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    Dedication
To my mother, Elsie Bathabile Mahlangu.
Long before I understood what patience actually meant, I watched you practise it, quietly, without ever once trying to turn it into a lesson. You never sat me down to explain it. You simply lived it, day after ordinary day, until I had no choice but to notice.
This exists because of that. Whatever is useful in the pages that follow belongs to you. Whatever falls short is mine.
And to every reader currently standing in front of their own patch of bare soil, wondering if they're wasting their time: you are not the first person to feel that particular doubt, and you will not be the last. I hope these pages convince you, even a little, to keep showing up anyway.
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Introduction: The Mango Tree That Taught Me Patience
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There is a tree behind our house in Lydenburg. Not a famous tree, not a particularly large one. Just a mango tree, planted by my mother in an ordinary year, in an ordinary patch of dirt, with nothing but faith and a watering can.

That tree taught me more about life than most of the books I have read.

I grew up watching my mother tend a small garden. To me, as a boy, soil and seeds were just things that occupied her hands in the evenings, background noise in the rhythm of our family life. I did not understand what she saw in it. Then, in 2019, she planted a mango seed, and I watched something in her that took me years to understand: unwavering, almost stubborn faith in something that showed no outward sign of being alive.

“Why even bother?” I asked her once, half joking, half genuinely confused. “It’s just a seed.”

She smiled the way she always does when she knows something I don’t yet.

“I just know it will grow,” she said.

I didn’t believe her. Not really. For the first few years there was nothing to believe in. No shoot, no green, no evidence that anything was happening beneath that patch of bare earth. I watched her walk out there every day anyway, rain or shine, to water a seed that, as far as I could tell, might as well have been a stone.

Then, in 2023, four years after she planted it, the tree gave us its first fruit. Six or seven small mangoes, nothing that would turn heads at a market, but to me they were staggering. Not because of what they were, but because of what they proved: that the years of nothing had actually been years of something, quietly happening below the surface where none of us could see it.

That single realization changed the way I think about almost everything, my writing, my goals, my relationships, my faith in myself during the long stretches when nothing seems to be working.

This book is my attempt to pass that lesson on.

It is not a manual. I am not going to hand you five easy steps to instant success, because that would betray the entire point of the book you are holding. Instead, I want to walk you through what that mango tree taught me, chapter by chapter, season by season, the same way I learned it: slowly, and mostly by watching someone else refuse to give up.

We live in an era that trains us to expect results immediately. We open our phones and see other people’s highlight reels, the promotion, the book deal, the wedding, the transformation, all presented as though they happened overnight. What we don’t see is the four years of bare soil that came before. We don’t see the quiet mornings, the doubts, the moments when the person behind the achievement wondered if they were wasting their time.

I want this book to be the part nobody shows you. The four years of bare soil.

Here is roughly where we are going. We will move through the tree’s own timeline, the small unremarkable beginning, the boring daily work nobody applauds, the long stretch where nothing seems to happen at all, and finally the moment the first fruit arrives. I have also added a chapter I did not originally plan to write, about what happens after the fruit comes and who else gets to share in it.

I am not a farmer. I don’t know the botany of a mango tree, and I am sure an agricultural expert could point out things I got wrong about what actually happens underground. But I know what I watched. I know what my mother did, quietly, without complaint, for four years, and I know what it did to both of us.

I also want to be upfront about who I think this book is for. It is for the young person finishing school right now, staring at a future that suddenly feels far less scripted than it did the day before their final exam. It is for the person quietly building something on the side of their day job, unsure whether it will ever amount to anything worth mentioning out loud. It is for the parent watching a child struggle with something new, wondering how to explain that struggle is not the same as failure. And it is, honestly, for anyone who has ever felt the particular loneliness of effort that nobody around them can see yet. I do not think patience is a personality trait that some people simply have and others simply lack. I think it is closer to a muscle, one that gets stronger the more deliberately it is used, and one that a mango tree, of all things, ended up teaching me how to use.

If you are in your own season of bare soil right now, if you have been putting in effort that nobody seems to notice, tending something that refuses to show you any sign of life, I wrote this book for you. Keep watering it. The fruit is coming, even if it cannot tell you that yet.

Welcome to the story of a mango tree, and to a way of thinking about patience that I hope changes something in how you approach your own life.

I should also tell you that this book itself went through its own season of bare soil. The first version of it sat unfinished for longer than I want to admit, a handful of scattered notes and half written chapters that I was quietly embarrassed by. There were stretches where I doubted whether it was worth finishing at all, whether anyone would care about a book built around something as ordinary as a fruit tree in a small town most people have never heard of. I kept returning to it anyway, a little at a time, the same way my mother kept returning to that patch of soil. What you are holding now is the fruit of that returning. I mention this not to compare my modest effort to hers, but because I think it is worth remembering that even a book about patience requires its author to practise the very thing it is trying to teach.
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Chapter 1: The Seed of Patience
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I remember the day my mother planted that mango seed with more clarity than I remember most of my childhood. It was 2019. The yard was modest, the earth dry and cracked from the sun, and the seed itself was almost embarrassingly small, easy to lose in the soil the moment she set it down.

She knelt, dug a shallow hole with her fingers, placed the seed inside, and covered it gently, patting the earth the way you would settle a blanket over a sleeping child. Then she watered it and stood up, satisfied, as if she had just done something significant.

I remember thinking, quite honestly, that she hadn’t.

A seed is an unimpressive thing to look at. It doesn’t announce what it might become. There is nothing about a mango seed that tells you, just by looking at it, that it holds the blueprint for a tree that could one day offer shade to an entire yard and fruit to an entire family for decades. It just looks like dirt that hasn’t decided what to be yet.

That is, I think, the first and hardest lesson about beginnings: they rarely look like what they are going to become. The seed of a dream, a skill, a relationship, or a piece of work looks exactly as unremarkable as any other seed sitting in the soil. Nobody claps for a rough first draft. Nobody is impressed by someone’s first, clumsy attempt at a new skill. Nobody throws
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