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    To Zanele Lillien Mkansi—

The queen who saw me when I couldn't see myself.

The prophet who spoke abundance into emptiness.

The steady hand that calmed my storm.

The energy that became my home.

You came at the worst time of my life.

You loved me when I had nothing to give.

You believed in books I hadn't written yet.

You saw futures I couldn't imagine.

Even billions would not scratch a dent in what you deserve.

You are beyond deserving.

You are beyond describing.

This book is your prophecy fulfilled.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "There is an energy between us—a spirit that helps us love each other, communicate with each other, have faith in each other, be one with each other."

—Thapelo Valentine Mokone

      

    


The Energy Between Us 

A Love Story of Prophecy, Poverty, and Supernatural Provision
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To Zanele—

The queen who saw me when I couldn't see myself.

The prophet who spoke abundance into emptiness.

The steady hand that calmed my storm.

The energy that became my home.

You came at the worst time of my life.

You loved me when I had nothing to give.

You believed in books I hadn't written yet.

You saw futures I couldn't imagine.

Even billions would not scratch a dent in what you deserve.

You are beyond deserving.

You are beyond describing.

This book is your prophecy fulfilled.
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"He who finds a good wife finds favor from the Lord."

—Proverbs 18:22
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"There is an energy between us—a spirit that helps us love each other, communicate with each other, have faith in each other, be one with each other."

—Thapelo Valentine Mokone
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"She prophesied that I should write books. She didn't know about the manuscripts. She just knew."

—Thapelo Valentine Mokone
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ABOUT THE BOOK

THE ENERGY BETWEEN US is not just a love story. It is a testimony of supernatural provision, prophetic awakening, and the mysterious force that connects two souls when they are meant to be one.

This is the story of Thapelo and Zanele—two people with nothing who built everything. No money. No bread. No stability. Just an energy between them that provided, protected, and prophesied.

When money appeared every time they needed to be together, they knew something was different.

When she described women she had never seen, they knew something was at work.

When she told him to write books—not knowing about the manuscripts hidden in his drawer—they knew their connection transcended the ordinary.

This book is for everyone who believes that love is more than emotion. It is for everyone who has felt an energy between themselves and another. It is for everyone still waiting for the one who will see them when they cannot see themselves.

The energy is real. This is its story.

—
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Chapter 1: When We Had Nothing
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I didn't have money to buy bread.

Let me start there, because that's where our story begins. Not with abundance. Not with comfort. Not with the kind of stability that most people think a relationship needs. We began in lack. In emptiness. In the kind of poverty that makes you wonder if you'll eat today.

Her name is Zanele Lillien Mkansi.

I need to write her full name here because every part of it matters. Zanele. Lillien. Mkansi. A name that would become prayer on my lips, prophecy in my ears, home in my heart.

But when we met, I couldn't give her anything. I couldn't buy her bread. I couldn't buy her airtime. I couldn't take her anywhere that cost money. I was so limited in terms of financial flow that some days I didn't have enough to buy bread for myself. Some days the bread simply didn't come.

And Zanele—my queen, the love I love dearly—she didn't have either.

She didn't have just to buy bread for some weeks. We were two people, standing together, with nothing between us but love and the decision to build anyway.

Most people would have walked away. Most people would have looked at our situation and said, "This is not enough. This is not stable. This is not what I signed up for."

But Zanele wasn't most people.

—-
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The Worst Time of My Life

She came at the worst time of my life.

I was in a depressive state. Not the kind of sad that passes with a good night's sleep, but the kind that settles into your bones, that colors everything gray, that makes you wonder if there's any point to any of it.

No one was there for me. I felt completely alone. Everything was a trigger. Every interaction felt like an attack. People seemed judgmental, poking and nagging, gossiping about me for absolutely no reason. I felt surrounded by attackers.

In that space, my only defense was my voice. I would express myself verbally, sometimes too loudly, sometimes too fiercely. I would defend myself against accusations that hadn't even been made yet. I was on edge, constantly, and everyone could feel it.

Into this storm walked Zanele Lillien Mkansi.

She didn't run from the storm. She walked right into it.

—-
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Steady, Calm, Patient

She was steady when everything in me was shaking.

She was calm when my heart was raging.

She was patient when I had nothing to give.

She never persuaded me for anything. Never forced me to run after jobs day and night. Never shouted at me about not having money, not like other men. None of that ever entered her world.

I had heard stories about women who pressure their men, who compare them to others, who make them feel small for what they cannot provide. Zanele wasn't those stories. She was something else entirely.

She didn't need to pressure me because she saw something I couldn't see. She looked at me—empty-handed, empty-pocketed, empty-stomached—and she saw a future. She looked at my nothing and saw everything.

I didn't understand it then. I still don't fully understand it now. But I received it. I received her belief like water in a desert.

—-
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The Prophecy She Didn't Know She Was Speaking

Every day, she spoke over me. Not in a formal way, not with hands raised and eyes closed. Just in the ordinary flow of conversation, she would say things about my future, about who I was becoming, about what I would do.

She always predicted that things were going to be different. While we had nothing, she spoke of having more. While we were empty, she saw us full. While we were struggling, she saw us thriving.

I didn't know then that these were prophecies. I just knew that her words lifted me. They gave me something I didn't get from anywhere else. They were a kind of rocket fuel, a hard courage, a concrete belief that maybe, just maybe, she was right.

The activities of my soul grew dimensionally because of how she viewed me. Because of how she loved me. Because of how she spoke over me.

She saw potential in me that I had never seen in myself. She believed in a version of me that didn't exist yet. And somehow, impossibly, her belief began to call that version into being.

—-
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The Energy Between Us

From the very beginning, there was something between us.

We talked about it often. This energy. This presence. This thing that seemed to live in the space between us, holding us together, guiding us, protecting us.

I call it our relationship. But it was more than that. It was a spirit that helped us love each other. It helped us communicate. It helped us have faith in each other. It helped us be one with each other, aware of each other in every given moment.

This energy felt like an overseer of our lives. A governor. A protector. Every time I was going about my day, maybe not in the mood, maybe struggling with something—even vice versa with her—this spirit would come and comfort us. It would speak precisely what we needed to hear about each other. And in most cases, it spoke wellness over our relationship.

We didn't understand it. We still don't fully understand it. But we learned to trust it. We learned to listen to it. We learned that this energy between us was not something to be explained, but something to be received.

—-
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When Money Would Always Come

Here's the strangest part of the story.

We had nothing. Both of us. She didn't have work. I didn't have money. Some days we couldn't buy bread.

But every single time we needed to see each other, the money would come.

Every time we wanted to take each other out, the money would appear.

Every time we planned an adventure, funds would materialize from somewhere.

It was unbelievable. It was powerful. It was something we had to stop and look at, to question, to try to understand.

Why are we like this? Why does this keep happening? How is it that when two people have nothing, money always comes when they need to be together?

We started to decode it. We started to pay attention to the pattern. And the pattern was undeniable: when we prioritized us, provision followed. When we made space for each other, resources appeared. When we honored the energy between us, the energy provided.

God made it possible for us to have moolah anytime we wanted to see each other. Anytime we wanted to spend time together. Anytime we chose connection over everything else.

This wasn't coincidence. This was something else. This was the energy at work.

—-
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Building Without a Rooftop

You cannot build a house starting with the rooftop. You have to start with the foundation. You have to build from the ground up.

Zanele and I started with nothing. No money. No stability. No visible resources. Just two people and an energy between them that neither fully understood.

But that nothing was actually something. It was the ground. It was the foundation. It was the place where we could build without having to tear anything down first.

If we had started with money, we might have built on money. If we had started with success, we might have built on success. But we started with nothing, so we built on each other. We built on the energy. We built on the love.

That foundation has held. Through depressive states and empty pockets. Through lonely days and uncertain nights. Through everything that could have broken us.

The deeper the love, the deeper the growth. And our love had to grow deep because it had nowhere else to go. No money to distract us. No success to prop us up. Just us, the energy, and the slow, steady work of building something real.

—-
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What She Never Said

I need to say this clearly because it matters.

Zanele never pressured me. Never shouted about money. Never compared me to other men. Never made me feel small for what I couldn't provide.

In a world where women are taught to measure men by their wallets, she measured me by something else entirely. She measured me by my potential. By the future she saw. By the man I was becoming.

Her silence about money was louder than any complaint could have been. It told me that she wasn't with me for what I could give her. She was with me for who I was. And who I was, in that moment, was a man with nothing but dreams.

She believed in those dreams. She held them with me. She spoke them into existence before they existed.

That kind of belief changes a person. It did something to me, something deep in my soul. It made me want to become the man she saw. It made me willing to do the work. It made me believe that maybe, just maybe, she was right.

—-
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The Foundation

This is where we began. Not with abundance, but with lack. Not with fullness, but with emptiness. Not with certainty, but with faith.

Zanele Lillien Mkansi walked into my life when I had nothing to offer her. She stayed when anyone else would have left. She believed when belief made no sense.

And something happened between us. Something we couldn't explain but couldn't deny. An energy. A presence. A force that provided, protected, and prophesied.

This book is the story of that energy. It is the story of two people with nothing who built something that money could never buy. It is the story of love that transcends lack, provision that defies poverty, and connection that cannot be explained.

Her name is Zanele Lillien Mkansi. This is our story.

—-
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Chapter 2: The Worst Time of My Life
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Before Her

Before Zanele, there was darkness.

I don't say that for dramatic effect. I say it because it's true. The months before she walked into my life were the darkest I had ever known. And I had known darkness before. I had lost my mother. I had walked through the wilderness years. I had survived things that should have broken me.

But this was different. This was a darkness that came from inside. A darkness that I carried with me everywhere, that colored everything I saw, that made every interaction feel like a battle.

I was in a depressive state. Not the kind of sad that lifts after a good night's sleep. Not the kind of blue that passes with a change in circumstances. This was a depression that had settled into my bones, that had made itself at home in my heart, that had become the background music of my existence.

Everything was a trigger. A word from a friend. A glance from a stranger. A silence that lasted too long. My mind would interpret everything as attack, as judgment, as rejection. And my body would respond before I could stop it.

I felt people were judgmental. I felt they were poking and nagging. I felt they were gossiping about me for absolutely no reason. In that space, surrounded by imagined enemies, my only defense was my voice.

I would express myself verbally. Sometimes too loudly. Sometimes too fiercely. I would defend myself against accusations that hadn't even been made. I would attack before I could be attacked. I was a wounded animal, and everyone looked like a threat.

—-
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The Loneliness She Predicted

My mother had told me I would be lonely. She had prophesied it when I was twenty years old. "You will be lonely," she said. "A loneliness so profound it will feel like a physical presence."

I didn't understand that prophecy until those months before Zanele. The loneliness was physical. It was a weight on my chest. A hollow in my stomach. A tightness in my throat. It was with me when I woke and when I slept and in all the hours between.

No one was there for me. Not really. People were around—they were always around—but no one could reach me. No one could get past the walls I had built. No one could penetrate the darkness that surrounded me.

I felt completely alone. Even in crowded rooms, especially in crowded rooms. The loneliness was worse when there were people because their presence highlighted my isolation. They were connected to each other, laughing, talking, living. And I was separate. Alone. Untouchable.

Into this loneliness walked Zanele Lillien Mkansi.

She didn't know what she was walking into. She couldn't have known. I didn't tell her at first. I couldn't. The words wouldn't come.

But she saw anyway. She always saw.

—-
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The Attacks

I felt attacked constantly. By everyone. For no reason.

A neighbor would say hello, and I would hear judgment in their tone. A friend would make a joke, and I would feel targeted. A stranger would look my way, and I would wonder what they were saying about me.

I know now that most of these attacks weren't real. They were projections of my own pain. They were the darkness speaking, not the world responding. But in that season, they felt absolutely real.

My response was always the same: I would defend myself. I would speak. I would raise my voice. I would make sure they knew that I wasn't going to be a victim, that I wasn't going to take their judgment lying down.

This made everything worse, of course. When you respond to imagined attacks as if they're real, people start to see you as the problem. They pull away. They talk about you. They confirm your worst fears.

It was a cycle I couldn't break. Attack, defend, attack, defend. Round and round, getting nowhere, digging myself deeper into the darkness.

—-
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The Walls I Built

I had built walls to protect myself. High walls. Thick walls. Walls that no one could get through.

The problem with walls is that they keep everything out. Not just the bad things—the good things too. Not just the attacks—the love too. My walls were so effective that no one could reach me. No one could touch me. No one could get close enough to help.
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