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			To Moses, for being my anchor in every storm. Your strength, love, and unwavering presence carried me when I could not carry myself.

			To my beloved children, Blessing and James, you are the laughter and light that remind me why hope is never lost.

			And to my precious Alissa, your memory is a gentle whisper of love that guides me still.
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			Author’s Preface

			Grief is a language the soul learns only when it has been broken. When I lost my daughter Alissa, and not long before, my grandmother, I felt as if life had emptied me out completely. I was a shell—breathing, walking, speaking—but untouched by the world around me.

			And yet, in that hollow silence, I found unexpected companions: faith, love, and the quiet voices of those who refused to let me drown. My family, my children, my husband Moses—each became a pillar. My niece Margy, my parents and siblings, patiently listened to my cries when I had no words left. And there were mentors and colleagues—different souls at different moments—who saw me when I was invisible and believed for me when I could not believe for myself.

			In this unfolding journey, J.M appears—not as a fictional idea, but as a lighthouse in the storm. He was the counselor who didn’t just listen but heard me. When depression threatened to blur every line of clarity, he reminded me of the power of holding on—and the sacred courage of letting go.

			I write not just to tell my story, but to echo the unspoken stories of many—of navigating life when the ground beneath your feet gives way, of rising when grief has almost silenced you, of rediscovering purpose after you’ve been shattered.

			This book is not just about loss. It is about finding fragments of hope in the ruins. It is about how healing does not come all at once but in whispers—through a prayer, a kind word, or even the stillness of water.

			If you have ever carried grief so heavy that breathing felt like a task, I pray these pages remind you of this: You are not alone. Love remains. And even when you cannot see it, grace has already gone ahead of you.

			This is not a story of endings, but of becoming. Of learning that grief and grace are not opposites—they live side by side, reshaping us into something new. My story was born from grief, yet shaped by resilience and quiet miracles. The pages hold sorrow, but also the light that found me in the shadows. From the ache of goodbye, to the beauty of becoming.

			This is my story and maybe not just my story, but perhaps a part of yours too. Step into these pages, where pain meets purpose and every word holds a piece of my soul. May you find comfort and courage in my words.
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			Chapter 

			1

			The Last Goodbye

			The last time I saw my grandmother, she sat by the window, her eyes soft and far away, as though she could already see beyond this world. At 102 years old, she carried the weight of a century in her hands—hands that had nurtured, labored, prayed and held our family together through storms and seasons.

			She was a living pillar of strength, the kind of woman whose laughter could cut through the heaviest silence and whose presence could gather a scattered family like a magnet pulling iron.

			She was a woman of contrasts—unyielding yet tender, wise yet mischievously playful. She greeted everyone the same way: with a contagious joy that made you feel seen, as if your arrival was the very highlight of her day. She celebrated small gifts as if they were treasures. A bar of soap. A loaf of bread. A bright scarf. Her gratitude was so pure it turned the ordinary into something holy.

			Her kitchen was the heart of her home. In July, when the cold bit at our fingers, we would all crowd around her hearth. She would roast maize with the skill of a seasoned expert, the smoky aroma mingling with laughter and stories that stitched our family closer together. And in that kitchen, we learned what love really looked like—not the kind that needed grand gestures, but the kind that lived in small, steady, unshakable acts.

			She was full of peculiarities, the kind that only made her more remarkable. She only wore white, red, or purple shoes, insisting that black was “for mourning,” and she refused to mourn while she still had breath in her lungs. She took cold showers even in her old age, as if daring life itself to challenge her. She loved her tea drowned in sugar—once, I made the mistake of serving her sugarless tea. She sipped it, froze, and fixed me with a stare that could silence a room.

			“Who has done this to me?” she asked dramatically.

			“What has happened?” I replied, bewildered.

			She leaned in, with the seriousness of a judge delivering a verdict:

			“My taste buds,” she said. “They are offended!”

			When her friends began passing away, I saw the rare moments when her strength faltered. She would refuse to eat, shaking her head and murmuring, “Is it that those who died failed to eat?” It was her way of grieving—raw, unpolished, painfully human. But even then, she never let despair define her. Instead, she poured what remained of her strength into us, urging us to love one another, to stay united no matter what.

			And oh, the way she celebrated us. When one of us graduated, she’d clap her hands in delight, her eyes glistening, and declare, “Now bring me that kîmûndû!” Then she would laugh and say her famous words, “Nî njamba wee”—“He is a strong one!” It was her way of blessing our next step, as if her approval gave us permission to dream bigger.

			She had a heart of gold. Anyone who visited her left with a gift—perhaps a kiondo filled with ripe bananas, or a dish of soft mukimo, which she fondly referred to as kamitû, since she had lost all her teeth in her youth. She blamed the loss on “people of bad eyes,” in her usual humorous tone.

			I remember kneeling beside her, holding those frail hands, and feeling a strange peace wash over me. Her strength had defied age and time for decades, but now, something had shifted, her body struggled, but her face beamed. She smiled, faint but certain and whispered, “Take care of the hearts God gives you, Lucky. They are the only treasures that matter.” 

			I didn’t know then that I would carry those words like an anchor. That they would be her parting gift.

			Two weeks later, everything changed.

			On Saturday, 28th January 2023, my brother—her closest confidant—called. His voice was low. My heart sank before the words even landed. “Grandma slept… and never woke up.” It was as if the sun itself dimmed. 
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