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Introduction

This work is nonfiction.

It is written from lived experience, observation, and testimony drawn from life on the Cape Flats. Names, locations, and identifying details have been altered to protect the innocent and the living. The reality described here is unchanged.

This book does not glorify gangs, violence, drugs, or crime. It records their consequences.

Silence feeds violence.

This book refuses silence.
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Street girls
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At 14 she gave birth to her daughter

It gave her much laughter

Her parents enjoyed the baby

She was a real cute little lady




At 19, she gave birth to her third child.

The parents realised she has gone wild

3 children from 3 men, is not good

Three babies eat a lot of food




Thinking to meet the needs

She starts thinking of the streets

Her parents will not agree

Because of the danger they see




She visits the gang for advice

Her father fumes, they are worse than lice.

They will get her killed

And her life will not be fulfilled.




At 14 her oldest daughter

Is pregnant and there is no laughter

There is great sadness all day

This girl has chosen the wrong way




The grand parents are shattered

They feel completely battered

Their kids have gone astray

In a very big way.




The 28-year-old parent

Now becomes a grand parent

She cannot wait to go to the streets

Because she must meet her needs.




A lifeline so bad and sad

Now they are great grandparents, so sad

The girls work on the streets

Just to meet their needs
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Overtaken by drugs
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The schools on Cape Flats

Has become just that, flat.

All over the school, there are drugs

Dished out by the gang’s thugs




The thugs first give them away free

As the kids are hooked, it’s no more free

The kids must then pay

Or they must get out the way.




The kids start to steal at home

And it becomes a hostile home

The parents notice the stealing

The child gets hooked and no chance of healing




The more the child takes drugs

The more he changes to one of the gang’s thugs

Soon he will join the gang

His initiation will start with a bang




His parents beg him to stay away

All he sees is the gang life and having his own way.

Whoever comes in his way

He will remove permanently out of his way




For his initiation he must kill

So, he takes pill after pill

So many pills he cannot see right from wrong

He walks on the side of the road singing a song




Tomorrow morning, he is himself again

He does not know he caused so much pain

His best friend he stabbed, with much pain

He curls up and cries, he is in real pain.
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A Father’s influence
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A father’s influence

It can be of great endurance

It can also be a great nuisance

And not only endurance




When the father is involved with the wrong

And everything goes wrong in a song
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