
Table of Contents

Opening and Purpose of the Book

Chapter 2: Finding Strength Through Loss and Hope

Message to Grieving Mothers and Fathers

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Opening and Purpose of the Book


[image: image]


Opening

*"I am Zandile KaMbokazi Zulu, a mother of three angels and five beautiful children. My life has been a journey of profound love, heartbreaking loss, and unshakable faith. Losing my three children—Qhawe, Sibani, and Ndabenhle—tore my heart apart in ways I never imagined possible. Each loss was unique, each grief heavy in its own way, and yet each brought me closer to understanding the strength of a mother’s love and the resilience of the human spirit.
I am also a wife, a professional, and a woman who has walked through the darkest valleys and found light on the other side. This book is not just my story; it’s a story for every parent who has ever held an angel in their arms, whether for a lifetime or just a fleeting moment. It is for every person who has endured loss and wondered if they could find happiness again. I’m here to tell you that you can."*

Purpose of the Book

*"This book is my way of honoring my children—my angels—by sharing the lessons they taught me and the faith they instilled in me. It is also a message of hope for anyone struggling with grief, loss, or the trials of life.
Through my story, I want to remind mothers, fathers, and families that while the pain of loss never truly disappears, it is possible to move forward. It is possible to smile again, to love again, and to build a life that honors the memory of those we’ve lost.

I want this book to be a companion for mothers like me—a source of comfort during their darkest days and a reminder that they are not alone. Together, we can find strength in our shared experiences and believe in the promise of brighter tomorrows."*

Chapter 1: A House Without Roots

––––––––
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I’ve always imagined what it would feel like to have a family of my own—a big, loud, loving family where every corner of the house was filled with laughter, voices, and memories. Growing up as an orphan, I never knew what it was like to have parents to lean on or siblings to argue with and love. My world was often quiet, and my heart ached for the warmth of belonging. I told myself that when I had my own family, it would be different. My children would never feel the loneliness I felt. But life doesn’t always unfold the way we dream it will. Those early years shaped me into someone who clung to the hope of a brighter future. I learned to find strength in myself because there was no one else to lean on. Yet, the little girl inside me, longing for love, never stopped dreaming.

When I met my husband, it felt like the beginning of everything I had ever hoped for. He was kind, loving, and made me believe in the possibility of a future filled with the love I had always craved. We dreamed of building a family together—a home where no one would feel alone.

When I found out I was pregnant with our first child, Qhawe, I was overjoyed. It felt like the universe was finally giving me the family I had always dreamed of. I imagined holding him, rocking him to sleep, and watching him grow into the hero his name meant. My heart was full of hope, and my husband and I were united in our excitement for the future. We talked endlessly about the plans we had for him, picturing a life where he would be the center of our world. I felt the warmth of motherhood growing inside me with every kick, every flutter of life in my belly. We shopped for tiny clothes, prepared his room, and whispered dreams into the silence of the nights. I remember how I would rest my hand on my belly, talking to him softly, telling him about the world that awaited him.

But on 22 March 2012, my world shattered. The day I had been waiting for—the day I was supposed to meet my baby boy—became the day I had to say goodbye before I ever truly said hello. Nothing could have prepared me for the heartbreak of a stillbirth. The labor had been long, and I was exhausted but eager. I kept asking the nurses when I would finally get to hold him. They kept their expressions neutral, but the unease in the room was palpable. The silence in the delivery room was deafening. There was no cry, no movement, just a stillness that wrapped itself around my heart and squeezed. I remember looking at my husband, his face pale, his hands shaking, and seeing in his eyes the truth that I was too afraid to ask.

The doctor finally spoke, but the words felt like shards of glass: “I’m so sorry.” Sorry? Sorry for what? I couldn’t comprehend it. This wasn’t how it was supposed to go. I was supposed to hear him cry, hold him in my arms, and look into his eyes for the first time. Instead, I was met with the kind of silence that I had feared my entire life. My arms ached to hold him, but when they finally placed his lifeless body in them, it was as if my soul shattered into a million pieces. He was perfect—tiny fingers, a little nose, soft lips. How could something so perfect be gone?

The days that followed were a blur of pain and disbelief. I had to leave the hospital empty-handed, walking past mothers cradling their newborns. I felt hollow, like a shell of the person I once was. My husband tried to be strong for me, but I could see the pain in his eyes. He grieved in his own way, and for a while, it felt like we were on separate islands of sorrow, unable to reach each other. The silent blame crept in—we each wondered if we could have done something differently, something more to save him. The love that had brought us together now felt strained under the weight of our loss.

I couldn’t understand why this had happened. What had I done wrong? Was it something I ate? Was it something I didn’t do? The questions haunted me, and the answers never came. I carried him for nine months; I felt his every kick and movement. And now, my arms were empty. Walking past baby stores felt like torture, and seeing other mothers with their children made my heart ache with envy and sorrow. I felt like a failure as a mother, a wife, and a woman. I withdrew from the world, retreating into a shell of my own making.

Despite the pain, I held onto hope—fragile as it was. There were small moments of light, moments when my husband and I found comfort in each other’s presence, even in silence. Losing Qhawe was the hardest thing I had ever endured, but it taught me something I didn’t fully understand at the time: that even in the deepest grief, there is strength. My dream of a family was shattered, but it wasn’t gone.

My husband and I began the slow, painful process of healing. It wasn’t easy. There were nights when I cried myself to sleep, and mornings when I didn’t want to get out of bed. But there were also moments of tenderness, moments when we held each other and remembered the love that had brought us together. We decided to honor Qhawe’s memory by finding ways to move forward, even if it was just one step at a time.

Months passed, and the rawness of the pain began to fade, but the scar remained. I learned that grief doesn’t disappear; it becomes a part of you. It changes you, molds you into someone who sees the world differently. I carried Qhawe with me in my heart, his name a whisper of strength when I felt weak. He was my hero, and even in his absence, he continued to guide me.

In the months that followed Qhawe’s loss, I learned the art of living with a broken heart. The grief was never truly gone—it just became more manageable, like a shadow that lingered in the corners of my life. There were times when I felt like I was walking through a fog, unable to fully engage with the world around me. The joy of others seemed so foreign to me. Friends would tell me stories about their children, about their families, and I would smile politely, but inside, my heart would ache. It was like they were talking about a world I no longer had access to.

I tried to keep busy. I started working again, first as a secretary in a private company. The distraction was helpful, but it was never enough to fill the emptiness that lingered within me. Every day felt like I was walking through life with a mask on, pretending to be okay when, in truth, I was far from it. My husband, too, had his way of coping. He worked long hours in another province, and when he came home every second weekend, I tried to keep up appearances. We never spoke about the grief that had torn us apart, but we felt it in the silence.

It wasn’t long before we decided to try again for another child. There were moments when I questioned whether I was ready—whether my heart could handle the pain of losing another child. But the desire to become a mother again, to give my husband the child he longed for, outweighed my fear. We found out I was pregnant, and for a moment, the world felt brighter. My husband and I talked about names, about the future, and I allowed myself to dream once more. We were both so eager, so hopeful. We didn’t speak of Qhawe as much as we once did, but he was always in our hearts.

Then, in April 2014, our daughter Ntando was born, and I began to heal in ways I hadn’t thought possible. But just a few months later, in September, we faced another devastating loss—this time, a miscarriage. My heart broke all over again. The pain felt like a cruel repeat of the first. It was as if the universe was mocking us, reminding us that joy and hope were fleeting. I couldn’t understand why we kept facing these losses. I questioned my own body—why couldn’t it carry life? Why couldn’t I give my husband the child he so desperately wanted?

We named the baby Sibani, which means "light." The name felt right, but it didn’t ease the pain. I found myself crying in private, holding on to the memory of the life we had almost had. I would imagine what it would have been like to hold that baby, to see my husband become a father again. I couldn’t help but wonder about the future we would never have, the milestones we would never experience. I began to feel like I was stuck in an endless loop of loss, and each time I thought I had reached the point of healing, I would be pulled back into the depths of grief.

Despite the deep sorrow we were carrying, we moved forward. I focused on my work, on trying to stay busy, on trying to stay connected to my husband, who was still working far away. But the distance between us grew, not physically, but emotionally. We didn’t talk about our pain; we just kept moving, like two people who were afraid to face the truth of what we had lost. Our home was full of empty spaces—spaces left by children we would never meet. There were days when I would sit in their rooms, imagining them running around the house, and then I would have to stop myself because the grief would overwhelm me.

But in 2016, a light began to shine through the darkness. I found the strength to continue, even when I felt like there was nothing left. My husband and I, though we had been through so much, found comfort in each other. Our love remained, and though it was bruised and battered, it was still strong.

The healing process wasn’t quick, but with time, the pain became less sharp. It never fully disappeared, but I learned to live with it. Each day, I carried my losses with me, but I also carried my hope. I had to believe that happiness was still possible. There was a long road ahead, and there would be more heartache to come, but I was learning to be strong. I knew my family would grow, and I would find a way to create a home full of love, even if it didn’t look like what I had once imagined. It would be a house with roots planted firmly in the soil of resilience.

And I knew, with every fiber of my being, that I could build this family, brick by brick.
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