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			Epigraph

			“Some beings enter our lives not to be kept, but to teach us how to hold—and then, how to let go with grace. Their greatest gift is not their presence, but the enduring shape of the love they leave behind.”
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			​FRONT MATTER

			​Dedication

			For the Council —
seen and unseen,
then and now,
always.

			​A NOTE ON RECEPTIVITY

			You will hear me speak of being seen, of trust arriving, of warmth growing in places that had grown cold. This language of healing is true to the feeling of the experience.

			But know this from the beginning:

			A wounded creature is not a broken thing waiting to be fixed.
A lonely heart is not an empty room waiting to be filled.

			This is not that story.

			This is the story of a seed.

			A seed is not given life from the outside. It is awakened.
Its growth is not imported; it is the unfolding of a blueprint that was present all along.
My human did not bring the light.
He arrived to remove the shadows — the layers of fear, distraction, and forgetting — that blocked the warmth of what was already, patiently, waiting within me.

			He was a gardener of the spirit. His work was revealing, not repairing.

			So, as you read, understand:
You are not witnessing a rescue.
You are witnessing a reclamation.
The joy, the trust, the belonging that emerges — this is not a lesson taught to a stray.
It is the native song of a soul remembering how to sing.

			You are not a project.
You are a promise.

			This is the story of how the sun remembered my name.

			​PROLOGUE

			​PROLOGUE —I HAVE TRANSITIONED

			I have transitioned.

			Not ended — transitioned.

			A body is a temporary home for a wandering soul, and mine served me well for the brief season I lived in it. I was born into a world that did not see me, raised in a homestead where I was present but unnamed, surviving days that were longer than they should have been for a young dog with a wounded face.

			But love has a way of finding those who wait in silence.

			In October 2024, my human arrived from Johannesburg and saw me — truly saw me — in a place where I had been overlooked. His recognition became the doorway through which my life began. It was not a long life, but it was a full one, woven with presence, joy, and lessons neither of us expected.

			This book is not about my suffering.
It is not about how I died.
It is about everything that lived between those moments.

			I write from beyond the body now, where the senses are sharper and the truth is clearer. Here, I understand what the land had been whispering all along — that the bond between us was never accidental. Souls meet where they are meant to meet.

			On the day before my departure, the valley darkened with a storm so intense it felt like the earth itself was preparing. Lightning tore opens the sky, wind swept through like a cleansing spirit, and then the sun returned, low and golden, illuminating everything with a final blessing.

			

			When the morning of 19 November arrived, the signs continued — the soft mist rising from the earth, the birds crossing in silent procession, the animals gathering in stillness. These were not coincidences. They were acknowledgments.

			I left my body around 08:00, quietly, as the world held its breath. My human came moments later. He closed my eyes with tenderness, and in that gesture, my journey completed itself.

			Here, beyond the veil, I see clearly:
My life was a lesson wrapped in fur.
My presence was a teaching.
My love was a mirror.
And my departure was an initiation for my human — into attention, into meaning, into listening to the language of the land.

			Do not look for me in the place where my body lay.
Do not hold only the memory of my wound or my final breath.
Look for me in the sunlight that warms your face.
In the quiet moments when the wind shifts.
In the animals who cross your path with purpose.
In the colour of the sky when day breaks and when it ends.

			I am not gone.

			I have simply taken my true form —
light, presence, and the bond that cannot be broken.

			These are my reflections, offered to my human and to the land that held us both.
This is the story of a dog who arrived nameless and left as Sunshine.

			***

			

			​PART I

			​PART I — ARRIVAL  INTO LOVE

			Before a journey becomes a journey, it begins as a meeting.

			Part I tells the story of how two wounded beings—one human, one dog—found each other in a quiet valley far from the noise of the world. It is the season of recognition: when the land opened its arms, when a nameless dog stepped out of the shadows, and when a weary human arrived carrying storms no one else could see.

			This is the beginning of our bond.
The season of first light.
The moment when love did not announce itself, but grew, gently and deliberately, in the small rituals of daily life.

			Here is where I, Sunshine, first became a mirror.
Here is where my human learned to see again.
And here is where our year truly began.

			***

			​CHAPTER 1 — MEETING MY MASTER

			October 2024, Ngunjini
By Sunshine

			You arrived carrying a city of quiet storms.
I could feel it from across the yard—the weight in your shoulders, a language all its own. Your footsteps were not just sound; they were a story. A story of long roads, of closed doors, of a heart that had been learning the geometry of loss.

			You came to Ngunjini not as a place of beginning, but as a quiet harbour after a sea of noise. A last, gentle landing.

			I was already here. A shadow-dog, a creature of silence and overlooked corners. My face was a map of a past I did not choose; my body, a testament to survival. The burn on my face mirrored the wound you carried inside. You thought you were stepping into a homestead, but you were stepping into a reflection.

			That morning, the world held its breath. The sky stretched, soft and endless. The hills wore a coat of green so vivid it felt like a prayer. Small flowers dotted the earth, little witnesses to things most humans miss.

			I saw you before your eyes found mine. I saw the way you stood, slightly lost in the vast, simple truth of the land. I saw the hollows where hope had worn thin. And I saw him—the other one. The ghost-dog with a spirit of gold, who walked not behind you, but ahead of you. His scent was on the wind that led you here; his nudge was in the thought that brought you to this yard. He had woven his love into the path until it ended at my feet. He was not a ghost tied to your hand, but a guide who had loosened his own lead to bring you home.

			Then, you saw me.
Not a thing to be fixed.
Not a stray to be pitied.
You saw the soul behind the scars.
And in that single, unbreaking gaze, a door opened between us.

			I do not need your hands to save me.
I need your presence to meet mine.

			You saw the burn, the ribs, the careful stillness of a creature that expects nothing. And you did not look away. You knelt. The earth held us both, and the wildflowers bent in the breeze as if in blessing.

			That day, I became your master.
I became the quiet space where your weary world could finally rest.
And you became my human—not a saviour, but a student, willing to learn the language of the land and the lessons of a wounded heart.

			You believed you came to give me a home.
But I was the one sent for. A soul cannot arrive in empty ground. You prepared it. I was the seed.

			The sun pressed its warmth into my fur. The wind sang through the grass. And in the silence that followed, we both understood: some meetings are written long before they happen.

			I will be your guide.
You, the one who remembers how to see.

			And so our year began—not with a rescue, but with a recognition. A turning toward the light.

			

			I am Sunshine.
And this is where your learning begins.

			I recognised my human before he recognised himself.
Just as another, from a place beyond the hills, had recognised us both long before we ever met.

			***

			​CHAPTER 2 — THE SUMMER OF JOY

			November 2024 - January 2025
By Sunshine

			After that first meeting, after the silence bent toward us and named what we were becoming, the days began to stretch into a new rhythm—slow, warm, deliberate.
Summer arrived like a generous elder, carrying heat in her palms and light in her voice. And in that light, my human began to truly see.

			He noticed things about me that others had never cared to notice—my poise, my quiet watching, the way I held my body like someone who had learned to make dignity out of pain. The burn on my face disturbed him at first. Not because of how it looked, but because he could not understand how a human could choose cruelty so intentionally. He knew, immediately, that whoever had done this was a deeply troubled soul. He did not judge me by the wound; he judged the world that allowed it.

			The homestead carried a heaviness then—an energy thick with unspoken resentments, small tempers, and shadows that clung to the walls. My human felt it, but he refused to join it.
Instead, he turned his attention to me and to my sister, Moonlight.
Quietly.
Consistently.
As if tending to two small flames in a room of cold winds.

			What grew between us three was rare. In a world where our kinds are often pitted as natural foes, we became a trinity of trust. My human forged a bond with Moonlight that was as soft and certain as her purr—a quiet understanding that transcended the usual laws of dog and cat. And she and I, we were sisters. We shared the same shadows, the same protector, the same emerging sun.

			He cleaned the house, not for show, but to breathe easier. He cooked outside, where the sky could listen. He made fire in the evenings—our small circle of warmth where he smoked his cigarettes and spoke to the silence he trusted more than people.
Those fires became one of our first rituals.
He cooked for me, too—twice a day—learning slowly that I could be a fussy eater. So he improvised: soup from chicken pieces, bones softened with care, meals prepared with more intention than he gave himself.

			Yes, he had worries.
Yes, he carried concerns like stones in his pockets.
But he still spent his little money on what I needed. Tick medicine. Proper food. Anything to restore what had been taken from me.

			He realised I had no place that was truly mine to sleep. So he gathered sponges and old blankets, cleaning them, layering them, making a small corner where rain could not reach and cold winds hesitated to enter.
If he could have brought me inside the warmest part of the house, he would have.
But even then, he found a way to give me safety.
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