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PRIDE  BEFORE A FALL









Dedication


To the ones who carry unspoken stories in their chests —


the mothers who held the house together, the fathers who meant well but did not know how

to say it,

and the children who grew up in the middle of love and hurt.

May healing find you in your own time.

Preface

––––––––
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Families are not broken all at once.

They are broken in small moments — in the words that are not said,

in the apologies that come too late, in the pride we mistake for strength.


This story was born from real life — from households where love was present,


but tenderness was not always taught.

Where discipline spoke louder than affection, and silence was the language of pain.

Pride Before a Fall is not written to judge, but to understand.

It is a story of love that was real, mistakes that were heavy,

and healing that arrived slowly — sometimes only at the end.

If you have ever held regret in your chest,

if you have ever wished you could go back and say the words you didn’t say,

if you have ever loved someone but didn’t know how to show it —

this book is for you.

May it soften you.

May it remind you that connection is fragile.

And may it teach you, gently,

that love must be spoken while we still have time.

— Thuli Marutle Leigh
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

The Breaking Point



Mosa was a man shaped by discipline — and held together by pride.

He believed that order built character and that success came from doing things the right way. His father had raised him with a firm hand, and Mosa carried those lessons into every corner of his life.

He often said, “A tree bends when it’s young — not when it’s grown.”

To him, punishment was not cruelty — it was correction, love expressed through firmness. He believed in corporal punishment and truly thought it was the only way to raise responsible children.

But Mosa’s home was far from harsh. He was deeply loving — a husband who adored his wife and a father who cherished his children. He had built a beautiful life on his farm: wide golden fields, neat fences, loyal dogs,tractors that gleamed like trophies under the sun and pens filled with healthy pigs.The family lived comfortably, surrounded by laughter and routine.

His wife, Dimakatso, was elegance personified — beautiful, soft-spoken, and tidy to perfection. She filled their home with warmth and grace. The scent of her cooking and fresh flowers lingered in every room. The house was always spotless, her touch seen in every polished surface and carefully folded curtain.

Mosa loved her deeply, but he was not a man of many words — especially not the words “I’m sorry.”

When he offended her, he didn’t apologise

directly. Instead, he found his own ways of making amends — a new bottle of her favourite cologne, or an expensive set of pots she had once admired. That was his language of remorse — silent, thoughtful, and wrapped in pride.

Together, they made a striking pair. People admired them — the disciplined man and the graceful woman, walking side by side through life with quiet confidence.

Their children, Bokang and Dineo, were their joy.

Bokang was bold and curious, always asking questions and sometimes pushing boundaries.

Dineo, gentle and imaginative, spent hours sketching or humming to herself.

Mosa was playful with them. He taught them to ride their fancy new bicycles down the dusty road, cheering loudly as they found their balance.

But when they misbehaved, all it took was that

look.

It wasn’t a shout, nor a threat — just the heavy, wordless stare that said everything. The moment they saw it, their laughter froze. They knew the line had been crossed.

Mosa’s love ran deep, but so did his need for order. He took pride in his home, in his wife, in his children, and in the man he had become. Pride made him strong, proud, and respected.

But pride also made him slow to yield.

And somewhere between his silence and his strength, his pride began to plant seeds that would one day bloom into heartbreak.



Weekdays in Mosa’s house followed a rhythm: mornings smelled of steam and toast, Dimakatso’s soft voice carried through the kitchen, and by seven o’clock both children were dressed in their neat uniforms. School was important to Mosa — it was the bridge from farm life to the wider world.

Of the two, Bokang was the one he pinned his highest hopes on.

Smart, quick to understand, the kind of boy who could solve his father’s home trial tests in minutes. Mosa often said, “This one takes after me.” He believed Bokang could go further than he ever had — university, perhaps even overseas. He believed in him that much.

But Bokang was a boy who didn’t yet understand how precious that belief was.

He loved soccer more than study, sunshine more than sums. He lost his calculator, misplaced pens, tore pages from his notebook. Still, when his father gave him mock exams at home, he always came out with an A. That was what made it worse

— Mosa knew what the boy could do.

The first time Bokang skipped school, he spent the day at the soccer field.

When Mosa found out, he called him aside quietly.

“Why were you not at school?”

Bokang’s eyes darted. “I was late, Papa. Only two minutes. The gateman wouldn’t let me in.”

Mosa looked at him for a long moment, the way that froze the air in a room. He didn’t raise his voice. “Next time, leave earlier,” was all he said.

But the second time, the excuse didn’t come so easily. When Mosa heard from the neighbour that the boy had been seen playing soccer again, he didn’t wait for explanations. He walked to the shed, took Bokang’s bicycle — the one the boy loved more than anything — and rode it down the dusty road to his brother’s house. When he returned, his shirt was damp with sweat and his decision was firm.

“You will never see that bicycle again,” he said simply.

Later that evening, he turned to Dineo. “And you

— don’t even think of lending him yours. I know the two of you; you’d trade the world for each other. Not this time.”

Dineo frowned, confused. “But, Papa, why not?

Where is his own bike even?”

“Ask your brother,” Mosa replied, and that was the end of it.

That night, the siblings sat on Dineo’s bed in the dim light of her bedside lamp.

She was younger, but wise for her years. “Bo,” she whispered, “why do you keep skipping? Papa’s really angry now.”

Bokang sighed. “You won’t understand.” “Try me.”

He hesitated, then spoke, his voice small. “At school... if you’re late, even one minute, the teacher hits you. Hard. So when I’m late, I just go to the soccer field instead. Why should he beat me like that? He’s not my father.”

“Has he hit you before?”

“Of course,” Bokang said bitterly. “Why do you think I’d rather play soccer? He uses a stick, Dineo. I can’t take that every morning.”

Dineo’s face softened. “Then tell Papa. He’ll talk to him.”

“I’d rather be in trouble with Papa than be called a snitch. One boy told on the teacher, and the man made his life hell until he changed schools. I won’t go through that.”

Dineo said nothing. She wanted to protect her brother, but she also wanted to protect him from their father’s anger. That night she hardly slept.

––––––––
[image: ]


A week later, the storm broke.

Bokang had missed school again — not once, but several times. The principal had called Mosa to the office and handed him a letter. The title at the top burned through him: Suspension Notice.

That evening, the family sat at dinner.

Dimakatso was ladling stew when Mosa walked in, his boots still dusty from the road. He didn’t greet. He didn’t sit. He placed the letter flat on the table.

“Bokang. Read it.”

The boy looked at it, confused. “What is — ” “I said read it.”

The tone cut through the room.

Dimakatso froze, spoon mid-air. Dineo’s eyes darted from her mother to her father.

Bokang read slowly, stumbling over the words, each one tightening Mosa’s jaw.

When he finished, he stared at the floor.

Dimakatso took the letter gently from his hand. “Suspension letter?” she murmured, scanning it herself. Her breath caught.

Mosa’s voice was calm, but it carried thunder beneath it. “You’ve been skipping school. Lying.

Bringing shame to this house.”

“Papa, I— ”

“Enough!”

The table fell silent. Even the clock seemed to hold its breath.

“Dineo,” Mosa said without looking at her, “go to your room.”

“But — ”

“Now.”

The look came. The one that meant don’t argue.

Dimakatso rose and guided the trembling girl down the hallway. At the doorway, she knelt to meet her daughter’s eyes.

“Don’t worry, baby,” she whispered, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “We’ll sort it out.”

But before she reached the dining room again, a sound split the air — the sharp crack of a belt, followed by a cry.

“Mosa!” she shouted, running back.

Another strike. A louder scream.

The man who had once taught his son to ride a bike now stood in a storm of his own making — a father driven by disappointment, love, and pride twisted too tight.

Dimakatso froze in the doorway, her hands trembling, her voice lost between the urge to protect and the fear of making it worse.

Mosa’s heart pounded with anger, but beneath it was something else — the deep, painful love of a father who wanted more for his child and didn’t know another way to show it.

Outside, the night wind rose, pushing against the windows, echoing the chaos inside.



Mosa had given his children long ropes all their lives.

He wasn’t quick to punish; he always gave chances — warnings, talks, and more talks. When he finally resorted to the belt, it meant he had reached the edge of his patience. But this night... this one was different.

The sound of Bokang’s cries still rang in his ears long after his arm grew tired.

He didn’t even know how long it had gone on. The minutes blurred together — the belt, the shouting, the pleading. His anger had taken a shape of its own. It wasn’t just about the suspension letter anymore — it was about every warning ignored, every lie, every broken rule.

When he finally stopped, his body felt heavy, his hands trembling.

He looked down. Bokang was on the floor, exhausted from screaming, tears drying on his cheeks, his small body limp and weak. The sight made something inside Mosa crack.

He glanced at the clock — nearly an hour had passed. His chest tightened.

In that moment, his eyes met Dimakatso’s.

The look she gave him was one he would never forget.

It wasn’t anger. It was disbelief — a mixture of pain and betrayal.

It said, How could you?

For the first time that night, Mosa felt something deeper than rage.

He felt shame. Regret. Fear.

But he didn’t show it. He was a man — a man raised to hide emotion, to never appear weak.

So, he turned and walked out of the house without a word.

As soon as the door closed, Dimakatso ran to Bokang, kneeling beside him. “My boy, my boy...” she whispered, helping him up. He was too weak to stand on his own. She guided him slowly to his room, laid him gently on the bed, pulled his blanket over him, and placed a pillow under his head.

“Are you okay?” she asked softly. “Do you think we need to take you to
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