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    Dedication

This book is dedicated to everyone living with HIV who has ever felt broken, forgotten, or hopeless. May you find strength in these pages, courage in your journey, and faith in your future. You are not defined by your diagnosis — you are a victor, not a victim.

      

    


HI Victors: A Journey of Strength, Purpose, And Life Beyond HIV

by Ronelle Z. Maripane




Copyright Page

 

HI Victors: A Journey of Strength, Purpose, And Life Beyond HIV

© 2025 Ronelle Z. Maripane. 

All rights reserved.

 

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means — electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise — without prior written permission from the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews.

 

Scripture quotations are taken from the Holy Bible, New International Version (NIV).

Published in South Africa.

First Edition – 2025




Dedication

This book is dedicated to everyone living with HIV who has ever felt broken, forgotten, or hopeless. May you find strength in these pages, courage in your journey, and faith in your future. You are not defined by your diagnosis — you are a victor, not a victim.




Table of Contents

1.   Dedication

2. Chapter 1: Understanding HIV, Understanding Yourself

3.   Chapter 2: Healing Begins Within

4.   Chapter 3: Building a Strong Support System

5.   Chapter 4: Living Healthy with HIV

6.   Chapter 5: Finding Your Purpose Beyond HIV

7.   Chapter 6: Relationships, Love, and Intimacy

8.   Chapter 7: Turning Obstacles into Opportunities

9.   Chapter 8: Living a Life of Impact

10. Conclusion

11. Resources

12. My Journey Journal

13. Notes

14. Author’s Note




Chapter 1: Understanding HIV, Understanding Yourself

 

“For I know the plans I have for you,” declares the Lord, “plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a future.”

— Jeremiah 29:11

 

Affirmation: I am more than my diagnosis. I am worthy of joy, love, and purpose.

 

When I found out about my status, The room grew colder the moment the words were spoken.

I didn’t hear them the way they were said. It was as if the air swallowed them before they reached me, then spat them out in fragments that cut through my chest. My body froze. My mind drifted into a haze.

I zoned out for what felt like a heartbeat, but when I returned, an hour had passed. The professional testing me had been waiting, watching me drift in and out of shock. Time betrayed me; it stretched into eternity and collapsed into nothing all at once.

There was a buzzing in my ears, like a thousand voices whispering in languages I couldn’t understand. The sound grew louder and louder until it felt like the walls themselves were screaming. My chest tightened with a crushing weight. Every bone in me felt like it was snapping under an invisible hand. I gasped for air but breathing itself felt like betrayal.

I couldn’t even cry. Tears had already carved rivers through my life long before this day. I had cried in silence, into pillows, into prayers that never seemed to reach heaven. That day, my tears refused me.

So I sat in that cold chair, rigid and hollow, and I heard it — the sound of my own soul breaking. Not in one crash, but in tiny splinters, piece by piece. And there was nothing I could do to stop it.

For the first time in my life, it felt like God and the devil had shaken hands. Like heaven and hell had come into agreement that this would be my undoing. That my story would end here, with one final nail in my coffin. But even as the silence pressed in, something deeper stirred. A faint whisper beneath the roar. A reminder I didn’t want to hear but couldn’t ignore: This is not the end.

