring me in the face the whole time. Peace is not something find; it is something you remember. This book is an invitation to rest, breathe and be.
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Firstly, the tone of this book is going to be conversational. I want you to feel like I am speaking to you personally because I am. I want you to imagine you and I in the same room together, pondering this. I want this book to be more than just a self-help book; I want it to be special, because it is. Because of this, I will therefore give you a nickname, not knowing if you’re male or female we must pick a unisex name, let’s call you ‘Doe’.

Secondly, I do not write this book as a therapist or counsellor. I write it as someone who has suffered greatly. Someone who has been restless for close to a decade. Someone who has faced severe anxiety and almost lost his life but then found; or rather remembered, divine peace. I write it as a brother seeking to help you navigate your path to true peace.

Now, before we jump in, I want to share a summary of the intricacies of my life as at the time I write this book. Something you will not find in the ‘about the author’ section. I want to share my personal, deep struggles with you. This is so that you understand why I am writing this book and why it is important that you read it. 

This is so that you understand why you and I are connected. You’re not alone, just like I am not alone, this book is me being present for you, helping you traverse a very dark season of your life and with that said, allow me to reintroduce myself.

My name is Gilbert Simukanga, a twenty-nine-year-old young man of Namwanga descent. I am a Zambian who possesses a passion for two careers; a Quantity Surveying/Engineering career and a writing career which I am deeply passionate about that I believe it is one of my tools through which I am to fulfil my purpose on this God’s green earth.

I am married to a special woman who is my high school sweetheart; the relationship is ten years old but the marriage is four months old as I write this book. I am raised by a single parent, my father passed when I was four years of age. I was born in a family of four siblings all of which are male but I currently have three, the fourth one is deceased. I am the last-born child. 

Of the three siblings left, one of them is in prison, has been for most of his life, so only two are outside the fence.  There are two other special people I can include on that list; one is my brother’s son; one I regard as my own. He’s a bright young man who just entered University and the other is a brother I came to know as I grew, not a biological one but a special addition to the family.

I have been in and out of severe depression twice in a space of seven years. And by depression I am not referring to days or weeks of sadness, I have experienced severe deterioration of mind and a strained emotional bandwidth. Let me share a brief summary of these times with you.
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The First Time I Was Hit with Depression
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The first time I was hit with depression was the years 2019 through to 2022, this was my third year through to fourth and fifth year of academic study at the Copperbelt University.

What caused the depression? 

Well, I’ll tell you my dear friend, but what is more important is not what caused it but rather what became constant triggers; what kept me in depression is the greater evil. But let’s start with what caused it; my childhood.

I had a scarring childhood and very few people imagined it would affect me. Growing up without a father was difficult especially that, I had friends who had both parents and I’d always hear,

‘Daddy bought me a bicycle.’

‘Daddy took us to the park.’

‘Daddy did this and that.’

I was so disheartened as a kid that every time I would need something and not have the means of having it, I’d think, 

‘If Father was alive, he’d have provided.’

This led me on a mental quest, subconsciously searching for a father in my brothers. At a very early age I become highly observant, I started learning a lot from observation that I found myself reading people. No one noticed they were under study as I am inherently a really quiet person.

So, the psychological quest commenced when I was as young as eight and it was a very difficult season of my life. This is because of the drunkenness, the violence and the grief I had to witness and being a reserved kid, all I could do was suppress.

I witnessed my brother’s constant drinking to the point of having an undetectable pulse. I don’t know the medical term for it but his heartbeat would stop for a few seconds then restart. I would be compelled to watch him as he slept to ensure he doesn’t stop breathing.

I witnessed a lot of fights in the house, my brothers would fight when drunk, break things and hurt each other. Mother would be powerless and many times, the brother who would usually stop the fight or prevent it would have returned to university. Mother has had high blood pressure for as long as I can remember and I lived in constant fear that she would develop a stroke and pass from stress.

I remember there was even a time I almost got burnt alive in the house together with my mother and my aunt, by my brother. I was about eleven when it happened. I don’t remember the quarrel but I can still vividly see and hear my brother cursing us out and tying the door from the outside and leaving us in fear. 

He then returned after a few minutes with gasoline and started baptizing the house, had it not been for my other brother who had come rushing to the rescue, we would have been barbequed.

All these childhood tragedies and more others piled up and because I had no proper outlet
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