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    To Zanele Mkansi, my queen, the one that I love the most.

You carried us all—in your belly, in your heart, and through the fire. You taught me that strength is soft, that healing is quiet, and that love does not end when life does. This is your story. This is our story. This is for the boys who visited us and promised to return.

I love you. Forever.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Healing has no external validation. The healing is the inner confirmation that peace has entered. That wound has become wisdom, has become the eye that sees patterns."

— Thapelo Valentine Mokone
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To Zanele Mkansi, my queen, the one that I love the most.

You carried us all—in your belly, in your heart, and through the fire. You taught me that strength is soft, that healing is quiet, and that love does not end when life does. This is your story. This is our story. This is for the boys who visited us and promised to return—Bokang and Bokamoso.

I love you. Forever.
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"Healing has no external validation. The healing is the inner confirmation that peace has entered. That wound has become wisdom, has become the eye that sees patterns."

— Thapelo Valentine Mokone

—-

[image: ]


TABLE OF CONTENTS

Page

FRONT MATTER 

Dedication i

Epigraph ii

Author's Note iii



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


PART ONE: BEFORE 

[image: ]




Chapter 1 The Queen I Chose – An Introduction to Us 1

Chapter 2 February 2025 – The Revelation 25

Chapter 3 Preparing the Nest – Anticipation and Arrangements 49

Chapter 4 A Soul Within – The Daily Rhythm of Expectation 73

Chapter 5 Two Hearts, One Dream – The Miracle Multiplied 97

Chapter 6 The Architects of Tomorrow – Imagining Our Sons 121



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


PART TWO: THE COLLISION 

[image: ]




Chapter 7 The Collision – June Towards July 145

Chapter 8 The Phone Call – News from the Edge 169

Chapter 9 The Heater That Stayed Cold – A Moment at George Mokhari Hospital 193

Chapter 10 The Gathering – Family Arrives 217



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


PART THREE: AFTER 

[image: ]




Chapter 11 Crying with the Queen – The Aftermath and Grief 241

Chapter 12 The Long Healing – Inner Confirmation and Outer Strength 265

Chapter 13 The Quiet Foundation – Paulos, the Father Who Became a Rock 289

Chapter 14 Restoration and Reincarnation – The Light at the End of the Tunnel 313



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


PART FOUR: LOOKING FORWARD 

[image: ]




Chapter 15 The Marriage That Came Random – A Realization in the Ward 337

Chapter 16 Waiting for Tomorrow – Hope and the Future 361

BACK MATTER 

Acknowledgments 385

A Letter to My Queen 389

A Letter to Bokang and Bokamoso 391

About the Author 393

Discussion Questions for Reading Groups 395

—-

[image: ]


AUTHOR'S NOTE

This is a work of nonfiction. The events described are true to the best of my memory and the shared recollection of those who lived through them with me. Some names have been kept, some details have been honored, and the emotions have been preserved exactly as they were felt. The story is told from my perspective, but it belongs equally to Zanele, to our families, and to the two souls who came to us too soon—Bokang and Bokamoso.

I have written this book not because our pain is unique—it is not. Loss is a universal language. I have written it because our love is unique, and because love, when shared, becomes a light for others walking in darkness.

May you find something here that helps you heal.

— Thapelo Valentine Mokone

Pretoria, South Africa

2025
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CHAPTER 1: THE QUEEN I CHOSE – AN INTRODUCTION TO US

Before there was the revelation, there was the woman. Before the two lines appeared on the test, there was the queen who made the idea of lineage feel not just possible, but sacred. Before the grief, before the healing, before the words you are about to read, there was simply this: a man, a woman, and the slow, beautiful work of building a life together.

Her name is Zanele Mkansi. And she is, and always will be, the one I love the most.

The First Time I Saw Her

I remember the first time I saw her with the clarity that only hindsight provides. It was not a dramatic meeting—no thunderbolt from the sky, no orchestra swelling in the background. It was ordinary, as the most important things often are. She was simply there, in a room, existing in that particular way she has of existing, and something in me recognized her before my mind could catch up.

It was a serendipitous encounter, facilitated by the universe, that led me to meet this extraordinary individual. On my way to visit my aunt in Soshanguve, I stumbled upon a captivating presence that left me spellbound. Our chance meeting was marked by an intense, unspoken connection, as if time stood still.

Her striking features, particularly her eyes, radiated an otherworldly innocence and beauty, drawing me in with an irresistible allure. The energy emanating from her was palpable, and I felt an inexplicable sense of healing and comfort. My instincts took over, and I mustered the courage to ask for her contact information.

Despite being in a hurry, she graciously acknowledged my interest and allowed me to express myself. The connection was instantaneous, and we've maintained an unbroken line of communication ever since. It's as if we're enveloped in a magnetic field, focused solely on each other, with the world fading into the background.

This encounter has been a profound experience, one that I attribute to the universe's subtle yet profound way of guiding us toward meaningful connections. I'm grateful for the serendipity that brought us together and look forward to nurturing this bond.

The Woman Beneath the Title

I call her my queen, and I mean it with every fiber of my being. But let me tell you what kind of woman earns such a title.

Zanele Mkansi is a teacher by profession and a teacher by nature. She stands in front of classrooms full of children who arrive with empty stomachs and full hearts, and she pours herself into them until there is nothing left. She teaches them to read, yes. She teaches them to count, certainly. But more than that, she teaches them to believe that they matter. She teaches them that their dreams are valid, that their lives have purpose, that the circumstances of their birth do not determine the scope of their future.

I have watched her come home exhausted, drained by the demands of a system that asks too much and gives too little. I have seen her mark papers until her eyes blurred, prepare lessons until her hands cramped, worry about individual students until her heart ached. And I have seen her do it all again the next day, and the next, and the next, without complaint, without resentment, without ever once questioning whether the children deserved her best.

That is the woman I chose. That is the woman who chose me.

Her Father, Paulos

To understand Zanele, you must understand something about her father. Paulos Mkansi is a man carved from the granite of another generation. He is quiet in the way that mountains are quiet—not because they have nothing to say, but because their presence speaks for itself. He raised Zanele with a firm hand and a soft heart, teaching her that strength and gentleness are not opposites but partners.

When I first met Paulos, I was terrified. Every man who loves a daughter knows the weight of a father's assessment. Paulos looked at me with eyes that had seen too much to be easily impressed. He shook my hand with a grip that measured more than just physical strength. And then, after a silence that stretched into uncomfortable territory, he simply nodded. It was not approval, exactly. It was more like a temporary ceasefire. He would watch. He would wait. He would decide.

Over time, that nod became something warmer. He saw how I treated his daughter. He saw that I didn't just love her—I respected her. I didn't just want her—I honored her. And gradually, the walls came down. Paulos began to share stories of Zanele's childhood, of the girl who asked too many questions, who refused to accept easy answers, who stood up to bullies twice her size. He told me about her mother, who passed when Zanele was young, and how Zanele had stepped into a role no child should have to fill. He told me that she was the strongest person he knew, and that if I ever forgot that, he would remind me.

I have never forgotten. I never will.

From the very beginning, Paulos treated me like his son. Not in the casual way that some fathers-in-law might—a polite acceptance, a tolerance of the man who married their daughter. No, Paulos treated me with genuine warmth, with real concern for my wellbeing. He worried about me when I traveled, checked on me when I was sick, celebrated with me when things went well. He was the father I had never really had, and I loved him for it.

This love would become even more important in the days ahead, when distance separated me from Zanele and Paulos became the bridge between us. But I didn't know that yet. In those early days, I simply appreciated the gift of a man who accepted me completely, without reservation, without condition.

The Geography of Our Love

When we decided to build a life together, we knew it wouldn't be easy. Nothing worthwhile ever is. I worked in administration in Mamelodi, processing paperwork and managing systems that often made no sense. Zanele taught in Soshanguve, commuting daily to a school that needed more than she could give but gave everything she had anyway.

The distance between Mamelodi and Soshanguve is not vast in kilometers—perhaps thirty, depending on the route. But in the context of a relationship, every kilometer matters. There were weeks when we saw each other only on weekends, snatching moments between work and rest and the endless demands of simply surviving. We learned to love across distance. We learned to communicate through phone calls and text messages and the desperate hope that absence would indeed make the heart grow fonder.

It did. But it also made the heart grow weary.

I would lie awake at night, staring at the ceiling, imagining her in her own bed, in her own room, in her father's house. I would wonder if she was warm enough, if she was sleeping peacefully, if she dreamed of me the way I dreamed of her. I would calculate the days until the weekend, when I could make the journey, when I could hold her again, when I could breathe the air that she breathed and feel, for a few precious hours, complete.

Those weekend visits became sacred. I would arrive with small gifts—sometimes flowers, sometimes food, sometimes just myself, offering the only thing I had to give. We would cook together, laugh together, plan together. We would talk about the future—about marriage, about children, about the life we were slowly, painstakingly building. We would hold each other in the quiet hours and pretend that Monday was not coming, that distance was not waiting, that we could freeze time and stay forever in the warmth of each other's arms.

But Monday always came. And we always let go. And we always counted the days until we could hold each other again.

The Conversations We Had

In those early days, before the tests and the twins and the tragedy, we talked constantly about children. It was a theme that ran through our relationship like a river through a valley, shaping everything around it.

"How many do you want?" I would ask her, and she would smile that smile and say, "Many. I want many." She came from a family that valued children, that saw them not as burdens but as blessings, not as expenses but as investments in the future. She wanted sons and daughters, builders and dreamers, children who would carry forward everything her parents had given her.

I wanted the same. I wanted a house full of laughter, a table surrounded by small faces, a legacy that would outlast me. I wanted to be the father I never had—present, patient, proud. I wanted to give my children everything I had lacked and everything I had fought to become.

We would lie in the dark and name them. Not seriously—we weren't ready for that yet. But playfully, testing sounds and meanings, imagining how they would look with these names attached. We would argue gently about spelling, about cultural significance, about whether certain names carried too much weight or too little. It was a game, but it was a game with stakes. We were planting seeds, even then.

The Ordinary Days

It's important to me that you understand the ordinary days. The days when nothing happened. The days when we simply existed together, breathing the same air, occupying the same space, being present to each other in the small ways that actually matter.

I remember a Saturday afternoon when we did nothing at all. We lay on her bed, she reading a book, I watching her read. The light came through the window in that particular way afternoon light does, golden and forgiving. She would turn a page, and her fingers would move with a grace that mesmerized me. She would pause to consider a passage, and her brow would furrow in concentration. She would laugh at something in the text, and the sound would fill the room like music.

I didn't need to be doing anything else. I didn't want to be anywhere else. In that moment, watching her read, I understood something profound: that love is not found in grand gestures or dramatic declarations. Love is found in the willingness to simply be with someone, to witness their existence, to find joy in their joy. Love is found in Saturday afternoons that no one will remember but that shape everything that follows.

The Proposal

When I decided to propose, I was terrified. Not because I doubted her answer—I didn't. I knew she loved me. I knew she wanted the same future I wanted. But proposing is not about doubt or certainty. It is about vulnerability. It is about standing before the person you love most in the world and saying, "This is who I am. This is all I have. Will it be enough?"

I planned for weeks. I saved money I didn't have. I consulted friends, sought advice, rehearsed words that felt inadequate no matter how many times I refined them. And finally, on a day that was ordinary in every way except this one, I got down on one knee in her father's living room, with Paulos watching from the doorway, and I asked Zanele Mkansi to be my wife.

She said yes. Of course she said yes. But the way she said it—the tears in her eyes, the tremble in her voice, the way she threw her arms around me and held on like she would never let go—that was the moment I knew that everything I had imagined about our future was possible. That was the moment I knew that we would build something extraordinary together.

Paulos shook my hand afterward, and this time there was no assessment in his grip, no waiting in his eyes. There was only acceptance. Only welcome. Only the quiet acknowledgment that I was now, officially, part of his family. He pulled me into a hug, and I felt in that embrace the weight of a father's blessing.

We celebrated that night with a simple meal. Zanele cooked, I helped, Paulos sat at the table and told stories about Zanele's childhood that made her blush and made me laugh. It was ordinary, and it was perfect. It was the first night of the rest of our lives.

The Dream We Shared

As we planned our wedding, as we navigated the complexities of merging two lives into one, we never lost sight of the dream that mattered most: children. We wanted a family. We wanted to hear small feet running through the house. We wanted to argue about discipline and celebrate first steps and worry about teenage rebellion. We wanted it all.

Zanele would talk about how she would raise our children differently than she raised her students. "I'll be stricter at home," she would say, and I would laugh because I knew she couldn't be strict with anyone. She loved too openly, too generously. She would spoil our children rotten, and I would have to be the bad cop, and we both knew it and smiled at the knowledge.

I would talk about teaching them to fish, to fix things, to stand up for themselves. I would talk about the conversations we would have, the values we would instill, the adults they would become. I would imagine them grown, successful, happy—and I would see Zanele and myself in the background, proud, fulfilled, complete.

We didn't know then how close we were to the beginning of that dream. We didn't know that February would bring news that would change everything. We only knew that we wanted, and we hoped, and we waited for the right time.

The right time was coming. We could feel it. We could almost touch it.

And then, without warning, it arrived.

—-
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CHAPTER 2: FEBRUARY 2025 – THE REVELATION


[image: ]




February in Pretoria is a month of contradictions. The summer heat still lingers, heavy and insistent, but there are hints of autumn in the morning air—a slight coolness, a different quality of light. The jacarandas have long since dropped their purple blooms, but the bougainvillea still blazes against walls and fences, defiant in its beauty. It is a month of endings and beginnings, of holding on and letting go.

I didn't know, on that particular February morning, that I would remember the weather forever. I didn't know that the quality of light, the temperature of the air, the specific sounds of the neighborhood waking up—all of it would be etched into my memory alongside the news that was coming. But that's how it works, isn't it? The mundane becomes monumental when it shares a moment with the miraculous.

The Morning Of

It was a Tuesday, I think. Or maybe a Wednesday. The days of the week have blurred in my memory, replaced by the sharper clarity of the event itself. I was with my queen, Zanele, in the small room that served as our sanctuary when I could visit. We were doing what couples do in the morning—moving around each other in the familiar dance of shared space, talking about nothing, preparing for the day ahead.

She seemed different that morning. I noticed it even then, though I didn't understand it. There was a nervousness in her movements, a hesitation in her speech. She kept looking at me and looking away, as if she were building up to something. I asked if she was okay, and she said yes, too quickly. I asked if something was wrong, and she said no, too firmly.

I let it go. Love teaches you to trust, to give space, to wait for the other person to share when they're ready. I kissed her forehead and told her I loved her, and I went about my morning routine, pushing down the small flicker of concern that had ignited in my chest.

Later, I would learn that she had been holding the secret since before I woke. She had taken the test in the bathroom while I slept, had watched the two lines appear, had sat on the edge of the tub and cried silent tears of joy and fear and disbelief. She had hidden the test in a drawer, unsure how to tell me, unsure how to process what it meant. And she had waited, letting me sleep, letting the morning unfold, gathering the courage to share the news that would change everything.
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