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    To my mother, Lucky Louisa Mokone—

my first love, my greatest teacher, my eternal guide.

You left this world too soon, but you never left me.

Every word in this book is a love letter to you.

Every memory is a treasure.

Every lesson is a gift you continue to give.

This is for you, Mama.

Forever and always.

      

    



  	
        
            
            The bond between a mother and her son is not broken by death. It is only transformed—into something deeper, something eternal, something that transcends the boundaries of this world and reaches into the next.

— Thapelo Valentine Mokone
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A Note to the Reader

What you hold in your hands is more than a memoir. It is an invitation—a doorway into a relationship that death could not end, a love that time could not diminish, a bond that remains as real today as it was when my mother walked this earth.

I have written this book for many reasons: to honor her memory, to process my own grief, to share the wisdom she imparted. But most of all, I have written it for you—the reader who may be walking your own path of loss, who may be questioning whether love truly transcends death, who may need to hear that you are not alone.

My story is specific. It is rooted in South African soil, shaped by Virgo wisdom, marked by prophecies and dreams and ongoing visitations. But the emotions it carries are universal. Grief, love, longing, hope—these belong to everyone who has ever loved and lost.

As you read, I invite you to bring your own story alongside mine. Let my mother's wisdom speak to you. Let my journey companion you in yours. And may you find, somewhere in these pages, the reassurance that love does not end—it only transforms.

This book is my gift to you, as my mother's love was a gift to me.

May it bless you as you read.

Thapelo Valentine Mokone

—-
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Foreword: Why This Story Is for You

This book is born from a simple truth: some bonds cannot be broken by death. They transcend the physical realm, existing in dreams, in moments of crisis, in joy, and in the quiet spaces between thoughts. What you hold in your hands is not merely a memoir—it is a testament to the enduring power of a mother's love and the wisdom she imparts that continues to guide long after her voice has fallen silent in this world.

The journey you are about to undertake spans over a decade of memories, prophecies, grief, and ultimately, transformation. It is my story, but it is also a universal story for anyone who has loved deeply and lost, for anyone who has wondered if those who leave us truly depart, and for anyone seeking to understand how pain can be alchemized into purpose.

I invite you to walk with me through these pages. Come meet my mother—the September 18, 1970 Virgo woman whose directness sometimes felt like a blade, whose wisdom cut to the bone, and whose love prepared me for a life I could not then imagine living without her. Come see how a twenty-year-old young man tried to process the unthinkable, how a twenty-three-year-old survived the unsurvivable, and how, at thirty-four, I have come to understand that my mother never really left at all.

She is still here. She is still guiding. And this book? This book is her inspiration, her message, her ongoing conversation with me—and now, with you.

—-
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Preface: A Prayer in the Darkness

It began with a longing—a deep, aching desire that rose from somewhere so profound within me that I could not contain it. I was thirty-four years old, an adult by any measure, a man who had navigated a decade without his mother's physical presence. And yet, on an ordinary evening, in the quiet intimacy of my own thoughts, I found myself expressing a simple, heartfelt plea:

I want a mother. I want someone with whom I can share an unbreakable bond. I want someone who will reciprocate this love and connection that burns so fiercely within me.

It was not a prayer, exactly. It was not directed to any specific deity or power. It was simply a cry from the depths of my being, a confession of need that I had perhaps been too proud to acknowledge for too long. In the ten years since my mother's passing, I had built a life. I had learned to function, to move forward, to find moments of joy and purpose. But in that moment, alone with my thoughts, the truth surfaced: I still longed for a mother's love. I still needed that unique connection that only a mother can provide.

I fell asleep with that longing in my heart.

That night, she came to me.

It was not a vague impression or a fleeting sense of her presence. It was vivid, tangible, real. My mother appeared in my dream, and we spoke. We spoke as we always had—easily, intimately, as if no time had passed, as if death had never separated us. I cannot recall every word of that conversation, but I remember the feeling: the overwhelming sense of being seen, of being known, of being loved unconditionally. The sense that my longing had been heard and answered.

When I woke, the tears came. Not tears of sadness, though grief was present. Not tears of confusion, though I could not fully explain what had occurred. They were tears of recognition, of acknowledgment, of surrender. I understood something in that moment that I had been resisting for ten years: my mother, though no longer with me in body, remains irreplaceable. Her memory, her legacy, her very essence continue to hold a special place in my heart. No one can fill that place because it is uniquely hers. But that does not mean I am alone. That does not mean love cannot reach me.

In light of this experience, I humbly surrendered my desires. Not to a specific power or deity, but to something larger than myself—a recognition that guidance and comfort can come from various sources, that love and connection can transcend different forms and relationships. I sought solace in the belief that what binds us to those we love is stronger than death, stronger than time, stronger than anything this world can throw at it.

With faith, I look forward to the possibility of reconnecting with my mother in a spiritual sense. I embrace the love and wisdom she continues to impart, whether through dreams, through sudden insights, through the quiet moments when I feel her presence so strongly that I have to catch my breath. Until then, I find strength in honoring her memory and the lessons she taught me.

May my heart remain open to the love and connections that life brings my way.

This is the story of that love. This is the story of those connections. This is the story of a bond that death could not sever, of a mother who continues to guide her son from beyond, and of a son who finally understands that he never needed to find another mother—because his never truly left.

—-
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The Prophecy

What she told me before she left
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The Last Conversation

Receiving the Prophecy That Would Shape My Life

I was twenty years old when my mother sat me down for what would become the most important conversation of my life. At the time, I did not know it was important. I did not know it was prophetic. I only knew that my mother—always direct, always honest, always speaking with a clarity that could sometimes feel like a blade—had something to tell me, and I needed to listen.

She was a Virgo woman, born September 18, 1970. If you know Virgos, you know they do not waste words. They observe, they analyze, they wait for the right moment, and then they speak with a precision that can leave you breathless. My mother had been watching me for twenty years. She had seen me grow, had witnessed my empathy, had observed how I felt things deeply—sometimes too deeply. She knew that I could dissect emotions, that I could feel pain as if it were my own, that I could take information and turn it over and over in my mind until I had extracted every possible meaning from it.

She also knew that I was ready. Ready for the truth. Ready for what she needed to tell me.

—-
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The Setting

I remember the day clearly, though I cannot recall the exact date. It was ordinary in every way—one of those afternoons that seems unremarkable until years later, when you realize it was anything but. We were at home, in the space we always inhabited together. There was no formality, no "sit down, we need to talk" preamble. She simply began to speak, and I listened.

What she told me, I could not then fully comprehend. She spoke of a time after she was gone—a concept so foreign to me at twenty that I could barely entertain it. My mother was healthy. My mother was vibrant. My mother was the center of my universe. The idea of a world without her was not just painful; it was impossible. It defied the laws of nature as I understood them.

But she spoke anyway. She spoke of loneliness—a loneliness so profound that it would feel like a physical presence. She spoke of being lost, of not knowing what to do or where to turn. She spoke of people who would come into my life at different stages, and she described them with such accuracy that I would later recognize them the moment they appeared. She spoke of the difficulty of being understood, of finding someone who could truly see me, truly know me, truly accept me as I am.

And then she stopped.

I waited for more. I waited for the solution, for the guidance on how to navigate these challenges, for the wisdom that would help me survive in a world without her. But it never came. She simply looked at me with those knowing Virgo eyes, and I understood that she had said everything she intended to say.

At the time, I felt disemboweled. The word is not too strong. I felt as if someone had reached inside me and pulled out something essential, leaving me hollow and raw. In my mind, I began to visualize the possibilities she had described. I tried to separate the pain of imagining from the reality of the moment. I tried to process what she was telling me while simultaneously resisting it with every fiber of my being.

"No," I wanted to scream. "No, this will not happen. No, you will not leave me. No, I will not live in a world where you do not exist."

But I said none of these things. Instead, I sat there, my twenty-year-old mind racing, trying to adjust myself to this presumed reality. I was trying to be open-minded, to consider the possibility that what she was saying might actually come to pass. I was breaking the status quo in my own head, challenging everything I believed about the permanence of our bond.

What if it happens? What if she is right? What if I have to live through everything she just described?

—-
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The Empath's Burden

To understand why this conversation hit me so hard, you must understand something about me: I am an empath. This is not a casual description or a trendy label. It is the fundamental truth of my existence. I feel things deeply—so deeply that emotions can sometimes overwhelm me. I can walk into a room and feel the energy of everyone in it. I can sense when someone is hurting, even when they smile and say they are fine. I can take on the pain of others as if it were my own, and I have to consciously separate myself from it to maintain my own equilibrium.

My mother knew this about me. She had watched me struggle with it my entire life. She had seen me cry at movies, not because the story was sad, but because I could feel the actors' emotions as if they were real. She had witnessed my outrage at injustice, my inability to let things go, my compulsion to fight for people I didn't even know. She understood that I processed the world through feeling, that my empathy was both my greatest gift and my heaviest burden.

So when she described the pain I would experience after her passing, she knew that I would feel it more acutely than most. She knew that the loneliness she predicted would not be a casual loneliness—it would be a bone-deep, soul-crushing isolation that would threaten to swallow me whole. She knew that being lost would not be a temporary confusion—it would be a fundamental disorientation, a loss of my compass, my north star, my guide.

And yet she told me anyway. Because she also knew that I needed to be prepared. That foreknowledge, however painful, would give me something to hold onto when the darkness came.

—-
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"No One Would Want You or Understand You"

These were her words. I have replayed them thousands of times over the years, examining them from every angle, trying to understand what she meant and why she said them. "No one would want you or understand you."

At twenty, these words felt like a curse. They lodged themselves in my heart like thorns, and for years I pulled them out and examined them, wondering if they were true, wondering if I was fundamentally unlovable, wondering if I would spend my life searching for someone who could truly see me and always coming up empty.

But my mother was not cursing me. She was preparing me. She was telling me that the road would be difficult, that the people I expected to be there might not be, that the love I thought I would find might not materialize in the ways I imagined. She was not saying that no one would ever love me—she was saying that the love I would encounter might not look like what I expected, might not come from the sources I anticipated, might require me to look deeper and wait longer than I wanted to.

And she was right.

In the years since her passing, I have experienced exactly what she described. People have come into my life at different stages, just as she predicted. Some have stayed for a season, others for a reason, and a precious few remain to this day. The loneliness she spoke of has been real—a physical ache that sometimes settles in my chest and refuses to leave. The feeling of being lost has been real—moments when I have no idea which way to turn, when the path ahead is shrouded in fog and I cannot find my way.

But through it all, something else has been true: my mother never gave me the solutions because she was the solution. Her wisdom, her guidance, her very essence has continued to flow through me, sustaining me, directing me, holding me when I could not hold myself.

—-
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The Wisdom I Must Use

There was one thing my mother always said to me, repeated so often that it became a mantra: "The wisdom you have must not go against you. Use it to your benefit."

This was her way of acknowledging my gifts while warning me of their potential pitfalls. She knew that my intelligence, my insight, my ability to see through pretense and deception—these could be powerful tools, but they could also become weapons turned against myself. If I used my wisdom to tear things apart without building something better, I would end up alone and bitter. If I used it to protect myself from vulnerability, I would miss the very connections I craved. If I used it to prove I was right instead of to understand, I would push away the people who truly wanted to love me.

"Use it to your benefit," she said. Not "suppress it" or "hide it" or "pretend to be less than you are." Use it. Deploy it strategically. Let it serve you rather than enslave you.

This advice has saved me countless times. In moments when I felt my critical nature rising, when I wanted to point out flaws and expose inconsistencies and tear down falsehoods, I have remembered her words and asked myself: Is this beneficial? Is this serving me? Is this moving me toward connection or away from it?

Sometimes the answer is yes. Sometimes truth needs to be spoken, even when it hurts. But often the answer is no. Often, what I want to say would only create distance, would only confirm my isolation, would only prove that I am as difficult and unlovable as I sometimes fear I am.

My mother knew I would need this reminder. She knew that my gifts would sometimes feel like curses, that my depth would sometimes feel like a burden, that my empathy would sometimes overwhelm me. So she gave me the one tool that would help me navigate it all: the wisdom to use my wisdom wisely.

—-
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Living with the Possibility

After that conversation, I did something that perhaps seems strange: I lived with the possibility. I carried her words with me, turning them over, examining them, letting them become part of my internal landscape. I did not accept them—acceptance would come much later, after her death had made it unavoidable—but I did not reject them either. I held them in a kind of suspended disbelief, acknowledging that they might be true while simultaneously hoping they were not.

This created a strange duality in my life. On one hand, I continued to love my mother with the fierce devotion of a son who cannot imagine life without his parent. On the other hand, I began to prepare myself, unconsciously, for a future that did not include her physical presence. I started paying closer attention to her stories, her advice, her observations about people and life. I started storing away memories, not because I knew I would need them, but because they felt precious in a way I could not articulate.

And I started to notice things. Patterns. Recurring themes in her conversations with me. A sense of urgency, of time being short, of messages that needed to be delivered before it was too late.

Looking back, I wonder if she knew. I wonder if her Virgo intuition, her ability to see what others missed, had given her a glimpse of what was coming. I wonder if she was saying goodbye in the only way she could—by preparing me, by warning me, by giving me everything she had while she still had time.

I will never know for certain. But I suspect she knew. I suspect she saw what was coming and did the only thing a mother can do: she loved me enough to tell me the truth, even when the truth was painful, even when the truth was a prophecy of loss.

—-
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"Lucky, You Always Speak About Dying"

I did not handle these conversations well. I was twenty, remember—invincible, immortal, unable to conceive of a world in which my mother did not exist. When she would speak of her death, I would dismiss her. "Lucky," I would say—using her name, because that was our dynamic, casual and familiar—"Lucky, you always speak about dying. When you are dead, after you are dead, we'll deal with it."

I said this not out of disrespect but out of self-protection. I could not go where she was trying to take me. I could not imagine the unimaginable. So I shut it down, changed the subject, made jokes, did anything to avoid the weight of what she was trying to tell me.

Sometimes I would go further. "You are not going to die," I would insist. "If you are going to die, even I myself will die with you. What will I be without my mother?"

It was not a question. It was not a question. It was a declaration. I was telling the universe that this could not happen, would not happen, because I would not allow it. I was a twenty-year-old young man trying to control forces far beyond my comprehension.

At night, before I slept, I would ponder the question more seriously. What will I be without my mother? I would search for an answer, but nothing came forth. In those days, I used to see the future almost every night. My dreams were vivid, prophetic, filled with images and insights that would later prove true. I saw myself doing great things—helping my entire family and beyond, becoming someone philanthropic, using my gifts in service of others. In those visions, I was selfless, driven by what I now recognize as "the disease of wanting to help"—a compulsion to serve that goes beyond reason or self-interest.

But in those visions, my mother was never there.

I noticed this, even as a teenager. I would get excited about the futures I saw, the possibilities, the adventures. But in the back of my mind, a quiet voice would whisper: Where is she? Why isn't she in these pictures?

I did not take these visions seriously. I thought I just had a huge imagination, a gift for storytelling, a tendency to daydream. I did not understand that I was seeing my actual future—a future in which my mother was no longer physically present, but in which her influence, her love, her guidance would continue to shape everything I did.

—-
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The Conversations That Inaugurated

Looking back, I see that my mother was inaugurating something in those years—a new phase of our relationship, a deeper level of connection, a preparation for what was to come. She would talk to me about her childhood, her youth, the people who had shaped her. She would tell me stories I had never heard before, revealing aspects of herself she had kept hidden. She would expose the characters in her life, the unfair treatment she had received, the struggles she had overcome.

At first, I took these stories lightly. I listened with the casual attention of a son who assumes there will always be more conversations, more stories, more time. I did not realize that she was giving me pieces of herself, preserving them in my memory so that I would have them after she was gone.

But as time went on, I began to notice something: she was telling me these things for awareness. She was not complaining or seeking sympathy. She was equipping me with knowledge, giving me insights into human nature, showing me what to watch out for, what to avoid, what to embrace. She was teaching me, in the only way she could, how to navigate a world that would not always be kind.

"You have a beautiful heart," she would tell me. And then she would warn me about people who might take advantage of that beauty. She would tell me about the ones who had hurt her, the ones she had trusted who had let her down, the ones who had pretended to love her while using her for their own purposes. She was not bitter—she was too practical for bitterness. She was simply informing me, preparing me, giving me the gift of her experience so that I might avoid her pain.

—-
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The Critical Rebel

My mother had another name for me: "critical" and "a rebel without a cause." She said this with affection, but also with concern. She saw how I questioned everything, how I could not simply accept what I was told, how I needed to examine and debate and understand before I could believe.

It was true. Whether we were watching television or discussing current events or simply talking about life, I would separate good from bad, truth from deception, authentic from manufactured. I would explain the propaganda behind what was being televised, the false narratives being promoted, the hidden agendas behind the stories. I would react viscerally to scenes of pain and anger, to deception and injustice. I would feel what I saw, sometimes so overwhelmingly that I would have to leave the room.

My mother would watch me with a mixture of pride and worry. "I wonder what kind of a girl you'll get," she would say. "Because there's no way you'll get one. You'll cross-question her, and when she can't answer, you'll say the girl is stupid."

I laughed when she said this, but I also felt the truth in it. She was right—I would not settle for someone who could not engage with me intellectually, who could not answer my questions, who could not challenge me and be challenged in return. I needed someone intelligent, someone real, someone who could meet me on the level where I lived.

"I'll deal with a stupid girl who can teach me anything?" I responded. "She must be intelligent and real."

My mother looked at me with knowing eyes. "And when you find her," she said softly, "you'll forget about me."

The words hit me like a physical blow. I laughed out loud, but the laughter was filled with pain. "That will never happen," I insisted. "If a girl doesn't want my mother, she doesn't want me."
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