Chapter 1: The Weight of the Waiting

Some mornings, it takes everything in me just to get out of bed. The weight of another day — another reminder that I’m still unemployed, still trying, still waiting — presses down like a heavy blanket I can’t shake off. When my six-year-old daughter stirs beside me, though, I find a reason.
Her sleepy eyes, her soft “Mama,” the way she smiles before she’s even fully awake — that’s what keeps me going. For her, I get up. Outside, the world moves fast. People rushing to work, cars passing by, life happening for everyone else. Inside our small home, time feels slower — stretched thin between what is and what I wish could be. It’s me, my daughter, and my blind mother. Three generations of women, each fighting battles that the world doesn’t see. My mother depends on her small pension to feed us. Every cent counts — sometimes stretched until it almost breaks. I try to stay strong for her, to make her believe that I have a plan. But some nights, when she’s asleep, I just sit in the dark and cry quietly. Not because I’ve lost faith, but because I’m tired of waiting for life to begin.
I studied civil engineering, hoping one day I’d build something meaningful — roads, bridges, maybe even homes. But in Lesotho, jobs don’t come from effort or dreams. They come from connections or bribes, and I have neither. My uncle, a politician, could open doors for me with one phone call, but he won’t. Sometimes I tell myself it’s okay, that maybe God is protecting me from something I can’t see. Other times, it just feels cruel. So I sit here — a daughter, a mother, a woman trying to make sense of a world that rewards corruption more than honesty. But I haven’t given up. There’s still a small fire inside me — even when I can barely feel it. I tried forex once, chasing quick hope, but I lost everything because I didn’t understand what I was doing. Now I’m learning, slowly, carefully. I have Wi-Fi, I have time, but I fight against my own impatience every day. Some days, depression feels like an invisible storm — heavy, endless, and quiet. But then I remember: storms don’t last forever. And maybe… maybe this waiting is not wasted. Maybe it’s a season of preparation. I don’t know what God is doing, but I know He hasn’t forgotten me. Because even here — in the waiting, the wondering, the weakness — I’m still standing.
And that has to count for something.






Chapter 2: Dreams Delayed

College was supposed to be all about studying, late nights with textbooks, and dreaming about the future. And yes, there were moments like that — but it was also some of the most fun I’d ever had. I made friends who became like sisters, laughed until my stomach hurt, and learned how to navigate life on my own. But I also discovered something else: the power of ideas and ambition. Some friends and I started a small re-upholstery business while in school. At first, it was just a way to make a little extra money, but soon we had a big client — the school itself. Suddenly, we were juggling classes, exams, and contracts. Instead of finishing my civil engineering course in three years, it took me five. I was chasing money, chasing independence, and chasing a dream that felt bigger than any single grade on a paper. At first, it was exciting. We had rules: each of us would stick to what we excelled at. I didn’t choose to lead, but somehow, the group looked to me naturally, and I embraced it. But success has a way of stirring emotions you don’t expect.

One day, my business partner’s mother tried to cheat us out of the school deal. Then one of the partners, the one who had once been my friend, grew jealous of my leadership. He began to sabotage decisions, whispering doubts, trying to take credit or control. I tried reasoning, but there’s only so much a heart like mine can take. Eventually, I had to vote him out of the partnership. I lost a friend that day. He became an enemy, though that’s a story for another day. What stayed with me most was the lesson that ambition and trust don’t always go hand in hand. Success is beautiful, but it can come with pain. After that, I returned to my books with a new focus. I had learned to balance ambition and responsibility, to put my studies first, and to fight for my place in a world that doesn’t always reward effort. And then life, as it tends to do, added another twist. I met my daughter’s father. The relationship was short-lived, but enough for my life to change forever. By the time I graduated, I was about a month pregnant. I had spent years working, studying, and building dreams — only to realize that life had its own plan. And just like that, the future I thought I had mapped out was no longer mine to control. But even in that moment, when everything seemed to be shifting beneath me, I held on to one truth: I could not control what would happen, but I could decide how I would respond. And that decision — to fight, to keep moving, to survive — would shape the woman I was becoming.





Chapter 3: When Help Doesn’t Come

Becoming a mother didn’t come with a manual. It came with choices — impossible, terrifying, and sometimes wrong. When I told my daughter’s father about the pregnancy, I expected some support, some sense of responsibility. Instead, I was met with anger and denial. He wanted me to terminate the pregnancy. I considered it. For days, that thought haunted me — the “what ifs,” the fear, the pressure. But I had confided in one of my aunts. And then Sha, her words shaking me to the core, said something I’ll never forget: “If you have an abortion, you will surely die.” Those words hit me like lightning. I could not ignore them. By some miracle, I landed a permanent job before graduation. The pay was meager, but it gave me a sense of independence and a small measure of control over my life. And I needed that. I was about to become a mother, and I knew I couldn’t rely on anyone else — not my baby’s father, not my uncle, and not even friends. At the same time, my mother — the woman who had carried me through life — was losing her own independence. She was diagnosed with glaucoma and gradually went blind. I wasn’t there for her as I should have been. I was too wrapped up in convincing the father of my child to stay, to love me, to see my worth. I tried to mother him instead of focusing on the real responsibilities and relationships in my life. He was lazy, manipulative, and narcissistic. He loved my resourcefulness because it made his life easy, but he did not love me. He wanted the lavishness, the comfort, the attention — and I gave it all while sacrificing my own boundaries, my own peace, and even my bond with my mother. He became verbally abusive. He tried to alienate me from everyone — my mother, my friends, anyone who could remind me of my own worth. At his worst, he became physically dangerous. Even while I was pregnant, I lived in fear of what he might do. He went so far as to claim I had stolen his youth and forced him into fatherhood — as if my existence was a crime against him. My pregnancy and the months after were hell. I was trapped in a relationship that drained me, endangered me, and tried to strip away my identity. Yet, in the middle of this chaos, something unexpected happened. The aggregate supply business was born. Amid fear, pain, and betrayal, I found a spark — a way to create, to build, to take control of my life in my own hands. It wasn’t perfect. It wasn’t easy. But it was mine. Even in the darkest seasons, God was whispering: “You are stronger than you know. You can rise from this.” And I was learning — painfully, slowly — that love isn’t something to be begged for. It’s not something you earn by sacrificing yourself. Love is protection, growth, and respect. And if someone can’t give that, it’s their loss, not yours.





Chapter 4: Faith in the Dark

It wasn’t until I finally broke free from my daughter’s father that the light began to return.
Leaving him felt like stepping out of a storm — battered, bruised, and unsure of who I was anymore. But in that emptiness, God was quietly waiting for me. I didn’t know it yet, but He was about to reintroduce Himself in a way I had never known Him before. Not long after the breakup, I landed another job. It wasn’t glamorous, but it felt like a door opening after years of silence. And there, in that workplace, I met someone who would change everything — an angel in the form of a colleague. He didn’t preach or push. He just lived differently. There was peace around him, a light I couldn’t ignore. One day, in a simple conversation, he spoke about Jesus not as a religion, but as a friend. Something stirred in me. I wanted to know that Jesus — the One who stays, who comforts, who listens when everyone else walks away. That season of my life was one of the most beautiful I have ever lived. I can’t say I became perfect — far from it — but something deep inside me shifted forever. I stopped drinking alcohol, not because anyone told me to, but because it no longer fit the woman I was becoming. I even chose celibacy, not out of guilt, but out of love and respect for the new relationship I was building with God. And then it happened — the most extraordinary thing. I began to hear the Holy Spirit. Not in thunder or fire, but in a still, gentle whisper. His voice wasn’t loud, but it was clear. He became my Friend, my Counselor, my Father. I would talk to Him like I would to anyone else — sometimes crying, sometimes laughing. And He always answered, in one way or another. Those days were full of divine adventures. He guided me through challenges that could have broken me. I remember one moment vividly — standing up against corruption at work. I knew what was happening was wrong, and I couldn’t stay silent. Speaking up nearly cost me my job. My superiors tried to intimidate me, even attempted to transfer me to a remote area as punishment. But the Holy Spirit said, “No.” And when He says no, no one can say yes. He protected me. Doors that were supposed to close stayed open. And I saw His hand move mightily in my life. It was in that season that I realized: I was never alone, not even in the darkest valleys. God had been there all along — waiting for me to turn back, to listen, to let Him lead. I learned that faith isn’t built in comfort. It’s built in the dark — when you can’t see the way, but you choose to trust the One who can. And though I’ve stumbled since, made mistakes, and fallen short many times, that encounter changed my story forever. Because once you’ve walked with the Holy Spirit, you can never truly go back to who you were before.





Chapter 5: The Silence After the Voice

Life has a way of testing us in the moments we least expect it.
After experiencing the most beautiful season with God, something extraordinary happened — almost by accident. I got a job I didn’t even apply for. A man called me by mistake, looking for someone else, but somehow, that mistake became a miracle. He offered me a position, and the pay was better than anything I had earned before. I felt like I was finally moving upward. The doors that had been closed for years were suddenly open, and I was walking through them. The project went well, and as it neared its end, a friend sent me the numbers of a company looking for a civil engineering technician. I applied — or rather, I didn’t even apply; I just called — and got the job. The pay was superb. It was the highest I had ever received. I felt like I was finally catching up to the dreams I’d held for so long. But here’s the hard truth: I was a terrible steward. I hadn’t saved. I hadn’t planned. I hadn’t prepared for the season when the money would end. I had gotten used to work finding me, to blessings falling into my lap without effort. And when the projects finished, I had nothing to show for it — no savings, no security, nothing. At the time, I didn’t realize it, but life was preparing me for a harsher lesson: blessings without planning can leave you empty-handed. I had been impatient, waiting for opportunity instead of creating it. I had relied on luck, chance, and connections, thinking that effort and discipline could wait. But life has a way of humbling you when you least expect it. Three years have passed since then. Three years of waiting. Three years of trying, failing, learning, and beginning again. Even now, despite all I’ve endured, I am still unemployed. Yet even in the silence, in the waiting, in the uncertainty, God remains. Faith is not only about hearing His voice in the highs, the miracles, and the joy. Faith is also about hearing Him when all the doors seem closed, when the paychecks stop, when the projects end, and the world seems still. It’s In those quiet seasons that He is teaching us patience, humility, and perseverance. And though I have stumbled, though I have failed to be a perfect steward, I am still learning, still growing, still standing. Because the voice I heard in that season of renewal hasn’t left me. And I trust that the lessons I am learning now — hard, bitter, and quiet — are shaping the woman I am meant to be.


. 




Chapter 6: The Fight to Rise

I am still unemployed.

Two online courses later, and I still haven’t landed a job, not even remotely. Forex trading teases me with potential, yet remains stubbornly difficult. I have Wi-Fi, time, and ideas, but often lack the patience to see them through. All I want is to support my family. My mother raised me as a single parent. My father died before I was born, and she never remarried. That woman gave me the best life imaginable — from vacations overseas when I was just two months old, to building a beautiful home with her own hands. She never complained, never faltered, and through her actions, she taught me one of life’s most important lessons: anything worth having in life is earned through hard work. Now, everything I do, I want to do for her and my daughter. They are the heartbeat of my life. And yet, it kills me when I become lazy, when procrastination steals precious hours, when I accomplish nothing. I give up too easily because I have failed so many times. Doors have slammed in my face again and again. And after each one, fear grows — fear of trying, fear of failing, fear of being disappointed yet again. I’ve struggled with my ego, too — pride keeping me from taking jobs outside my career, worrying too much about what people think. That’s not my mother. She, who holds a master’s degree in research and editing, once told me: “As long as I have hands, we will never go hungry. I would gladly do another woman’s laundry to make sure we eat.” I want to be more like her. She is my hero. My anchor. My example of courage, humility, and determination. And more than anything, I want to make her proud. Every time I look at my daughter, I am reminded of what is at stake. Every moment I waste, I feel the weight of responsibility pressing on me. I can’t afford to give up, to wait for luck, to let fear rule me. I must rise, again and again, because the women I love deserve my best. And so, I fight.
Even when the doors remain closed.
Even when I fail.
Even when I feel small.
I fight — because giving up is not an option. Not when my mother gave me everything. Not when my daughter needs me. Not when God has a plan for me.
I fight because I am learning, slowly, painfully, that resilience isn’t built in ease. It’s forged in the struggle, the waiting, the fear, and the determination to stand even when the world says you can’t.



Chapter 7: The Birth of a Business

Starting the aggregate supply business was one of the most exciting moments of my life. For the first time, I was doing something for myself — something that felt tangible, real, and mine. I was no longer waiting for doors to open or for someone else to hand me an opportunity. I was creating one. At first, it was great. Clients came, deals were made, and I could see the fruit of my effort. The work was hard, but it was satisfying. Every load delivered, every client satisfied, was a small victory. I felt alive, capable, and in control for the first time in years.
And then COVID hit.
Everything changed. The market shifted. Clients became harder to find. Orders slowed. The business that once felt steady began to feel unpredictable. The income, which had once brought hope and independence, became unreliable. I couldn’t tell if it was me — if I wasn’t marketing well enough, if I wasn’t hustling hard enough — or if the competition had simply grown too fierce. I had built something from scratch, but it wasn’t enough to shield me from uncertainty. Still, even in the struggle, the business taught me lessons I could never have learned in school or through a job:
How to talk to clients with confidence, even when I felt unsure.
How to manage resources, time, and money under pressure.
How to face rejection and keep moving forward.
How to survive when the world doesn’t play fair.
It wasn’t perfect. It wasn’t steady. But it was mine. Through it all, I kept learning, experimenting, and adapting. Each challenge forced me to become more resourceful, more creative, and more resilient. Even if the income wasn’t consistent, the skills I gained were priceless. And I realized something crucial: success isn’t always about stability. Sometimes, it’s about proving to yourself that you can start, endure, and keep going — even when the path ahead is unclear. That business became more than a source of income. It became proof — proof that I could take action, take responsibility, and create something for myself. Proof that even when the world seemed stacked against me, I could find a way forward.





Chapter 8: Learning to Fly

Even now, I do not have a steady, reliable source of income. Some days it feels heavy, like I am running uphill with no end in sight. And yet, I keep searching. I keep learning. I keep moving forward. I’ve tried many things — online courses, exploring jobs online, even forex trading. Each path has taught me something, even when it didn’t lead to immediate success. I have learned patience, discipline, and humility. I have learned that progress is not always measured in paychecks or contracts, but in the knowledge, skills, and resilience you build along the way. There are moments when fear creeps in. Fear of failing again. Fear of trying and losing. Fear that the world has closed too many doors for me. But each time I feel that fear, I remind myself of the storms I’ve already survived. I remind myself of the battles I have fought and won — not always perfectly, but always courageously. I remember my mother and her strength. She raised me alone, giving me the best life she could. She taught me through example that hard work, determination, and resourcefulness matter more than circumstances. I carry that lesson with me every day. I remind myself why I’m doing this — for my daughter, for my mother, for the woman I want to become. I may not have a clear, stable income yet, but I have vision. I have faith. And I have an unwavering determination to Rise. I am learning to fly — slowly, patiently, and sometimes clumsily. I may stumble, I may fall, but I am getting stronger with each attempt. I am discovering what it means to depend on God, to trust in timing, and to keep moving even when the road is unclear.
The truth Is, I know I will find it eventually. The right opportunity, the right path, the right moment — they are out there. And when they arrive, I will be ready.
Until then, I keep learning, keep growing, and keep rising.
Because life may not be easy, but I refuse to stop fighting for the life I and my family deserve.









Chapter 9: Trusting His Timing

I have learned, slowly and sometimes painfully, that life unfolds according to a plan far greater than mine. God is speaking, even when the world is silent. Even in the seasons of waiting, of failure, of fear, I hear His whisper: “Keep going. I have not forgotten you.” The Bible talks about acknowledging Him in all our ways and committing our plans to Him. I am learning to do just that. Not to rush, not to force, but to take one step at a time, trusting that each step is part of a bigger journey.
I am learning patience — a hard, humbling, but beautiful lesson. The kind of patience that teaches you to work steadily, to endure setbacks, and to keep moving even when results are not immediate.
I am learning that excellence works in process but is seen in the finished product. Every effort I make, every lesson I learn, every failure I endure — it is all part of crafting something beautiful, lasting, and meaningful.
Even now, though I am still searching for a stable income, I have hope. I have faith. I have a vision for my life, for my daughter’s life, and for my mother. I know that doors will open at the right time. I know that the work I do now — even the quiet, unseen work — matters.
Life is not perfect. I am not perfect. I have made mistakes, stumbled, and fallen short. But I keep rising because I know this: God’s timing is perfect, His plan is sure, and His love is unwavering.
So, I keep pushing.
I keep learning.
I keep building.
I keep trusting.
Because I am a mother, a daughter, a woman of faith — and I know that, in His perfect timing, everything is going to be alright. And when that day comes, the finished product of my life — all the struggles, the tears, the perseverance — will shine in ways I cannot yet imagine.

Until then, I trust.
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