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Dedication

			To Abigail—

			You changed me without trying.

			You walked into my life not with noise or fanfare, but with the quiet certainty of someone who would matter. And you did.

			You taught me that love doesn’t always last in the way we imagine it, but it always leaves something sacred behind, something to carry, something to honour, something that lingers long after the last word has been spoken.

			Because of you, I learned that endings are not failures, that tenderness can survive even after goodbye, and that sometimes the greatest gift someone gives you is not forever, but the transformation you undergo in their presence.

			This story carries your fingerprints, even if you never turn its pages.

			It is yours, even if you never read it.
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			To my brother, Nicholas Odame — thank you for your constant support, for being there in moments when I needed grounding, and for reminding me of the strength that runs in our family.

			To my good friend, Faith Gugulethu Gaule — your encouragement and motivation carried me through the quiet doubts, the long nights, and the chapters I thought I couldn’t finish. Your belief in me has been a gift.

			To Abigail — you were the one who told me, all those years ago, that I should write a book. At the time, I smiled, not knowing how prophetic your words would become. You may never read this, and perhaps you will never even know what these pages hold. But still, thank you. Your laughter, your presence, your silence, and even your absence shaped me. You taught me the depth of love and the cost of losing it. Both changed me. Both remain.

			And to my daughter, Elisha — this is where the gratitude deepens. You are not just a name in these pages. You are living proof that purpose can be reborn from brokenness. Your laughter rebuilt me. Your small hands gave me something to hold when everything else had slipped away. Your very existence rewrote my story, line by line, until even my regrets began to look different in the light of your presence. Everything good in me now begins with you.

			This book is not a monument to pain, nor a shrine to regret. It is an offering.

			To everyone who has ever loved with everything they had, only to find themselves holding empty hands and to everyone who has lost, yet chosen not to harden but to remain soft. To everyone who has walked away from what could have been and still found beauty in the lessons left behind, this is for you.

			Love doesn’t always last. But it always leaves something. Sometimes it leaves scars. Sometimes it leaves songs. Sometimes it leaves nothing more than the courage to stand up again. And that, in itself, is holy.

			This book belongs to the past.

			But my hope belongs to the future — to Elisha, and to all of us still learning how to love, how to lose, and how to rise again.

			



	

Foreword

			Some books tell stories of love that last forever. This is not one of them.

			And yet, in these pages, you will find something just as enduring: the proof that even love which does not remain can still leave behind something sacred.

			Because of Abigail is not a fairy tale dressed in gold or softened by nostalgia. It is my truth. It is the story of how I loved, how I failed, and how I was changed forever in the process. I have written it with as much honesty as I could bear, and with the hope that in reading it, you might recognise pieces of your own story, too.

			Abigail was not just a woman I once loved. She was a turning point. A compass. A mirror. Through her, I learned the hardest lessons: that love is not possession, that endings are not failures, and that dignity can survive even heartbreak. She became the measure of how I grew, of who I became because of her.

			This book is not about perfection. It is about becoming. About learning to breathe again when the air feels thin. About forgiveness that arrives slowly, even when you think it will never come. About finding the courage to hold onto tenderness, even after you’ve been broken.

			If you have ever loved and lost, if you have ever been reshaped by someone who entered your life only to leave it again, then this story is for you. Not because our details are the same, but because the lessons love leaves behind are universal.

			When you close this book, I don’t expect you to remember every scene. But I hope you remember how it made you feel. That is the gift Abigail gave me. That is the gift I now offer to you.

			Because some loves do not fade.

			They live on in the men and women they leave behind.

			And because of Abigail, I became who I am, and I am still becoming.

			—Francis

			



	

Preface

			I didn’t plan to write this book.

			At least, not at first.

			The story of Abigail was something I carried quietly. For years, it lived in the private corners of my memory in late-night journals, in notes saved on my phone, in moments of silence where her name still echoed. It was too raw, too sacred, too complicated to put into words.

			But over time, I realised something: silence was its own kind of dishonesty. Abigail had shaped me, loved me, forgiven me, and, in many ways, saved me. To keep her story buried felt like erasing a truth that had made me who I am.

			So I began to write. Not to romanticise what we had, and not to seek pity for what I lost. I wrote because love, real love, flawed love, imperfect love, deserves witness. I wrote because the lessons Abigail left me are not just mine. They belong to anyone who has ever loved deeply, failed painfully, and still dared to hope again.

			This is not a story with a happy ending. It is not wrapped in neat bows or tied together with tidy resolutions. It is messy. Honest. Human. But inside the mess, there is beauty. There is tenderness. There is grace.

			I offer this book not as a guide, but as a mirror. You may see yourself in my mistakes. You may see yourself in my healing. Or perhaps you will simply recognise the universal truth that love, even when it doesn’t last, always leaves something behind, something sacred.

			For me, that truth is summed up in one line:

			Because of Abigail.

			That’s why this book exists.

			Not to rewrite the past, but to honour it. Not to dwell on loss, but to celebrate growth. Not to hold onto her, but to release her with gratitude.

			If you’ve ever been changed by love, if you’ve ever found yourself standing in the ruins of something beautiful, still holding pieces of it that continue to shape you—then maybe these pages will speak to you.

			This is not the story of the man I once was.

			It is the story of the man I am becoming.

			And it begins, as it always will, with her.

			—Francis

			



	

Prologue

			The first time I realised she was gone, really gone, it wasn’t in a fight.

			It wasn’t even in silence.

			It was in the middle of a crowded street in Leeds when a woman in a mustard jumper walked past me. For half a second, I swore it was her. My chest jolted. My throat tightened. And then, just as quickly, reality returned, the woman turned, and it wasn’t Abigail at all.

			Still, the air left my lungs like I’d been punched.

			I stood there, motionless, while life moved around me, cars honking, footsteps rushing, voices spilling out of open pub doors. None of it mattered. Because for a heartbeat, I had remembered what it felt like to belong to someone. And for another heartbeat, I had remembered that I no longer did.

			That’s how love lingers.

			Not in the grand moments, but in the small ambushes, he scent of cocoa butter in a supermarket aisle, the faint echo of a laugh that sounds too familiar, the shadow of someone’s hand reaching for theirs, and you remembering the space your hand used to fill.

			Abigail was everywhere, even when she wasn’t.

			I used to think love was about forever. That its proof was in the endurance of it. But I learned, too late, that love doesn’t have to last to be real. Some loves mark you permanently. They carve their initials into your bones. They live in your bloodstream long after you’ve said goodbye.

			That’s what she did to me.

			Her name was Abigail. She lived in Hamburg, Germany.

			And she changed everything.

			Because of Abigail…

			



	

Introduction

			– The Black Angel

			“How some loves mark you, and how a quiet girl from Hamburg changed everything”

			Her name was Abigail. She lived in Hamburg, Germany.

			Some loves don’t fade. Not because they were perfect, but because they carved themselves into you in a way that time cannot erase. They leave scars, but sometimes those scars shine—they remind you of where you’ve been, and what you survived. Abigail was one of those scars.

			I used to call her the Black Angel.

			Not because she rescued me. Not because she swooped in and saved my life like in the stories.

			But because she revealed something truer: the depth of what a heart can give, and how silently it can break.

			This isn’t a fairy tale. There are no crowns or sunsets tied neatly in bows. This is not a love story written in gold and polished for display. It’s raw. It’s human. It’s messy. It’s about two people who tried to build something beautiful, and the cracks that grew when life and choices tested that foundation.

			I write this not to glorify heartbreak or resurrect what is gone. I write because some stories shape you so deeply that they demand to be honoured. Some loves leave behind lessons that echo long after the laughter stops.

			Because of Abigail, I learned that love isn’t possession—it’s presence. It’s tenderness, it’s risk, and it’s the quiet courage to remain
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