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FOREWORD

There is a distinct kind of courage required to tell a story of redemption. It is one thing to praise God on the mountaintop when the harvest is full, but it is an entirely different matter to pull back the curtain on the quiet, agonizing valleys where faith was stretched to its absolute limits. In a world that constantly demands a polished image, true vulnerability has become a rare and precious currency.

That is exactly what makes the pages you are about to read so profoundly necessary.

When you first meet Luleka Sylvia Dlamini, you are immediately struck by her warmth, her unshakeable grace, and the bright, radiant smile that seems to anchor whatever room she occupies. It is the kind of smile that commands respect and inspires comfort. But as you walk through this book, you will discover that her smile was not manufactured in a season of ease; it was forged in the fires of survival, sacrifice, and silent warfare.

In The Woman Behind the Smile, LS Dlamini does something extraordinary. She refuses to give the reader a sanitized, fairy-tale version of faith. Instead, she invites you into the raw reality of a young marriage built on rands and raw trust. 

She leads you down the lonely corridors of high-risk hospital wards, walks you through the suffocating grief of multiple miscarriages, and takes you onto the treacherous, dark roads of an early morning bicycle commute where prayer was the only shield available.

Most bravely, she takes off the armor of the present to speak directly about the hidden wounds of the past. With a heart rooted deeply in the finished work of the cross, she addresses the silent shame, the heavy regrets of youth, and the exhausting warfare of self-condemnation that so many women carry beneath their Sunday best.

This book is a masterclass in the holy art of surrender. It is a stunning testimony that anchors a timeless truth: God’s delays are never His denials, and His silence is never His absence. As you turn these chapters, you will watch financial impossibility turn into miraculous provision, barrenness turn into the laughter of two beautiful sons, and a hidden struggle turn into a global mandate to heal.

If you have picked up this book because your own cupboards feel empty, your prayers feel unanswered, or your heart is tired of hiding its tears behind a brave face, consider these pages a safe sanctuary. 

You are holding a lifeline written by a woman who didn't just survive the storm—she allowed the storm to baptize her pen so that she could guide you to the shore.

Read slowly. Pray deeply. Allow the unshakeable faithfulness of God captured in these pages to dismantle your fears and restore your hope. Because the same God who saw the woman behind the smile is the God who is standing in your tomorrow, and He is not finished writing your story yet.


-  A friend of the Journey 



Before You Turn the Page

A letter to the woman holding this book

I don't know how this book found its way into your hands.

Maybe someone gave it to you. Maybe you picked it up yourself. Maybe something on the cover spoke to a part of you that you don't often show the world.

But I believe it is not an accident that you are holding it.

Because I wrote this book for you.

Not for the version of you that has it all together. Not for the woman who smiles easily and sleeps peacefully and never doubts. I wrote it for the real you. The one behind the smile. The one who cries in the car before walking through the door. The one who prays and still wonders if God is listening. The one who has made mistakes she cannot seem to forgive herself for. The one who keeps going even when no one notices how hard it is just to keep going.

I know her. I am her.

This is not a perfect story. There are chapters in my life I am still healing from. There are prayers I prayed that were answered in ways I did not expect. There are losses I still carry quietly. There are mistakes I made that I once believed disqualified me from God's grace.

But here is what I have learned:

God was never looking for a perfect woman.

He was looking for a willing one.

And if you are reading this — broken, tired, hopeful, afraid, or simply curious — then you are exactly the woman this book was written for.

You are not too far gone.

You are not too damaged.

You are not too late.

Your story is not over.

And neither is mine.

So turn the page, my sister.

Let's walk this road together.

— Luleka
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​PART I: SOWN IN HUMILITY

​
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"Better is a little with the fear of the Lord than great treasure and trouble with it." — Proverbs 15:16

​
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​Chapter 1: A New Beginning
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“So do not worry, saying, 'What shall we eat?' or 'What shall we drink?' or 'What shall we wear?' ... your heavenly Father knows that you need them. But seek first his kingdom and his righteousness, and all these things will be given to you as well.” - Matthew 6:31-33

​

The day we got married, my husband and I had little more than love, faith, and dreams for the future. I was twenty-seven years old, and he was thirty. Like many young couples just starting out, we entered into holy matrimony with hope swelling in our hearts but very little in our pockets. My husband worked diligently for a small weekly wage, while I remained unemployed despite my constant, exhausting efforts to find work.

Every single week, we sat down and carefully divided the few rands we had. Rent, food, transport, and a little money sent back home to help support our family—these were the essentials that consumed every cent. There was never anything left over. As a new bride, I didn't have the luxury of traditional kitchen party gifts or the starter sets that many other brides received. There were no built-in cupboards waiting for us in our new life, no fancy cookware, and no expensive appliances. 

Everything we needed had to be acquired slowly, piece by piece. A kettle, a few spoons, a small cupboard, a bed—each tiny item represented months of strict saving, discipline, and shared sacrifice.

My husband had one golden rule that anchored us: "If we can’t afford it, we wait." And so, we waited.

Our first bed was not really a proper bed at all, but a modest sleeping couch. Our wardrobe was made of simple cloth stretched over metal poles, and a warm blanket we received as a wedding gift quickly became one of our most treasured possessions. We rented a small four-room house, but because we owned so little furniture, we lived entirely out of just two of the rooms. Our kitchen consisted of nothing more than a tiny cupboard, a basic two-plate burner stove, and our kettle. There was no television, no luxuries, and absolutely no extras. Yet somehow, in the middle of the emptiness, there was profound peace.

Every Sunday, without fail, we attended church. There were mornings when transport money was simply too scarce, so we walked the distance together. Other church members would often spot us and kindly offer us a lift. Although we were deeply grateful for their generosity, we quietly prayed in our hearts for the day we would finally be able to afford our own transport. 

Still, we never allowed ourselves to complain. We truly believed that God was building our story one careful chapter at a time.

I spent my days submitting CV after CV, a refuse-to-quit energy driving me forward. I was not lazy. In fact, if our financial reality had allowed it, I would have happily stayed at home, pouring my heart into caring for my family
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