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I've decided to write a story about myself, a novel I’ve always longed to create. It’s taken me years to finally arrive at this point, perhaps because I wasn’t sure how the story would end. I lived in hope that the conclusion would reveal itself, and now, I feel it's time to bring this journey to life. Writing about my own experiences feels daunting, but necessary. So, here I am, sharing something deeply personal, opening up about my life.

This interest to write my story began when I was around 13 years old. That was when I first felt drawn to writing. I dreamed of being an author but was consumed by fear. I would write short stories and eagerly share them with my mom and friends, and while they were impressed, I wasn’t. Somehow, I always felt that my work didn’t impress me—the person who mattered most. So, I stopped. I gave up writing for years because I didn’t believe in myself enough. I convinced myself there were already too many books, too many authors—what would make my story different? What would make it worth telling?

I was afraid.

But today, I’ve decided to face that fear and write my story.
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Chapter 1: The Beginning
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Here I am, finally deciding to write my story, to speak it into existence. Perhaps it’s because I’m a better storyteller than a writer, or maybe there’s no real difference. All I know is that I have stories within me that need to be told—stories that have shaped my understanding of the world and my place in it. I’m not sure if anyone will be interested in what I have to share, but I’ll start by developing a few chapters and see where this journey leads. Hopefully, someone, somewhere, will connect with these words, will feel something familiar or profound.

The title of my book is You are mine. Why did I choose this title? I don’t know exactly, but it feels right. It speaks to the idea that I am my own person. I belong to myself, but not only myself alone. Despite the influences that others have in our lives, no one knows us better than we know ourselves. We spend the most time with ourselves, and we bear the greatest responsibility for shaping who we are.

So, how do I see myself? What do I feel when I look in the mirror? 

It’s funny how much I’ve changed over the years. Growing up, I was mostly confident. I had dark, curly hair and beautiful caramel skin, with dimples that would light up my smile. People often complimented me on my bright smile and my eyes—slightly almond-shaped, which some said looked almost like those of someone from far a different world. But still, beneath all those compliments, there were insecurities. There were things I didn’t feel confident about, things people said that chipped away at how I saw myself.

I was born on the 21st of April, 1990, in a small village, the first child of my parents. My great-grandmother’s home was where it all began. It was a compact situation because, at the time, my grandmother hadn’t built a house yet; she was living in Tembisa, where she worked as a helper in the kitchens for three white families. With the little money she earned, she took care of her children. My mother was raised by her grandparents, living among ten other cousins who were also being raised by their grandparents because their parents had gone away to seek a better life to support the family.

As a child, I wasn’t exposed much to these things because I was too young. These were stories told to me later, piecing together my past from childhood photos and memories. My parents met while they were both in high school. My father was raised by his uncle and aunt, having been abandoned by his mother. The life he lived seemed filled with pain that only he understood. You could see it in the way he spoke and sometimes in his eyes, which held fear, doubt, and anxiety, as if he were unsure he was going in the right direction. The absence of his mother had a profound impact on him, creating a sense of loss that perhaps drew him to my mother.

When they fell in love, it was a time of innocence. My mother saw a pure heart in him, even as he was a child without a stable home. Everyone in his family tried to give him a life he needed—shelter, food, comfort—but it just didn’t seem fulfilling to him. I’ve never been one to tell another person's story, believing that there are always different versions. Stories are better told by the owner because they touch on important elements and memories that only that person can access.

At 19, my mother became pregnant with me. My father, for some reason, ended up without a place to go, so my mother asked her grandparents if he could live with them. She wanted to give him a sense of belonging. With their permission, my father came to live with them. By then, my mother’s older brother was working in a different province, her other brother was also away, so the household consisted of my great-grandparents, my mother, and my father.

Nine months later, I was born at a local government clinic. Living in the village meant one had to walk about 5 kilometers to get to the nearest clinic. So, my mother and her grandmother walked to the clinic while she was in labor. Even in those harsh conditions, it was normal for them, as it was the only way they knew. My mother recounted that I was born on a Saturday morning at 6:00 AM, and I had a cord wrapped around my neck. Thankfully, I managed to survive.

My great-grandmother had given birth to nine children, with three surviving at the time of her passing. Losing her was definitely a difficult time in my mother's life. Yet, in her grief, my mother found solace in knowing she had a daughter who could fill the void left by her grandmother. I believe my great-grandmother was the kind of woman my mother aspired to become. Although my great-grandparents didn’t work, relying mostly on farming and livestock to sustain their lives, they managed to provide a strong foundation for our family.

Life wasn’t easy. My family lived through the apartheid era in South Africa, where opportunities were limited for Black people. While he lived with my grandmother in KwaNdebele, my uncle sometimes had to hide under the bed when the authorities came looking for young boys. Such experiences were traumatic, and while I was born during that era, I felt its impact through the stories shared by my family.

When I was about three or four years old, my grandmother built a home a few meters away from my great-grandparents' house. This land was gifted to her by her father after she couldn’t get a house in another area due to discrimination. She quickly found a way to ensure her children’s safety, leading to the construction of a two-room house where my parents lived which they later moved into a bigger house. My uncle lived there first before my parents followed. My father was often unemployed, taking on odd jobs, while my mother was in school learning handiwork and sewing.

I believe that was the sacrifice parents had to make—trusting others to care for their child while they worked. I was raised by the village, as the saying goes. Parents often had to work away from home, leaving their children with relatives or family friends. My upbringing was greatly influenced by various grandmothers. I witnessed their struggles as they faced old age and illness. One family friend’s grandmother had, what I now understand to be Parkinson's disease, and I remember her trembling hands. Even though I didn’t understand what was happening, it was a part of life that left a mark on me. I often questioned why these strong women who had raised me would sometimes struggle silently. It made me realize how deeply our community was affected by their circumstances, yet they continued with life as if nothing was wrong.

In the midst of all these experiences, my childhood was also marked by a harsh environment. Growing up in an African household, comments about my appearance were often blunt and sometimes brutal, even if they weren’t meant to hurt. I grew up a little chubby, which led to constant comments about my weight. This made me feel flawed and like there was something inherently wrong with me, as if I wasn’t good enough. I began to believe that my weight was why people didn’t like me or why I struggled to fit in.

That desire to fit in turned me into a people pleaser, which damaged me more than anything else. I made the wrong friends, seeking validation from the wrong people. I wanted to be accepted and feel like I belonged. But even when I thought I had found genuine connections, something would always change. I’d be cast aside, left wondering why.

One of my first experiences of feeling betrayed by friends happened in primary school. I transferred to a new pre-primary school mid-year, hopeful because I knew a few kids from the neighborhood. At first, it seemed like they wanted to be my friends because I was pretty, and I naively thought that was enough. But it didn’t take long for me to realize their interest wasn’t genuine. I was heartbroken, not because I was left out, but because I had offered them my genuine self, only to have it rejected.

That rejection hurt. It cut deep, especially when those I thought were friends became the very people who bullied me in primary school, turning my world upside down. I didn’t know who to lean on. This was because my mother was strict, raising me on her own after my father left. She was my rock but also distant
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