BECOMING

| am Bulela Limba —
Born where hope was a whisper,
Where broken streets raised dreamers, not quitters.

| come from Mdantsane —

A township forged in the fires of apartheid,
Where streets echo defiance,

And families held on when all was taken.
Born into poverty, into lack,

But raised by a wealth of spirit.

Tin roofs whisper the past,

But laughter promises the future.

Dreams aren’t just imagined —

They’re fought for,

Community is the air we breathe.

Yes, hunger visits,

Rooms are crowded,

But we bend, we rise, we rebuild.

As my elders say,

‘Inkunzi isematholeni’ —

(the bull is among the calves: even the small carry greatness)
Mdantsane is a heartbeat, a home,

And | carry her with pride.

| am the daughter of a woman with tired hands and unshakable faith,
A single mother who turned struggle into strength,

And silence into song.

She taught me that dignity isn’t what you wear —

It's what you carry when the world gives you nothing.

| am the quiet girl who learned to speak in storms,
The shy one who became her own advocate.

I've stared down shame,

Walked through rooms | never felt worthy of

And still showed up: scarred, sacred, and brave.

| am the first in my family to rise this high,

Not by inheritance, but by intention.

| had no bursary.

No safety net.

Only a dream stitched into the soles of my shoes.

| went door to door with a CV in hand,
Waitressing by day, studying by night.



Selling sweets on campus — not for profit,
But to keep my future alive.

| am a student of life,
Wearing failure like a lesson,
And pain like armor.

Each hardship, a chapter.
Each challenge, a teacher.

| am built from sacrifice,

Held together by resilience.

I've crossed the graduation stage not once, but twice —
Each walk a victory for every “no” | turned into a “yes.”
And now | walk into lecture halls once more,

Pursuing my master’s degree,

Not as a requirement,

But as a continuation of a calling —

Proof that my journey is not finished,

Only unfolding.

| am a daughter of destiny,

The echo of ancestors who prayed me into existence.
When the world looked down on me,

| looked up to God —

And He whispered,

"Go further. Go deeper. Go anyway."

I am not the loudest voice in the room,

But | carry the weight of stories untold.

| lead not for applause,

But for the ones who still feel invisible.

| am leadership born in struggle —
Chairperson, champion, change-maker.
Named Exceptional Student Leader

By the Vice Chancellor himself —

Not for being flawless,

But for rising, again and again.

I am not just a student.

| am a sister to the unseen,

A voice for the unheard,

Alight in dark spaces.

| am the girl who once felt small —

Now standing tall,

Not in pride, but in purpose.

Because | know what it means to be overlooked,

And what it feels like to become someone else's hope.

| wear my story like a crown —
Not golden, but glorious.



Crafted from hardship,
Polished by grace.

| am Bulela —

Not just a name,

But a revolution in motion.
| don'’t just survive —

| rise.

| don’t just lead —

| become



