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			Dedication

			For all souls who forgot themselves

			while answering to the needs of others.

			For those who mistook silence for peace,

			or shrinking for safety.

			May this journey lead you back

			to the sacred truth of who you are.

			

			The bud

			stands for all things,

			even for those things that don’t flower,

			for everything flowers, from within, of self-blessing;

			though sometimes it is necessary

			to reteach a thing its loveliness,

			to put a hand on its brow

			of the flower

			and retell it in words and in touch

			it is lovely

			until it flowers again from within, of self-blessing.

			—Galway Kinnell

			

			Preface

			Do You Love Yourself?

			For much of my life, this was a question I avoided at all costs.

			Even in primary school, I developed a subtle aversion to the idea of self-love, or at least to expressing it openly. That discomfort only deepened in high school, where any hint of self-regard or perceived privilege was swiftly punished by certain “influential schoolmates,” better known as bullies. They made it clear, even without saying so, that thinking highly of yourself was unacceptable. I internalised that message early and deeply.

			Thankfully, self-love was never a topic in job interviews. Even when asked the classic “Tell us about yourself” question, there was no expectation to reflect on how I felt about myself. I remain particularly grateful it never came up during the security clearance assessments I underwent as a Senior Manager in Government, especially while hooked up to a lie detector.

			Still, this question haunted me.

			It placed me in a constant catch-22: admitting to loving myself risked judgment and made me seem arrogant or vain. But denying it felt like a betrayal of my soul, an act of self-neglect. Yet I had long believed that self-sacrifice was a noble Christian duty. I didn’t realise how this belief was quietly eroding my self-esteem and silencing my voice. I allowed others to trample my worth, not because I lacked opportunities, but because I didn’t believe I deserved to seize them.

			And then, I woke up.

			This book was born out of that awakening in 2020, during the COVID-19 pandemic. Something in me stirred. I made a radical commitment to embark on a 100-day self-love journey. Every morning, I asked myself, “How do I love myself today?” Then, I’d go live on Facebook to explore that question through the lens of my daily experiences. Those raw, unfiltered reflections remain on my YouTube channel, a digital footprint of a woman learning to come home to herself.

			Those 100 days shook me to my core.

			They disrupted many of my relationships. They unsettled the familiar scripts I had lived by. But they were necessary. Each day, I faced my fears, questioned long-held beliefs, and took brave steps toward reclaiming myself. I revisited buried memories and made peace with childhood interpretations that had long distorted my sense of worth. Many of these reflections are interwoven throughout this book.

			It was time for a change.

			I deserved it.

			I mattered.

			I realised that I am all I have, and that my life’s purpose hinges on me showing up as my full, authentic self. Living as a shadow of my own potential serves no one.

			Those 100 days of rigorous inner work, aligning thoughts, words, and actions, gifted me something precious: a quiet peace, a return to inner stillness. And beyond that, I continue to receive the priceless gifts of self-trust and self-compassion. Releasing my addiction to approval has finally allowed me to feel like the adult I am. I now make decisions without seeking endorsement. I trust my Internal Guidance System and find solace in the divine presence within. That’s where I belong. That’s home.

			On the Role of Quotes in This Journey

			When I began the 100 Days of Self-Love, I wasn’t writing a book. I was keeping a promise to myself.

			Each day, after wrestling with a truth or uncovering an insight, I would end with a quote, something that held the weight of that day’s lesson. I came to call these my Tools of Self-Love.

			So, when the time came to write this book, I knew I couldn’t leave them behind. These quotes are more than ornaments. They are punctuation marks, mirrors, and sometimes megaphones. Some come from familiar voices. Others are drawn from the ancient wells of African wisdom, echoing truths our grandmothers lived long before anyone called it “self-love.”

			At times, I offer both a Western and an African quote. That, too, is intentional. It honours the layered way we live and learn, with one foot in modern systems and the other rooted in cultural memory, ancestral knowledge, and communal truth.

			Let these quotes stir, stretch, or still you. They are here for that.

			On the Tools and Resources

			As I reflected on this journey, I knew the insights deserved to live beyond the pages of a book. So, I created accompanying journals and a set of self-love cards.

			

			These resources invite you to engage more intimately with the practices shared here, and to build rituals that sustain your healing and honour your wholeness. The journal offers space for reflection and deeper exploration. The self-love cards provide daily prompts to keep you rooted in this sacred commitment.

			Why the Number 100?

			The number 100 was inspired by the hundredth monkey effect, a story I encountered in Beyond the Quantum by Michael Talbot. It suggests that when a critical mass adopts a new behaviour, it spreads more quickly and widely, as if something invisible shifts in the collective field.

			I chose 100 days to ensure this self-love work became second nature, embedded in my nervous system and my daily life. But I also hoped for more. What if there is such a thing as a hundredth self-love day effect? What if the inner shift becomes contagious, rippling through families, communities, and generations?

			I invite you to walk this path with me, whether by reading this book, using the journal, or drawing a daily card. Together, let us honour our becoming. Let us reclaim our joy, our boundaries, our laughter, our sacred tears. Let us make space for the quiet knowing that we are already enough.

			With love and gratitude,

			Love, Gcin-Gcin

			

			Foreword

			“I started calling that girl back

			The girl who loved living, the girl who danced instead of walking

			The girl who had sunflowers for eyes and fireworks in her soul

			I started playing music again, hoping she would come out

			I started looking for beautiful moments to experience so that she would feel safe enough to show herself

			Because I knew that she was in there and she needed my kindness and my effort to come to the surface again.”

			- SC Lourie, Butterflies and Pebbles

			This beautiful poem came to mind as I read Gcin-Gcin’s Self-Love: A 100-Day Life-Transforming Journey. From Day 1, I recognised the girl who loved living coming to the surface again. Her sunflower eyes were ready to look into the mirror and say “Hello, Sunshine. I love you.”

			Does self-love mean we have to stop caring about the world around us, and start focusing on loving ourselves? On the contrary, self-love reminds us that we cannot pour from an empty cup. We have to constantly replenish our reserves of love and light so that everyone who comes into our space can start feeling invigorated and loved as well.

			There is no denying that natural and man-made disasters are happening all around us on a scale that the world has never seen before. Every day we wake up to news of floods, destructive fires, genocide, civil war, and mass shootings. Even worse: there is heartless violence and abuse happening within our communities and families; the places where we should be able to find refuge and strength. Yet in the midst of all that, the exuberance and laughter of a child still melts our hearts; chatting to our best friend still makes us laugh until our tummies ache, and our favourite song playing on the radio makes us sing our hearts out. 

			In The Book of Joy, His Holiness the Dalai Lama and Archbishop Tutu remind us that “No dark fate determines the future. We do. Each day and each moment, we are able to create and re-create our lives and the very quality of human life on our planet.” Wise words from two of the world’s most loved spiritual leaders! We create and recreate our lives one day at a time, moment by moment, by learning to love ourselves unconditionally, then extending that love to others.

			The answer lies in day-to-day acts that consciously seek to make the world a better place for each one of us as an individual and then extending that to our families, our communities (both in real life and online) and spreading positive energy wherever we go. To be effective in spreading love and light, we have to find ways to keep replenishing our own reserves through self-love and acceptance.

			

			By sharing her personal growth towards a more love-filled, fulfilling life, one day at a time, Gcin-Gcin opens our minds to the countless possibilities and “love practices” that carry the potential to alter our lives. It is these daily practices that gradually form the anchor of our physical, emotional, and spiritual lives. Each practice is made even more powerful by the love, hope and passion that go with it. It’s like unwrapping a beautiful present every single day and discovering a level of well-being that you didn’t even know was missing the day before. 

			Too often our sense of worth depends on external circumstances and the echoing voices of all the labels and unkind words that people, particularly those whose views we value,  have been saying to us since childhood. When they tell us we are “too much” we dim our lights so that we can fit in and hopefully become invisible. That’s when the darkness sets in and becomes an integral part of our character. We wonder why we feel lost and unfulfilled, despite all our accomplishments. When someone like Gcin-Gcin takes the bold step of sharing her transformational journey, she helps us to start taking our own tentative steps towards self-love - one day at a time. 

			To paraphrase Ernest Hemingway: In our darkest moments, what we yearn for is simply human connection – a quiet presence, a gentle touch. These small gestures are the anchors that hold us steady when life feels like too much. That is what this book feels like. It is a day-to-day companion that gently takes us by the hand as we embark on our own journey towards self-love.

			On some days we will move mountains, but there will be days when we can only move from our bed to the couch. Both are necessary. To recharge and gain the strength to move mountains, we need a bit of the bed-to-couch days too. The trick is not to stay on the couch permanently – as a couch potato or couch critic – but to be consistent in our daily love practices.

			- Manana Makhanya

			

			Introduction

			“You can be a master at self-confidence and still be a stranger to self-love.” — Love, Gcin-Gcin

			My self-confidence has always been one of my defining traits. It carried me through many stages of life. As a child growing up in Butterworth, I could persuade my entire class that my answer was correct, even when it wasn’t. My confidence drew admiration from adults, like the moment my father told me I walked as though I was unapologetic for being alive. That encouragement stayed with me and shaped how I presented myself to the world.

			But I would later learn that confidence is not the same as self-love.

			This truth met me head-on at the start of 2020, during a meditation session that quietly unravelled everything I thought I knew about myself. As I sat in stillness, contemplating my mission for the year, one phrase surfaced and refused to let go: self-love. At first, I resisted it. I was confident, accomplished, and seemingly in control. How could I possibly lack self-love?

			That question cracked something open.

			I began to see how I had spent much of my life ignoring my own needs. I prioritised the desires of others, brushed aside my preferences, and convinced myself that this was noble. I believed that putting myself first was selfish. I never questioned the quiet cost of that belief, the way it drained me, diminished me, and left me feeling unseen even by myself.

			Then the world changed.

			When the COVID-19 pandemic turned life upside down, I instinctively turned inward. I began a 100-day morning meditation practice that offered me some grounding. It also prepared me for the next unexpected assignment: a 100-day self-love journey. Each day, I went live on Facebook and reflected on what it meant to love myself, and how I could embody that love in real time. What followed was a humbling and deeply transformative process.

			This journey asked me to confront past wounds, embrace my vulnerability, and release my grip on perfectionism. It invited me to show up raw, curious, and willing. Along the way, I uncovered practical tools and spiritual insights that reshaped my understanding of what self-love truly means.

			Stretching beyond my comfort zone.

			Allowing joy to find me in ordinary moments.

			Practising self-compassion without apology.

			Choosing play, softness, rest.

			These became cornerstones of my healing. The daily reflections deepened my connection with myself and, to my surprise, formed a circle of resonance. I wasn’t alone. A beautiful “Tribe” gathered online, reflecting, cheering, and walking this journey with me. Together, we created a sacred space where self-love was not just spoken of but practiced in real time.

			This book distils the essence of those 100 days. It offers the tools, reflections, and hard-won truths that emerged as I walked my own path toward greater self-love. While it is not a prescription, it may serve as a companion, a mirror, a nudge, or a soft invitation for anyone who finds resonance in these pages and feels ready to explore what self-love could mean for them.

			Self-love is not a destination.

			It is a practice.

			A lifelong unfolding.

			It is the art of honouring yourself, your needs, your story, and your sacred potential.

			My hope is that this book offers enough light for each step you are on.

			

			THE SELF-LOVE TOOLS 

			(1 - 100)

		

	
		
			

			Day 1

			Stretch

			As we get into the habit of stretching our bodies many times a day, we also (subconsciously) stretch our minds and souls. 

			– Love, Gcin-Gcin

			As a lifelong student of Health and Fitness, I believed I had a solid grasp of the importance of stretching before and after workouts. I thought I had it all figured out. My mindset at the time was: Imagine what you could accomplish in 100 days if you began each morning with just 15 minutes focused entirely on yourself, not COVID-19, not the news, just you. Like putting on your own oxygen mask first, you’d start the day refreshed and grounded.

			But by the end of my 100-day self-love journey, I realised that stretching was far more profound than I had imagined. It wasn’t just about elongating muscles. It became a holistic practice, touching every part of my being: physical, mental, emotional, and spiritual. This deeper understanding transformed my relationship with stretching and, more importantly, with myself.

			Physically, stretching moved from being a fitness routine to becoming a tool for restoring ease to my body. I had known that stretching helped prevent muscle tightness and supported joint movement, especially during periods of physical inactivity. But it was only through the consistent, embodied practice that I felt its healing power. Focusing on areas like my lower back and hip flexors not only relieved occasional discomfort but also created a sense of overall lightness and spaciousness in my body.

			Even more surprising was how stretching helped me manage emotional stress.

			As someone who often projects strength and rarely admits feeling overwhelmed, I had unknowingly stored emotional tension in my shoulders, back, and waist. Stretching became my go-to release. It was where I breathed out tightness I didn’t realise I was holding. It allowed me to greet each morning with softness instead of strain. This one small act, done daily, brought me emotional balance I hadn’t known I was missing.

			Then it went deeper still.

			Through yoga, stretching became a spiritual practice, a way of engaging my whole self. The slow, mindful movements felt like a kind of embodied prayer. It wasn’t just my body that was loosening; it was my soul. I often say now, stretching became a massage for my spirit. I began to sense the quiet places where I had been holding grief, fear, and resistance, and gently offered those parts of me space to soften and let go.

			This evolving relationship with self-love reminded me of another pivotal moment in my life.

			I had just turned 22, freshly graduated from university, when I went for an interview at the circuit office for a teaching post in a new school opening in Duncan Village. When my name was called, I found myself in casual conversation with a friendly gentleman wearing shorts. I responded candidly, thinking we were just passing time.

			At one point, I admitted, half-laughing, that I was terrified of teaching and not looking forward to standing in front of a classroom. It wasn’t until he pulled out a notebook and began jotting down notes that I realised the interview had already begun, and that this casually dressed man was the principal of the school I was hoping to join.

			He looked at me and asked seriously,

			“How are you going to manage to teach them if you’re scared of them?”

			Without missing a beat, I replied just as seriously,

			“They will never know that I’m afraid of them.”

			That moment became one of my life’s anchoring lessons. Though the interview had taken an unexpected turn, it left me with a truth I have carried ever since. I didn’t need to eliminate fear in order to move forward. I simply had to stop letting fear make the decisions. I learned to move with fear, to do the thing anyway, and that became the heart of my self-love journey.

			Do it scared.

			Now that was the real daily stretch because those early days at Mzokhanyo High School were anything but easy. I had been hired to teach English, but many of the learners were much older than I was. The school had been created to offer second chances to those who had dropped out of the system to work and were now returning to complete their education.

			Many of them expected that I would teach in isiXhosa. More than once, I was asked, quite reasonably, how they were supposed to understand English when they couldn’t understand what I was saying. It was a real conundrum, and I had no prior experience to draw on. I was swimming in self-doubt every single day.

			That phrase, they must not know that I am afraid of them, took on deeper meaning with each passing lesson. It reminded me that courage isn’t always bold or certain. Sometimes, it is as quiet as a steady breath, a lifted chin, and the decision to stick to the methodology I had been trained in. Eventually, after a few months, something shifted. We found a rhythm. They began to understand me, and I found new ways to simplify the English without compromising the learning.

			This was stretching, too.

			And in time, during the 100 days of self-love, stretching became an essential part of my daily self-care. Whether it was a quick release between Zoom meetings or a full yoga session at home, I came to see each stretch as an act of compassion. A way to return to myself. A way to say, I am here, I am listening.

			Stretching helped me move with more grace, sit with more kindness, and breathe more deeply. It became a quiet ritual of devotion to myself, body, mind, and spirit.

			But as with any healing habit, the real transformation begins when the practice becomes a way of life.

		

	
		
			

			Day 2 

			Make Daily Movement a Lifestyle

			Lifestyle is the single most important factor determining your pattern of general health. — Unknown

			A healthy person who begs for food is an insult to the generous. — Igbo Proverb

			On Day 2, I was still figuring things out, operating more from my head than my heart. One of the intentions I set for these 100 days wasn’t just to wake up and speak on camera, but to rise early enough to dedicate at least 30 minutes to moving my body.

			Movement, for me, is a form of self-love I genuinely enjoy. I wanted to ensure it became a regular, consistent part of my daily rhythm, not a once-in-a-while effort, but a way of living.

			

			That morning, during my live reflection, it struck me just how much this body has done for me. I had always taken reasonably good care of it, but this journey was about deepening that care. Honouring it more intentionally. I realised that I was able to have that conversation, to show up for myself and others, and to connect with my family, all because of this body. That is no small thing. And it’s no longer something I take for granted.

			In that session, I shared how integrating movement into my self-love plan has become essential for my overall well-being. I’ve learnt that for movement to be sustainable, it must also be enjoyable. I used to chase the trends, high-intensity workouts, marathon training, and the like, but they didn’t always suit my lifestyle or season of life. This time, I began with something simple: walking more and dancing often.

			Adding a step counter gave me a sense of accomplishment. It reminded me that small steps are still acts of love. I didn’t need to prove anything; I just needed to move, for me.

			That morning also reminded me of how difficult it can be to prioritise our own well-being without guilt. I know that feeling of wondering whether it’s selfish to put your needs first. But I’ve come to understand that self-care, including regular movement, isn’t indulgence. It’s responsibility. This body that I live in, that I cherish, deserves my care.

			I am aware that movement is not everyone’s preferred way of caring for their body. But that’s not the case for me. I genuinely love the sweat that comes from moving, whether it’s a jog or a walk. When I look back at where this love began, I remember arriving in Butterworth from eNgcobo to start Standard 2 (Grade 4) and taking part in athletics for the first time. I ran a long-distance race, about 400 metres. I still remember my aunt’s overjoyed face as I miraculously led the pack to the finish line. It was a once-off moment, but I never forgot how it felt to run.

			At boarding school, that love for movement faded a bit. I started playing a “cool kids” sport called Tenniquoits or Ring Tennis, and we even had a cheeky motto: “The aim is not to sweat.” But thankfully, I reconnected with my love for running at university. It became a great companion during moments when my mental health might have faltered. I was one of those runners used as guinea pigs by the Sports Management students for fitness research, and I didn’t mind. It was fun. I was running alongside my friend Nombasa, and I played squash with my friends Litha and Ngcane. Those moments of shared movement brought joy, resilience, and rich friendships into my life.

			We live in a time when many of us are sitting more, moving less, and silently watching our health decline. And still, movement is often treated as a punishment or a chore. I wanted to break that mindset. Movement is not a sentence. It is a celebration. It’s a ritual of care. Whether it’s dancing, stretching, walking, or yoga, I now see movement as a joy I get to return to, not a burden I have to bear.

			Movement has also become a reflective space for me. It’s where I breathe, think, and come back to myself. Whether walking mindfully or pausing to stretch, I use these moments to listen inward. My body often tells me what I need long before my mind catches up.

			

			The Igbo proverb I shared that day lingered in my spirit: ‘A healthy person who begs for food is an insult to the generous.’

			It reminded me that when we are able, physically, emotionally, spiritually, it is our duty to honour that capacity. To sit passively and ignore the gift of health while asking life to give us more is to dishonour both the blessing and the Giver. Our movement is a way of saying thank you. It is a way of giving something back to the vessel that carries us.

			That day, I affirmed the importance of making movement a sacred and non-negotiable part of my life. Not for weight loss. Not for performance. But for devotion. For connection. For love.

			Because in moving, I remember that I am alive.

			And I am worth caring for.

		

	
		
			

			Day 3 

			Schedule Time to Play

			 We don’t stop playing because we grow old, we grow old because we stop playing. — George Bernard Shaw

			He who does not know how to play should not go into the forest. — Yoruba Proverb

			In 2011, I discovered the incredible power of playfulness during a Turning Point workshop, the first of three transformational programs conducted by the Insight Training Centre. This particular workshop focuses on helping participants identify and overcome personal barriers to growth and transformation. The second, called Joyspring, centres on cultivating inner happiness and emotional well-being. It equips participants with strategies to find joy in their daily lives, even amidst challenges. The third and final workshop in the series, The Mile, is an experiential journey that focuses on personal and professional goal setting and achievement.

			It was a Friday games-night during Turning Point, and participants were asked to engage in a particular activity. Somehow, I missed the instructions on how the game was to be played. At that moment, I had two choices: I could give up and say I didn’t know what to do, or I could step into action and figure things out as I went along.

			In that confusion, I decided to ‘play house’ with the tools we were given, even though I had no clue what the objective of the game was. To my surprise, as soon as I stepped into play mode, I received an enthusiastic round of applause from those around me, signalling that I was on the right track. I finished the game successfully, without ever fully knowing the rules. That moment taught me one of the most profound lessons of my life: life rewards those who take action, not those who wait for perfect understanding.

			That night, I experienced how overthinking and waiting for ideal conditions can hold us back. Sometimes, all we need is to step into the unknown with a playful heart and an open mind. That is what releases fear. That is what puts us in flow with life.

			It also reminded me how essential it is to reconnect with the playful child within. As adults, we become so serious, so obsessed with getting everything right, so afraid of appearing foolish. But life isn’t always about following the instructions to the letter. Sometimes, it’s about picking up what you have, trusting the moment, and letting joy guide the way.

			

			When I reflect on that night, I’m reminded of how much clarity can come through movement. It taught me to value creativity, curiosity, and the courage to leap, even when the path is unclear. That leap is what invited joy, and that joy, more than anything, is what helped me grow.

			Playfulness has become a cornerstone of my self-love practice. By approaching life with softness and spontaneity, I’ve learnt that success isn’t always born of strategy. Sometimes, it comes from trust. From taking the next step, however small. From releasing the need to know it all. From laughing while you learn.

			So don’t wait for perfect conditions. Don’t overthink the instructions. And don’t be afraid of looking silly. Just start. Let your curiosity lead. Let joy have a say.

			Because action is where the magic lives.

			And the Universe? It always applauds effort, especially the playful kind.

		

	
		
			

			Day 4

			Be Self-Compassionate

			If there is no enemy within, the enemy outside can do us no harm. — African Proverb

			This morning, I was running late for my 6 a.m. Facebook Live check-in because I was fussing about the quality of the video and debating which device would give the clearest image. In the middle of this unnecessary panic, I caught myself. I realised just how harshly I was judging myself for something that, in the grand scheme of things, didn’t really matter.

			That moment prompted me to pause and consider something deeper, the importance of self-compassion as my tool for the day.

			I began reflecting more intentionally on what self-compassion looks like in my life. I’ve realised that the journey often begins in silence, a small, honest moment of self-reflection, where I ask myself: Am I treating myself with the same kindness I offer to others?

			More often than I’d like to admit, the answer has been no.

			In moments of failure or disappointment, I’ve tended to reach for self-criticism far more quickly than I reach for gentleness. But when the criticism didn’t motivate me, when it only deepened the ache, I sometimes found myself slipping into self-pity, believing I was stuck, unworthy, or beyond repair.

			This made me pause and ask: What really distinguishes self-pity from self-compassion? How can I offer myself grace in moments of suffering, rather than spiral into blame or helplessness?

			These questions opened up a vulnerable space. A space I usually avoid. But this time, I stayed. What I’m learning is that the path to self-compassion begins with acknowledging my own pain, not bypassing it. It calls me to sit with the discomfort, to name it honestly, and to wrap it in warmth rather than shame.

			I’m learning to be present with my emotions, asking gently, What do I need right now? Just as I would comfort a friend, I’m slowly learning to extend that same tenderness to myself. Writing about my feelings and listening to what my body is telling me has become a sacred practice. It doesn’t always come naturally. But the more I practice, the more I notice the shift, a softening within. A kindness returning to me.

			As though the universe felt I needed a practical test, I never realised how deeply I needed self-compassion until a dear friend decided she no longer wanted to associate with me. There was no conversation. Just a sudden distance. I later heard, through the grapevine, that the cold front I was feeling was intentional, and that she had no desire to straighten anything out with me.

			Old patterns rushed in. Self-doubt. Self-blame. That aching need to explain myself to anyone who would listen. I wanted to fix it, to defend myself, to be understood. But something deeper whispered back: What you need right now is compassion, not justification. I reminded myself that she had every right to her feelings and her choices.

			And I had a right to mine too. I appreciated deeper the meaning in “You cannot force understanding where silence has chosen to speak.”

			That day, I chose to honour the ache but not let it define me. I didn’t rush to apologise for existing. I didn’t chase reconciliation. Instead, I offered myself grace. And that was new.

			Self-compassion is quietly radical. For most of my life, I believed that being hard on myself would somehow help me grow. That punishing myself would force me to do better. But it didn’t. It only wore me down, stripped me of confidence, and made it harder to bounce back. I now understand that compassion is not weakness. It is a powerful tool for resilience.

			Research affirms what I’m discovering for myself: that those who practice self-compassion report greater happiness, optimism, and emotional strength. By acknowledging my imperfections and offering myself kindness instead of condemnation, I’ve found new ways to protect my self-worth and stay grounded through life’s storms.

			

			That day, I put this into practice by speaking kind words to myself. I imagined what a deeply loving friend might say to me, and I wrote those words down. It was simple. And yet, in doing that, I felt seen. By me. 

			I’m also beginning to recognise that my suffering is not unique. It’s part of the shared human experience. That realisation brings comfort. It reminds me that I am not alone. By using self-soothing practices and becoming more aware of my inner dialogue, I’m learning to replace harsh judgment with gentleness. I’m reminding myself that mistakes are part of being human. That I am not broken. That I, too, am worthy of compassion.

			This self-compassion journey hasn’t been easy. But it’s transforming my relationship with myself in ways I never imagined. With each act of kindness, I’m building a softer home within, a place where I can land when life gets hard.

			Every day, I’m learning to heal, to grow, and to love myself with more patience than ever before.

			And tomorrow, I’ll try again.

		

	
		
			

			Day 5 

			Start with Morning Pages

			We write them every morning as we wake up because they get us to the other side of our fear, of our negativity, of our moods. — From Julia Cameron’s The Artist’s Way

			There is something deeply self-loving about writing first thing in the morning, before I do anything else. I am convinced that giving myself that time is one of the most generous and life-giving things I can do. I don’t approach my morning pages as creative writing or with any intention to produce something polished. Instead, they are a safe and sacred space where I detox my mind, declutter my thoughts, and let everything out.

			Inspired by Julia Cameron’s The Artist’s Way, I’ve discovered the quiet power of morning pages, a simple, yet profound practice that helps me move beyond fear, negativity, and the heaviness of mood. Reflecting on the impact of this book always takes me back to how it first entered my life. In 2009, a dear friend gave it to me for my birthday, shortly after we met. She inscribed it with a note I still treasure:

			“This book burst forth my latent creativity in ways I’d never imagined. This short while with you, I have surprised a sea of creativity bubbling way down deep in your being.

			Enjoy your journey.”

			29/12/2009.

			Since then, I’ve been a lifelong student of The Artist’s Way. Morning pages have helped me silence my Inner Critic, that voice that tries to undermine my worth, my creativity, my direction. Writing them each day has become a ritual of connection with myself. A raw, unfiltered communion. By spilling my thoughts onto the page, I free myself to move forward into each day with greater clarity.

			I don’t reread the pages. That’s not their purpose. They are not there to be edited or analysed. They are my mental dumping ground, the place where I leave behind the things I might not be proud of. The fears. The frustrations. The tangled thoughts I can’t yet untangle. And there’s freedom in that because the point isn’t to revisit what I write. It’s to release it. Sometimes I overflow from excitement and joy and the pages help to bring me back to equanimity.

			Morning pages have become my sanctuary. More than a writing practice, they are an appointment with myself, a daily act of presence where I sit down and give myself airtime. No interruptions. No filters. Just space to explore how I feel, what I believe, what I am wrestling with, and what I long for. Sometimes I write about the mundane, sometimes about the mysteries of the soul. But it’s all welcome on the page.

			They were my lifeline during what I now call the Damascus friendless period of my life. Each morning, I used the pages to process the sadness and anger that came with being ghosted by people I once called friends. Through writing, I worked through the ache of isolation. Eventually, I reached a place of acceptance, the understanding that people are free to change their views about me. What mattered most was the view I held of myself. And when I looked inward, I realised that I was at peace with me and that meant all the difference.

			That daily practice began to quieten the Inner Critic, a tough adversary that had followed me for years. Especially when I was being creative or taking risks. But writing through the noise helped me confront it, not by fighting, but by listening with compassion. I stopped trying to shut the critic down. Instead, I learnt to trace its fears, to see its patterns, and to respond with gentleness. Each day that I write, I feel a little more empowered. A little more capable of choosing what serves me.

			At first, I wasn’t sure how much morning pages would really do for me. But now, as they’ve become part of my daily rhythm, I know they are one of the most consistent and trustworthy tools I have. They offer space. Permission. A soft landing. They remind me that I don’t need to be neat or certain to be worthy of love and attention, even from myself.

			Morning pages have taught me that self-love includes listening. Not always fixing or affirming but listening deeply to what I’m carrying. By giving myself this space to write, I am also giving myself permission to be exactly as I am. And in doing so, I find the courage to be more honest, more whole, and more free.

			This isn’t about becoming a better writer. It’s about becoming more truthful with myself. Every page brings me closer to clarity, to kindness, and to knowing who I really am and how I want to move through this world, with softness, with presence, and with love.

		

	
		
			

			Day 6 

			Binge on Laughter

			 You learn how to cut down trees by cutting them down. 

			— African Proverb

			This Bantu proverb reminds me that you don’t learn joy from reading about it. You learn joy, like you learn anything else, by practising it. Laughter, like chopping wood, becomes easier the more often you do it. You don’t wait for a reason to laugh. You laugh anyway, and by doing so, you remember how.

			Laughter is one of the most underutilised tools in our lives. Especially when it’s directed at ourselves with love and grace. It offers us a new way to see our problems, not as shameful failings, but as small stories in a much bigger picture. But many of us take ourselves and our circumstances far too seriously. We forget how to laugh. And in doing so, we forget how to breathe.

			

			That reflection reminded me of one of my favourite stories from home, about a revered African National Congress stalwart from the Eastern Cape: Tat’ uRaymond Mhlaba. He was known for his sharp wit and humour, even as a leader. During his time as Premier, he was once criticised for not attending multiple important events. His response? Calm and humorous. He said he was not the Holy Spirit and therefore could not be everywhere at the same time. He then listed the other events he had attended and asked, with a smile, how anyone could be expected to do it all.

			That story has stayed with me. It reminded me that laughter is not an escape from responsibility, it is a wise companion to it. It teaches us how to carry things lightly, without carrying less.

			Osho captured this beautifully when he said, “Because only man is capable to laugh, that means that laughter is the highest point of evolution. That’s why I’ve started calling laughter ‘the prayer time.’”

			This reflection made me consider how often we overlook the healing and transformative power of laughter. It’s not just a response to humour, it’s a physiological and emotional reset. Research shows that laughter reduces stress, boosts the immune system, and releases endorphins, those feel-good hormones that brighten our mood. When we laugh, we connect with others and reconnect with ourselves. For a moment, we’re lifted. Unburdened.

			Laughter is sacred.

			Tat’ uRaymond Mhlaba’s story helped me remember that part of self-love is lightness. Yes, it includes healing and growth, but it also includes joy. It includes letting go of the pressure to be perfect. It includes those beautiful, messy, human moments where we chuckle at ourselves and realise that not everything is a crisis.

			There’s something profoundly spiritual about laughter. In our darkest moments, it can be a life raft. It doesn’t erase the hardship, but it softens it. It reminds us that we are still here. Still breathing. Still able to find light in the shadows.

			One of my best memories is taking part in laughter yoga at the Centre of Light, led by my friend Ravin. I’ll never forget it. After an hour of uncontrollable, belly-deep laughter, we moved into a meditation session, and to this day, that meditation remains one of the most vivid, peaceful moments of my life.

			Laughter, in this way, has become a vital act of self-love for me. A reminder that I am human, that I have limits, and that life is more fulfilling when I stop gripping it so tightly. By making room for humour and light-heartedness, I invite joy to sit beside me, even when life is hard. Especially when life is hard.

			As Charlie Chaplin said, “A day without laughter is a day wasted.”

			So I commit to finding reasons to laugh. To choosing joy even when it’s inconvenient. To bingeing on the kind of laughter that heals.

			Because laughter isn’t just a gift.

			It’s a practice, one worth returning to, again and again.

		

	
		
			

			Day 7

			Be Proactive

			Exercise what Viktor Frankl called “the last of human Freedoms” - the ability to choose one’s attitude in a given set of circumstances. –  Stephen Covey’s 1st of the 7 Habits of Highly Effective People 

			Two things that come naturally to me are trusting and smiling. Anyone who knows me will tell you that trust comes naturally to me. But it’s not blind trust, it’s grounded in discernment. I tend to trust people I already experience as sincere. In the small, everyday moments, I trust that they’re not out to deceive me. I don’t begin relationships with suspicion, and I don’t feel the need to test people before deciding whether they’re worthy of my trust. That said, I’m not easily fooled either, I can spot a boast or a tall tale from a distance. It’s not that I haven’t been hurt, I have, but I’ve come to see that trust is a gift I choose to give, not something to be hoarded or handed out carelessly. It allows me to move through life with openness, and that openness has become one of my greatest strengths.

			I’ve also come to cherish the power of smiling. People often comment on my smile, and they’re right, it’s almost automatic now. Even in pain, if I see someone, I’ll still smile. It’s not forced. It’s not performative. It’s just a part of me that refuses to go dim. And in many ways, it has become a source of strength, a reminder that I can still choose to bring light into a space, even when I feel cloudy inside.

			These qualities, smiling and trusting, have helped me live what Stephen Covey calls a proactive life. In his 7 Habits of Highly Effective People, Covey draws on Viktor Frankl’s insight that between stimulus and response lies our greatest human freedom, the ability to choose our attitude. For me, smiling and trusting are not just habits. They are choices. They are how I honour that space between what happens to me and how I choose to respond.

			I’m reminded of a story about two monks washing their bowls in a river. One of them sees a drowning scorpion and moved by compassion, reaches out to save it. But the scorpion stings him. Undeterred, the monk tries again and is stung again. His companion asks, “Why do you keep trying, despite the pain?” The monk replies, “It is in my nature to save, just as it is in the scorpion’s nature to sting.”

			That story has always spoken to me. It reminds me that choosing to live from our true nature, whether it’s compassion, joy, trust, or love, is not dependent on how the world responds. Self-love includes having the courage to keep being yourself, even when the world stings.

			I see this same spirit in my niece and housemate, Nqonqo. Watching her prepare for work or church is a quiet masterclass in intentional living. She’s not rushing the morning off. She starts preparing days in advance. She checks her notes, polishes her thoughts, puts care into every detail. It’s not about performance, it’s about alignment. She inspires me to reflect on how I, too, can live with more intention.

			Through this journey, I’ve learnt that self-love is not a feeling I wait for, it’s a choice I make, daily. It’s how I speak to myself in the mirror. How I return to breathe when I’m overwhelmed. How I choose not to believe every voice in my head that says I’m falling short.

			Proactive self-love is not a rescue mission, it’s a lifestyle. It’s the opposite of reacting only when things fall apart or an intervention. Just like I learnt with movement on Day 2, it’s about choosing what nourishes me before I’m in crisis. It means showing up for myself daily, not just when things go wrong or when they go right. Whether I’m journaling, setting boundaries, resting, or simply smiling at my reflection, these acts aren’t random. They’re intentional. They are how I remind myself: I matter, even before the world tells me I do.
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