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You will never understand light until you’ve experienced darkness. Even God had to face the dark, unformed place before He brought out the light, and then the beautiful heaven and

earth.




This is who Bongiwe Nyoka is.




I have seen her battle so much, and experienced the secret tears that she never shows to anyone. And through her I really experience God’s faithfulness. You are a living testimony of God’s excellence and had to overcome so much at a young age!
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Jabu’s Diary is not just a book about the pain, it’s a book about fighting secret and public humiliation. And thankfully, forgiveness is not just a choice, it’s a way of finding something deep inside you that wants to leave you bitter. And when you do not choose bitterness, the world suddenly opens up and receives your beauty.




In Isaiah 61:3 God says he trades beauty for ashes, and Jabu’s story reveals this. Thank you Bongiwe for sharing story with us.




Nomcebo Ngema


Publisher/ Author/ Filmmaker
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I have always loved the hills next to Grandma’s house.




When I was growing up, they were so peaceful. I could run around with my dog all day. But, they are also a reminder of my very painful childhood.




I often ran through these hills to escape my grandmother’s beatings. She would beat me because I could not find a missing goat or if the dog ate the chickens.




I left this place exactly 19 years ago, and swore I would never return! But today I’m here because  my  psychologist
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insists that I find closure.




My grandmother has passed away. I’m not sure if she’s in heaven or hell because at 75, she was still drinking and making everyone around her miserable.




Don’t get me wrong, I also had good moments with my grandmother. There were moments when we would be laughing, especially when we listened to a radio drama. We didn’t have TV. The only time we turned on the radio was for the news and radio drama. We had no electricity and used those awful batteries for the radio that gave up in the middle of the drama. These would make the old woman furious!




My grandmother invested so much to make sure that my mother goes to university, but during her last year of study she got pregnant with me. After
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giving birth, she told my grandmother that she was going back to university, but she never came back. I always think that this is what made my grandmother’s heart so dark.




People often called her a witch. I don’t know if that’s true, but I think they might be right.




Growing up, I was just grateful to have a roof over my head and food for my tummy, but I wished there were no beatings to accompany them. So to escape my misery, I would sit on the hill and dream of one of the characters from the
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