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For my darling, Zinhle Grace Mackay  

 

Thank you for being my light and the channel for my rebirth.  

 

My metamorphosis wasn’t pleasant but it was necessary.  

Thank you for choosing me, my Zizi. 

 

Till we meet again ntombazane. 

 
 

 
 



 



 

 

 
 

- A C K N O W L E D G E M E N T S -  

 
 

My husband, Nicolas Anthony Mackay - mate, I truly found a soulmate 

in you! Not like in the fairytales, but in that holistic and real kinda way. 
I can’t imagine doing life with anybody else but you. You are the 
epitome of a godly man. Thank you for your unconditional love and 
your unwavering support of me. 

Lwandle, my little prince; what a kind, gentle and audacious little boy 

you are. Thank you for resuscitating Mama’s heart. 

My family, both in South Africa and Australia; I am the culmination of 

your love, tears and time. Thank you for accepting me just the way I 
am, and for the love you have shown to my husband and our children. 

Deb, Will and Em, the best God-parents any little girl could ever wish 

for. You were there at the times and in the ways we and she needed 
most. Couldn't have made it through without you.  

Stacey (and Jai), hard to put into words all that you did for us in the 

darkest season of our lives. Sunflowers will forever remind me of my 
daughter and bring a smile to my face, and that's because of you. 

Jilly and Candy, my cheering squad! Thank you for every word of 
encouragement and every prayer. I love you girls, blessed to call you 
friends and sisters. 



 

Sally Doery, for saying yes when you hadn’t even read a page! You 

are a brave woman! 

My editors: Carlita Bevege, Megan Brodie, Carl Kuschel and Nicolas 

Mackay. Thank you so much for your support and friendship! I know 
that I’m loved because I have people who are not afraid to say what 
needs to be said so that I can be a better person and, in return, offer 
the world the best of me. 

My friends: too many to mention but you know who you are! You've 
loved me in my joy, my pain, and everything in between - I hope I 
can continue to do the same for you.  
 

God; dad, thank you for trusting, equipping and guiding me. I am 

eternally grateful for the call. It hasn’t been easy. I hope I have made 
you proud   
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- F O R E W O R D -  
 
 

The first time I remember noticing Dawn, I said to the person next to 
me “Who’s the girl with the beautiful voice wearing the red, sparkly 
high heeled shoes?” 
 
Dawn was singing on stage at church for one of our Christmas 
productions. Her voice was captivating, silken but powerful, soothing 
yet stirring. Her face radiated joy and her body moved to the music, 
because hers is a joy that cannot be contained. And the red shoes – 
well the girl has attitude, confidence, and exuberance of spirit! I 
remember thinking, “I need to get to know this girl, there’s something 
about her that I love!’  
 
I was profoundly impacted by Dawn’s voice at the celebration service 
after Zinhle passed away. The place was packed, and you could have 
heard a pin drop as Dawn stepped up to the microphone. She then 

sang ‘Somewhere Over The Rainbow’. It felt like such a sacred moment 

– I don’t think there was a dry eye in the place. I marvelled at Dawn’s 
composure and the beauty of her voice. I will never forget the power 
of that moment. Her voice brought comfort, healing and hope to so 
many on that day. 
 
To speak only of her voice as her gift however, would be to understate 
Dawn. She is articulate, a deep thinker, and a person of great spiritual 
depth. Her personal journey has made her who she is today, a woman 
of faith who has had that faith tested to the uttermost.  
 
As you read this real and raw book perhaps your beliefs will be 
challenged too. I believe you will be inspired as Dawn shares from her 



 

heart how she responded to one of the greatest trials any of us could 
ever face, the loss of a child.   
 
There is much hope contained within the pages of this book. Dawn has 
been courageous in sharing her story with us: her pain and anger, the 
feelings of hopelessness, defeat and even guilt following the loss of her 
precious daughter, and her journey toward healing and a faith that 
looks somewhat different to what it was, because adversity has a way 
of maturing faith. Trials and trauma change who we are from the inside 
out, and as we navigate our journey we become different people. 
Dawn shares intimately her struggles and the choices she made that 
have allowed her to become better rather than bitter.   
 
I am so proud of Dawn for embarking upon this adventure of faith. 
There is much wisdom embedded within these pages, and I know that 
Dawn’s hope is that you the reader would be encouraged and inspired 
in navigating the storms in your life, with the help of the God in heaven 
who desires to be there for you as He was for her. 
 

Sally Doery, Co-Senior Pastor 
Bridge Church Melbourne



 

 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

-  W H O  A M  I ?  -  

 

 
Hello there, 

 
I hope this finds you and your family well. 
 
My name is Dawn Faith Mackay (nee Mlotshwa) and I have a story to 
share with you. In fact, I have lots of stories to share with you. But 
before we get started, I think I need to introduce myself, so that as you 
turn over the following pages and get a glimpse into my life, you can 
understand part of why it is that I do the things I do, say the things I 
say, and behave in the way in which I behave.  
 
It all started in the summer of 1982, in Durban, South Africa. I was born 
under strenuous circumstances to a beautiful and gracious single mom, 
who was committed to loving me and raising me best as she knew how, 
regardless of the circumstances. She didn’t do it all on her own. Both 
my Gogo (grandmother) and my Mam’khulu (big mama) also played 
a critical role in my upbringing. 
So, for as long as I can remember, I have been surrounded by strong, 
independent, opinionated and self-driven woman. It is therefore no 
surprise that I’m one of the most stubborn, headstrong, and sure people 
you’ll ever meet. Over the years, I have learnt to accept and embrace 
these qualities and the benefits (and sometimes trouble) they’ve 
brought me. From meeting with my high school principal to suggest 
better ways to run the school, to meeting with my worship pastor to 



 

suggest better ways to run the church – I have never been short for 
words.  
 
I’d like to think of myself as an author, musician and a social activist. 
Born black and female during the height of apartheid South Africa, my 
life should have been nothing more than a statistic. I feel so blessed 
that my upbringing, God’s grace, and my common sense led me down 
a path that has brought me to this point.  
 
I have dedicated most of my short adult life to inspiring young people 
who come from challenging backgrounds to rise above their present 
reality, and believe that they are never defined by their circumstances. 
 
This is my very first book, and it comes on the back of my debut EP, 
Audience of One, which I wrote, recorded and released in November 
2015.  
 
I am married to an amazing Australian man, Nicolas Anthony Mackay, 
and I have spent most of the past eight years living in Melbourne, 
Australia, where I truly discovered my identity and my true-self. 
 
Together with my husband, we have given birth to two remarkable 
children (I’m completely unbiased!) – a precious daughter, Zinhle 
Grace, and a precocious little boy, Lwandle Isaiah.  
 
As you will learn in the pages that follow, our daughter is no longer 
with us. Her death tested my strength, resilience and faith in 
unprecedented ways. The almost four years since have been a tapestry 
of pain, joy, despair, hope and, above all, renewed faith.  
 
Having recently returned to South Africa, I am determined to honour 
my daughter’s memory, inspire my son, and help nurture the faith of 
others by sharing the ups, downs and in-betweens of my life-journey.  
 
Well, I think that is enough for now. Enjoy the book! 
 
Lots of love



 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

F o r  w e  w a l k  b y  f a i t h  [we regulate our lives and conduct 

ourselves by our convictions or believe respecting man’s relationship 

to God and divine things, with trust and holy fervor; thus we walk] 

not by sight or appearance. 

 
2 Corinthian 5:7 (Amp) 
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-INTRODUCTION- 

 

 
When I turned 30, I had 2 Corinthians 5:7 tattooed onto my right foot 
(I know, I’m deep like that!). I was determined that the third decade 
of my life would be lived purposefully and that this scripture would 
be a formative influence over my life. Little did I know that, less than 
12 months later, I would really need to “walk by faith”.  
 
In spring of 2012, my husband and I fell pregnant for the first time, 
and to say that I was thrilled is the biggest understatement of the 
century! I had never REALLY known joy till I had the privilege of 
carrying a child inside of me. I felt like a small version of a god. Oh, it 
was magical and supernatural - a pure heavenly miracle! Think about 
it, I had another human being - with a heartbeat, with unlimited 
hopes, unrestricted potential, and endless possibilities - living inside 
of me. WHAT?! 
 
Since we aren’t fully acquainted yet, let me fill you in on a non-secret:  
I am a control freak who likes to plan everything out ten years before 
it happens. Don’t judge me, you have your own issues! So when the 
pee-stick came up with two pink lines, I went into dreaming and 
planning super-ultra-mode. It drove my poor husband crazy - it was 
not a fun time for him!  
 



  
 

DEAR GOD, 
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I imagined my mini-me and all the mischief we’d get up to. We’d get 
manicures and pedicures done - same colours, of course! The local 
salon would hook us up with the same sassy hairstyles.  And, 
wherever possible, we’d rock the same outfits. Yep, I was going to be 
that mom! 
 
I knew she was going to be painfully beautiful, and so began praying 
profusely for her to one day find someone whose love for her would 
be more than skin deep. I imagined her first day at school - gosh, I 
would be a big ball of mess! I saw us share a tub of ice-cream (cookies 
& cream) the first time she got her heart broken by that stupid boy I 
told her not to date. “You should always listen to your mother,” I 
would tell her. I envisioned how out-of-this-world she’d look on her 
wedding day; a glorious angel.  
 
I dreamt.  
 
I dreamt.  
 
I dreamt. 
 
And then, I got straight onto my to do list. There were lots to prepare 
before her arrival: 
 

 reading materials (how to get her to sleep at NIGHT) 
 

 nursery furniture 
 

 clothing items 
 

 pram 
 

 nappies 
 

 swaddle cloths  
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 baby carrier 

 
 nappy bag 

 
 burping cloths 

 
 God-parents 

 
 baby names 

 
I did it all. 
 
Getting hospitalized for 5 weeks due to supposedly degenerating 
fibroids (benign tumours) on my uterus; discovering soon after that 
those same fibroids had caused my cervix to start dilating; needing a 
surgical procedure to have a cervical cerclage (stitch) inserted to 
prevent miscarriage; getting an infection on the stitch and having an 
induced labour cause the infection could be fatal for me and the 
baby; and my daughter being born at 23 weeks and 5 days (more than 
4 months early), then being in intensive care for 3 months, then 
dying… Well, that wasn’t part of any dream, fantasy, plan, prayer or 
to-do list I ever had. 
 
(Exhale)  
 
I’m getting ahead of myself; you’ll need some more background to 
understand the whole story.  
 
I’ll start by saying: if you have ever found yourself in the pit of hell 
and felt, or still feel, like you’ll never see the light of day again; if your 
life appears to be completely out of control and nothing makes sense 
anymore; if the very core of everything you believe in is being shaken 
with such intensity that it seems like you wi ll surely break…I am 
writing this for you. 
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I am now fully aware that sometimes prayers aren’t answered in 
ways that suit us or work with our plans, something to do with God’s 
sovereignty. Honestly, this still bothers me, but I am a keen student 
and continually seek to learn and accept all sides of God.  
 
At times though, it’s a really big ask to accept His sovereignty, 
especially when it appears that the worst thing you could ever 
imagine has occurred and that God, the guy who’s supposed to have 
your back, allowed it to happen. You feel like - wait, let me 
personalize it: I felt like God had failed me. The One I was supposed 
to trust, to depend on, to believe wants nothing but good for me – 
He had let me down. And worst of all, He had known the pain I would 
endure because He sees into the future before I’m there and He 
allowed the storm to come my way anyway. 
 
More than the pain of losing my daughter, the knowledge that God 
allowed me to go through this kind of pain was enough to almost take 
me out. I was a spitting ball of fire! I felt that what He’d allowed was 
unforgivable - not in my books, not after how faithful I’d been to Him. 
 
How could I ever trust Him again? How could I ever pray for anything 
again? How could I stand and tell my non-believing friends about a 
God who allowed one of His to be this broken? What kind of a God 
would do that? Why would you still believe in that God? 
 
In hindsight, I now know that in the moments of seemingly 
‘unanswered prayers’ it pains Him as much as it does you. I now know 
that in the midst of my rage He was gently beckoning me, saying:” 
Child, trust me. I love you and would never temporarily hurt you 
without having a purpose that results in your permanent joy".  
 
Friend, wait on him. I know right now that may make no sense to you, 
but wait. Yes, the waiting may just about kill you. Yes, it will be an 
excruciatingly painful season. In fact, there are no words that fully 
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encapsulate what that type of pain feels like. There were days when 
it seemed like the ground had opened up and swallowed me whole - 
burying me in the blinding cold darkness. There were other days 
when I couldn’t get out of bed; when it felt like a ton of trucks had 
parked on top of me and, no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t move 
a limb.  I’m sharing this so that you know that I know that pain. I’m 
not just acquainted with it, I’m well versed in all of its schizophrenic 
tendencies. I dare not undermine its power and its ability to possess 
every fibre of one’s being. Nonetheless, wait. 
 
And listen carefully, cause here’s where I believe you’ll find your 
freedom: trust in Him. Trust in His self-confessed love for you. Trust 
that by outwardly professing His love for you, He laid his reputation 
and heart on the line, and He therefore has to make it work for your 
favour - all of it.  
 
Now, I know Romans 8:28 gets thrown around a fair bit when well-
meaning folks are at a loss for words. Be that as it may, the truth 
contained in that scripture remains. 
 

We are assured and know that 
[God being a partner in their labour] all 

Things work together and are [fitting 
Into a plan] for good to and for those 

Who love God and are called 
According to [His] design and purpose. (Amp) 

 
At first this may not be what you want to hear. I didn’t! It took every 
ounce of strength not to punch people in the face every time they 
quoted this verse. But in time, I did start seeing ‘things’ working out 
for my good - including my grief. 
 
I feel like I should have started my letter to you as “Dear Sister” or 
something more familiar, cause though we’ve never met, and 
potentially may never meet, you and I are walking the same path. 
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Yours may have just started, or it started long before I was even born, 
or - even scarier - yours still awaits you. Irrespective of where you are 
on the journey, you and I are part of a different type of sisterhood. A 
group of women who’ve been called, separated, and empowered to 
endure one of life’s greatest tests. 
 
Even in your darkest hour, you must know and believe that you will 
survive this! And if you can hold on to that reality, you will do more 
than just survive, you will thrive when your season ends. Over time, 
when you reflect back, you won't remember all the painful days in 
graphic details as much as you’ll remember the extravagance of the 
grace God poured out upon your life. 
 
 
 
For most of my life, I have kept a journal - a little habit I picked up in 
primary school. As I found my faith, these entries changed from 
“Dear Diary” to “Dear God”. I write love letters to my Father about 
everything that crosses my mind and spirit. And so, it was no different 
when I found myself in my tumultuous time.  
 
In the next few pages, I will share snippets from my journal entries 
that reveal the deep, sometimes dark secrets of my heart - the pain, 
the faith, the lack of faith, the anger, the frustration, and the peace I 
have found during and after my rebirth.  
 
Let me clarify a few things. This is not a ‘how to get over your loss’ 
book. This is not a self-help book nor an instruction manual on grief, 
or even faith for that matter. This dear friends, this is a window into 
how I grieved, and how I overcame my pain, disappointments, hurt 
and doubts. I urge you - apply what works, leave what doesn’t. You 
are a unique human being in every possible way, as am I. Use my 
words only as a mirror to reflect back to you your journey with grief 
and with God. 
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Here’s what I am hoping: I hope that you will see pieces of yourself 
through my story. I hope that it will give you the freedom to feel and 
know that there isn't a wrong or a right way to grieve as far as God is 
concerned. Most importantly, I hope my story draws you to Christ. I 
hope you will find Him, see Him in your pain, and that you will travel 
‘through the valley of the shadow of death’ with Him. And, when the 
time comes, it’s my prayer that you will rise up from the ashes - with 
Him. 
 
He has been preparing you all your life for this journey, babe. I know 
that for sure. So let’s rip the bandage together.  
 
Are you ready? 
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