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    To  Noxolo Nomonde Mtshali who inspired  me with her childhood story if it was not for her, I don't think I would have been able to write this short story. All the flowers goes to her.
 
From the younger me, to the younger world like me. Every individual you meet holds a different version of you in their mind. Just let them be wrong about you, there is really nothing to prove. Don't change who you are to please every individual you meet.
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DISCLAIMER

This novella also contains real stories.

Noxolo told her story word for word. Because of that, this novella talks about things that hurt such as: 

Child abuse. child trafficking, domestic violence, and rape.

There are scenes of fire, rope, rape, and pain. There are words that some people were never meant to hear at twelve.

If your heart is soft, please be gentle with yourself

This book is not here to break you again. It is here to say: You are not alone. You are not a property. You deserve to grow, like a white lily from dirty soil. Healing is not a race.

If reading this brings back your own pain, please talk to someone you trust. In south Africa you can call Childline Care 116 or GBV Command Centre 0800 428 428. You deserve help and it exists.
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This book is about Noxolo Mabusela, a woman who survived. She is not here to make you like her, but she is here to make you see her. This is not a story with a happy ending at every chapter, at 12 her grandfather took her virginity and sold her. At 22 years she is still learning to breath without an inhaler. Between those years, she tried to die. She tried to kill and she became a mother. She became a walking casket

She told this to the walls. Mr. walls never judged her, never told her to be quiet. So, now she is telling it to you. If you are looking for perfect grammar close the book now but if you are looking for the truth, stay. Some of you will read this and say, ‘why didn’t she speak up soon?’ Her answer is, “Because no one gave me ears until now. Then let us stop pretending because you were never going to listen to me even if I did speak out”. 

She is not telling you this so you can pity her, but she is telling you this so you can protect the next girl. So, you can check on the quiet woman next door and so you can teach your son that a woman is not a property or a sex machine. But she is a flower of the nation.  Read it fast if you have to but don’t read it quiet, if this story makes you feel uncomfortable as a man, GOOD. Women have been uncomfortable for centuries.

She is against the abuse of women, against the silence. She is against you judging a life you have not lived. If you finish this short novella and still think women are weak, then you missed the point.

Breathe. Heal. Grow. That’s all she is asking. 
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’f When she was twelve, something happened that
changed everything.
A secret she locked away so she could survive.

Now, at nineteen, she’s trying to heal,
live with asthma that never gives her a break,
and figure out who she is

without letting anyone in.

But healing isn’t linear.
And some days, breathing feels harder
than keeping the secret.

A story about surviving the past,
losing what you thought was forever,
and learning that you can’t change what you can’t control—
but you can choose how you keep going.
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Some secrets don’t stay in the past.
Some pain you just learn to live with.

WRITTEN BY

AWANDE MBHELE

BREATHE. HEAL. GROW.
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