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Nguvu is the Swahili word for strength. When we started this project, it took a while for us to title
it because we wanted a word that truly captures the essence of the African woman; her beauty, hard
work, happiness, pain, survival, and joy. After weeks of searching and lengthy discussions, we
decided on Nguvu.
We took on this project as an avenue for African women to tell their stories and show the world
that there is more to being an African, to being Black than the negative single story been reinforced
for years. We wanted to change the narrative and debunk these stereotypes. With all the challenges,
corrupt government, racism, sexism, the collective voice among all the entries is the voice of
strength. The desire to make something of their lives and that of others, despite all odds.
Although we wanted to include all the entries, it was important for us to create a safe space for our
readers hence entries vehemently supporting certain ideologies, violence and fanaticism were
rejected.
The aim of this e-book is to inspire, motivate and show other Africans and Black people that we are
not alone. They have the power to make all the difference, no matter how little.
During the process of compiling these stories, I had moments where I paused to cry, moments of
happiness, and moments of solidarity. I was truly inspired by how these women do not allow life to
get in the way.
We are truly appreciative of all the women who submitted their stories, those who could not but
cheered us on. Thank you for trusting us to help create an avenue for your story to be told. We
hope that the e-book serves as a motivation to people who need reassurance, those who see no need
of trying. While editing we gave titles to most of the entries that didn’t originally have. However, to
maintain the originality, we didn’t edit slangs or specifically edit American and British English
differences.
Please visit africanismt0day.wordpress.com for more.
OnyinyeOlufunmi
For all the committee members of Nguvu
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Caverns Of Your Being
Kaylan Reid Shipanga is an African American freelance
writer. She is the Founder and Editor-In-Chief of African
American In Africa (www.aainafrica.com), a collective
founded on the need to amplify the perspectives of
travelers and expats of color across the African continent. A
native New Yorker and Howard University journalism
graduate, Kaylan has worked in media in the U.S. and
Namibia. She chronicles her experiences in Namibia, where
she currently lives, on her website and Youtube channel,
‘Afro American In Africa’.
23. That’s how old I was when my life path changed forever. When I was forced to remove the
blinders of life and finally face its blistering reality. It was when my mother died. She was a tender
but vibrant 52 years old. Friends found her at the bottom of her house stairs; days after a pulmonary
embolism stole her last breath. It caught everyone by surprise; no one saw it coming because I spoke
to her just days before. I was living my best life with a great job in Washington, DC. I had a chic
apartment and a thriving social life. The sky was the limit. And then all of my youthful jubilance was
snatched away in a sentence.
"Your mother is in heaven now”, I remember my father announcing to me. I fell to the floor. It was a
stinging blow to the core of my soul.
Ten years later, I marvel at how I’ve managed without her. She was my guiding light, my strength,
my best friend. There was nothing I did not run past her for advice. Her death left a gaping hole.
Where would my guidance come from? Who would I look to for nods of approval? Unlike all of my
friends, I was now a motherless daughter. I learned to use my mother’s absence as a source of
freedom. I didn’t really have a choice. I was forced to tap into my truest womanhood and
independence. Leaning on maternal direction was no longer an option. Her departure allowed me to
stretch my wings.
I learned how to make decisions on my own by listening to my soul. When I realized corporate
America was not for me I couldn’t call my mother for advice. So, I went with my gut and left that
world behind. This intuitiveness eventually took me overseas. I left my home in the U.S. and moved
abroad to Barbados. Now I’m based in Namibia, where I’ve been for six years. I’m married with a
young son.
Every Mother’s Day I hear women say they don’t know what they would do without their mothers. I
do. You would keep on moving. Continue living. You would call upon strength you unknowingly but
innately possess. It lies quietly deep in the caverns of your being.
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Confidence In A Strange Place
Hava Nwamaka Nwakaego Rosenfeld is half Nigerian and half Israeli.
She is 25 years of age and by July; she will be finishing her second
degree (journalism). In her free time she enjoys reading novels, going
to the gym, swimming, travelling and spending time with her family.
Getting a scholarship is always exciting and is hardly something one
imagines turning down. That’s how I found myself accepting a
scholarship to study law in Romania with the catch that I had to do it
in Romanian language. This meant that, starting from 2009 I had to
learn a new language in nine months and then begin the four-year law degree journey.
I am in the process of rounding up my second degree in journalism. I have always been very proud of
my origins but I don’t let them define me, because whether a place is accepting of me or not as one
of their own is irrelevant to my personal growth as a human being. Like my sister always says, “We
are citizens of the world”. Once I finished my secondary education in Nigeria, I moved to Romania
and learnt the language so well that, as I’d speak, Romanians would marvel at how well I mastered
the language. I would get statements along the likes of, “Oh my, you speak even better than some
Romanians!”
In October 2010 I began law happily, but out of the thousands of students, I was the only foreigner
in the entire faculty; I had heard of foreign students that previously underwent the program, but
there was absolutely no one around that had been through a similar experience to communicate
with, and that is when I realized I was alone. At this point, aside from still existent language barrier in
regards to receiving information on a level of very specific terminology in a new language, I had to
deal with the fact that most were unappreciative of my efforts and I dare say, even unwelcoming of
my presence. I was directly and indirectly shunned by the majority, and out of the dozens of
lecturers I can count on one hand the number of lecturers that encouraged and helped me.
Supposedly an honourable school, as an insider I was exposed to the reality: most of the teachers
were unnecessarily full of themselves, preferred to make things harder for the students and created
obstacles to cause difficulties. Right from first year and with regular occurrence over the following
years, many Romanian colleagues were developing depression and either dropping out or
transferring to other law schools, due to their inability to pass exams and therefore pass the year.
Despite what was happening around me, I kept at it and I saw myself passing. It was miraculous.
Remember to be thankful; the support and love that God and my family ceaselessly gave me helped
me remain motivated. Find what motivates you and harness it. Hold your head up high, remember
where you come from and never let people bring you down, no matter how hard things get. When
the going gets tough, switch angles and try again differently; that is not failure but in fact courage
and open-mindedness. Allow yourself to take breaks, but keep going and remember to appreciate
yourself; confidence is key.
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Talking About SavEduc: Save Education
Hajer Kammoun is a 21 year old from Tunisia and a 3rd year
medical student. She is a member of many organisations.
The one in which she is the most active and productive is JCI.
She loves its spirit of generating young leaders. At 6, she
started playing flute. She also participated in many theatre
plays; first one presented in public was at 8.
SavEduc is for me not only my new-born social enterprise
but also a huge dream that I started achieving. SavEduc aims
at bettering Tunisia’s educational system since I believe its
lack is the root of all my country’s problems. It all starts from there (our childhood). Our future
depends on what we teach future generations, which principles we make them grow with, whether
we offer them possibilities to build their own thoughts, personalities and flourish and whether we
work on ourselves enough to be glad if they consider us as their models. Tomorrow, we'll reap what
we sow today.
This is briefly by introducing new sessions children need to widen their minds build their ethics and
live a more productive and successful life. The idea started since an official JCI course I assisted (JCI
Impact). Here is a great tip to follow so that you can create a sustainable big change in your society:
Think about the major problem in your society then ask yourself why is this happening, repeat this
several times till you find an answer for which you can no more ask why. It’s then the real problem
of your society that you have to work on, finding the most accessible way would be by repeating the
same exercise with how. I did it twice, started the first from corruption and the second from
pollution and found myself each time looking for a solution to the same problem which is our
educational system. Since that day SavEduc was running in my mind, a big project that I developed
further during 2016 summer program of SUSI for social entrepreneurship in UCONN.
I’m directing SavEduc as a project held by JCI, the time it gets stronger with more mission driven
members and gets more support from ministers and headmasters. The first event was planned
specially for that. It consisted of 2 debating and personal development trainings for 5th and 6th
school year children from all over Hammam Sousse. We invited all headmasters and parents of
participating children so that parents are also trained indirectly and that the learning continues in
houses. Trainings were in the most known children club of Hammam Sousse. Inspectors from
women and children ministry were also present and we documented the event to show it to the
educational ministry. Hopefully with God’s help, this summer, SavEduc will shine as a social
enterprise.
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What Are You
Leeza Erfesoglou is a teacher, traveler, explorer, feminist,
humanist, volunteer, and a student of history. She has
lectured at universities in The Netherlands and Germany.
Currently, she works in the Fine Arts sector and is
considering going back to graduate school. She is 32,
Black/Native/Greek American.
"What are you?” Is the question I was always asked
growing up in the suburbs of Houston. See, being mixed
in the early 1990s was not ‘in’ then. Moreover, my predominately white elementary and middle
school was not a place of acceptance or tolerance. I felt like a stranger in my skin. I did not know
where I fit in or how to belong.
The question: “what are you?” even asked with the best intention, for me, is an act of violence
because it disturbs the existence and being of the person questioned and objectifies their being for
the pleasure and curiosity of the questioner. Each time I was asked it, I snapped into the awareness
that I am an “other.” Mixed identity is inherently challenging to racial politics because it is
ambiguous and refuses neat categorization. I am not only black. However, I am blacked skinned;
therefore, I am less in the land of the free, and home of the brave.
As my body matured and developed into womanhood, that question morphed into one of sexual
desire. I noticed the gazes of men, wicked and baleful at times. For the black woman's body carries
with it a long warped history of sexual desire and degradation, one that my young self could not
comprehend or place in a historical context.
Mixed girls fulfill white boys' fantasies of black women. However, we are safe. Not entirely black but
black enough. Again, my identity was commoditized. “I love black women” became a line that
echoed in my ears. Again, I became an “other” not seen for my individuality but an objectified body
to be lusted over, fucked, and tossed away.
I would be lying if I said I did not fall for it, some of the time. Of course, I did. To be considered
beautiful in a society that never reflected my beauty was enticing.
So what have I achieved in my space and my time?
I survived. That is what I accomplished. I am still here, standing, fighting on to another day. In the
process, I attended one of the world's most prestigious universities. I have a Masters in Social
Sciences, I have lectured at several European universities, and I have traveled to over 30 countries.
However, the most important thing is I am still here. I refused to give up my place and space in this
world. I am bruised and battered; sometimes I even fell into bitterness but guess what? I am still
here. Moreover, if you are reading this, so are you.
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Sangó's Daughter
Marjory Rocka is a 27 years old Brazilian, cultural producer, arts
student graduated who studied scenic production in the Federal
University of Paraná, currently cooperates with the NGO Criola,
and feminist collectives. Today, she is a political artist, working
in projects in her community, because she only believe in us to
create a better society.
10 years old: First election. It was for class representant, in 7th
grade at my public elementary school. This was my first contact
with the white man’s democracy.
Almost 12: Heard about “politics” out of an election themed song from a skate rock band. Those
songs that screamed in favor of a social change, made me search for more information.
14: First congress first song. I was elected to represent the school in a state assembly, which was
followed by a national one. That would be my first time in Brazil’s capital, our democratic political
center. Playing guitar, my first song was a critic to Brazilian politics.
16: The change - I came out. I was motivated by my family’s and community's problems, and I
searched for new ways to make change. I understood that information background is the
educational engine to the citizen’s critic view. I recognized the importance of media and art as social
influence elements that provokes questioning and brings to the surface realities that were purposely
made invisible.
20+: Being hardcore. Recognizing the political and ideological maneuvers’ impact in the community
is what gave me the certainty that does not matter how, while our sisters and brothers are being
killed, something needs to be done. Maybe they see me as an angry black woman who revolted with
society, but who is killing people? Not me.
My experience with democracy is longer than that, and is an accurate example of how Brazilian
politics works. The election is a popularity battle, because it has social value. It’s no coincidence that
politics is about visibility and visibility is a privilege.
Down here the majority of the population is black, but not even 10% of the politicians are. The only
black woman elected to the congress was ridiculed on the internet by a humorist, he said she looked
like the “coffee maid”, because it’s not common to see black people in privileged positions. Even so
Brazilian people deny racism saying we are mixed. The public opinion is manipulated by the media.
Few rich and white families run the great media channels. But we'll change it.
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When Surviving Is The Only Choice
Barbara Nyathi is 38 years old, married with no
children. She is a Zimbabwean psychologist, and she
lives in Windhoek, Namibia.
In November 2009 I was diagnosed with stage 3
cervical cancer and I was devastated, shocked, and it
felt like my world was crumbling right before my eyes,
but that was not the end of it, a few months later, the
following year I was also diagnosed with stage 4
endometriosis and cystic fibrosis.
In a nut shell my reproductive health was severely
compromised. When faced with so much it is easier
to want to give up on life and succumb to fate. Not
me, a daughter of a three time stroke survivor, I have
my mother's strength and resilience in me. This was
the time for me to show all these conditions who was boss. It was an uphill struggle from the day of
the first diagnosis to where I am now. I have been through so many operations I actually have my
own room at Rhino Park Hospital. 12 times I have been operated on. Around the fourth operation I
asked for a complete hysterectomy but to my dismay the doctor refused, his argument was that I’m
too young to lose my uterus and I might decide to have children one day. In other words he was
covering his own ass from being sued by me in the future. This was utter rubbish, the uterus was
going to be the death of me and I was already tired of being operated on so many times. I finally got
my hysterectomy in 2016 and it was operation number 12, phew!
I never allowed my conditions to define me; I am a daughter, a sister, a wife, a friend, an athlete, a
fashionista and sassy girl. My life did not stop because of my regular visits to the doctors and the
hospital. I decided the ailments will have to fit in with my lifestyle, after all they need me to be alive;
there are no conditions for the dead. For more about my journey to survive against all odds, watch
out for my upcoming book, Pain fades, Scars heal.
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Untame Africa
Chidalu Irene Okeke is a 23 year old photographer, visual
artist and a storyteller from Anambra, Nigeria. She studied
English Language and Literature at Nnamdi Azikiwe
University Awka. Black is her favorite color which she won’t
mind wearing on her wedding day and on a good day you
might find her about or in the bush taking pictures of things
and plants .She founded UNTAME AFRICA in 2016. Her
instagram handle is @chidalu_
I grew up in a neighborhood that blasts knockouts
(firecrackers) or drum loud beats on metal oil barrels
screaming UP NEPA anytime the electricity comes on.
University was definitely a must and I finished School at age
20 with my whole life ahead of me. Dreams to achieve and goals to crush.
I had a near death experience soon after, that kept me bedridden for almost two years. I was in a
bad state as I watched my plans evaporate. It was bad, how do I get on with achieving my goals? I
asked myself. I should be doing what I love. I decide to do just that. I took to social media on days I
would feel better and make posts about different things I cared about. Doing that gave me purpose.
Gradually I recovered enough to go out again.
I was like a baby learning to walk. I hadn't been mobile enough for the longest time. I began to see
the world with fresh eyes. I would see stories everywhere and the urge to tell them became more
irresistible. Everyday stories: the good, the ugly, the extraordinary, the plain and vulgar, so revealing
and moving. You see, my stories are an exploration of how one comes more easily and directly into
the enjoyment and appreciation of beauty and art that deals essentially with one’s own environment,
fears, joys, and way of life. Of course I had very limited resources which I needed badly to put things
in motion. At that point my desires transcended from mobility to acquiring the resources and gears I
needed to tell a better story with ease but I told them anyway as much as I could with what I had at
my disposal. My Blackberry remained the center of my workforce and creative space. Oh the many
pictures I took with that device!
This is neither a sob story nor a success story at that. It is simply how I got from point A to point B.
My daily struggles towards growth and how it has shaped, influenced and installed in me a deeper
and higher sensibility to life, to people and creative freedom. It is here now to inspire if it can. By the
way, I finally got my dream camera like I've always wanted and it's so beautiful. Wait till you see it!
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HellenRose
Lerato Kgamanyane is a fashion and lifestyle blogger and a
content creator. That is where her passion lies. She has grown
a lot in these fields because she has always ensured that she
surrounds herself with people who have an inclusive
inclination to growth in the industry as opposed to driving it in
isolation. The prime lead and novelty of her company and blog,
HellenRose, is women. She is inspired by them and she creates
for them. From the initial stages of her work, the aim was to
create a platform that women could engage on and identify
with, but also solicit ideas and ways in which they can refine
how they dress, simplify their day to day lives and most
importantly own control over their lives.
MOM. A breathing testimony of “against all odds”. We haven’t been the closest, and I believe it’s
because I remind her of my father, the biggest odd– my features, my extroverted spirit, my trusting
nature and the unfriendly nicotine scent she finds on my clothes. I’m the eldest of two daughters,
same parents, although at times I wish my sister had a different, present, sober and loving father. I
grew up in the face of abuse, abuse by a man who was supposed to teach me what love and
kindness is. I always knew that it was wrong and my mother and I were underserving of it, but I was
silenced by the thought that my mother would drive away the love of her life if I said anything and
that we would struggle to start a new life, and that we did. I don’t know if I’d thoroughly understand
the term “resilience” if it were not for my mother. I don’t know if the term “grace” would be as well
pronounced to me, as it is now, if it were not for my mother. She cheated death at the hands of a
man who didn’t give her life, let alone buy it for her. And she packed my sister and I up, with her
tears to try again for a life of unobligated virtue. She did so with such a divine grace… with such a
resilient heart. I look at her today, a highly educated, no nonsense, and beautiful career woman and
remember how she stood up for us, our lives, our smiles and our futures. She is a reminder of the
woman I should strive to be, for those who look to me to be that spur for them. The name of my
company HellenRose, was drawn by the names of two women who thrived against all odds, to not
only give themselves lives to be proud of, but to give their daughters lives to cherish indefinitely.
This company finds its strength through a survivor of a deadly and potentially crippling vehicle
accident, too a victim of physical and emotional abuse. A woman who has faced exclusion from
university, having to, at a young age, start-over after being financially cut off and put herself through
school. A woman who remembered her mother’s grace and resilience, because against all odds… I
WILL WIN.
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Self Confidence
Eveen Talamessico is a 25 years old who is from Switzerland.
However her origin lies in Angola. She is a student, former
Miss Africa Queen Switzerland and has been a model since
2014.

Since my young age, I was always told "you have to take
photos or catwalk". You must know that I was very shy at the
time and that I lacked confidence in myself. I did not see the
potential that others saw in me. One day I saw that there
was a beauty contest in my city. My family encouraged me to
participate in the contest. Then I went to the casting, I saw
the other girls and started to lose my confidence. I said to
myself "girl, you will lose just go home, you have no chance".
I called my sister to tell her that I did not think I had any chance of winning and I wanted to go home.
However, she said to me "you are already there so stay". I did my casting and waited for a week.
It was the longest week I have ever experienced. One day I got a call from the organizer who told me
that I have been selected. This was a great surprise. The preparation lasted a while but I was nicely
building confidence in myself. I could easily see for myself that I was changing during that brief
interval.
The day of the contest, I did not think to win because for me I had not won the most important
contest within myself: self-confidence. However, when they announced the queen, I was the one.
Can you imagine yourself in the state I was? I was elated. Somehow I pulled through. I did not have
100% self confidence that day but I would like to say I went from 30% to 85% and that was huge for
me. This competition helped me a lot and made me grow because I had to work on my confidence.
So ladies believe in yourself. You only live once. Each person is different and each person has
potential. Never ever compare yourself to others and please love yourself because if you don't who
will? I would love to end with this quote; "Be yourself, all the other personalities are already taken."
- Oscar Wilde.
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Following My Passion
Joanne Nagi is a 31 year old lady born and raised in Nairobi,
Kenya. She is the last child with one older brother. She loves
God and He is the reason she is who she is today and she
cannot imagine life without Him. She is very religious.
I get fulfillment and joy from serving others. I believe in
treating people equally and with respect regardless of their
background. I love photography and makeup artistry hoping
to pursue photography soon. I have studied community
health but haven't practiced it. My passion is makeup which started at a young age when I used to
get in trouble for using my mum's makeup. I love how it can transform someone's looks.
I am self-taught and have done this professionally for 3 years though implementing the dream
started 6 years ago. I knew I wanted to pursue makeup as a profession and at the time I decided to
take the plunge, I didn't have a job or a constant source of income. But i knew that I would start one
way or the other.
I started doing freelance jobs that didn't pay much, but so long as I got to practice my craft and build
my portfolio and my clientele slowly, so that kept me going.
The jobs were not as consistent as I would have wanted them to be and sometimes I would go
months without a single booking.
My family decided to chip in and get me a professional kit with good makeup brands to get me
started. I told everyone I knew about providing makeup services and from there I started getting
bookings for photo shoots and weddings. At the same time I took time to learn about this art and
techniques through the internet and whatever chance I got, I implemented what I had learnt. I have
had so much progress I am grateful. I am definitely not where I was a couple of years ago, in terms of
knowledge and technique. Every day is a learning opportunity for me and I grab it with both hands.
Having a hunger to be the best version of you in your profession should be a constant. I have been
blessed to meet such wonderful people from clients, photographers and fellow makeup artists.
Being a makeup artist in Nairobi has been both good and challenging. I have learnt to have my own
way of doing things and owning my own technique that is different and personifies me and what I
think makeup should be to stand out from the crowd. There are makeup artists I admire and learn
from and I appreciate. I always try making friends with makeup artists primarily to learn and grow.
Makeup in Nairobi has become popular and many ladies have embraced it. The industry has really
grown. Every day I fall in love with my job. It makes me happy.
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Female Genital Mutilation
Amel Liban is 24 years old, she was born in Djibouti and
lives in Rotterdam city, which appears to her as a bustling
and diverse place. She studied Social Work at Rotterdam
University of Applied Sciences and on the weekends she
works for a mental and social care institution.
I have always had the need to create an environment
where we live our lives and let others live theirs. I feel like
in our society we tend to label others out of fear and not
see how beautifully fragile we all are and how important it
is to work together instead of fighting each other. Our environment is very important and we all are
responsible for creating a better, healthy understanding environment. On my spare time I like to
travel, learn from other cultures and read all sorts of things. A challenge that I am currently facing is
making people aware of Female Genital Mutilation (FGM) and the difficulties that women seeking
genital reconstruction have to face in Europe. In Holland this operation is currently being done by
just one doctor. There are literally no other clinics or services that perform this kind of operation. As
FGM is a crime against girls and women I find it extremely disturbing that genital reconstruction is
not easily available in Europe. Girls have the right to self-empowerment, and to explore the
possibilities after FGM.
While waiting for the genital reconstruction my feelings were very mixed. I felt happy and grateful to
have the possibility to do the operation and empower myself. It's about being in charge of your own
body and deciding what happens to it. Often I felt anxious, angry and frustrated for not having this
option years ago, and no doctors being there to talk to me about the possibilities after FGM. No one
would even talk about FGM, let alone what options women and girls have. I felt angry towards
society, for never reaching out to me when I was a teenager, while knowing that almost 95% of
Somali girls and women went through FGM, for the fact that the options of genital reconstruction
are almost non-existent in Europe. It made me feel subhuman, everybody is condemning FGM, but
nobody is standing next to me, asking what my needs are, this made me feel so limited, helpless and
excluded.
I am not angry at the people who performed FGM on me. In the name of love, women hurt each
other in many ways. I feel like they themselves are victims of this culture. When things have been
happening for generations, people stop reflecting about what they are actually doing. Also the lack
of information, openness and taboo attitudes are part of the multidimensional problems around
FGM.
For now, I just want all women to be able to explore their possibilities and options. I truly hope that
the doors will be open, that more doctors will perform genital reconstruction and that it will be
included in public healthcare for those who cannot afford it.
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Crowns Come In Different Forms
Whitney Madueke is a 22 years old law
graduate currently studying Fashion Design at
Parsons, in New York. She is a model and she
makes Youtube videos on natural hair, beauty
& lifestyle. She is Nigerian.
The most challenging part has really been my
natural hair journey. Embracing this world that
was essentially unknown to me for over 15
years of my life, to the point where I can share that knowledge and love with others.
You don’t realize how much society programs you to not love your own God given beauty - natural
hair, till you take the leap and try to embrace it for what it really is.
I remember when I first went natural. I had gone for the big chop after transitioning for 8 months. My
twin sister, Chelsea, was in-charge of cutting my relaxed ends off. From a moment of joy and
excitement it quickly went to disappointment and fear that I had done something so wrong.
Looking at my 1 inch of hair, after rocking shoulder length hair, was terrifying to me. I was
overwhelmed with all the negative feelings possible – ugly, ugly, ugly, was all I could think of. “What
would people say?” “You look like a boy.” “Who asked you to cut your hair?”
In that moment I accepted the challenge, to love myself, to love my hair.
I stood in front of my mirror and repeatedly told myself “You are beautiful.” Who knew that such
reassurance would be a positive light in perceiving my hair is beautiful and ultimately nurturing a
positive stream of thoughts around me, myself and my hair.
This need to share the beauty of natural hair, my natural hair, fueled the creation of my Youtube
channel – Leazzway. Since then, sharing this love and beauty has come with its challenges of creating
a positive world around natural hair.
It has landed me great modeling opportunities, a great community of followers and platform(s) to
spread love based on hair. Not everyone is receptive to natural hair, there is a lot of hate towards it,
but I can say that I have inspired a lot to love their hair. Natural hair is beautiful and it should be
celebrated. I love to celebrate that beauty through myself and showing appreciation to those that do
embrace it.
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When All Else Fails, Hard work Pays
Nangula Uiras is 30 years old from Namibia and a
Massage Therapist. She did her training with Anicca
Relaxation training Academy in 2008 for a year and 6
months. She had a wonderful boss who was her
mentor and who was always encouraging her to go
the extra mile, to do things right from the beginning or
not do it at all and whatever you do from the heart.
She was not an A+ student but a hard worker, as the saying what you lack in natural talent you make
up for in hard work.
I was disciplined, hungry for life and knowledge, I was positive, a go getter even though I am an
introvert. But with all the zeal I had for life I was and still a humbly person and open to critic, as you
learn from your critics most. Always be open to criticism, as it helps you remain humbly.
My boss left and believed my colleague and I would make a great team. So he handed the company
to us, but fortunately we didn’t have the same goals and vision for the company so I decided to go
solo.
I faced a lot of challenges before I started; I needed a place to rent which took me 6 months and
many sleepless nights. I went back and forth on wither or not I should apply for a loan, as I didn’t
have capital. I managed to buy what I needed as I went and a friend borrowed me money for the
2months of rent as I didn’t have clients starting up and I walked to work to save. Life is always ready
to lend a helping hand, hence I had people, friends, mentors present with every step I took and
when I needed them. They say it takes a village to raise a child… this saying not only relates to
children but us as adults too, we always remain children no matter the age and life is our village and
whenever we need a helping hand life will conspire to bring the tools, people, situations to push you
through and help you succeed. But I believe my biggest challenge was watching my thinking, staying
positive even when things looked bleak, and to always have hope, because at the end of the day you
are your greatest motivator.

“The nature of an entrepreneur means that you fully embrace ambiguity and are comfortable with
being challenged regularly. Choosing this career path is completely irrational because the odds of
succeeding are dismal but most succeed because of their unwavering belief, laser focus on delivering
and persistence. Starting a company is a riveting roller coaster of emotions with tremendous highs
and at times difficult lows, but truly worth it in the end.”
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Dear Social Media, I Am Gold
Tracy Asinda Sikabwe is 18 years old, and a
Congolese fashion and style blogger and lifestyle
Youtuber. She acts as a motivator on other social
media but regardless of her social media world, she
is a student with a business administration major.
She is also a young entrepreneur and everything
about entrepreneurship fascinates her. She loves the
idea of working for herself, building a legacy and
leaving her name on the sands of time. She believes
that is her purpose in life.
I come from an African country called DR Congo where young women are fascinated by the concept
of social media that show us that to become someone in life, you need to get "likes" from other
people. To do so African girls and women are ready to do anything, even to lose our precious value
in order to get those little hearts or thumbs up and feel that they are enough.
As a young girl, it is not easy to make a name in this huge ocean that social media is. But that is all
about the message that I carry. I want to prove to myself and to the world that diminishes our value,
that it is not necessary to get on top of the social media game. It is my battle every day.
Since I have been in the "social media game" and mostly because I am a young adult, it has not been
easy. I have faced and I am still facing challenges from many ways through the peer pressure, the
internet trends (bad trends), and all those kind of pressure on me but what has been my "Nguvu" is
the Grace of the Lord, and the faith I have that he is going to put me at a place where even hustling
cannot.
I felt a lot of time that I was not enough, not pretty enough, not sexy enough, not wise enough, not
funny enough, not popular enough. Due to what I daily see from women devaluating themselves in
order to get people talking about them. My questions sometimes are: "Why not me?" Should I also
follow their path in order to get at the level I want to be? Should I evaluate my values just to fit in?"
But then comes my confidence, my strong personality and my self-love which takes over all my
worries, I remember who I truly am, and what is my real purpose in life. And this get me back on
track to the right path and I feel enough. Because I believe I am gold, solid gold.
As for what I achieved since I have been doing this. I know I haven't done much because I am still
new. But my goal has always been to motivate and to inspire people to live for what they have been
created for. And it is such a great accomplishment to see that people actually take their time to
listen to a eighteen year old girl, reevaluate their situation and take the decision to be better
persons, to try new things and to go beyond their fears to accomplish more than they thought they
could. Let me close this text with those two French sentences that I would like you to not forget as
an African woman: "F comme femme, comme force la femme est une force, une force tranquille " Honorable Tantu May.
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Prioritizing Education
An elderly woman shared her story with me. Her
name is Janet Ugwuja. She was married off at a
very early age. According to her, before she
attained puberty. After some years. She started
having kids; she gave birth to six boys. While she
was weaning her last son, her husband died. Her
husband's death left her clueless because she was
young and he was the breadwinner. However, she
started struggling to make ends meet.
Her father sent for her to come home with her children but she refused, knowing that if she had
answered that call, she would be married off to another man leaving her six children behind and
they would in turn forget their roots. She chose the seemingly hard route of independence. She
made brooms and sold them, picked palm kernels and sold also so she could feed her children and
send them to school. Prioritizing her children's education forced her to clothe them in salt sacks but
she didn't care because she swore to herself that they must at least get to primary 6 (finish
elementary school).
According to her, she has no regrets but wishes she has a female child. If she has one, she would
have taught her the importance of getting an education. Unlike her, she would not push her
daughter into marriage as a form of security. She would ensure she is educated, independent before
getting married.
What amazes me about this old lady is that she adores and knows the importance of education. She
said if she had any form of formal education or learnt a trade, she wouldn't have suffered as much as
she did. She went as far as advising me not to depend on marriage for a better life. I should work on
myself as a woman first before thinking of entering a man's house in the name of marriage. I told her
I was going to share her story to encourage other girls and she was happy, she approved of it.
By
Chukwuma Chidinma Stella (For Janet Ugwuja), a 23 years old Nigerian female from Enugu state. She
is a graduate of Geoinformatics and Surveying and currently a bridal hair stylist.
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Seeds Grow When They Are Buried
Fenny Ndapewa is 29 years old. She is Namibian and a
Geography lecturer at the University of Namibia.
I was told I was made in Angola and born in Zambia, by
Namibian parents. Both my parents left Namibia
because of the war and the apartheid regime that
discriminated them from access to better education,
and only returned just after independence. I can almost
recall nothing about my early childhood experiences in
the refugee camp of Nyango where we lived, the only
reminder I have are the scars on my left legs after I
apparently fell on a dip of broken glasses.
I was about two years old when my mother returned with me and my twin siblings to the
motherland. My siblings were only few weeks old so they fell seriously sick after travelling by air
that little, the boy eventually died.
My mother being a primary school teacher, with newly born (baby) and a frequently sick toddler
faced hardships taking care of me and my little sisters, so she allowed my paternal family to go with
me to take care of me. While living with my grandparents, I ended up taking care of myself . My
grandparents were old and had no financial and physical power to protect me. I was a child born out
of wedlock, in my culture I was not family enough. I often went to school hungry and with no shoes
to wear.
One time during my holiday visit, after narrating how I am treated to my mother, she decided to take
me back under her care. That was the happiest time of my life. I still get emotional thinking about
how happy I was to have a mother and to be a child again. A child who had a normal bond with her
two little sisters, cousins and step dad.
My mom had anemia and was constantly in the hospital. On the 9th of May 2000, a year and half
later after I started living with her, she passed on. This was the most painful experience I had ever
felt in the 11 years of my existence, until today. Few months after her passing I would be forced to
relocate by my maternal family and live in a physically abusive home.
I watched helplessly my aunt being abused consistently by her husband, and somehow I would find
strength to study as much as possible to pass my grades and leave the village for secondary school,
which I did. Then I made it to university for my degree, and eventually for my master’s degree.
Currently, I am a Geography Lecturer at the University of Namibia and the journey has not ended.
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Your Worth Is Not In Your Skin Colour
Laksana Hosseus was born in Thailand. Now she lives in
Germany, because she was adopted by her adoptiveparents when she was two years old. She is 18 years old
and a dancer. She also has a younger brother who is two
years younger than her. He also is not her biological
brother, but they are really close.
When I was younger and went to Kindergarten it was not
easy having a different skin color than the other children,
my nose was flatter so they made jokes about it. I really
hated these comments about my different pigmentation but I learned how to ignore it. When I look
backwards, I like to think, that those reactions were normal for children at that age. As they had
never seen a person from another continent so they just told me, what they saw when they looked
at me. And it did hurt. Anyway, I made new friends very quickly.
At elementary school (here it is called Grundschule) the game was repeated. We had to learn
reading and writing, and when it came to read something out loud, I sometimes had the feeling that
teachers either chose me first to be kind (cause they may think that I was new in Germany, and they
wanted to give me a chance and welcome me) or they never chose me ‘cause they were biased that I
could not even speak German right. But I can't really tell if they meant it the way I interpreted it.
When I was chosen to read out loud, I was able to do it. Some teachers were really surprised. I
wasn't really angry but it was a kind of feeling which I could not describe.
They always gave me the feeling of being different although I wanted to be "normal". I always
attract attention just because of my different look. Sometimes I get advantages of being different
but sometimes also disadvantages. To be honest this bothers me in silent moments. I know that
some people just mean to be friendly but in some ways it is really strange.
My country Thailand, feels like I come from different worlds. I cannot even speak Thai and my home
is somewhere in between these two countries.
I got the experience of being rooted when in touch with African music. In the African culture music
has more meaning than that of other cultures of the world. The music is more natural, alive, and
tribal. To me it means - freedom. Dancing is the key to my heart and soul. I can express myself
through the music, the energy and the happiness which comes through it.
In Germany, like most part of the world, Africans folk are being discriminated against for years and I
can see parallels to my experience and an Africans experience when it comes to skin colour; I also
have not had it “easy” as compared to a white person in my country. Just describe it in a word, it’s
INJUSTICE. I will ever fight for JUSTICE. That’s why I love the African culture so much; because they
understand the pain I have to go through some times. Although I look like an Asian, my heart is split
in three: European, Asian and African.
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There isn't a real "race" which I belong to, because I united all these three cultures in me. My home
is there, where my heart belongs to. For myself I learned that people will always tell you who you
have to be but they cannot know, never. Sometimes you will not know as well but your heart will
always know. No skin color tells anyone who you are and what you are worth and if anyone tries to
tell you, always know: we're all human, we are all the same. He is just a dumb idiot. Be yourself, and
be free.
Today I am very glad that I came to that conclusion and I learned how to accept my skin colour. As I
said, through my skin color, I always attract attention in European countries. And I learned how to
turn this into positive energy to make things unique - I do it my way.
I also want to thank my adoptive-parents and grand-parents and my brother for loving me
unconditionally. I love you too, of course. If you have any questions, please do not hesitate to ask /
contact me:
laksana.nguvu@googlemail.com
Or search via INSTAGRAM: chiluj
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Diary Of A Smurfdinkie
Chiedza Mahere is a 27 years old, born on the 12th
of February 1990. She is a Zimbabwean based in
Harare, Zimbabwe. She is a Graduate of Art and
Design and Graphic Designing. She is also a
Fashion Blogger and a small business owner, her
little business is called Vintage Hippo.

A few years ago, about 3 years back I think, my
friends insisted that I should start a Fashion Blog
because of my love of all things fashion. I thought
about it a lot but I just wasn’t ready for this big
thing to happen. Fashion blogging is not as easy as
it seems and it does take some time for you to get good at it so I was genuinely scared of this leap.
But eventually I gained enough confidence and started my blog about a year and a half ago. It’s been
an interesting journey too. I got to meet a lot of amazing people because of this blog. I even won
“Best Fashion Blogger of the Year” last year from ZIWA (Zimbabwe International Women’s Awards)
and I was so pleased that in less than a year I had made such an impact. The other cool thing is that
the girls and guys I meet always have something great to say about the City of Harare because that's
the only place where we take our pictures. The reason for this is that there is so much history in our
city and so many cool places to be discovered! My boyfriend (Zash) and I both love the city and he's
the photographer too which is amazing support! Another cool thing is that I blog about is thrifted
clothing and Zimbabwean designed clothing. I started a small vintage clothing business called
Vintage Hippo. All this was made possible by just starting a blog, pretty amazing if you’d ask me!
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Silver Lining on Dark Clouds
Oyewole Oluwateniolami Nwamaka popularly known as
Tennie. She is a Nigerian, a native of Ekiti State. Her mum
hails from Delta state. She is a student of the University of
Lagos, Nigeria, and also an exchange student of the Soochow
University China. She comes from a family of five with three
children of which she is the eldest and the only girl. She is a
Christian and holds high value of morals and manners. The
creative Director of TrendingByTennie, she is a blogger,
vlogger, model and editor.
Let me quickly tell you about the story of my admission into the University of Lagos Nigeria which at
that time was a major achievement. Growing up as a child I have always wanted to be a Chartered
Accountant with so many degrees and achievements in the commercial line, but things weren’t the
way I visualized it after I wrote my UME (University Matriculation Examination) and it dawn on me
that my dreams were about to be shattered. After so many attempts with the highly-positioned
people in the administration of the school just to get a chance to study a course in the commercial
line, a God sent woman (whose name I can’t remember) helped me out after so much pleas and
prayers. To cut the long story short I was given an opportunity to study a foreign Language. Guess
what? THE CHINESE LANGUAGE! “This was the beginning of my nightmare and story in life,” I told
myself. You could imagine the best graduating commercial student, a future Accountant, the pride of
her classmates, teachers, the school and her parent diverting into ARTS. This was a tough one for me
because I had never been involved or had any idea of the field of ARTS. Although I made up my mind
that I must get admitted into the University that year even if I was given a paragraph to study for the
next 4 years, but deep down I was not expecting to go outside my field and at that time I could
barely speak any language apart from English, not even my mother tongue.
After the help of my mother who always sees things on the brighter side, I began to see a silver lining
in the dark clouds after a year of struggle, tears, disappointment, mockery, frustration, sadness, and
disbelieve I finally found the inner strength that could break all grounds. It was at this point I
discovered myself, redefined my life, worked on my weakness and used my strength. My self-esteem,
confidence, and optimistic mind came alive; this was a huge turn around in my life. I am presently at
the SOOCHOW UNIVERSITY in China studying Chinese Language and Culture with a focused mind and
an unbreakable spirit. Nguvu is a Swahilli word which stands for Strength. I celebrate the resilience
of the African woman.
Looking back 3 years ago all I can say is that PERSISTENCE, HARDWORK, PRAYERS & CONFIDENCE has
brought me this far. I hope my story inspires someone reading this, “KEEP PUSHING, YOURE ALMOST
THERE”
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Testament Of Strength
Anita Ames is 27 years old and she is an African American.
She’s currently a Government Affairs and Compliance
Coordinator for a study abroad organization called AFSUSA.
Throughout my life I have always longed to be a mother.
Being a mother, to me, was an honor and I could not wait
for my chance to birth a child that I could call my own. So
in 2014 when I fell pregnant with identical twin boys, I was
overjoyed. I felt so blessed and lucky to be carrying not
one, but two babies.
During my pregnancy I lived in Namibia, very far away from my own mother, family and childhood
friends. My plan was to give birth in Namibia and raise my boys on African soil. I was so deeply in
love with their father, and for the most part, I thought he loved me too.
One morning I woke up with a lot of pelvic pressure and decided to make a trip to my doctor to
check on the twins. When he examined me, he told me that my membranes were bulging and that I
would be having the twins that day. I felt a mix of emotions. Happy because I would be finally seeing
the boys, but very sad because at 23 weeks gestation (5 months), I knew it was little to no chance of
their survival. But I prayed. I had faith that I would be taking my sons home.
On November 29th, 2014 my sons were given their wings. I named them Jacob and Zachary; biblical
names with significant meanings. That day my heart was ripped out of my body and for a long time I
felt cheated. I often asked God, “why me? Why my babies?” I was depressed for months. I couldn’t
eat or sleep. Thinking, what went wrong? What I could have done differently? As the days passed, I
realized the twins weren’t coming back but it was up to me to fight through the pain of child loss and
rebuild myself. Better and stronger this time!
I knew I had to get my relationship with God together before taking any steps into a life after loss. So
I prayed, a lot. Mainly for strength, but also for guidance. I started a new job after returning to the
USA and slowly but surely I began feeling like myself again. I reaffirmed daily, “I can do this. I am
resilient. I can live a life after loss!” And I did.
I’m writing this piece mainly for women who have experienced child loss and may feel like they are
alone because of the taboo surrounded by miscarriage and child loss. I want to let you know, that
you are not alone and today I can say that I am strong enough to openly talk about the loss of my
precious twins. Although you never get over the loss of your baby, the hole over time does get
smaller and this experience will be a testament of your strength!
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Nwa Anyanwu (Child Of The Sun)
Chidinma Obinnakwelu is an upcoming photographer,
model and blogger. She is 22 years old, a Nigerian (Igbo)
and currently lives in the United States. She started
photography when she started blogging.
I was unable to pay photographers so I learnt it and now
take my own pictures and for others too. A defining
moment I can think of that propelled me into
photography is when I switched my camera and started
shooting in M (manual). I was able to better control the
settings and my pictures drastically improved.
One of the obstacles I had to overcome is comparison. I remember feeling that I wasn't capable
because other peoples work was way better than mine. But then I realized that art is very subjective
and fact mine isn’t like theirs or what is trending doesn't mean it’s not good enough. I cannot
honestly say that being a Black or African woman in my industry makes my experience unique but I
can say that there are a lot of very good black photographers and models but they are not too well
known. Race may or may not be a factor but I have noticed that.
So far I have achieved the goal of wowing people. Most people are surprised to learn I style myself,
model, and capture and edit the image. It may not seem like a big deal; to me it is because I know
how I started. Be authentic. I know I am sounding like a broken record but it is honestly the only way
to survive in an already saturated field. Express your artistic talent in your own way, as subjective as
you can be.
My culture influences my work. I am very cultural and love to incorporate it in my work. I love
everything about being African, I love it more when I read about African history and realized we
literally traveled to Europe and educated Europeans. Most people don’t know that and assume
Africans are a bunch of backward uncivilized people. I love the proverbs as well and most times use
it as a guide to navigate life.
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Giving Wings
Marcia Lebambo is a 29 year old from South Africa. She holds
a Master degree in Entrepreneurship and currently enrolled
for a PhD in Entrepreneurship focusing of rural businesses in
tourism and how government policies can assist in their
development. She also holds three degrees in Administrative
Management,

Public

Management

and

Strategic

Management. She is currently working as a university lecturer.
In 2012 I founded a non-profit organisation called Marcia Lebambo Foundation (On Facebook and
YouTube) focusing on teaching townships and rural school learners writing and reading skills a
Spelling Bee competition. The contestants are asked to spell a broad selection of words, usually with
a varying degree of difficulty. Our program focuses on a comprehensive learning process that allows
children to learn the definition, pronunciation, and roots of the words. Learning grammar is not the
only benefit; learners are able to enhance vocabulary, competitive spirit, greater knowledge,
cognitive skills and confidence. Since 2012, over 2000 learners participated in the program.
The initiative was motivated by improving the quality of basic education in the country, especially
schools in the rural areas and townships. As an organisation, we believe that the fight for quality
education cannot be the responsibility of government alone, but every South African. Coupled with
the rapid pace of social media and technology, writing has become a challenge globally, especially
for learners from marginalised communities. We believe that if you cannot spell the word - you
cannot read - and if you cannot read - you will not be able to write. The program is also an
opportunity to sharpen their minds as they will be preparing for the examination. But above all, this
is an opportunity to be part in an educational initiative that will contribute to the learner’s intellect
and broadens their thinking capability, as they progress to other grades and prepare for university
entrance.
However, as a self-funded initiative, we struggle from time to time to organise the event as best as
possible because of lack of funding. We rely on donations from individual business people and
companies to ensure that the learners have the following -Transportation to the venue, Catering,
Prizes and other times to ensure the success of the event, such as sound, venue etc. But despite the
challenges, having been able to mentor over two thousand leaners from previously disadvantaged
communities to be able to read and write has been the biggest prize for me as the founder and for
my team.
The Foundation has created a community of readers amongst young people; those that have
participated in the program have gone on to start reading/book clubs at their schools. A movement
that has been going on for 6 years. The Foundation comprises of a team of 25 young people who
volunteers by visiting the schools and training the learners prior the competition. We are also
working with the school staff in preparing the learners. We have 2 categories, Primary School and
Secondary /High school. The date for the main event for this year will be on 27 September 2017.
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Keeping It Natural
Elizabeth Obote is 24 years old. She is from Sweden and
she is also Ghanaian. She has lived in Ghana for 3 years
as a child. During those years, she learned so much about
the tradition, culture, the food, lastly she learnt how to
braid the hair.

I am currently living in United States, California precisely.
Traveling by myself from Sweden to United States has
challenged me so much to get better. Moreover it has
also changed me as person. My degree is Business
Administrations and Management. My future plan is to
open my own natural hair line and become a Human
Resources-Management.
Ever since, I started with my natural hair journey in 2012, I never thought that I would be so much
passionate about natural hair until now. My compassionate career is not just having a business
major, but also to dedicate all African women to embrace their natural hair. I have currently opened
a small YouTube channel where all global can understand the concept of having natural hair and
loving their kinky hair, from my experience. I also have a small group in Ghana where people asking
question about how they can take care of their natural hair. I am also about to create my own
website which will be in the future. My passion of natural hair care is more than just hair.
I have presently, opened a new group on Facebook group called ”keepinitnatural” where all African
women can post their picture of themselves, ask hair related questions, hair care regime and get to
know each other. When I created this group, I felt that it was needed to be there not just for me, but
for others as well. My goal is to help them to understand natural hair.

Social networking:
Instagram https://www.instagram.com/keepinitrealliz
Facebook : https://www.facebook.com/groups/keepinitnatural/
Youtube channel : https://www.youtube.com/user/keepinitrealliz
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Not Mutually Exclusive
Ruth Ester is a 19 year old Dominican student. Her
mother decided to immigrate to Europe when she was
5 years old. In 2004 she came to Germany for the first
time. Back then she lived in Düsseldorf, a city known for
being the fashion black point of Germany.
The Dominican Republic is an island state heavily
influenced by slavery. It is a country of different racial
groups; however Dominicans tend to be racist. Being a
little girl I had experienced that being of black color in
the D.R is not easy. "It is better to be WHITE and to look
European than to look BLACK", they say. So when I
came to Germany I really had problems with liking my skin color. I used to tell my mother that I
wanted to bath myself in chlorine because I wanted to lighten up my skin. The kids in school used to
laugh at me so that it made it harder for me. Kids can be cruel sometimes. I used to look at the other
girls straight hair and wished mine was like theirs. Their blue eyes and their blonde hair color. Later
on I would start to straighten my hair with chemicals to look more like them. At this age looking
Black was a problem but when the years passed I realized that this would not be my only Issue.
"Race" is one thing and "Culture" is another one. When I started to become a young lady, people
never told me I look like a Latina because Latinas are not supposed to look black. Latinas are
supposed to look "mixed" even if they are of African descent. At that time, I felt that I had to decide
if I was Black or a Latina, which is actually nonsense because they are not mutually exclusive.
At age 15, I started to hang out with Africans and even though they liked me they saw me as a Latina
and not 100% of one of them. I also spent time with Latinos and I still did not feel that I was the
fitting standard. "You don't behave like a typical Dominican girl, you don't talk like us, and you don't
walk like us" Dominicans said to me. They also say the Latinas in the movies are never very dark
skinned or have big Afros. Even though many of us do look exactly like this. Why do they hype just
the one type of a Latina? I understood that my own people would be more intolerant to me than the
German folks. Some family members and I often argued because my way of seeing certain things just
did not match theirs. It also did not match the views of my African friends either so I just stopped to
try to fit in anywhere. That was the time where I stopped relaxing my hair.
The natural hair movement made it easy for me to wear my natural hair even if my whole family was
against it. They said I was going to look ugly and old fashioned and more like an African girl so I really
did it more as a protest. I also realized that I was somehow German. Growing up in this society has
affected my way of thinking. My political ideology was affected by the German mentality. In
conclusion it is only logical because I had German friends too and I went to a German school so their
beliefs became mine.
However, in this country I was just another foreigner. Some of the males when they would meet me
for the first time and find out that I'm a Latina would even say "Oh! So you crossed over to be a
prostitute?" I was confronted with the stereotypes Germans had of a woman with my ethnic
background when I was about 17 for the first time. This hasn't changed till today. I must say that I
felt like there was something true about this stereotype. This made me feel bad because my mother
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was a Dominican too and I should never forget that. People tell me that all the Dominican girls they
know are "very open" and do not really care about education. Thinking about it I'm the only
Dominican girl I know that goes to the university. And sometimes when I have an intellectual
conversation with someone and this person would often say "You are very intelligent, are your
parents both of the D.R?" What this person actually wants to say is that I must be half German
because otherwise I would not be so smart. I never really know if I should be happy about that or
sad.
I'm now 19 and I think that I just should try to be a good example to other young Dominican girls. I
don't have to fit in anywhere. I don't have to know where my place is because I am myself where
ever I go. The Lord tells me that his children have to act, speak and talk differently than those who
don't know him anyways. I know that God has a purpose in every person’s life and as human beings
we do let ourselves drive our emotions and feelings even if they are deceptive instead of letting God
handle in our life. I had to suffer and this was the process I had to go to through so that I could be
the one I am today. And still there are a lot of things I must work on but I can be the impulse for a
reformation. I can be the first example God put for others. I like being a "Germanalized" black Latina.
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Polished
Uche Ubajaka is a 24 year old Nigerian female student
studying for her Master’s degree in Management at the
University of St Andrews. She is a lover of fashion, food
and exploring. She currently runs a blog and a YouTube
channel, both called Chuche’s Mind.
I moved to the UK for a foundation course at the
University of Surrey after which I went on to study for a
Bachelor’s degree in Electronic Engineering at the same
university. During my undergraduate study, I felt alone,
like no one understood me. I felt everyone was against
me and God didn’t love me for me to be going through all this pain and hurt and disappointment. I
asked myself repeatedly what is wrong with me. Where did I go wrong? Am I destined for failure?
Will I ever succeed? At a point, I was beginning to terms with the idea that I am a failure who
brought shame and disgrace to my family, who will never have a normal life and would always be
rejected by society.
It all started in my first year of undergraduate study when I failed my exams, I already had it in mind
that I was going to fail because I had lost interest and had realised that I no longer wanted to be an
engineer but didn’t know how to tell my parents. In hindsight, I thought failing was the best way to
tell my parents. However, to my surprise they did not handle the news as I had imagined. They
understood where I was coming from and allowed me to switch courses. Long story short I failed
once again in a subject I thought “YES THIS IS FOR ME!!” my parents were understanding to an
extent but sometimes the words they said to me hurt and made me question myself.
I began to think if that was how my life was going to be, did I want to go through with completing my
education? It constantly bothered me that people who had started with me and people who had
started after I did had graduated and I was still at University. I shut the world out and was in a dark
place. Therapy was even suggested at a point and I was like black people don’t need therapists. But I
was wrong because I needed help I needed to talk to someone other than my family because they
didn’t understand. So, one day after listening to my mother say “Trust in God” for the millionth time,
I asked God to help me because I was lost and that if he truly loves me he will change my situation.
I am now a graduate. I hold a degree a Bachelor’s degree in Sociology from the University of Surrey
and I am studying for a Master’s degree from the University of St Andrews and the past is the past. I
realised God allowed me go through all that to become who I am today. I am an upcoming
blogger/YouTuber who has more to learn and accomplish in life. I also realised that just because life
isn’t going as planned doesn’t mean it’s a bad thing.
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Being Black Is Not Backward
Yolissma Vance is a 25 years old, born in Jackson, MS of African,
European and Native American descent. She currently lives in
Houston, Texas. She graduated with a Bachelor of Arts in Mass
Communication and Photography from Sam Houston State University.
She is a photographer, content creator, and teacher with experience
in public relations, and social and digital marketing. Her passions are
traveling, fashion, culture, and religious anthropology, of which she
likes to incorporate in her photographs. She loves speaking through
her creativity, “Ever since I could remember, art has been my medium
of communication – photography just stuck and I love it!”
When I am not taking pictures, I am looking for the inspiration for my next idea. I like learning about
world history, different languages and the effects of the African Diaspora. My dream job is to be a
Creative Director that includes me traveling and working on different film and photographic
campaigns. It’s only by God’s grace I am here, I admit that I don’t always heed to every instruction
God has given me right away. This then causes me to learn the hard way and take unnecessary
detours. It’s a learning process, I learn and grow from the situation, I’m learning to take God given
instruction and run with it.
Challenges I face while growing as a young African American lady is that I have to go an extra mile
than others and images that portray people of color in the media, which is probably a reason I am so
interested in photography. I have to put my best foot forward because I am not only representing
myself but others who resemble me. I notice that I tend to search for meaningful role models in the
media that resemble me because it does make a difference. And with my friends, I try to hang out
with studious people because it does make a difference as well… your friends are a reflection of who
you are. As a young African American lady I try not to look at the color of someone’s skin but in
America, it is hard not to. America isn’t where it used to be and has made some changes but there is
a double standard in the society and by me knowing that I take my precautions but also do not use
that as an excuse. I achieve my goals.
One of my biggest accomplishments is graduating as a first-generation college graduate. Obtaining a
college degree was a big deal to my mother and made her very proud. I come from a family of
educators and land owners, education was and is the key to success but you can’t do it without Jesus.
I have also noticed since turning 25 years old; I am breaking out of fear. I was fearful of failing and
would allow it let me miss opportunities. Eventually fear gets old and boring and I began to count
the cost of my actions and told myself the only fear is of the Lord. I am now building a photography
blog to showcase my work and talents, I’m excited about it and working with other content creators.
If there is any advice I can share with younger girls is to pray and seek God and don’t cut yourself
short. It doesn’t matter where you come from but it’s about where you’re going and what you do
with what you have. If you ever want to chat or collaborate on projects, you can find me on
Instagram @Yolissma.
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Ntanta, My Nirvana
Ngozi Obasa is a 43years old Nigerian. A mother of four wonderful kids.
She studied business administration in Ahmadu Bello University, Zaria.
I was raised in a household where my mother had to give up her nursing
job to make Igbo delicacies. At age 7, I became her assistant even though
I didn't like it. However I was proud of her and her cooking and invited
friends over to eat. My journey began in 2013 when I was accepted into the Knorr taste quest season
one. We were given some food items to create a dish out of. With my little experience I was able to
create a dish within the space of one hour. When it was my turn to present the dish I playfully called
"ofe ntanta" which means "chop chop soup". The judges were utterly confused at the mention of the
name that they asked again.
Unfortunately, that was the dish that ended my stay at the Knorr taste quest; I was devastated. My
stay at the Knorr competition inspired me to start something, a business; as a chef, where I can cook
continental dishes and fulfill orders for people. I started and named it "Ngy just gold". Things started
out smoothly, but I felt that I wasn't ready for this. I immediately stopped it; thinking of what I could
do and praying to God for over two years.
In the year 2016, there was a church program and we were asked to bring what we use for our
businesses to pray on it. I had no idea of what to bring, then I entered my kitchen and then I saw my
cooking spoon and the "ukwa". Then it hit me; I took it. When my husband saw me with them he
gave me that "are you okay look", and I gave him the "leave me alone look". At the program, I was
embarrassed at what I brought to present to the Lord. I saw others bringing books, keys, pens, and I
was the only one with a cooking spoon and ukwa. But I stopped looking at others and lifted my items
and prayed hard on them. Within me, a voice said, "BACK TO MY ROOTS". I did not know what it
meant.
When I went back home and pondered on the phrase, "BACK TO MY ROOTS", I remembered my
mother's legacy of cooking Igbo delicacies; nkwobi, isi ewu, abacha. This time around, I felt that I was
ready, ready to continue my mother’s legacy, ready to go into my nirvana, which is cooking, ready to
start up another business. I decided to call this one "NTANTA DELICACIES".
I would wait for everyone to go to sleep then in the middle of the night I would cook and create
dishes because I was able to think better at night. From that, I realised that I was really creative.
Then I also realised that I could write; write how I felt about the food I made. I also discovered so
many other gifts in me, gifts that I never knew I had. God truly helped me to discover my gifts.
Now the CEO of NTANTA DELICACIES. While praying to God for over two years, I asked him to make
me a mentor to those that are lost, the misfits and to women who face depression because I have
been there before. Whatever they are going through now will be overshadowed by the light at the
end of the tunnel. Hope is my watchword; and with hope, I found my passion, my pride, my
Nirvana... My Ntanta.
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How After She Died, I Decided To Live
Daishaundra Loving is 29 years old; she is a dancer,
writer, and a one-on-one aid. She is an American and
was born in Washington.
My mother was one of the only stable things that I had
in my life. We had been through everything together,
growing up in a small town, running a church, living in
church, a crazy short lived roller coaster relationship
between her and my father, cancer, everything. In a lot
of senses we grew up together, as the youngest of 12
siblings who doubled as a young mother our small
family always had a sense of youth about us. There were a lot of things in life that we learned
together and that was fine with us. We were the babies of the family and it showed in my mother’s
spirit. Her unbreakable triumphant spirit. She was my rock and even at the lowest points of our
relationship I knew that I could always count on her to be there. Like air she was consistent in her
love for us. Never wavering and always our source of life and love when we needed. My mom was
the fire behind my ability to dream as big as I do. Although she wasn't always a fan of the unknown if
ever I had a grand idea that I needed affirmation on, I would simply run home and enthusiastically
tell her all of the details. "Mom!, what if I move to Africa for 6 months and volunteer in Ghana!?"
"Mom! What if I become a professional dancer and train in Atlanta?!" "Mom! What if I decided to
dance and act?!" I could always count on her for a sure, bubbly and firm "okay!” I would laugh at
how simplistic she would make the answers to my insane day dreamer questions. Strange at how
what was once cute and humorous is now the small voice in my head that I hear whenever God puts
a ginormous idea or dream in my heart. "Okay." To her anything is possible and always stays positive
approach to life is now what I live by. I didn't know then but I know now that my mom was my
everything. I see her and feel her in every single thing that I do. I once hated the dreaded "OMG you
look just like your mother!!" that I received from anyone and everyone who had ever met her. Now
waking and looking in the mirror is my most cherished thing to do. I see her in all that I am. She is in
every waking thought, every warm feeling, and every cool breeze. I was blessed to be given such a
light. I am blessed to tell her story and to be my mother’s child.
The six months leading up to her getting sick were some of the roughest months of my life. I had just
turned 26 and was having a quarter life crises for the books. As a girl who suffers with depression it
took every positive thought that I could muster to remember that my 20's were a point in time
where I didn't have to "have it all together" of course it was always much easier said than done. My
life was forever changing and evolving and every victory came with a setback. I was running full force
towards my dreams and taking 3 steps back all the while. Like every other 20 something out there I
was just trying to find myself in a sea of clones and as we all know, this "wonderful" adult life is
nothing more than a set up. I had just had another giant life change, yet unlike all of the other twist
and turns in my life this time I just wanted to go home. If you know anything about me though you
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know that I LOATHED being home. I loved seeing my family but I lived in LA and sunshine, blue skies,
beaches and beautiful people was EVERYTHING compared to the desert small town that I was born
and raised in, in Washington. But my heart was tugging at me and I obliged. I packed my things,
stuffed the rest of my life in the trunk of my car, quit my job and flew straight home as fast as
possible. Of course my mom was waiting for me with open arms more than willing to house me for
my stay. We spent two months eating out, visiting family, having late night talks about "when I was
gonna settle down and get married" and laughing at the youthful mistakes of my younger brother
and sister. It was exactly what I needed and wanted but I still was searching for more. I wasn't
fulfilled in my life and I equally spent many days dancing out my frustrations only to cry myself to
sleep over my life success's not being up to par with what I thought I wanted. "I’m 26" I thought
"What am I doing?!" I had plenty of goals and ambitions and I put actions to my words but I was
behind in my head. My resume wasn't as big as I needed it to be, I wasn't married, wasn't close,
didn't have a house, or kids, and my credit was taking as many steps back as I was. The $3,000 in my
savings account wasn't enough and wouldn't last forever and just like every other dancer or young
LA dreamer I constantly questioned if I should just quit and do something I hate so that I could love
everything else in my life. I wasn't happy, and although much like my mother I looked at the bright
side of things I spent way too much days questioning my worth, questioning my talent and being sad
about where I stood. The spirit of comparison was creeping in and the Dai that had grown into a
confident woman was creeping out. I was dealing with a lot of life stressors and I was letting them all
overcome me. I grieved a broken relationship with my father, the death of my friend Marlon, the
death of my grandfather 7 months prior and a decade long relationship with a friend. I was happy on
the outside but a 4 year old little girl lost and drowning on the inside. No matter how invisible and
crazy I felt though my mom seemed to know exactly who I was. Every day she told me how beautiful
I was, reminded me how strong and capable I was, complimented my style choices, affirmed every
idea that I had, prayed for me and gave me hope that my life would turn out exactly how it was
supposed to. "You're not supposed to have it all together yet Dai" she would tell me. "Have fun
you're 26! Live your life, just take it one day at a time. Just fix one thing at a time" I once asked her
how she overcame so many negative things in life and still managed to be everyone’s light. Her
answer has stuck with me to this day, she responded simply, "You take your time, cry it out, and get
it out. But you can't stay there. You gotta smile sometime. You gotta keep pushing" I trusted her and
I let that be my peace.
All of the sudden it was December and a cold had turned into a lung disease. Lung disease became a
complication of chemo the rap, complications turned into a week on life support and then she was
gone.
Just like that. Everything I had... Gone. My life was turned upside down. My brother, sister and I feel
back too comfortably into the roles that we had when she had cancer many years prior and once
again I became her back up mom. Devastated was an understatement. I lived for my brother and
sister because without them I wouldn't have found a reason. Most days I couldn't breathe. It was as
if all of the air had escaped us and life itself had abandoned our small family. I thought that God
hated me. If you know any of my back stories you know that we've been through and overcome a lot.
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I didn't understand, I couldn't understand and I didn't want to understand. I lived my life on
complete auto pilot and only stopped to sleep. The whole time that my mother was in the hospital I
told my family that she would be an overcomer. I ignored the terrified looks on their faces because
we were Lovings. We didn't do fear. We'd survived CANCER for God’s sake. I just knew God was
doing this for her testimony. She was too young and we were too young and God would NOT do this
to us. The month after she was gone was the emptiest month of my life. I needed her to tell me that
I was beautiful and to affirm my new ideas. I needed her to remind me that I didn't have to "have it
all together yet Dai" and most of all I needed her to tell me that my life would turn out exactly how it
was supposed to. I was surrounded by family and as much as I appreciated them and needed them I
didn't want them, I wanted her. I wanted the 48 year old superwoman that had raised me. I wanted
her to tell me how in the hell a lost 26 year old girl was going to help a 18 and 20 year old get
through what I had just started going through. Life was a giant paradigm shift for the worst and I can
honestly say that it was my darkest hour.
Coming up again on the anniversary of her home going I find myself smiling every single day that I
wake up. Confusing, I know.
No, I didn't suffer a psychotic break. Someone asked me recently how it is that every time they see
my brother and sister or I how we manage to have Joy after so much heartbreak in our life and I just
started smiling again. The thing is, losing someone so incredibly important and huge in your life
shows you a couple of things. One being how vital that person was to your existence and the other
being how ridiculously blessed that you are. When month two rolled around I got up out of my bed,
made myself breakfast, and decided that no matter how hard the rest of my life would be living
without my rock I was going to embody every single ounce of strength and Joy that she was. I
decided that no matter how hard my lowest moments were I was going to make sure that my
highest ones were even higher. I was going to have an insane life discovery type dance party in the
storms that I was going through. I would cry, I would scream, I would embrace every negative
emotion I had but even more then that I would dance. FULL OUT in my rain storms. I reminisce on
not only the good times of such a solider but also of the bad and I constantly find myself sitting in
awe and admiration at how she would go through some of the most traumatizing things in life and
then be able to smile and laugh through it all. Like me she too lost her mother, she experienced loss,
tragedy, and disappointment but still... She smiled I realized in a deep session of thought that some
people don't get a mother at all. Some people get mothers and they turn out to be horrible people,
or some even get mothers and their mothers leave them to find themselves or to learn to love all on
their own. I got more than a mother, I got an angel. I realized that even if I could trade this situation
and have a different mom to be there throughout the rest of my life, to watch my kids grow up, to
cry at my wedding. I wouldn't want her. As short lived as her life was for mine I would always pick
my mom time and time again. I've learned to smile at the thought that I got THAT mom, my mom,
my twin, my rock. I smile now genuinely, deeply and purely because of all the moms, I got her. I got
AK47 (her nickname from her nieces and nephews) I got the light.
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You see I've had somewhat of an epiphany. They say often a time when trusting in God is the only
choice you have, things seem to fall into place. It couldn't have been any truer. I've decided to let go
of every bit of fear and let God do whatever it is that he wants in my life and let me tell you, as angry
as I may have been at God he shows me that he is here and real every, single, day. Life will never
cease to be unexpected, out of control and crazy. Bad things will always happen to good people and
sometimes you will feel lower then low. In hindsight I wish I had spent every single moment being
sad about life and questioning my worth with her, with my family. Loving on them and being with
them, spending time with the people who matter. Life is entirely too short. I know that now more
than I ever have, and I refuse to spend any more time worrying and stressing about things that I
cannot control and cannot change. The amount of people that truly and deeply loved my mother
was unbelievable. I was overwhelmed with the amount of love and support that came from the lives
that she touched and impacted. She never started her own business, never stared in a motion
picture, and never topped the music charts. She never modeled in vogue nor had her own hit TV
show. She was my mom, she was a friend, she was a sister and she was AMAZING at it. This is in no
way me telling you that dreams are not important or that you shouldn't aim for the stars, this is me
simply saying that who you are now is just as important as who you want to be. I was searching
frantically to find myself but it turns out I was here all along. Under the billion pounds of rubble, fire
and heartbreak I was here. I am my mother’s child and I have decided to embody every single thing
that she thought and knew that I was. No more being afraid to be me, questioning my worth and for
sure no more giving a DAMN about what people will think. No more losing myself in my career,
friendships or relationships. No more crying myself to sleep or comparing myself or my road to
anyone else's. I am every heartbreak, love story, tragedy, triumph and beautiful thing that she was. I
am her laugh, her joy, her tears and her strength. I am because she was so you'll have to excuse me
or get out of my way while I become every ounce of pride that she had for me. Because you see, in
my darkest hour I have decided to live.
All in all I’ve written this, as a message of hope. To anyone going through what we are going through,
trying to find understanding or simply trying to find themselves in this crazy world we live in let me
share some of my mother’s light with you. You are beautiful baby. DaiDream. Be #LovingStrong and
most of all make the decision to live.
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Work In Progress
Adewole Hasanat Ayomikun is a 22 year old
Nigerian. She studied Cell Biology and
Genetics in the University of Lagos, Nigeria.
She is a writer and fashion & lifestyle blogger.
I'm a work in progress; my success story is
not ready yet. I started sharing my writings
with the world over a year ago, I have always
wanted to write and show my ideas to the
world but I was scared of what people would
think about my ideas so instead of sharing
them, I'd just pen them, but I'm a work in
progress, I've progressed from being too
worried about what other people think about my ideas, instead I'm focused on being a better writer,
paying more attention to things that motivates me, writing have made me discover my strengths.
My blog is about 8 months and I like writing, I had wanted to start up the blog for over a year ago,
but I was waiting for the right time that never came. I thought I didn't have the things to start,
forgetting that I already had enough; also I was scared that people won't visit my blog. Again, I found
enough strength to start my blog; I have progressed from shying away from my fears to facing them.
Being a blogger has its ups and downs, there are days that I want to give up and there are days that I
feel on top of the world. I have progressed from being too scared that I won't succeed, because I am
woman, I am a symbol of strength, I can overcome cramps, a future mother to children, I can build
and protect my home and build a career.
One thing I've learnt over time is, time cannot be titled, there isn't the ‘right time’ so I've progressed
from waiting for the right time and just making every time right. My success story isn't ready yet, but
I know it will be ready someday if I don't give up. As a woman you shouldn't give up, you should
build your story for your daughter and your daughter’s daughter after all, you are a Nation.
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