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    To my sister, Naledi, the one that held space for me and to the strong women in my family who have shared the wisdom of their wombs. To my mother, for her quiet, steadfast strength and the love that has carried us through life.
This book is for women who need to remember that self-care is not optional; it is essential. It is the breath that grounds us, the pause that restores, the care that sustains.
May women reclaim their remembrance, profoundly and fully. May they honor themselves as the cosmic beings, sacred conduits they truly are; capable of creating life, holding intuition, carrying wisdom, and knowing what is needed even when the world does not see it. May they remember their strength, their power, and the life-giving intelligence that has always been theirs.
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PART I — The Body Before Meaning
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When experience existed without language
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​​​Three Times Around My Neck 
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I came quietly, before words could find me.

A body and a breath not yet named.

The world moved around me in tones I could not interpret, sometimes soft, sometimes jagged and already I was learning to hold together what had not yet formed. I was born with the umbilical cord wrapped around my neck three times. The story was told to me later, always with a particular expression, half-reverence, half-concern. Some believed it meant protection, that I arrived accompanied, held in the presence of those who came before me. Others saw struggle in it, a sign that life would ask for effort before understanding. 

I grew up carrying both meanings without choosing between them. What I understand now is simpler and more physical: my first experience of the world was negotiation. Breath did not arrive as a certainty but as an agreement between pressure and release. My body learned something before I knew I had a body, that existence could constrict and still continue. 

Infancy has no narrative, only sensation. I could not think, but I registered. Atmosphere lives louder than explanation in early life. Even without language, I sensed tension moving through the house, sensed absence without knowing who was missing, sensed care offered alongside fatigue. The adults around me carried histories I would only later learn, yet my nervous system responded as if it understood them already. I did not interpret these signals as fear. They were simply the environment, fluctuations in tone, rhythm, presence. A held breath in one room, quiet movement in another, relief that appeared briefly and then receded. 

My awareness existed without story. My body gathered impressions long before my mind could categorise them. 

There was love. That is important. I was held, fed, comforted. But love and strain lived side by side, and my earliest orientation to life included both. No one explained that coexistence to me; it entered through sensation. I absorbed the cadence of effort, the way care sometimes came with urgency, the way calm was appreciated because it was not guaranteed. In that pre-verbal space, I began forming a relationship with the world not through ideas but through regulation. My system learned to settle quickly, to quiet easily, to disturb as little as possible. Not consciously, not strategically, but biologically. Stability became something I helped maintain simply by being manageable.

The cord around my neck became a family story, but to me it was an imprint. A first memory without memory. My body’s introduction to pressure, to holding, to continuing anyway. Before identity, there was adaptation. 

I sometimes imagine that moment not as danger but as instruction: life may tighten, and still you remain. Expansion may not always be immediate. Breath may need to be found rather than assumed. The body understands this without language. 

The years that followed would fill me with explanations, but the pattern was already present; a subtle readiness, a sensitivity to shifts in atmosphere, a tendency to organise internally before reacting outwardly. None of this felt dramatic. It felt normal, because it was the only normal I knew. I did not yet know what survival meant. I only knew how to continue. 

Before memory, before meaning, before identity, my body learned its first rhythm: hold, adjust, breathe when possible. And in that quiet beginning, without thought or intention, I entered the world already practicing endurance. 
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​​​The First Time I Felt Empty
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There was no event large enough to justify it.

No slammed door.
No shouting that cracked the air.
No moment that announced itself as before and after.
It arrived quietly, like a curtain lowering without sound.

I remember sitting on the floor, cross-legged, watching dust float through a strip of afternoon light. The room was ordinary. Someone was speaking not to me, not unkindly, just speaking. The words moved through the air as they always did. I could hear them. I understood their shape.

But something inside me stepped back.

It was not fear.
It was not sadness.
It was distance.

The sound of the voice became flatter, as if it had to travel further to reach me. The light in the room sharpened at the edges. I could see everything, but I felt none of it landing. My hands rested on my knees, small and still. I remember noticing how calm they looked.

My body remained in place.

My face responded when required.
A nod. A small smile.
The correct expression at the correct time.
Inside, there was space where something used to be.

Not pain, absence.

It felt like standing in a wide, open field after everyone else had left. No noise. No urgency. Just an expanse where something had withdrawn.

I did not think, I am leaving.
I did not think anything at all.
Thinking had softened into a blur, like fog over water. The world continued, but it no longer pressed against me. It moved past
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