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This is a work based on real events in the author’s life. Names, places, and situations are presented as experienced by the author.

This book is written to give voice to children who suffer in silence and to show that survival is possible.
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Dedication Page

This book is dedicated to:

Every child who felt invisible, unheard, and unloved.

Every child who was beaten, insulted, and forced to survive in silence.

And to the little girl I once was —

I survived. I am still here.

And now, I write my truth.

— Lerato N. Ntimba
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Preface
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My name is Lerato N. Ntimba.

For most of my childhood, I lived in a house where I was not wanted. I was beaten. I was insulted. I was left hungry. I was silenced. I was abused.

For years, I carried these memories inside me, too scared to speak them aloud. I thought nobody would believe me. I thought my pain was too much.

But I survived.

This book is my story. Not because it was easy, but because it was hard. Because it was painful. Because it shaped me into who I am today.

If you are reading this, know that you are not alone. Pain does not have to define you. You can survive. You can write your own story.

— Lerato N. Ntimba
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Chapter 1 — Shadows at Home


[image: ]


The house was quiet, but Lerato was already awake.

She always woke early, not because she wanted to, but because she feared the shouting.

From the kitchen, the voice she dreaded the most called out.

Phindile Nkosi:

“Lerato! Are you still sleeping? Do you think this is a hotel?!”

Lerato stood quickly. Her heart raced.

Lerato:

“I’m coming...”

Slowly, she walked toward the kitchen. Her stomach tightened, and her hands trembled.

Phindile was there, arms crossed, her face dark with anger.

Phindile:

“Look at this house. Dirty. Smelling. And you think you are a child? You are useless.”

Lerato looked down.

Lerato:

“I cleaned yesterday...”

Phindile:

“Don’t talk back, you witch!”

Her father sat in the corner, eating quietly. He didn’t look at Lerato, didn’t move, didn’t intervene. Like always.

Inside, Lerato whispered:

Why doesn’t he see what she does to me...

[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2 — Cleaning What Was Not Mine
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After school, other children rested. Lerato came home to work.

Phindile shouted from the bedroom:

“Come here!”

Lerato walked in, her hands shaking. The smell hit her before she could see the room.

Phindile:

“Clean under the bed.”

Lerato froze. Used pads, dirty and bloody, were scattered across the floor.

Lerato:

“...okay...”

Phindile:

“You think you are special? In this house, you clean everything.”

Her father lay on the bed, silent. Watching. Not helping. Not saying a word.

Lerato cleaned slowly, holding back tears, whispering to herself:

One day, I will leave... one day I will leave...
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Chapter 3 — Nights Without Food
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That night, Phindile cooked meat. The smell filled the house.

Lerato’s stomach ached from hunger.

Lerato:

“Can I eat...?”

Phindile looked at her, her face twisted in hate.

Phindile:

“Did you buy this food?”

Lerato:

“...no...”

Phindile:

“Then go sleep.”

Her father didn’t look up. Not once.

Lerato went to her bed. Empty stomach. Tears falling. Whispering:

Maybe it would be better if I die...

But she didn’t. She survived.
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Chapter 4 — The Day in the Rain
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It was raining. Cold. Heavy.

Phindile’s anger exploded for no reason.

Phindile:

“Go outside!”

Lerato:

“But it’s raining...”

Phindile:

“I said OUTSIDE!”

Lerato fell on the muddy ground, water soaking her through.

Phindile:

“You devil! You brought bad luck into my house!”

Her father stood at the doorway, silent, unmoving.

That night, Lerato cried herself to sleep, thinking for the first time about ending her life.
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Chapter 5 — The Day I Just Wanted to Play
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It was Friday, and the sun shone brightly over the small town of Lerato’s childhood. The warm air promised a rare escape, even if it was just for a few hours.

Lerato had heard about a place called Naas — there were games, jumping castles, and laughter of children who didn’t have a care in the world. She had only twenty rand in her pocket, enough to pay the entrance fee.

For the first time in a long time, Lerato felt something close to freedom.

She ran toward the jumping castles, her small feet pounding the ground. She laughed — a real laugh that bubbled from inside, almost forgotten.

Hours passed. She played with other children, climbed, jumped, and forgot the harshness of home. She didn’t notice the time, lost in the joy that was usually forbidden to her.

When she finally looked at her watch, her stomach sank. It was 18:30.

Her heart beat faster. She knew what awaited her at home.
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Chapter 6 — The Night I Was Chased Out
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When Lerato reached the gate, she saw Phindile standing there with her father, arms folded, eyes cold.

Phindile:

“You think you can come back whenever you want? Not tonight! Stay outside!”

Lerato:

“Please... it’s cold, I didn’t...”

Phindile:

“Shut up! Stay out!”

The rain had started again. She was on her period, her clothes stained. Her little body shivered.

Her father said nothing. He just nodded at Phindile.

That night, Lerato curled up on the wet ground, teeth chattering. She had no blanket, no food, no comfort. Only the rain and the cold.

And she cried.

Not once. Not twice. But for hours.

One day... one day I will leave for good...
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Chapter 7 — Meeting Lungelo
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By the next morning, Lerato had nowhere to go. She was fifteen. Her heart was heavy, her body exhausted.

She remembered her boyfriend, Lungelo Shongwe, who was twenty, staying with his friend because he had also been kicked out by his father.

Lerato:

“Lungelo... can you... can you help me?”

Lungelo looked at her, tall and strong, but gentle.

Lungelo:

“Of course. Come with me. Don’t look back.”

Lerato followed him through dusty streets. They shared bread and pap, mangoes when they could find them, and sometimes just water to drink. But Lungelo always made sure she was safe. He never raised a hand. He never hurt her.

Lerato (thinking):

He doesn’t have much, but he gives me everything he can. Why is he so good to me?

Lungelo loved music. His stage name was SweetKidGotTheSauce, and he dreamed of making it big one day. He would rap deeply about life, pain, and struggle.
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