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Forveword

8y Maleshoane Motsivi*

10 be a woman in this country is very W I sometimes overhear men comumenting that
the qovernment fMWI women it this country, but what I do not understand, is how the
Government can claim to be protecting women when they are still experiencing violence because .,

t/@xa/awomem

The only W that protects the n'ﬁ/zt: ofwvm,m is a small book called the Constitution. When

youw read, thait book, youw will take it far jrmted that women are mf@ but when yow visit a
court of law- or police station, youw will be disappointed. Women's r'@kfr are not Wruzlé/
jmmnteed/ b/u those appointed to be the custodians of the justice system

Women who experience violence have two choices. 71@/ can choose to accept abuse and remain

stlent or complain to ﬁfumd,: and, fW about it, while ultimately doing not/wzﬁ to W& their situation.
Onthe other hand, thg/ have the choice to brea/cthe:denc&b)/ saying “no”to uio[e#w&and/:eekz,'nﬁ /Lelp/fmm
orqanisations or other support structures. As I write toda}/, I wantto WZ«MW}/ woman who has swmmoned,
the courage to say “mouﬂh/ with violence” and has gone out to W& her situation.

From personal experience; I understand how havd it can be to take that bold stand, apecéalé/ when one has
no support ﬁom their fawulwf, ﬁfwnd/:, congreqation or their imumediate community. Last year; I participated
iwthe I Story project as a survivor of gender violence (see I Stories Volume 2, “Reclatming my life”) Now 1
am a counsellor and, a housemother at a People Opposed to Women Abuse (POWA) shelter. I love my job and
every day 1pray, /wpmﬁ to see a revolution in this country. I vowed, to my:e#and/ to God that when 1 join
the rtraﬁﬂle to ﬁjht women abuse I will stand fwm until I see positive W& towards women’s emancipation.

It may éata/a'nﬁ wlmﬁ tém&éntléeléwatkatouday we will succeed. I also éeléeuathat%alémmm
take it upon themselves to stand together and support each other in this battle our voices will be heard.

I also understand, that when women are in abusive relationships it may ta/ce/lo@ to make sense ofth&a&tiom
:y‘th& perpetrator. There are many reasons. It may be because of /wurthgl were soctalised: For e; asa
girl child one is told that a woman is rapoméél&ﬁ)r keeping th&fmwé/ bond, intact. As a result, when there
is discord inthe family, o woman blames /w,rreéfﬁr it and more often than not, the extended family exacerbates
the pressure. This is the point women begin to feel despondent - lose hope, self respect, confidence and self

esteem.

What is most disappointing is that when women eventually find the courage to go and report the matter
to the police station, many times this is veqarded as a private matter. ﬁua/ ave sent back home and expected,
to solve their own problems because it's a ‘family matter” When you go back home you face the same cycle
of violence. Even when you 4o back, this time bruised, t/uq ask you about the injuries and send you for a 3
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Protection Order at the magistrate court without opening an assault case. From experience as a counsellor,
when I look at the legal system there is & level of insensitivity even in dealing with issues of sexual abuse
such as rape. When women go to report at the police station, thg/ ave asked to narvate the story repeatedé/

Some of the questions asked, arentialé/ 5h4ft the blame on the women for éré#(ﬁbll'lﬁ it upon themselves. For
example, you are asked about the clothes you were wearing or the time oft/w tncident. Every time you give
an answer th@/ make insensitive comments. They seem not to cave about how- you feeé This contvibutes to
women often remaining silent and c/wo:érzﬁ to stay i abusive relationships.

When the police decide to opma,dockgtfor}/ow case the courts oftmdo ﬁwtma/wétw easier. Wommﬁm
it more daxmtmg than going to the local police station. I know-that some women wdéumalé/ regret going
there, that is the reason some oft/wm/ choose to withdraw the case. W/Len/thq/ choose to 90 t/woaﬁhwit/vc‘t,
there are still challenges along the way. There will be postponement and the survivor of violence has to go
outt/wrelwi&g withtﬁwfaotthatth&perpetmtor is also out there on bail. As a result, women have to stay
M/W, as t/ua/ fea/ for their Zfa The court hea//énﬂ: are not any easier as th&qwtionénﬁ is quite rigorous.
By th&tmt/wcowtzkread}/ to issue a verdict, itcoulaébew}/ew/ or 2 later.

As I was writing t/u)::tor/v, omofw déemhaﬂéjmtbmto courtto Vmajudﬁewmﬁrwwa:k&h(w{/

fde&éaﬂm'mthermbm AfroomM:/wleftcou//tf/wcaMmto tell me that her husband had been

Mgudted/ i all three cfm/je:; two attempted murders and one assault against her.

I could not understand how despite all the evidence he was ftdéﬂzmd/ innocent. T knowthe trawma she
has been through and cannot make sense oft%w/ legal fraternity. As I was preparing to meet her I continumously
MMW:%WICOMM}/ to her to mak&kerfeeébatter, to rw:wahertkatrk&mwldzéaow and,
encourage her to stay positive when all the odds were against her.

My work as a counsellor has made me understand more how-the justice system continues to f/ué women. I
hate how the system treats womery I hate /wurt/tg/ degrade women, I hate the way women have to 4o to
great lenﬁtﬁ; to prove abuse. That is w{ry I salute and choose to :/wwymtétm to every woman who has
jat/wrM mouﬁh/ rtre@t/vto take this Wjoww to ﬁjhf abuse and, report abuse. I also want to encourage
every woman suffering in silence to speak out. I want to reassure them that it is mttﬁe&rfaﬂt, it will never
be. Instead, thg/ deserve respect, love, care and happiness. Nobody can give that to yow and, you do not need,
to rlaweﬁ)r it because %aﬂd/ow Q‘/owmlook Wd/wzlt/m/vowwiléﬁmﬂt

I salute all the women who t/wouﬂh/t/uk thivd volume ofIJ’toria have taken a stand to say NO to women,
abuse. Even those who have not axperimced/ violence dmxté/ in their lives have a role to lértemm:ufport
these women in need. Ito':t/wouﬁh}/ow voices that we as womemwdéﬁnalé/ baﬂe&.

(Maleshoane Motsivi is a survivor ofﬁemier violence who became a counsellor at POWA after participating
i the T Stories” project in 2006. She has become a vocal spokesperson for women's rights as well as a pillar
of strength to many women seeking to break out of abusive relationships.)
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Locked in a loveless marviage

By Daphne Butele;* South Africa

Lam a 29 year old woman from Mumabatho but living in Soweto, johannesbury. I live in a very abusive
Wr@&bﬁm:ﬂuﬁﬁw to leave because I do notbaléwathatlmm/witwithoutw husband. I have
lwed,wideg/ husband since 1998, we got married in 1999 after /wwmg wbwdewﬁhter toﬁ&ther. My
daughter is 8 years old, now and, I've got no regrets having Wbemma:h&'wwpmwas WW@L, she is
tﬁ&rem’omformto live.

When I met him he was so sweet, so loumj) Ikiwwb)/tkemtfmtlhadzﬁmm[wmchww I believed
i him, Ijmm;vfeé‘ to him, trmte&éwwwit/vw Zﬁwmthoughpeopl&tr&e&éto warnme. I did not listen,
I was blinded by love. T met him in 1997, moved in with him in 1998 but my mom did, not know that.
I_qrwuﬁwiz%wjmw while Wy mom was éawkatrc/woéﬁnxk/w’n_q her studies.

My granny was a domestic worker here in Johannesbury. I Lived with her up uwntil I was old enough to go
to bmm{a% school. She then decided to move back to Mmabatho Wﬁ}wém&wéoa/dmﬁ school, T lived there
WWL’LIWW husband and moved, in, with him.

My momthouﬁhtlm at school but T was not. YWr started turning sour @Fter/wwz/q a baby and being
married: Hedm@e%completeé/; I realised that he was a womaniser and was c/watmﬁ on me. He did not
Wegflkmbecmalmmea@/ seent it melwom%hmwoutkfwmw%my I deserved,
it. He was starting to abuse me wwtéomlé/ and, W:mlé/ He was no lonﬁer c/watmﬁ but actmlé/ Aomﬁ
it 5o thatlmw%knowtkathewmbd@ WMM We are staying in a complex W/whmafwfwith/
ot/wrwommlém’«ﬁ there.

My daunghter was living with us but I had to take her back to Mmabatho in June 2007 because the fighting
was realé/ tranwmatising her. She is MWW m&t/vajrm. She used to watch /Lerfat/w,r éeatmﬂ me;
swearing at me, wﬂmﬁ me how useless I was, tellmﬁ meto s'eléwy éwg/ﬂrwléumﬁ éecam&[mnotwlo/vwﬂ
One day he beat me up and I was there lying domomth&ﬂoor bleeding, helpless. My daughter was crying
with me. He ordered, me to ftmwmmtk&bbodomtk&ﬂoon I'tried but I couldnt. 1 sawrmy danghter
Jumping up; ta/a,'nﬁ a,clothmd/deawbjform sh&maﬁfm,'d/hemjoénﬁ to bmtma:qmgfldédxmt
clean it up: meth&mo:t/mww of my % what am I doing to Wdzwﬁhter?


Guest
Rectangle


I was crying éwtnotémm&oftprmoftﬁeaxmﬂtbwf[wor}/ ﬁ)rm}/ W/Lter Ifeltjmliyﬁ)r
letting her see things like that. My daughter would play with other children but when th&fatherwmabm
shewouloﬂwm:tmlﬁ/u‘ham& Ithén/c:h&ﬁltrh&haaﬁtopmtectmbecm&:ﬁ&knwhufath% when at
home, would always do romW. I did not want her to :e&tha&tm'nﬁ:.

Iw:eaétojo to t/wpoléce:tat&omwer/v weekend because I was éa’//g beaten up: [Mwwwwt/a}/ charj@: but
would tell the police to talk to himy calm him down but I did not want him arvested. Every time the police
Aﬂftk&mulﬂérta/taﬂmgwﬁg m&of/wwwg Mmﬁw with them. I was @&Mtoﬁethimuratedzémme
he threatened to kill me when he was letowtzfpr&:om

He still Mcmeoﬁm&of/mvwﬁ aﬁ‘zu'r:. He started, Vecorddtﬁ Mw/wwmﬁ sex. He would sometimes tell me that
he dreamt about me having sex with another man. He would beat me as Q%ammwﬁjhtwithwtkw
man, kwkmﬁ me; throwinﬁ me outside, Mwételd«ﬁ me he does mtmmwéitc/bﬂrwwyf& Afteraléthatl
was supposed to sleep with him; szmMno /wﬁét[m/mumﬁ ma]fm/ with someone else. Hawvuld/ﬁww
/La/meg‘omm&teddg m&howcoldam{w{r}/ I was. I did not want to go éMk,hom&thadm[eoém&W
bntlﬁétitwmmy n'ﬁ/u‘to stay i our house because I had contvibuted a lot to (t.

Imwtrw&?‘[mmk&komw own.. Ha:MwW&wm[jo&q toﬁndwjolz Immold/laoé/, thg/
are lookzlnﬁ for young and talented ladies now: He would promise young _géré: aged 19-22 years old jobs tedénﬁ
dm#mtk&mw%mtﬂw@momémm&[mold/muﬁét Thor&w&htkﬁiréﬁfimd& He once told me
thatheh«ufomhme%mtherw% he wants me to lewabecam&th&ww@@wumto come and stay

Harhoweotwg/ daajhter to thatﬁéréamwld/wr to call her mommy. Irgéuedto leave the house. I told him
t0 §o and took for another /wwmﬁ)r his new wife because I was not going anywhere. He said he wanted ws
to divorce; and then I said, it was okay becam&lmwwa;joc’nﬁ to take its course. H&Mﬁwtjo on with the
divorce, I do not know why. H&sﬂdzzf/wdwormmthaoh&mjoiq to los&wlotzft/w’nyr, he is
mw}zﬁformto divorce him tkemlmjo, and, he wanits to watc/tzm&mﬁerforth&ratsz lg‘a

I sometimes wonder Q'FI was born to :pﬁer, because T cry almost wer}/da}/. I pmyed ﬁ)r years Mkénﬂ God to

W& my Z(fe for the better. Instead my problems are getting worse every day I have given up on W

any ckmc&of/mW: wit/w@/ husband. Now[am:wthatlmonézﬂmmﬁ things, thg/ are not going
to be okA}/. Now I am praying, but not for my husband to c/wwﬁa because he is not going to.
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I mvméf praying to God to give me power W:tre«ﬁt/b to get my:#out zft/u)s' horvible m'ﬁhtman. I want
to [etﬁo but it is not easy MWﬁVMW)/&d/WW I/wwalo:fmy ;eé‘fateewq I have lost trust
meyméf Ifeeél{lkea/fadw&m@‘& Imnot:w&%[cmfawlifaéy er%aﬁm Every tmlthxln/cof
lettmj go1 ask Wr#qwtiom like: Where am I going to go? WL T be able to provide for my éab)/.? Wil 1
be able to give her a place to stay? Will I ever find happiness again?

Irezdé/o{o mttrmtwg/re% Ifeeémele;; or maybaito’;bemwmy hmbmkeef{ VWW wme that I am
;«wdnmﬂ without him. He even threatens to m/wny/ bab)/mm}/ﬁommeg?[tr)/ to divorce him. Ham}/rth&

lawwiléjm%u'm/m}/ bab}/ becwalmomemplo)/eoﬂmwmtpmuidefwm Hecaibjmwwar/thénﬁ.
Rjﬁht now I am trying toW eréfmd/tr/mtﬁ toﬁ&wLm easter way to get W:eé‘owt oft/u'/: mess, I hope
thrjmtwm/ttemy‘tém& Oﬁwday itwi[éb&omuwtlk/wmlwiéé/mkam agﬂm[jmtméto be suve. I
Just want to b&a/joodand/lwinﬂ wmother to my beWWWhtermd/omday hmhubeprowdofm&

* pot her real name
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Date vape can /mﬁmm
to one

By Cara Anny South Aﬁicw

I can hear what everyone is saying and, I know what is qoing on around me, but I can’t move. I can’t open
my eyes. Im%:wemfor/wép I woke up- in tears. Aqain.

For th&pm’ttwv)/ws, I had this same m'ﬁhtmarwt least once a week. Atﬁmf, I didnt k&www@/. Not until
I took a chance to think and realise the tvuth. It/mpf«me%to me. [jotdat&mfm I didn’t want to admit
the truth until now-

My matric year had just started. We had dinner parties and cocktail parties every other weekend. Then 1
was tnvited to aparty in Durbanville, a suburb in the Western Cape. Além}/ﬁie#u/{,: were going and, it was
rumounred, to be the ‘event ofthe year” Despite all the expectation, I did not fwé like going. My instinct, I
guess. Inthe end, I went anyway.

Ia//n'u%atthepa/g/) den’n/cmmadew way to talk to everyone. Iknwm:tofth&peoﬂet/w&
Mﬁ«wéa/jood/tmcatchénﬁ Mf/with/old/friend&

In between the conversations, the snacks, the speeches and my second drink, I bumped into a quy I used to
see at various parties. He is joodrlookmﬁ, sporty and nice, and, after rpwwi&nﬁ @ fwomﬁom tojether, I
considered him a ﬁ%//wl/

He was Wt/unﬁ but a/ﬁ/émd/. He tried to kiss Wwafter a short conversation, wﬁemlérformed/hémoft/w
ﬁwt ‘that it just not going to happen.” He said that he was sorry and oﬁwe% to get me wdrink. I accepted
his “apology”

He came back with the drink, which he tried to hand to me with a kiss. I turned my head. He tried to
wwﬂw&m&toﬁmmmwkmwhemh&ymbbedwfmmdpmhedménto the wall: We kissed, It was a
forcaoékzks.

I cant remember muc/mftertha,t Ikm,wromet/ul@ W/LW, buth&druﬁﬁedzwy drink. Icozdaéﬁd

my pants baénﬁ unzipped. I coulaéfeeé someone toudw'nj my breasts. I could hear éreat/pénﬁ on my skin, as
my buwm was l@ﬁ‘e&{/% mepamﬁy rléppedoﬁ?ltmmé‘lm%wdwp:kep IWW@WW&

Zk/wwthatrometlw was wrong Mlmdefoftmka émfw tonﬁm/couldnotmm Itwma,myktma/&
I wanted to wake up: I wanted strength. I wanted to fight. I coldnt. 1t only a nightmare. I was paralysed, 9
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- poisoned to silence. I was a marionette for someone else’s pleasure, my M/waébody his blow-up doll.

T/m)aﬁh/ the o{m:qﬁeoﬂ sleepiness, I had the :trenﬁt/v to open my eyes. What I saw was terrgﬁzinﬁ; /Ag/om/i any
m'ﬁ/mmw,, it was reality. It was wawbﬁ to me. His oﬁ'{qmtinﬁ mked/body was mtop/ofmrw. His hands
were tom/u'nﬁ wme; his breath teasing me.

Iwmcory‘maﬂ How-did this happen. Istkkwdremi[rthareaklmth&:ﬁenﬂthto lg(tmy head and I
saw: I sawwhat it was. Wdﬂeﬁ%n‘, [@&MWMMM/LLHLWom/uX back.

H&ﬂmwﬁromzfpmw& With this /Wmtmﬁ sound; a power took over me. I jumped up and screamed. 1
wMa;thtthommoueraﬁm

We were it a dark corner in the back ofwéudo&'nﬁ. ZVMWW wy pants up: I was devastated, 1
Adidn't know where I was. As I ran towards a bzu'ldé&% I sawrpeople W a/ﬁood, time. I was still at the
party. I ran th/ouﬁ/ba/crowd/ of:mrm:g eyes, towards the bathwoom. I crumbled, into devastation.

The cries tﬁatmm&outofwwthatn@ktw&mmetfw'nﬁ Tve never experéerwed/b?ﬁm. Zdon/’tcr/v M/ﬁomf
ofpeop%& I'my strong. I a rapectab[e woman. But a m'ﬁ/btma//e realdy took away my per:onal&ty, my :eéf
respect. I was a stranger to myseéf

1 grabbed my clothes, rubbing all over my body. I was disqusted, in Wr# 7 ﬁéf estranged, with my body. A

lend, knocked on the door; she wanted to know what was going on. Everyone was talking about me.
g0y Y

tho@htlmdrmk. She came into t/wbathrooththongw/mg. Icowldmtletwomtom

mwe.

m/thday I took a long bath Ilookwﬂatm?v bruised legs and I saw-the b[oo.oiémm}/ underwear. I ignored,
t/wobwioowfut I could, not admit that he raped me. I am a strong woman. I went to Wtherpﬂrr,j/ the next
night. The same people were there but it was a different scene. Everyone stared at me as I entered the room
with a tived smile. mjuyrpoiﬁwgdzmmad& comuments about me. That’s wﬁefvthg/ rta/ted/twm:q and,
singing at me; saying that I was drunk and had sex wut/vt/wwﬁwm

A girl whispered, "W/ry did she come? She should have known this would happen.” I should, have listened,
to my intuition. I should not have goneto that party. This experience W&dzm& into a havd person. One
WM:WWW M&ldy to W/ww&w/walt@/ sexWrelatéom/L% Zdom’twmttofeeé. I cantcry. I can
love but I can’t show it. I am still that L{)f&é&:: béow—ufz doll that he turned wme into.

I want people to kmwth&tﬁm violence can happen to anyone, no matter what%@populanty, race or
tncome group: Date rape (s rape. Wahamtoﬁiqhtdt
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Walking away with wothi

When I was 17 years old I was going back /wmeafter wéa;ketba[émtch/atwnwé)/ :chooéwithﬁwﬁémd;
when a stranger oﬁ‘ere&é to give us a lg‘t home. We reluctmtgx accepted. te dropped, my ﬂwm{/: fo‘m&. I fdt
Mywowéw alone with himy, but he reassured me that he would take me home.

Ijmkémdérectéom to our howwjmtwfewwwfraﬁom wﬂemmy la,ftfréend//ma//éem dropped oﬁ‘bwf to
wy dismay he went in the opposite divection. He took out a qun and, threatened to kil me if T screamed. 1
tried to protest bmf/wmzﬁrig/ told me to keepquéet Insteads he took me to a secluded place and parked the
Wmderwb'% tree.

Despite my attempts to run away h&dmﬁj&aﬂmouoftheww /u}f/wwéowmy Wwwthamd/forced/

me to t/wgromwé. H&toretﬁwpam meed/m& He told me not to teléwoméndudmﬁ my parents
orh&mwkdémandwyomltola&

He gave me R20 and divected me to ataxi home. Zﬁét:éck,b)/ thetmljothom but just told my parents
MIW&MWMMWW&%WWw:@mMcM Iwnld:wrh&dédmtbdéeuammd[fdf

ashamed, of myself:

T/wmxtday my tm/iéofléa continued, I told my :Lrterthat[had/fﬂlaoomwrha/pobject and/r/wjm
me painkillers. Iwmbmlé/ WW:L&W but MWW I was devastated. T went back to :chooéafter
three dayr. Ly’@ continued as 7‘ W)/W was normal.

I was a Matvic student. Three months lapsed; and exam time came. I had, started to bulge, and, I knew I
was prequant. My mother noticed and took me to the clinic, where a doctor corﬁ//medherfw:. My mother,
fat/w/) aunt and an uncle sumumoned me to a meeting to enqm'mwfw th&fm%er was. When I told them I
did not know, thg/ became aﬁitated. How was I supposed to W«rw%wmw:trzwﬁer raped me?

W did not continue intervogating me. Impfo:at/@/ suspected that I was vaped. M)/faméé/ was supportive.
I gave birth to a three-month premature bab)/ ﬁéré. My sister o/ﬁmd/ to take my Whter in and raise her

on my belmé‘togévamwcﬁamtoﬂck m}/f#b(f/.

One Sunday, w/wvmy Wﬂtermthre&, aman driving a Mercedes Benz arvived at our howse and asked
to see me. I went upto /u'méutcouldmotidem@ﬁ/ Wim. He then asked me where his WWW[WﬁW
12 VWWMWMW&W&MWmVMWWW%WWM%
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I called my brother who took him to my sister’s house. M ly sister omthlé/v reststed Zettmﬁ him see my WMW
Aftar much persuasion ﬁom my brother, she gave i At that time, I worked as an Accounts Clevk and my

ﬁa&w& was lookénﬁ ér'g/af.

Six months later, he sent his elders to negotiate ﬁ)r lobola. My parents Adid not want me to marry him but
wy um[am:uadedﬁmtog%h&wwchmw&, since I was willing to do t/wmmeé)/ then. We ot married
i 1987 and lived, happily until 1990, when everything changed. The first thing he did was force me to
resign ﬁfom, work, based, on the cultural expectation that women do not work. I received, my provident ﬁmd;
upon resignation. My husband used it to /my two taxis so he could start a business.

I could no lonﬂerhauacﬁddrmm:o my husband threatened, to warry two other wives, but I took it as a

Joke. Then the 9/0[& ofabm& started. tHe bouﬁ/u‘ lots ofjrocer/la and, thew went away from home ﬁ;r almost
three months, leaving wme locked, in the house. H&Mwithalékq: to t/whowaam{/jat& Literally, I was
under house arvest!

He came back, boaﬁht more groceries, and, rtayeoﬁ fpr ﬁm,r day; éefpm MWM again. It became my way
ofl«fe. In some instances, he would leave me with R4000 to buy Wthmj I wanted despite that he would
m@&mmmwmmm Upon his return, h&mwldfdémhowrtufidlwmﬂr not using the

money. His taxt business was booming by then. My l(fe was helly held prisoner in my own house.

In 2001, /wcamekomjmtaﬂer midnight and woke me up demanding @ cup of tea. I declined, and he
became aggressive. He threatened to shoot me to death. I woke up; went to the kitchen in tears Wﬁmﬂm
in the kettle to make tea. Wﬂrdww%th&ouﬁbomd)ﬁrmmrmomldeddeﬂéto tuwin and as I
did, so, he rele«uedth&tw'ﬁjer and, shot me. Formmeg/, the bullet did not g0 :tm/,'ﬁht tnto my head, but
became lodyed/ close to mymalfk

I fell unconscious and woke u{ﬂ/wv/wrpo'taéfow months later. The Metro Police had picked me up in
Zuurbekom. I was horpafaluedzﬁ)r 13 moniths, as I had, lost my speech and, could not walk fmm severe shock
and, blood, loss. T had to 90 throuﬁh/ :peec/otfwmp/v, comedmﬁ and, p@/{iothemp}/. I then went to a mental
institution where I was hospitalised, for seven months.

My husband came; WWMMWpoWMﬁVWW at patients W:taﬁ‘withwﬁo I shaved, the ward.
Instead, offwotecté#tﬁ me; the hospital dé:c/mrﬁeoﬂ meto go back to him.

ma/?me/mwted/aﬁmm%cmwmm& For instance; o#wday he came and told me to climb omt/wcoffw
table. H&tﬁewputhaﬁ'n_qer my vaginato cﬁeckgflmbemwit/r/w other men. It was very degrading
zmd/wtba//m,fm%. Aftert/tatda}/ Imdeupmy mind, I was going to divorce him.

13
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Wwae/cw/woh&wem&toﬁwékéf taxis, Iﬁott/wchamto run away. Fortmateé/, my daaﬁhter with
whommwamwﬂui&zﬁjmmeRSG to M&ﬁi’ transport. Whemhefomouttfmtlm missing he went
around, my relatives’ houses t/wmtuwrﬁ to kill them ft/@/ did not disclose my whereabouts. Nobo@ gave

i

IMWWM}%V@M%&W{W&{ML However, WWWW thatldédmwtje{:
M}/tfwzﬁ out ofthe many properties and thirteen taxis we owned. When police accompanied me to fetch/
my clothes, Icoula’/notwmﬁett/wm Hamlkedaway wit/vwer)/tfmg I/md/wvrkwﬂ/pr.

However, I now live with my daughter and work as a volunteer at People opposed, to Women Abuse (POWA)
Jiving court preparation support to women. My work has been therapeutic as I feel like I am making a
We/’w& to other women who have been t/wouﬁ/z/ stmilar experiences. The justice system needs to work for
women and, it is not doing that right now:

* not her real name
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By Kedibone Sithole,* IouthAﬁL’ca/

L was born in a vural village called Ganyesa in South Afn'ca/r North West province 37 years ago. My ﬁwwé/
Mmthwamm/umow when we were growing up: W/molwmméomfzo)/w: old I set out to get a job
Wfomdzm}/:eé/m&mm IhMLoMchMb)/t/wvwho was one year old; Ineededmmg/ to raise her since
Idéaémtlwewiz%tk&faﬂwn Bwalhaﬁtnotcomﬂeteoéw studies, L'twmdfﬁimlttoﬂetmojﬁwjoé
01 beﬁm wvrkmﬁ as a domestic worker.

Notlo@ after, Imtthemmwfw dreams who promised me the world. Hepaidlobolw#ter 1 got prequant
with our second child. Aﬂw that, wer)/t/w'«ﬁ beqan to turn bitter. To start with he stopped me from working
50 [coMﬁwtwmmmmaMmleé/ velied on him. Wbegmt/wuiolmt&fmylatlmtwommmke
my life. Irhowldhwe[eftt/wm but at that time I did not realise that this was economic violence. In any
case, I hoped thﬂtﬁr would, become better.

He started aéu/:mﬁ me in every possible way — ecopwmm@, emotéonalé/, W:mlg/ and, so on. I was even
isolated, ﬁom my fam@/, fmmd/: and the rest oft/w community. He did not allow-me to go to church because
he believed I would have a/j‘zu'rs with mm/rom the congreqation and the priest. Whenever I wanted to 4o
out oft/w house; I had to Wfomoh/,m/ Th&fewtm Wﬁu/mé/ members orﬁfiend,r came to visit, he would,
accuse them offmuhmy his childrens ﬁmd, or worse; SAYing thg/ had, come to bewitch his home.

As ft/mthu not enoughy my husband did not support my children. Instead; /L&WWVM to provide for his
pavents and siblings, including theérchéldr%yett/@/ have their own homes. I could not raise concerns with
him about this because that caused, f{qht:. Omth&contm//v, my children and I never ﬂott/w saume attention
fmm/w'm/. For instance, mon/yjotwplat&offood/wday W&Ltt[ewwmy to buy clothes once a year in
December.

Itried to talk to him many times about how his behaviour made me feel inadequate and unhappy but that
alwa}/: mmeda,ﬁﬁhtéetwm us. He wvwld/wmpoémfhkﬁmm‘m Many mlem‘tmfol[om Each
time I reported these to the local police station, I got no joy. They would tell me that I had no physical
evidence such as a "blm’/g/&.” M told me it was a private matter and we should, vesolve it ourselves. Most
ofthemwemmy husbands friends. meutthg/ even asked, me to think about who would take care of my
children if I qot my husband, arvested. It made me feel quilty and I often ended up withdrawing the charges.

The violence continued ﬁ)r @ [onﬁ time until in 2005, ﬁ)r the ﬁr;t time I tried to apf/y ﬁ)r & Protection Order
Aﬁﬂmthwu I/wwL/wwLmoujh/. Omt/mtday, he had threatened to kill the kids, hcme?‘amm& Thank 15
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Gody it did not work out. I spent many months running fVom pillar to post between the magistyate court,
the police station and, my house whenever he was violent, but got no help:

Oﬁbawaeke#tdljothm”m;ted/m%:pmtfwratofﬁ:imjﬂé. Predéctabé/, the case never went to court
because at the time oft/w wrvest he had more thaw six thowsand rands in his pocket. Instead; the detective
who opened the docket threatened to put me in jail. mwhth&camﬁokt«ojm he wanted to kill us, and
I reported the matter to the police. They confiscated his qun and went to drop me at wy sister’s place, but
@&wﬁtfwutwwﬂttm:tafemnt

I decided to g0 and, seek /Ldpé(’ﬂr& (t was too late. I went to NISAA Institute ﬁ)r Women Development where
thxy organised a shelter for my childven and me. He traced me, beqged, for wy ﬁ)rjmw:, and promised to
W&. He even booked fpr comwe[lmﬁ. He promised to é@/ @ mddw% ring. Since the police had, corﬁ:catw
/w':_gwg h&bejﬂeﬂémtoﬁo md/fijmoutko':ﬂm

Barely two week/mfter taking me back, it was business as usual. H&meofcheatatﬂ on himy, that I
was a witch and a black cat. The next morning /Le:ta/ted/rcoldmﬁ Mwﬁ)r reﬁumﬁ to close the door ﬁ)r him
wMehewm:taW near the door and, became violent, :hattermﬂjlaﬁaﬂomtheﬂoor. I managed to
e:cap&throuﬁhth&windowéw&hehaaﬁlockwﬁt/wdoon

I found the POWA phone number and called them. They organised shelter for me at NISAA. Officers from
NISAA spoke to th&poléwzﬁiw i charge at Lenasia who once again made us go round, in circles in between
different police stations. Unfortunately, I fell into the hands of an officer who is my husband's friend. He took
me to my house in order to coléectw children and clothes. Icozdd/mtcollectwg/ children or clothes as my
husband, refused. In the end; they went and dropped me by the roadside and 1 had to go and put up at my

sister’s house.

I just want to warn youny sisters and brothers that education is the only key to success and :eéﬁm%omrmmt
and that marriage is ﬁoooé but also touﬁ/u Women need to unite to break the Wcl& zfuiolem&zmdxtha beﬁim
with brea/«i@ the silence.

* not her real name
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When wpolicemm turns

abusey
By Thandi Mkhize ,* South Aﬁficw

Ar[mét&thds:tor)/) sz i a shelter. In September 2006, IWWWmerwﬁo o';wpo[éc&oﬁm
By October, Ithouyktlwmémlouawith/uﬁ% but there were problems and we separated. Iﬂmoutlwm
prequant and, told him. He beqged me to come back to him. I decided to go back to him in january 2007
wmt/waﬁh/l realised, I didw¥ love MMWWV& Inthe beginning, i was good.

Whemlwmﬁ)wmont/wpmﬂmt, he started to hit me. IWMWW!WWW/L&SMW[WbW
:Mé/ Mthat/wwvu[d/mtpa}/ lobola. Her[appedmomwyfmh&am[wwed/merdéomm& [Zq‘t
/Lémé#vt/whom&a//@m/mmu}/.

After wfe«rménut&:, MWWWW@M@&:@&LMIWMMW@W Wf were good again. I
gave birth to my beautiful child in July 2007. Just a month later, he became physically abusive again. He
was always unhappy and I kept apologising even though I had not done anything wrong. tHe would go out
wit/wwtmymﬁ Wr&k&mjomﬁ. [mMmWW&MWﬁoM When we slept in the same bed,
he wouldwt even want to touch me. te slept with his clothes on and his phone was always ringing at night.

On the 21 September 2007, he came back from work at 19h00. He usually comes back at 16400. tHe took a
bathy took,hé:faﬁwr?wmwentmt H&cam&bmkatomo’dockimtk&morw. Ico#ronfedhémzmd
asked him where he had been. H&jmtkeftqm’etmégmred/mxg he took his earphones and put them in
his ears. I took those earphones Wt—/wwthemawa}/ because I was very cross. He Zﬁkwrednw. I decided that
Ltwmbe:tformeto sleef»becam&h&wmtreatmﬁ leé/wwfooé. 1 was sleeping when he slapped me then
punched me. My /mb)/wmmxtto me at the time.

He went to /u)fmfetook,outhésﬁmmmoutdd@ he then shot i the aiv. He came back inside, pointed
th&ﬁrwmatm}/ nose; and told me to :m[éthemwk&t/mtmmomfzfth&jm He told, me that he was
going to s/wotth&bxé)/mm&m#wwpoawedtk&jmattfwbw/.

The next day he apologised. I did not accept it but pretended that I had accepted his apology. I did not love
MWWV& I told, his mother what had happened, f/wtoldm[wmbwtﬁ cmeLaMt/mtIWtdW
lies about her son. She also said that I am Xhosa, I:/wulaé_go back to my parents house because I dont have
r&:pectﬁ)rhermmw/w s Zulu. !M:Mﬁerromcha;e&ém&awy because he didn't like me because I was
thin, I was skin and, bones. She also said that she can see that I didwi love her son, Lonly loved, his money.

Irememberomdaylwmtalkwﬂ to Wbrotherw%w és njail. My heart was very sove and I cried. My partner 17
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WMWMMW I was crying, Itold/w'mth&wﬁola:tor/u. He said that he cannot be with someone
who kaWWobm. He sald it is betterthatljo back to W/[W He then went out and told
héfmothermwmotkeraﬁreedxwithm

On the 24 September 2007, mreﬂwmﬁomt/wskop{Mk&wWed/to have sex. IMMMM%/L&W
:leepinj avound, because I needed to know his HIV status. H&/u'tmaﬂm th{ght/wtoloﬂmto 90 back
to my parent’s house because I had another man. I did not answer him becanse I knew that he was going
to Mmf[wweredzm H&tﬁ%rﬂid/lmma/d%ﬁ a/ﬁ)oéof/w'm,b)/ not answering him. He started,
hitting momtﬁabedmthebabymther&too.

Irwthattﬁebaé)/ was going to_qet/mrt:o I decided to fleepomtheﬂoon H&keptomtd/d«ﬁ and I told
kémthatitméa:tthath&goa:mﬁrleep&withk&:yowerbmt/m Herealé/ wmfoutwﬁem[joto%to
close the door. Hepmdwdmomw mouthy Zfelédown, W/wkeft/u,ttm:qm H&MWWW},

my nose and, lips were bleedé&%.

His mother WWMMWWWﬂDMﬁ on. I could not amswer her. She blamed me. His sisters told him
to ta/cetﬁ&/mndwﬁ: o/f W/M%th@/ were not concentrating on me, I tried to escape and ran to the police
station. H&rm#ter mmﬂmmommy way to the police station. tHe kicked me to eretand[felé
down. His younger brother was present and he did not help me.

H&smtho‘:/yomger brother back to th&hom&tofetohth&ham@ﬁ H&Mﬁanwﬁedmaﬁmm
wwmdhutmﬁm fW@ﬁWMWWoLM@MMMWWﬁoMﬁ on he told them that I was
mad. Heméd/thattﬁq Mthold/m&becmelmm%hétéy oncoming tm]ﬁa

kaat/wmmwithth&mfmtm%th&mm%mmémw the house. He unlocked the

after we arvived in the house. Ie:cafedagaimamﬁﬁotwkftﬁommmwmm mjd//wv':m%‘duty traﬁo
ojj‘écer. He stopped a police van ﬁ/om/ Meadowlands Police Station to take me to their police station where
my /zo)/ﬁféem works. e told me I could not open a case against him because when he comes out of/m,é he
would, come back to kill me. The police phoned an ambulance that took me to Bamﬁwwmt/v Hospital where
thg/ treated me and, nfmfeoﬁ me to a social worker. The social worker nfeweoﬂ me to NISAA.

I had to leave without my daughter. NISAA helped me go to court and get wy baby back. When I left; I was
breastfeeding. When I got wy baby back I could o longer breastfeed her.

M:MWtkM[mmW/w I/Lma,t/wwmmth,old/bab/ W/wmad&mlemewy]o& Iam
lookénﬁ for wjob because I owe the bank money. I borvowed, money to [mr)/ wy brother who died October 2006,
mﬁooﬁpartkthatfmoutzft/mtrdaﬂomképamélmmy Wﬁterwwhme

* pot her real name
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Emthe/littlelhadjot
takemawa}/

By Mbundi Violet Kahale with Perpertual Sichikwenkwe, Zambia

For many years, I vaised, cattle and sold maize to earn money to take care @‘ngfzmaﬂchddrmlq‘t%@
W&/?)/ my :Lélénﬁ; who had died, mdudm:q @ 70—)/64//0%%{)%0&&% I could not have known that this
wvulaémo{/wuthm&fweé/ Wkomﬂrwywmw/m%mw&atlmrkedm Wd/forta/cemawa}/.

Omjwél 4, 2005, I went to Lukulw Police Station tofolloarupthemm}z&mnd/wmla owed to m&fmmmy

ﬁ)rmer husband, While at the police, tmfevml&poléwzﬁiwr MMW%[W{&%WWW{W or
buying cattle in my village. I said no. Th&poléc&to%m&thatthg/ haﬁédg%rmatéomthat[w:tolemﬂ
kead;zfcatt[& Ifold/t/wmthatlmjmg to [m‘ny the person who sold me the cattle to the police station,
but I was Wbletoﬁn%m'm. ItolaLth&ojﬁ'&w;th&:wﬁaﬂmwato t/wrtatéomwﬁwda}/: later.

It was t/wvthatwmoﬁ‘iws WWmto m&tdamthejromm:tmtedqmﬂom@ wme. I had,
my one year, ezﬁht moniths-old, jmnddaujhter on my back as the zﬁécerr battered me. In the mﬁht, a CID
o/ﬁ'cer told, me to remove my pants and, bend while I was :tdé/randwﬁed/to thewwtalomthejmm He
stood, behind me and, started pwdmﬁ my labia.

WW{ contmdbattermﬁ me. Whemm}/ﬁnmdchddoneé orwfft/wzﬁiwy: slapped her hard on her

fm and, told her, “You have been eating stolen cattle with your ﬁrandmot/wn” on the fol[owmg day, the
magistrate came to see me i the police cells. He instructed the police W to take me to the magistrate
court far mmtéomma,:[neeog/ trial so that I could, /g0 and rot i Mongu prison, the biﬁﬁmf prison in Western
province. The (ﬁc‘a’/ took me to court. The Magistrate read, out a c/wv/ﬂa of two counts of stock tluft and,
:Wemdmtofm/vw:form Imx):ed/my hand to ask who the complainant was in the matter, but
the Magistrate told me to shut up; as I was athief.

That is /warm}/ trial went. I had no chance to know whose cattle I had stolen; when and where. They did
Mtjéu&mwchmto speak, or /wwawfmlr trial where witnesses couldztat%/ to my thg‘t Mfodowmﬁ
morning around 04:00 hours I was told to leave wy granddanghter at the reception and I was taken to
Mongu Prison.

Befm’/ I could raise the mowﬁw the appeal, I was then taken to Mukobeko Maximum Prison in Kabwe
Central Province. While at Mukobeko a female warder told, Legal Resources Foundation (LRF) which took
the matter to court and, vepresented me until I was released.

9
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W/umxlﬁotto Lukulu, Iﬂmthatth&poléwojﬁwwﬁotw cattle,fowéay: ofmax)z&mdthatm}/ house
bwmdomwithem}/t/d@ I owned. Some relatives had taken the orphans, my chddrmmjmméchddrem
However, Ilea/mwﬁthatt/o&ﬁmndchddIW@%Mmmﬂwrthmth&daypﬁﬁwwwftedzmMof
malaria while I was i prison.

Icould/notrtay n Lukulu. It was too Wformto bear. Nomlmenoﬁekimm seed to he[pmﬁrow
myowwﬂo%. I/Lavanot/u'nﬁ. Iw%wﬁhthor&peopl&ijtkdledm&atth&tmofawatorthat[w
died than to live like this.

Before this ordeal; I grewmy own ﬁ)od; I worked hard, for myself; and had, W&tﬁ/tz to eat and Mth& onphans
my mto@/. Now my house and, all wy household qoods are gone. I do not even kmwﬁwww jmndchdd/
died. tHer death trawmatises me. I know that these people wmwdttedmzﬁ%nwto send, me to prison without
trial; but gflpwm&th&meg th@/ would, lkill me. T would rather leave them alone.
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Raped, umdepreﬁmmtmwt
HIVpo sitwe

By Lu}/a/wlo C/wb)/a/* with Perpertual Sichikwenkwe, Zambia

Tama 74—)/W—0[d/ ﬁérL who was detained at Progpect Police Post on the Lusaka-Kabwe Road near Kabwe
town for three months before being taken to Mukobeko prison on July 31 2007. While I was there, a police
ofiwrmp%m& I now-have a child, WWW with HIV.

A frémd/l knew-at school stole some clothes and, came to my parents’ house to seek shelter as she was lookmﬁ
for somewhere to go. She did not tell me that the clothes were stolen and, even gave me some to wear. One
) my mother went to t/wroad;idema/kztwkemrhehmrdpeop&m}/% thatwyﬂmdzm bez@ looked,
Sfor by the police officers because she stole some clothes. I confronted my friend, who immediately took off to
an unknown destination. My father thought it wise to report the matter to the nearby police station. The
ojﬁc@rf and, the woman whose clothes were stolen came to our house, where thq/fozmd/ me i one oft/w tops
that my ﬂmw{, Jave me. W arvested me and took me to Prospect Police post where I was detained, be’ﬁm
I was brought to prison. Despite my parents and me explaining what happeneds I was charged with burglary
WWW[W also told/thatlwmld/bekeptwvcmto@/ Wi//thg/ coMWth&ﬂM[m allejmﬁ
had, given me the clothes. M}/fathu tried to sign a bond, for me but the police refused. While in custody, a
poléc&zyﬁcw wﬁomlc«midmtgﬁ/ used,to take me to his hom&atn{ghtm;fepeatadé/ rape me and threaten
to kill me zf I told anyone about what he was d/omﬂ to me. The oﬁ‘i/o&r would, be alone
on night duty when the officer-in-charge (0IC) and another night officer travelled out of town.

mday, wké[etk&zﬁcer Wta/a'nﬁ me back to my wléfrom//u}r house, one male detainee saw-us and told
tﬁ&ojj?wtﬁath&wvuldreporth%to /afhermhorétm. mpoléwo/ﬁcerﬂeadedw%hémmtto report
the matter but he reported still. The OIC opened a docket against this officer. I was then moved to Mukobeko
prison where I dwe[oped/wrtm@ rash on my faw When I went to the prison clinic, t/wy discovered that I
was prequant and, infected with a sexually transmitted infection (STI). The Prospectus Police post then sent
w letter to the prison authorities requesting to allow me goto the hospital for a medical check up with the
mm&(ﬁ‘éwwho impreqnated, me. WMWtMtedﬂwWﬁr HIV and he was positive. I was positive
too. The medical results also cofﬁrmepﬂt/mt[ was raped: The officer then coky‘a:% to my mother that he
the%mmﬂmtkamrexw@ abused me. We also learnt that the officer was a widower. The
officer was transferved to another station within the province while I have remained here with my problems.

Inowhawmlg/pmélemx, wﬁéch/w lead me to dem%ﬁ)rkdpmﬁ wﬂmwﬁomltfwuﬁhtmededw
protection. moﬁﬁm took advantage ofwg/ :ituatéomml@& me with a @@lonﬁ disease, and a child who
meé&poritwvtoo.

* pot her real name
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Gondiome Bt

By RM/wLLdonﬂile,* South Aﬁ’iav

I did not wish to law&my country. I did not wish to leawwer}/owlkw— butl(ﬁhaﬂébewmtoo danﬂemw:
to kuplwmﬁ where we were.

My dad, fot Kinshasa, our home in the Democratic Republic zf&onﬁo, (n 2001. He was a pilot who worked,
with the now-deceased, President zf Congo, Sese Seko Mobutu. At this time, everyone who worked, for Mobutu
was to 4o and work Lma//wthupmma, zuwﬂmy dad went to work in Goma. When he arvived in Goma, a
tervible war cory%nted/ him. After @ fwfmontfw, we heard ﬁom/ the airline company he was wvrkm.q for that
his plane had crashed and that there were no survivors.

Lé‘abecmem)/ Waﬂwithowtowfatfwx My mother was a nurse, but there was no W/WMKWM@
Mmg this time, MW older brothers MWM lgﬁ‘t/wcomtr)/ Ln/:ew/c/wfwvrk. 50, weleft Kinshasa
iw early 2002 to léuewiz%m}/ aunnty in Lubumbashi.

1t was when we were living MLMWMMthatwaﬂmowt Dad, was actually still alive. His plane did
crashy but he and three other pilots survived. H&leftt/wcoum)/ amidst the tervible uiolenc&jomﬁ on around
him. Wehayéhwdﬂwmwrﬁomwﬁmofwfm’r i Lumbumbashi. That person also informed us
that Dao{//md,rmfmm Goma to J’oz/ath//%frm where it was mfer. This was in 2002.

We i&ﬁrmdmy older brother, who was W M,Anﬁola, that Dad was still alive. In our particular situation,
we could not go back to Kinshasa, as there was nothmﬁ Zg%oft/w city. So, my Mmdecédwétofol[owbw
to South Africa.

However, we ended up ma/(m_q @ lonﬁ stop- in Zimbabwe, é(’fora going onto South Aﬁ’m We got our passports,
Z@ft the DRC, and moved to Harare, Zimbabwe, where we :ta}/ed for almost three years bq‘ora leawmﬁ ﬁ)r South
Africa i January 2005.

As we reached, _]ohammbmfj’: Park Station; someone stole my Waﬁ that had, W/W it wwéadmﬁ
my money and passport. Fortm@, someone came to help ws, and we were able to get support from the

Jesuit We& Service.

Yﬁg/prouidedzm with/fhdterﬂrﬂ}x months, wﬁél&mdéxwmeoﬂthatomfathermmwfa Town. He sent
money for us to vent a room Wéé/wjot back. Inthat time, wy sisters and I were Mrc/woéam&j'@wm ﬂoOd/.
24 I was able to copawithwer}/thénﬁ tkatwmﬂomﬁ omdomyl(ﬁ. At that time, Idéoﬁmtfeeédémfmm%


Guest
Rectangle


against é)/ others.

Our family was finally reunited when my father was able to move to johannesburg that july. When Dad,
moved, with us to Jo'bury, war}/t/w'nﬁ was all n'j/vt, but Wf were d{ﬁ‘erent. In my country we had,
euer)/tkmﬁ—ca//r, a house— but here we have MW—M cars, no house. We haveto rent a house, which
is expensive.

Ildw!oudv/tﬁicwbemmammrhdter, mwaﬁwmw But I do rwtalwzz}/r lékzy!onth//%ﬁfica,.
Sometimes I hate it.

It was wMonday aftawwomamél was coming ﬁoma/fport: Club in Yeoville. I reached the mountain ﬁ/om
Yeoville to Bertvams. I was wn[k,éﬂﬁ, Jjust as I do W)/z,iay. on my walk, T met three bz'ﬁ /70)/:.

One was coming tofmm&and/th&otfw two stood, at the back ofm& Owrmrted/cha;mﬂ mwmd,[fedmd/
/w'tm}/ head, on the road. The person who was c/wwmg we started to rape me; and I was screaming. A car
passing b)/ Wd/my voice, but it was too late.

I went to the clinic in Hillbrow; and they transferred me to the hospital in Johannesburg. They called my
mum and, dad and, told them what happened. Then we went to the police station to open a rape case. I went
fpr every test. Thank God, I was not HIV positive.

A month later, T was still qoing for treatment. That is when I found out I was prequant. Most of the people
I talked to toldmtopwtth&bab)/ upﬁ)mdoptéom but I decided to keepthebab)/ with me. On 4 December,
Ideééveredwbab}/ /70)/ and, undtil now; I:télékeepth&ba,b)/ with me. I sometimes have problems be’lﬁfl)r

hzmﬁnmmjé/, bwt[wvulaéwerjmm'mmuy.

Today 1 lwewith/m}/ two sisters, two brothers, Mum, Dad, andmy baby. I struggle to maintain my :c/wolé@,
/7ecamelcamwtdwa}/r aﬁnﬁtow my rc/woéﬂa, Sometimes Iwiléatbuwifor one month and then I will
be unable to 90 for another monith.

A&ﬁouﬁhmfammwwtwmmmmﬁw DRC, toda}/ he does ﬁwt/wmrtead}/ mrf{o,ywww; he
sometimes ﬂx&: cars, but he does not have a garage. My mother also does not work Veﬁzdaufé/, but she sometimes
works part time at the local Jesuit Refugee Service.

Ife[ttkatéothth&podwn%th&md&émrkzm[rpok&to freated/medzﬁfere«ié/ becw&lwmwfore{gm
When I told, the social worker about the vape; she had no :/vmpathy/‘orma :h&/ukwém&w@ Idéawwtfta}/
o my own country. W did not care about me; becama[wmjm’twforeéﬁw intheir country.

*not her real name
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Migrants vulnevable to

economic abuse

By Tuca Jonas Massingue

Im a 27-year-old single mother with three children. I am an outgoing, independent and hard-working
person. My Zg%/ww never been that easy, mo:tév éecm&lmowMozamém[winﬁ mfomAﬁmmm
suffered from discrimination and exploitation from people who do not respect human rights. Many migrants
do not know their rz'ﬂkty, or thatthg/ wm/wwaw. B;foremy curvent job workmﬁ as a cook, I worked as a
live-in domestic worker. This work was in many ways ﬁ)rawé. I coudd not eaaé/ 9o out; or get to know-other
people; because my emflo)/erf d{):cowmﬁed Lt Th@/ alwu}/: spoke oft/wpolw{z and, said, that %I went out,
police would, deport me back to Maputo.

For a lonﬁ time, Itkouﬁhtthé: was the oné/ Z%,pom'éle mfowth/Aﬁ/Lm,. It was mé/ after some time that I
discovered, the hidden reality, that what wy employers were doing was economic and emotional abuse. For
three moniths, varked/for my W/% wzthom‘recewmﬁ any payment. By that time, Iﬁad/wgaéy/ lg‘t
wy eldest daughter in Maputo. I had no way of getting money o food to send, back home to my family in
Maputo. I worked a lot; with almost no time to WW%W other children, so Imﬁ%red/a/[ot Iﬁlthdf{efr.
I felt like I could not do anything to stop it. I did not know who to turn to for help: And becanse I do not
speak very much Enﬁlé:/g my struggles were even er&d/jﬁcuét 7 knowthatthg/ were able to do this because
of my nationality. Sometimes my employers would send me to the shops near the house. I started to have
conversations with people. I told people about my Z«fe, and I heard, about other people who had better work,
and whose emplo yers paid and respected them. However, I was still wfmz'/d/ 0 f police.

Inmy search for abetter life, I discovered, that wmigrants are still entitled to rights. This was something that
my boss did not tell me. Afterwlmﬁ time, Iﬁmlg/ﬁ)mo{,a//wt/w opportunity, so IWW bag: a//wiqm’t
working ﬁ)r that employer. Once I started working this better job, I started to see dgj@r&m iwmy l(fe Today
I have a nice boss, who treats m&fwé/, and I am able to makemmg/ to survive. I/muewoﬁmwmfportm
community and I do Mtﬁeéwwwmteﬂéaﬁmt very tftem I also kmurthat[m[ack}/. anowofm

others, Mpecéalé/ women, who are unable to dwmﬁa their situations, even thouﬁ/z/ thg/ are /za'nﬁ
exploited, I also k//wurof many, whose expectations in the household extend to the bedroom, against their
will, However, I still live fa// away ﬁ/om my children. Their paternal ﬁmﬂdpa/entf are now raising them
back M/Mozambigzw. Immé/ able to se&tﬁemomholéd@/a I miss them a lot. For a mother, it is dﬁcadt
to be away fVom her children.

IWhMpwpl&mMrMath«t&faﬁrtﬁomofm who leave our countries tkmtthatea,f}/. We leave
peopl&mw&aboutbe/um AMwmwmmualooWﬁrwéetter% themar&wpeopl&who take

2 adwwtaﬂ& zfm’.
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Findi«iq :trenﬁt/v (s not

By Puni Matsimbi; South Aﬁficw
In memory of my son Mawabo (1988-09-07 to 2006-03-12)
I liked him a lot. He had seemed, like a nice man. Unlike other bo)/r who Veﬁored/to, he danced

withth&ﬂller—f'gwedﬂérk Iww:/mff}/ when he asked me to dance with him. We were both
members oft/w )/omfh club and danced ballvoom and, Latin American dance toﬁet/wr.

Our story ofmetwg would have Mmd&a,jrmt mlefor our childven or wmow/jrmdchddrm romday, 7‘

t/tillﬁf Wmtﬁomthawa}/ t/wy did. Our meeting and dancing partnership developed into wﬁiem{m%
then a romantic relationship; and when he proposed marriage, I accepted,

That is when W)/W dw«(ﬁed Erom the sweet, mmdzl:cﬂmmator)/ and chmfmmﬁ young man whom I
believed tmé/ loved me, he became an agqressive, arvogant and, some-what diabolical monster. He c/w«zﬁed/
fmmt/wyotmﬁ man who WWW&&{/MW bwthaﬁ%'«arfor me; to this man whose purpose became to

bring Wwymwﬁapmf to my [«fe
Léttlet/nénﬁ: WWWV}A Lékehx):édég‘th&t[hateoﬂhﬂfm% becweld%mtm&tk{}:fnméqa;
freqmté/a;m}/ own. Since we were not wvrkzinﬁ, my thhermta/wzﬁ Wezfow son. Ifreq»mté/ visited

them, and sent food/and/ money. My mom%é/ visits were a problem ﬁ)r wy husband. He did not see /wurthg/
related to our son’s stay at my mothers.

ItWWomwFr&da}/. H&Mcmed/mofhatred/ﬂr /MfMLé/, but this time he locked the door. I was
prepa/wgﬁrbe%mwmwwmgwywhiy As he made these accusations, MMWMW/WM
was within his reac/vnm:/ﬁkt— th&pokerﬂomt/w:toue,ﬁktg kicks and even a shambok.

H&kéckedmavwwy divection. Amid the kicks aMﬁfﬁ, Ircreammpleadwéﬂr/wlp. Iwzuho[%'nﬁ
thatromeo#wwvwld//wa//m cries and come to wy aid, Th&m{q/dmom /Lea//d/my screaming and tried
pomddtﬁagmtth&lockwédoon

My crying th&bwﬂnﬁ Aﬁmtthw{oor did, not stop him. I cried wntil I could not cry anymore, but the
beaténj continued: I could hear people talkmg and axdazlma'nﬁ, “Ohy mayb& she’s dead!”

Iﬁétlék&m}/ l«'femﬁoi&g to end. Themwmblood/wer)/wfwr& Emypa//tofm}/ body wmadcénﬁﬁomt/w
28 pain and, injuries. After trying “M/{W several times, I managed to open the door. I tried running, but
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had no rtrwﬁth/. I coudd not walk. IMW%WD/‘W body :tdédwéd&t/wkom&wﬁd&th&ot/WWW
outside.

My neighbours picked me up and, took me to their house. They cleaned, up my fractured and painful body.
T/Lg/ wanted to phone an ambulance; but his fVW deterved them, as th\g/ fwed/ he would, be arrested.
Itwmwwaekbg‘or&[mad&étto a clinic, b%oreretwﬁw’@ home to my husband. I spent an entive month
in bed covered in bruises. He begged for my forgiveness and promised that it would never happen again.

Bwtth&beaﬁnﬁ: W:topfed/. Haombmm&foruwzﬁ mmw@/ MWWWWW@
Waﬁénﬁ /mﬁ. Even with the children in the house, tfwémté@s continued, He would beat me so much and,
ombeatmy eyes shut.

Once; upon ng the noise my eldest sow came ﬁom the bedroom, banﬁeoﬁ throuﬁ/bth& door and got between,
my husband and, I. "BM@W&fo{gwehex Please do not do this to w/mpwmmwfm

As time went by, Ikopedfortm‘nﬁr toﬁetéetten Iwnmwwhfmhow MMMMW&WW:
wvzdaLbad«ﬁermt WfWW&d/ mbeaﬂnﬁ: conﬂ#medmd/wit/vth&éewtwﬁ:, thmbed/

recovering ﬂom injuries increased,

Once after rpaadénﬁ time in bed recovering, I decided to goto the doctor for w check-up: The doctor asked,
me questions about my injuries and sent me to Bam:qwmth hospital to the abuse centre. When I arvived,
there, t/ua/ sent me to the social workers who took down the details ofwg/ abuse and, sent me chkﬁ)r
examinations and veports at the abuse centre.

Mﬂdowﬂgdayﬁaﬁoﬁnﬂw%th&wrzm@, we were sleeping when there was a knock on the door. My
husband, went to the door and, asked who was at the door. Yheuviwomt%wot%wr:édeoft/wdoor replied,
“Open the door, we are the policel”

He opened, the door following which they asked him i he was Goodwin Matsimbi. He responded by saying

yes and the police told him that he was baénﬁ arvested, for assaulting Puni L/udia, Matsimbi. I realised, my
visit to the abuse centre resulted, in the arvest. I was so /mpfy The courts gave /Lémﬁe& bail and a S-year
suspended sentence.

Within a month of the sentencing, he beat me again and, broke my eardrum. Just as he had before, my eldest
mﬁvfleaded/withhzkfatkertoforﬁm»c& [rea[tlfed/thatéflconfmd/to stay with this man, m&day he
would, kill me. I had to Wb@@rethathapﬁmd/. Iraporte&éth&beaﬁnﬁto the police who o @ case
@‘M:Waﬁmt/um Bpfore the police could arvest him /wmmﬁomt/wm.
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The relég‘of/uk absence was shortlived, He preotedéz came back and started beaiinﬁ me again Thmkm:g
that he would mayba stop 9( there were other people, I van outside. He fol[owed/ me and, carvied on ka,kmﬁ
and beata(ﬁ me.

People came to mchwithmmoﬁerwﬂ any help: I was WMVM:MMWMM@/ t/wéeatmﬁ: n

frmt oftke/people My son tréed/[zleadénﬁ with him to stop; but ko:fat/wr threw him away. After éeaﬂnﬁ
me, h&aﬂﬁu'mm//oawu}/ émm&/wfeawdurat. He was given another suspended sentence, but he never went
tojmlé.

Afterthatdfwédent I ran away withtxty/ c/d[drmandhéred/wmomfumy. For th&ﬂmﬁtém&i&vwlmg
time, Ifeltre&'qfﬁ/eedommaﬂpem Emthouﬁhlmwmmflo}/watﬁmt, Iwm/mpﬁ/amdj&w(/thatl
/Lao{/ﬁamd/tfwméfrmﬁj@/ t/mthetookfromm

Igota (Job and, éouﬁ/uf Wreéfa, house. I was able to make mowﬁh/ money to extend, my house. The separation

érouﬁ/w lots of/wzpfmf and, a wew beginning. My 3 boys, my Wﬁt&r and, I were /wzpf;/ Leaving that
relatwmhépmt/wbattw Lcou,[d/doﬂrm}/ children

I lost the job and spent many da}/: at home b(’ﬁra fmdm_g another. I heard about NISAA (a nomﬂomnmmtaé
organisation that helps abused women and childven) and took some counselling courses with them. After
wWMﬁ the course, thg/ tﬁered me a job as a volunteer.

It was an exciting new adventure. It was my dream to get involved in issues affecting women in similar
Mm&»welat[om/tépfm mine. I was also excét%bemm&itwmldojj‘er wme a chance to WWWWW;
who were vulnerable to later abuses. I want all men to know that abuse is a crime.

YW/dnﬁ the pain had ended; I was /mff}/ Then, tmﬁed}/ struck. On March 2006, a car /aitwyomtﬁat
son Mawabo. He was taken to hospital, émfmdé/, t/w,day after the accident, 12 March 2006, Mpa;red/mn}/.

Having survived the beaﬂn:qs and, haumﬁ Wed to move on and start a Wﬁejiﬂ/ﬂhﬁ, tmﬁed}/ had,
struck again His passing has been very WWWM his passing continues to bawM :tmy_ql&.
My Z«fefe&és empty, my Wtr&pfedomfofm}/ chatm&éwyfﬂthta/wmfmmm& It is /W/d/mom)nﬁ on.

Women must not stay in relatéom/u’f«: where there is abuse. To accept abuse is to waste your time. Ifﬂ& beats
you ﬁm& it will never stop; )/ow’lé get ﬂowerr after every bemiin_q untilthe day he Zmy: ﬂower: fmf your me
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Cruelt)/ too much to bear

By Lee Khesis* South Africa

My name is Lee. I am 18 years old/a//wﬁjrwuf»ba%_q défcrméfmted/aﬁﬂémbéemma[wmdwk skinmed and
had pock marks. Iwmalwa}/: seen as sick. W wm:MIWAIDIbmm&@‘W skin problem. I was
MMW&M:W@‘W/‘W. ﬁwy mx,'d,th«,'nﬁr MWWW&MWZ}@M&MIW@Q@
useless, a mistake, L{y‘erior, stupid and born to mjj‘er. I was alway: fdéeaﬂwatlvhaﬁe&é anger and, ﬂloomm
the only way to express these emotions was throuﬁh/ crying.

We lived in Soweto m&a/faméé/ /wmafmm/theday I was born till I was 18 years old. After Wﬂrﬂ/mthy
Wmd&paﬁwéwu}/, Wothermdaddedto mwauvwathhufmz,éf of six. ItmeforW
people to live ina fomf roomed house, people wwh/pﬂﬁ%rmt attitudes and morals. We were totalé/ dﬁ‘ermt
o we decided to move out; wy momy, my sister and I. My sister was the bread winner. We moved, to Springs
and rented a house there from 1 September 2006; by thattmwg/ sister was 8 months prejmntmd/t/wmé/
one working. The next month on 6 October 2006 ,she had a baby girl and we were very Wf}/ because we
were starting a wew life. That all changed in january 2007.

Ialwa}/r /md/gwtiom a/mm‘wfaﬁw because ever since I was born I mever knewhim; so Ia,:ked/m}/ mother
Mouthwt/m:hewwamdxm%m% telling me his name. One day my so':termwémkfmmworkwiﬁb
news that this very thaaépa;redzawa}/. Iérok&dowwmd/criedmtémmelhad/lortwfaﬂw but because
I had just lost a chance to ask questions that I still have even today. Do you know-me? Am I your daughter?
W@/ M)/ow/wzato Wmmtwayowt/dnkdg alét/m&)/wr? My questions will never be answered.

My sister and, I went to t/wﬁmeméandzrmhémﬂrth&ﬁmttém&and/laﬁtm [créedéecam&[mﬁdé

of anger, hatred and hopelessness. I came back from the funeral in Kwazulu Notal and told myself it is over,
my questions are no longer important because my answers are buried with him.

When I came back to Johannesbury, I was relieved because I used to go around wondering whenever I saw-
wmmgﬁwéswdadﬁ wﬁatkMoprersomésh&?Nowthatlkm/wmm more, I was at peace. Aﬁfer
:ommww%mmowﬁmmwmmwﬂrw edmﬂommtiélmm/uwrolaé Iﬁotth&momy
and studied, at a computer col[ey&. By t/uktmw mehad/becoma/d/ﬁ‘ermpermm She used to be an
Mdoorpermméwtmw:h&wmﬁomﬁ Mom%&WMmWwﬂWoMWt:ﬁemeaﬁw
thatmdaheraﬁjra:m W/ww)/owtajked/to /Ler:/wmwlﬂéﬁfmkowt W&ﬂmoutwowtkwhem[mm
home late at around 22000 and, she was not in the house so I ka&w sister and the tenant. We started
:de'wgfor her but there was no trace ofher. We went to sleep and at about 4400 we heard her sneaking

wl
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T/wmxtmrw my sister asked her where she had beew and that is when the world war broke out she
told, us we want to rule her l{fe Screaming a//w{/tel[mﬁ us to éuttoﬁf:/wc/m&edw sister outtft/wkom&
She said that the man we buried, is Mi’Wfﬂt/LéV but only my sister’s, :/w_qotmeomfof/wf bb’tc/ulnﬁ and,
she does not know where I belonﬁ. That tore me to pieces, I just could not stand her and I started to hate
her. During the process oft/w:a ﬁﬁkff wy sister’s dauﬁhter got il and passed away onthe 12 March 2007,
she was 5 months old.

I :fthalkMﬁ to her. Ezzer)/da}/ when I came home ﬂom school T WDMWW bedroom had, been searched
Mtheﬁwm‘tm& :/a'ftat. Ih&:tmteaﬂtedé@peop[ethatlwmprejmbmelmﬁmmﬁ Wuﬂ/lt She
even told my boyfriends friend and that is how I found out about it. She continued to say that I was a
thmt/mt:hejotmemtof/wr bétdw'@q avound, I was éormowtofwedlocka/xzd/tkatlrm}wd/her

ma//ria:g&.

Mm&da}/ wﬁemlcamhom&ﬁom:c/woélmdw mather?ﬁmdmrh&:w[:hauldnotjo howe,
bmf[émo‘rtwéthat[wnﬂed/toﬁo home. W/Lew[jottfwelﬁ)mm}/ roomchaaﬁedzaﬁm I slipped, into
my casual clothes toﬁx my roowy; WW&SWZ%WMM&IVMM!MWMWMO% When I turned she
stabbed me in the arm with an intention to stab me in the chest. I stormed out oft/w, house screaming to
t/wmiﬁhbomf’: house. The fwiﬁhéow took me to the clinic and 1 needeaé:tdtdwnﬁ. M came back and
asked her why she did it and the answer was: “She ruined wy marviage. Im her mother I have the right to
kill her as I had a vight to give birth to her”. I ran away to stay wit/t/m}/ uncle at Orange Farm. Things were
not getting any better in Springs - she was chasing my sister wif/t/wkm'f& My wncle saw that i was not
getting better /L&mg_qated/mopmww&for her. I did, and she was arvested, on a Fn'day and, came out on
wMzmday.

Eummalé/ we were wicted/ﬁomtk&homa becamamy mot/wrwa/rmam'm:q the rent money t/mtm}/ sister
ijwgher Wewamlqthowwla:, she vanished into thmmmwy sister went to stay wit/vheréo/vfrimd/.
[WMWijD butth&méte#mtmkdndmaﬁ/bto letme:ta}/ with//wrmherﬁamﬁ&

Inall ofthu, these ave the W; I lost:
- Parents - Niece
FW Home
B@vfrimd/ Phone
Happy e My pride
Self-esteem - True meaning (f l(fe
True meamnﬁ of love - The reason/will to live
Dignity as a young woman - Most o/alé hope for a better lg@

I alwz/z}/: knew the world was cruel but did not expect such crzwlt;/ ﬂom my own parents and fW

*not her real name
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Mother’s lost love

By Busisiwe Hapiness St theko, South Aﬁica/

Exodus 20:12 says, "Honowyowfathum)/om mother, so tfmt)/owmay live long nthe land the L
lovd your God, is giving )/ow.” For Wemf:who W&ﬂraMWtW&theér cﬁddrmth&:mayb&tme,
but in some cases it is parents, and even mothers, that can cause so much heartache.

In 2004, Iﬁotwjoé with a private company Mbmn&tkebreadwimwrﬂr Wﬁwmé/ Our lives __
Woue&iémprmmy I met my partner i 2005 and we have had a stable relationship: My lifet '
dream was to bu}/ a/komeﬂrw thﬁerm%)/ozmger féftera;a/jgﬁt In 2006, I concetved; and at the end
of/wﬁw:timthamm year, I jottﬁ&homemd/wawwvadto Palm Springs.

At that time, we were very /wzpfy I gave birth toa beam&W 3,5 kq girl in October 2006. Thats when t/uln_qr
turned to anasty voller coaster vide. I did all I could, wmpo;tpomdzwg/ mddm;q,jmttop{eawm}/ mother.
At Palm Springs, we become close with some ofow WMOWS. One even ot  job ﬁ)r my mother, which she
worked, at ﬁ)r Weév one month. I returned to work, trusting my mother with the ba/?)/.

My mother :tw/tedp{a}/énﬂ ija with me. My sister me&otnldmtfmtw mother was W
ijj‘w with a reverend. During th&day when I was at work, she entertained this man in the house, at
my expense. The groceries fmuheaﬁ befom month end.

My constant questioning made me the enemy. Mom started éorrowinﬁ money or bzxywﬁ on credit using my
name. By month end; people would come to collect money. Every day my mom would, insult me about the
h@/, her dadog/, Wﬁw not giving her money anymore. She told lies to try to separate Wpartnermﬂém&
Several m'ﬁhts she kicked me out oft/w, house. She always reminded me ofmypwiqrwxuy b@‘om marviage,
and the disgrace this brought to the fameé/ When I was at work, I would receive SMS’s from my sister and,
cousin. When I called back, my mom was mxzdtm.q my sister, m&ém}/ bab)/ was crying most oftfw time. Some
people inthe Miﬁhéowhood realised the truthy and tried to intervene.

Att%wMo/‘FeérW)/, fh&kéckw(/mowtofthe houwﬂrﬁoodzatm'ﬁht fkamzatlthouﬁht:hawmtha

Zm/w{lad)/ we were paying. ng/ :pea/d&g :hehmmtpaldthemr@agawmwithmmw L was
giving /wrfor several months in a row-

My partner took me in. @vt/ww:h&mﬁueo{/to letwokwfww baby, even us the parents. Ih&wmldforcdaé/
/Lold/thebab)/ when I tried to take her. L was cory%fedxmtéred/. L didwt kmow what to do. Afterwwhéle,
my /mbyjot sick. My mom ledéaLmthW bab}/ tOﬁrowupth& cultural way. However, ﬂfter she 33
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kicked me out, :/wtookmy baby to a traditional healer. My cousin told me that she was burning muthi
atmﬁhththw /mb)/.

My bab)/’r idfw:rjot wvrremdzw mot/wrﬁmlé/ took her to the clinic. My cousin later fold/mt/th
mother put rmﬁommy éab)/’f nostrils. She saw-brown mucus onmy éab)/. That da}/ wy mother SMSA me
at work. Ical[edbmmrkefoldmthatitmtmlspmtmwiﬁomy ba[?)/ Mtd,rtoppeoﬁpwttmﬁ

my career fdrft.

Wmﬁht, whemm}/ b@/ﬂémdzmd/éwwttoﬁtdvm}/ baby, my mother did not want me to ta/cet/wbxb}/.
f/wrhowedzmmedémﬁomﬁfomthadmwmwld/mth&w:&méd/theéab/ was 0/19/ teethénﬁ. Ih&ﬁoled/
us, saying mshould/lemt/wéab)/ with her, and I must vest and, go to work. On Friday, s/wlq‘twg/ baby
with/m}/ sister and cousin. That weekend, my /mb)/ﬁot very bad. She was vomiting, had diarvhoea and,
was losing weight. She was admitted at Sebokeng hospital. The doctor who examined my baby asked about
who was lookl«ﬁ ﬂfter/wr, ﬁwlg@dy&ew&lwedé Mwher&thefather was. He even threatened to have
mwrate&é?‘[dzdmttdé/umwhatkaﬁammw t/wbab/u. Itold him all that I knew: He told me someone
had Jlven my éab}/ :om&t/w'nﬁ strong for her intestines, and it had ﬂﬁwted her stomach la/w/zﬁ
Wa&ﬁtfwéaﬁy inthe hospital, seeing Waﬁvaforth&la;ttm She was oné/ S months old,

My mother reﬁwneziomthat!mrda}/ﬁomfoweto, iwavery /mpﬁl mood. When we told her what happened
and what the doctor said; she threatened to sue that doctor saying that she never took the éaﬁ/v to the
traditional doctor.

jmtwcouf%eszeek,: later, my mother stabbedzng/ sister. Yhateummj ﬂftel’ work, I went to fwwfng/
that is a[wayr intervening iw our cases. We went to my mom/’:plawtoﬁetw sister’s clothes, because she
had, run to Orange Farm to my uncle’s home. My mother Wﬂtedzmaboutw l(fe, WW cousin about
her disabled child. thﬁ/a; she came to wherelwmrta}/énﬁ withwgfparmer, demamzleﬂém}/ sister’s
clothes, md,pomtedxwkng‘aatma, tfweatawnﬁ to kill us as well.

I Veportedthérat/\/mfaﬂmpoléw station. T/wzﬁicer listened and then told everyone there; “heres a child
who came to arvest her mother” They made me repeat wy statement and questioned my motives. They
mey éa[?/v’r case was Lrrelevant, becamem}/ mother did not make the statements to me, but to my
colleaque. 5o, tﬁg/ said, mmtcomwithwbetterofmo&

M neither took a statement, nor opened a case. Afwmleo/ﬁcerafkwﬁmnboutw@ I am staying with
my ézzyfriem,{/ 50 youns, and, said that she was gotng to abuse me as well and I “mustnit come here to report

My wmother has used all my l@'@poimfr - c/wchﬁfmcé/,ﬁwndg, against me. Noursh&m}/slmtﬂ@m
3¢ her. The police failed me. Is there help out there?
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Without a home ofwgy own

CM Ndlovu,* South Aﬁficw

I started, W withzmy husband in 1984, and we were in love and were very Wf}/ The problem started
after we got wmarvied in 2004, when he became ill. In 2005 he started, beating me and forcing me to have
sex with him even when I told him I was not well. Hemedm&thaumﬁ another man, and hit me so
W%M!Wﬂpﬁth&c&d@@ﬂd/ﬂpﬂrwkmﬁm Zm{eeﬂét/@/ddaénot/wépmﬁrthg/ wrote
m&wr%rml Letter to take him to Ba//aywmwﬁv Hospital.

H&:tayeddmkorp&tdﬁrww/wlemont/véw&thg/ ;Mpecfe&ttfmth&m [orénﬁ his mind. H&wa;/w'tfmﬁ
c/MVeM/fM no apparent reuomam{//wdmj ﬁ)ooé saying the children must noteatbewmathgf are Wteﬁ,é
k&wm[ockwéth&fooaéawa}/. Wkapmax@d/ﬂrﬁodheﬁuﬁktmchmedmowid&

Iﬁ)mm}/reg‘wjoé émf/wwfmedto [etmworkému&h&wﬁd[haﬂémaﬁm He came with policemen
to m/o/plawofemfloymm when I asked what I had done the police just said to me: “Get inside the van
we will speak at the police station”. When we arvived at the station he said he wanted the policemen to talk
to us because I disvespect him at howe. Whmlcamhowwlﬁmhemhéddemdéw belongings including
my Ldmtuty document, wmarriage certﬁcat&am{/t/w house documents.

I asked the police to ask him to Jive me my documents. He returned them. The police s'uﬁj&:ted/ he g0 for
another medical evaluation. At the hospital the doctors said he was ep&éeftéomd!rhon[d/jmtﬁet used to
his behaviour. Heonq éehawoﬂthatwn}/ wnt/z/fawwé/ no one else. IamcoWedz u':/wrealé/ o or just being
very abusive?

I'do mtmwotwto vely on; that is w@/ I stay Mt/wmﬁmm:kwiommdbmmaofwy children as
well. My mother separated, fmm my father when we were still young, my ﬁmnmot/wmppgf uncles érouﬁht
me

up: My mother worked as a domestic worker. When my ﬁrmmther pamzoﬂ awny, we had nowhere to 40.

Att%u}:tmw mother was marvied to a man who was kind to us, never discriminated against us and
allowed us to stay with them at his house. Th&pmé[emcamwmmwommdmuy; there were
misunderstandings amongst his children and we had to go stay withwy mother’s aunt. Eumtherelg‘amu
not jooaé as we had to ﬁm{/ﬁw ourselves.
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Mkw@lmérow marriage, because this Wr&dﬁ&h«[la;tedwmwmw:wamtnﬁht I have
kwwﬁemtoﬁo. My husband has wdauﬁhterﬁ/omwther woman. tHe lied to me and told me that the childs
ﬁrmdmothewukwéhxlmto take her, as her mother does mtpwvidawthznﬁ, mzaﬁreedbecmalfdt
the child, is innocent.

The child was mé/ threa)/wr old then. Our relationship with the child was /wta,jood/ma; :MMW:
thatbmk&m}/ heart but I told Wreé‘t/mt[ will continue raising her. Out of spite, she would put her excretion
under the pillows. When I asked why she did that she just staved at me. Today she is 20 years old and carries
on with this strange behaviour.

My l('fao':éecomd(ﬁ wr&W Zcmﬁeéth&brmofmt/wzinﬁ}/ow owmhom&becw&%lh«wéwkom
wa that protects me I would not withstand all this abuse. I know that social workers do their work
because I went to thm&uwﬂtkey referred/mto NISAA where I got help. 1 amt/m«kj%éto NISAA because
atlea;tt/ﬂgmmbetterwm%tﬁwdmaﬁomk not as I would like it to be.

Immmplo)/ed/tqgetker withzwg/ husband; we do thaﬂodéecmat/waam one who &5 assisting
us. Z/wwea,)/omzﬂ chélaéofﬂ}/wmnd/wdaaﬂhterwho is manried. She lives in a shack somewhere with
her husband, and wants nothing to do with us. I am emotionally drained. Even now I know that my HIV
positive step Mﬁter will become my responsibility when she gets dl.

Ever since I came to this wvrk:/wplﬁlé empowereds I can speak up against abuse. I am able to tell my
husband to stop abusing my children and me. Recently my husband ordered our 11-year-old son to make our
bed. He wakes up late; lo@ ﬂfter[leam Ifeeém}/ chM:hould/beﬂotected/ﬂomrMW:Wtolﬂéw
husband to leave our son alone.

* pot her real name
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Ta/alnﬁ a stand
By qlazg« Dlaminis* South Aﬁrica,

Lam 47 years old; marvied with children. I have a son and two Whters age 24, 19 and, 14. 1 got marvied
at the age of 19. When I got married I was alveady working. I started to work at the age of 15. I come from
@ poor fW My parents drink /wwzé/ and used to fbjkz& every day When I grewup I looked, ﬁ)r wjob. When
I marvied I had been wvrkz'n_q ﬁ)r fow years. I our culture or tradition women must bowdown and worship
their husband, as W I/ww{/tojé{/e Mwm}/ mla/)/ wmt/w%hh&wm wvrkm_q too. He earned, a lower m[ar)/
than me.

That was where the jealousy started because I was earning more money than him. I complained about giving
/u’mmymla/)/ éecameéothzzfm are earning. /-f&mid/tﬁmthepaidlobolwfor WMW/W I have is
his and everything he has is mine. In reality it was not like that because he took all my salary and never
shared, his mla//)/ with me. I complained to his parents. W used to say /wwecom’aﬁ(g ofwday it will be
Mnﬁht He started to drink, he used, to get drunk every Friday. tHe would come ﬁom work drunk and, ask
mforfoo%andmow. W/molwy%:&heéwfr me. I used to sleep outside to hide.

I ran away to my mother’s /wm&m%rta}/e% tker&ﬁ)r two months. He beﬁﬁedm&to come back home. My
Went;médlmmtjo with him. Itolﬂ//w mﬂwr@w%b%maﬁmm:/wm%hemulﬂémtéw

me aﬁm

When we arvived home he told his parents that I am stubborn and I do not want to listen to him. He called,
me names and was drunk; my mother in law said I must not answer him because he was drunk, so I kept
quiet until the next morning. He asked me ﬁ)r money because he had a headache and needed some tablets.
When I asked, ‘where is your money’, he started,to f@ht again. I said to him you told, my parents you would,

not do this againy but youw started again He said youw made me angry because youw wﬁu;e&é to éu}/ me tablets
for a headache.

I used to rapect/u’ma; my husband, fmh&;fmwmw@ me I have no rapectﬁr him at all. H&rtopped/
me ﬁom visiting my fW and ﬁ’W He sald, I am wasting money b}/ visiting.
H&ﬂrcedm&to have sex with him. Zflrwlmtéreoﬂk&ﬂmedmor bmmrwk&wwéolaxﬁrm&

Immtjmmww that he wants. H&mid/h&mw/réed/mﬂrmx. 50 I have to do wfmthewmt:jmt
to W&Wﬁapfy Every morning he wanted, érea/fawt wmthoaﬁh/themm "o food/wtdé.
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n 1984 when my son was one year oldw husband, decided to leave his job. I said /wurcoulaé/vou/do this,
he said he wanted to goto school. I continued to work. He asked me for money for transport and food/. The
burden was on me because I had to look,afterwg/ fommwfather.

He went to school for one year oné/. After that he said he wanted to go to driving school. Againy 1 paid all
th&cort:fordriw’@ lessons. When he needed mo forrom,et/wg hewvuld/ﬁﬁhtwvt/vm Lused to give
/ulm/www because I was afraid of being beaten. If I asked him anything such as how was your day, his
answer was its not your business, bn’(q Mwﬁ)od/ I wanitto eat, [M/WV}/. I would, have to rush around
mmﬂwﬂfprm

After /L&_gothé:lécemh&:tarteo{/wjob as a driver and was wvrkdzﬂﬁuada}/rwwwk. Every Fn’day he would
r/wmfam{,m}/ opemtfwdoor whééebanﬁmﬁ on the door. vauld/jet very scaveds and, do not know whether
to opmthw{oor or not.

In 1991 waboughtwhom&amtb/y now-I /wwédauj/war I had, lost my job in 1988 and, decided to use some
q‘wypadayatopayﬁrth&hom& W&a/rwedattheo/ﬁo&topa}/ﬁrthelwwemitmdomd. Wﬁl[owmﬁ
day I was tived and decided to stay home and have a rest. My Mband/wmttopa}/fort/whomedom He
took,tkec/wquor R30 000 Wdémppmrwﬁfor two moniths. [MMMW&WWW was and where
he had disappeared to. He just sat down and kept quiet. I started to shout at him he became really angry
and, hit me.

Ouda}/ Itoldm}/ :L:teraboutm}/ l(ﬁ My sister sabd that it was téwwtoﬁeta/lawyeram.a{éwrc& Th&la@xer
begm the process and fom omft/mtm}/ husband used the R30 000 to g0 overseas. In 1995 1 recelved the
decree tfdwvrc& but we still lived, toﬁether.

My /Lmém:mrteoémaﬁwmw:ax with this woman i my éed%/rmtofm&

My husband was wvrkin:q éwtdéahwtgéwmmow to b@/ﬁmﬂﬁw the children. My MMW&WM
because tﬁua/ saw-what was W My son hates his dad, because his éatﬁée//w{/ is his M?ﬁérﬁw/fwﬂ’r
son. Both éo)/: got very angry and, wanted to beat my husband, and his ﬁéi’%’m I stopped them and told,
them violence does not Wﬂﬁ& Wtﬁmﬁ

Aﬂer I came to the “I” stories workshop I wwt/wmmd/toldzmy husband, about the experience. I told him
I am aware of my rights and that there are places I can go to for help: He was surprised and started to say
that wer/vt/w'#zﬁ will c/wmﬁ& He became afmz,d/am his blood pressure rose and he had to be admitted to
hospital. While he was there I asked about all his policies and he gave me access to Méoft/wm. I will not
allowhim to beatmwmor&

* pot her real name
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Where to ﬁfom/ heve 2

By Genevieve; South Aﬁfica/

Iﬁmnd/wr éod}/ at the tender a;qeofM - no note to m}/joodf/?/va or w@/ My mother was mddmé/
gone. Where to frmo here? |

Iom&da}/f later, I had to return to tkedammmty house, not like I had, remembered, it. I | 4
tookwﬁwzy‘wperrom//bdonﬁwzﬁ: and a contactdéw/}/ of/wrﬁmdx, i the hope I would not be |
alone. Realisation started setting in. “She took her l(fa,l had to vepeat over and over again to each
zmd/wer/v m&oftﬁwo...ﬂw lattleword;,pww% my soul each time I said them!

Twenty da}/r later, 155kms Wﬁom home - what is t/mpmt/@/ call “a :c/woétfindmma?” Noﬂi&mﬂé/
ﬁwa, my mind swirling.. w@/, w@/, m@/ must I stay herve 2

For the next seven days, th@/ beat me up every day. Shower time was the worst, soap in socks, planks and
belts Watfwweaﬁomﬂ@/ used to beat us. fwmwhétajérémﬁmt%blmkﬁérés there was no chanw:f
survival!

After seven days, I/Lad/mo@/v.’ldecédeﬂétoﬁy/w back and did not Wewhatt/wwmegmpa. We were
seven white ﬁérk :tmdmﬁ with our backs against the wall; water running down our bruised; naked, bodies,
staring fearﬁdé/ into the eyes of86 black girls. Zinky was almost 6 ﬁotm[émd/wa{q/wd about 90kgs compared,
to my small 60@ fmm&

I :tepfed/forww/&é... thouﬁ/uh' ofm}/fmdmy Momy, é/wlﬁ inthe car.. W did, she do itz The thvuﬁktrﬁda@
me with heartache and such bitter ange, what had I to lose? I stepped, forww/dﬁ holdonﬁ Zu’n/g/’r :WW

ﬁlzuf& W&mél/‘ouﬁ/btforaboutémma éwtétﬁétlék&itwvuldwm IWM&LV&:WMW. Erom
t/wvlthoughttﬁatthﬁktﬁem@waytoga%rupe&tm@@

I hated the school; the people, and the situation. Ikeptdreamxinﬁ tMtW mom was coming tofetchm to
ta/c&meawayﬁomzdétﬁeéudéa to :omewker&whemlwvuld/bamf& Ithouﬁ/ufto my:aéfwer}/ da}/, W
m&?[zftmmtdomm %Zwmwit/votkerﬁ;dow:tudmts, 1 pretended to ba/mﬁa}/.

I could not ablow myself to be weak. If yow were weak, t/wgérk’ bzdé/u% was relentless. I never had the
chance to dméwith/my Mowms’ death... ever. Many W/Lt: vaulawaJtﬂr everyone to be asleep; Zwmla(/_qo
to t/wéat/woomaMcr)/fpr hours because I had no one to /w[pmjettkrouﬁ/btﬁwpam
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Every :c/woé/wléday WW/‘WW I/wwL#wa to 4o to. Notwmwg/dad, who (s alive and well
Lying in bed one ewvening, [t/w&ghtto W:eéf Q‘ijtﬁawa upmfadwémtrio, I wouldy at least, be able
to stay Lmtk&mhooéfor thker/vea/, wﬁéchmwntwroafow my WW@W&#}%M/W/ dayﬁ)raf

least one more year.

I realised I had,to ma/c&romet/u'nﬁ ofmy:eé‘mzd/decéded/to vather prove to m}/reé‘amd/ everyone else that I
could do it. As ﬂwemymrwwomdlbecm more and, more scared, notofw%wther I passed or
fadeoé butwherexlwvu[d/jo. Whemwvuld[;t@/, what would I eat, wﬁatwmﬁoinj to happen to me? I had
nowhere to go and no one to help me. My ongoing question was... where to from heve?

My time was up at the school and, Mtha:chooéjatedofed/behm%m& I stood, on the R103 wii%bm}/ small
/m;q, whxic/uwmt/woné/ W I owned, in the whole world, thmkm:q th@wmﬁmﬁ:ﬂaﬁjkmwma
u':ﬁnalé/ouer— but where to now?

Iwnlkwﬂfombowtz hours to the nearest town, /wpm_q Aﬁmtaléhopethatlmu%ﬁnd/wﬂawto stay. I
knocked, on doors and/wrkw(,peop{eﬁw aplace to stay until I was MhtonrkaW ofm?v own...
aplace to call ‘home’ A lot ofpeople lookedzatmrtmnﬂeé/, as 9‘1&0 say “W@/ dont “yow just go home?”,

NOI was the answer at all the homes. M/vﬁrstm'ﬂht, Wrecmdm'ﬂht, zmd/then/m}/ th&'mﬁmjht, Ifom
the town cemetery W:leptwitﬁmmﬂrm knowmg it would, éat/wmfatp%aw to sleep: Not getting

much sleep as Ltpoweaédomwithmimwy mﬁ/d; IWW to m/vse%/wwwy Zy‘ahadchmgeﬂéﬁw
the worst, /mo{/t/wn/a,nﬁ thatitwvu[dwarjetéetten

I was alone, IW:WMWWMWIwM@bMMMWMW:&woéIwoulaéhwatakavthat
abm&jmtﬂrwmattr&«) wWM/MﬂMZWDMWbMW)L Cold, watm:ta//vinﬁ, I awoke and,

again ventured %‘toﬁndzaxp{aw to stay. Fémdé/, wkénd/heuteoﬂl(wg/ opened her home to me.

I had passed matriowit/vaxemfﬂom/vet three weeks passed and I still had no job. One evening, my kind-
hearted, savionr went out. Her husband entered the bathroom whilst I was Wmmﬁ. tHe told me that T
Wéeem:tayénﬂ c'm/w':/wmefree, and, I needed to repay him. He pulled down his pants and, said; “This is
t/woné/ way yow can repay me to stay in my house.”

His ﬁwww expression was /me;mz% it was to me as 9“[ was looW rtm{qht into the eyes tffatm
7 tfwuﬁkt to Wt}/f&% “Whatdo I do2” 1 packed wy mezuél lzelonﬁénﬁs. Once again I asked W:eéf - where to
from herez So I headed back to the mfeq oftk& ﬁmx}gm//d/ again

Men zﬂere% me a place to stay. The price; as I mwgather% was sexual fmom/ I could not allow them to
use me that way! Living onthe streets was not easy. I ﬂrwu#wit/vw Voofouer wy head; a warm bed, security.
WI I had taken ﬁ)r jmnted had now-been taken from me in such a short time.

2
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1 slept many mﬁ/uf: inthe erMoé which had now-become wy home. I bathed, at petvol stations, I beqged
fpr money o that I could, eat. leé/, Iﬁmwprkagwwnétrem atwco/j‘e&rhop/. W: seemed, to coming

tojetherfor me; tﬁemé/ W now was toﬁ«dwplawto stay.

I told wey boss about my living conditions; she was so shocked. She was wmwwethatlm:leepdzﬁ onthe
streets and, still coming to work wer)/da)/. She told me that I was welcome to stay with her. I jrﬁbb% the
opportunity with open arms, like a /umjr}/ child grabbing a morsel of bread.

varkwéthemfmf about 2 moniths, but this woman took advantage of me. I had, to work all day, be her
éab)/ritteratm'ﬁhts, cooke most meals Mt/wwemlnﬁr, md:h&dc’dnotﬁeétﬁmtrh&hadtow me. Ifeltlék&
a slave butatlea;t[haﬁéwmzfouerw head. However, I was /um_qr}/for even the smallest tip’to buy personal
toiletries.

Omda}/, my boss Wma/jummtwithwﬁmal&mtom% Debi; wﬁomlhadéeﬂémdeoﬁ My boss told me
thatgllwrpok&to Debi; or sevved her L'n/thecofe&r/wﬂ sh&wvuld/ﬁwm Itold/my boss rh&ww:beénﬂ
qulmmtujw with Debi; she was.

My boss could, not accept this and told me to pack my baﬁf md/f***k, oﬁ‘. $0... once againy I[mckeo{/m}/
bdmjmﬁs and headed for the strveets. I M/Art/woghtat this stage that I was worth MW, my purpose on

earth was to %ﬁ‘ewmd) Q‘Idéwé no one would even care! ﬁ@/ wmlaéjw:ttkrowwg/ 601/9/ Mwholemmg/
wvu[djwr)/ on with their haﬁz}/fjo—lowk}/ lives. mtmwy values saved me. Debiy who Iwmrufzporedé/
not allowed to talk to, accepted me into her home. ma/wwmtg/ lost her husband. Ithouﬁhtatlautt/u):
time no one would, ask me to :leepwit/womeomﬁ)r aplace to stay ﬁwrﬁ)r aplate offz)od/.

This tmwmdzﬁarmt, Ialwn}/r keptwg/jwd/upmdwwyottoo cowy‘prmbl& IWWWMM
wy bag because, M/thebukofmymém/{; Ithouﬂktlmn%mtbehemlonﬁ, WWDW to be kicked
outaﬁa/lw.?

I worked ﬁ)r Debi around, the house and, she paid me! Our ﬁ’b&#lda’hlf/ grew strony. Debi was, and, still is, like
my second, mother. One day, Debi did :owwt/w'nﬁ S0 sunprising; she arranged for wme to board in a commune
WWW rent, wﬁéértjwm:q WL&&!W)/. It/mpklwwﬁr suve God, was watc/wz_q over me.

It was time to rtn‘k&outomwg/ own. Ifelédolom Bwtthe:kmdommedqm&éfmlﬂmmy:#m
MMMMVM&OM/L%WKM and, mentally. Ioftmﬁeé[cmmtlem Mlhauanowhemtojo;lm
dependent on him.

But I have decided to W&W [9@ I/Wzath&mfportthatl,forfo lonﬁ have craved, wﬁc’dvﬁm me the
opportunity fmalé/ to say, ‘1 nowknow-.. where to ﬁ/om/ here” I WILL mak&étm@@agl /Wfareﬁmd/m}/
42 corg‘édememd[ WON'T allow-another man, or women, to ‘push me around.”
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Waki u{yaj%er the
mﬁ' htmare
By Tamara Naidoo,*.fout/vﬁﬁicw

ZameS—)/Wfold/MMl[m/jéeriw was bormmérouﬁktupérz/Km Zulw Natal . Attheaﬁe/ofw I was
very independent, ijoooﬁjob,ﬁéwd,g a//wﬁfamcé/ I met a.25-year olaL_qu}/ who promised me the world,
& queen’s lﬁ Iwmw’traad}/ﬂr marriage so I told him we should date; and then see where our love takes

us.

I dated him for two years beﬁre we got wmarvied; and he was caring, loz/iﬂﬁ, md/mzafortwﬁ. My fW did
th&wﬁol&wedddzﬁ Mﬁufwheoﬁow howme. My Dad/boaﬁ/u‘mwwwr wjﬁ Thaits wﬁefv[t/wuﬁhtwg/
dreams would come true. Just two weeks into the marviage; the nightmare began.

He become very mbaléf, MWIW abusive — ﬂlwu}/: to my boag/, not me ZwmlaLMkw@/, but he
never gave any answers. Itwmtomforz months non-stop; tdéh&pa,ckedhx}: clothes and walked out. My

faw told me to come back home.

Itwmha/dtojetom what happened, bwtwithwfaWk support I was ok. thmlaékawémowﬁmf
W:M/whmh&wwémmwldmhemmwyﬁrmtw He wanted another chance.
He beqged, and pleaded, Wlfedﬁwit Ipackedwfewclothanndwmtwithh&mto Durban.

LQ‘& was jood/ for a week. He took atruck to pick up all my ﬁwndwfe that 1 put in storage, and he promised
my ﬁu/w,é/ thdtﬁ: will be ok between us. Yet again t/w'nﬁ: were great for 2 weeks. Then he started aémmﬁ
me again. When he would, “apoloji%”/w would, want to sleep with me.

There was on&weekthatthatﬁs were ok. He took me out to dinner and movies, and was very low'nﬁ and
caring. One morning he kissed me on his way to work, saying he loves me and, “see you later” Two hours later
two police in mg"orm knocked, on the door, handed, over a protection order and arvest warrant. TW told
me to leave the premises meedcateé/

Imllwémy husband, H&tolaém&toﬁo back to myfamdy H&doam%wwctm&wmr&u%medm&toﬁet
all my ﬁf,métw& The protection order said, I used to abuse and :&xmlé/ havass him, that I was /wwmj
m%mirwithw 77—/3«/—0[0&/70)/, Wmmg dmgmtow howe. I/Wedm/w quw{/kft

I'tried to cdéhmthatwménﬁ, éut/wdédw’tta/ww calls. Zwmthometﬁatww, beqging to know
what I did. H&:lawm%t/wdooromwg/h(md, saying get out.
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H&Wmmmlﬁdmwmw head, W/th&:wmempam/wtolaémeto come i and talk. I
went tn and, he wanted to have sex. I said no, and he said he loved me and when I insisted no, he headed
me into th&bedroomuwﬁputkémmé‘%mwhd&holddg mdommd/couararﬁ wy mouth.

After, he said he louwém&md/thénﬂr will be ok. He sent me to Pletermaritzburg the next morning to see
m}/famz,éf Wfoﬁmmmow. My Wmm:wt/wmm:owwﬂwﬁ wrong, so I'told her wﬁatwgl husband,
had done. She was s/wckwéwit/mow to say, and, told, me stay back or he would kill me.

I did not listen. W/wmlmtumed/wmelwm:hockeaﬂtoﬁndaﬂth&loakf c/wmﬁed/ H&m[leotmemyénﬂ
jetomfof/uk house, he doesnt want me. T/wmxtday[wmtto the police to open a rape and abuse case
@Mtﬁém/. Mﬂ//r&rted/hém/.

Yetagaémmyfméé/ called me back home. Wﬁmmbmmswrtthmuﬁhw hard pain. 1t was
Wdform&toﬂetomwﬁathadka{afm After OMWW}/W!, I decided to make a new start. So in
April 2007, I moved, to Johannesbury.

WOMﬁ/l/ﬂ/ ﬁ/tleézd/[ met someone who was lookénﬁ ﬁ)r someone to do admin work. He o/j‘eredm&wm[a/}/, his
ﬂatto shave. Idéaémtmmﬁ)ﬂtto happen, bwtwakétitzﬁ

Itoldmwwowwpﬂtmcdkatoldm&wmtw. He had been married twice, Wthre&chddrmﬁom
t/wﬁmfw@@. The eldest was sixteen. He lives on his own, mtwwh/fmmé/, maé/wm%:tay with his mum.

Thg/ dow’t get alonﬁ.

Everyone who knew us thought we were the perfect couple. On 30 June 2007, we decided to get marvied with
our parents blessing. We also found out that I was prequant with my 7t baby. We were excited and happy.

When the doctor put me on bed rest because of some complications, my husband, loved; cared; washed; did
wer}/thé«ﬁ for me. Howewver, soon ﬂfter that, he c/wmged/ towards me, becoming verbally abuse.

His fW stayed across the street ﬁfom/ us Wthey beqan spying on me; and also being verbally abusive. At
t/wbejmw ofOctober 2007, mhaaéwﬁyhtthatmdeoﬁwithhawtewnﬁ mtojetomftfhéf house.

I/MWM/W car to woézyjf[mztedmééh&p%wmmto wméackhomthatwwrwtﬁ about 3:30
am. When I came in, ZOWMM/!WW he was looking at me like that, w#wmh&jwedﬁomth&bed,

pm/wzﬁ me around.

IW@WW@WW%MW@WWEﬂ% Dwérzﬁw:t—ruﬁﬁl@[mmckedowtm
wﬁmlmk&% IW%MWWWWW3WW7WWWW5MM¢MMW He
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thldm&lmxm&pmw shoes and, come with them to the station. Itoloﬂthemldéoémthmﬁ wrong, I'm
mtle&wi@ my house. Then I went back to sit on the bed. Th&po&b&mmnpudedmoﬁth&bedﬁ as 1
screamed, i pain and told her I was pregurant. 1 f&&é as she dmﬂﬂ&d me to the door.

My husband told her to leave me thatlwmpreﬂmnt, Wthath&wiléémrﬁ me to the station. W/wvthg/
Z?Ftkatold/mato mkem}/ Wrmjetowt Waqwreléed/mmamm, butt/wwh&a,rkedzmtoﬂ{qmm
and to tr}/moﬁwvrk,twtﬁ:mt We made love.

However, things never changed: T/wmxtda}/, hufmwé/ continumed to be abusive to me. /-fo':zmmymed/
m&ofa/?mmj himy Mt/mttﬁabab)/ was not his. She also knwaléaéom‘wg/pa;t, that Ltold him in detail.

OMdayaftera/é{g qwreéwithh&:fum&éf, /L&toldmwg/ W{M&Weﬂémd/lmtﬂckthem% 7
told him no mmmtmwtaMh&mng&wg/W&

WM%W@WMMW:@/W don/’tjo, let’s wvrkt/w:mwiaﬁeomf, he loves me. He told me
h&wm'jomﬁ hometop«wkh{kt/w'njf, toﬁnﬂéfomewfweeéfeto stay. But it was another lie. I had nowhere
t0 4o, 50 I:leptavwg/ Wmd/wmhedxupatmléfﬁ)rt/weeweekr. Icouldm’tta/wétwmore,ﬁ)r my babies’
health I went to NISAA. Mﬁoﬁm&a&wﬁjmm&wﬂawto stay.

Nissaa tried to call my husband, He told them he wants MW to do with me, that I'm mad, suicidal;
abusive, :wwatkérfmié/mhat&hachddmm that[rtol&hawkg/rmdcamem.

Its beemwmmthoflévi&tﬁ /wééforme, thmkmg thmﬁ: wiléb&okmdmkénﬁ his promises. He made me live
Wwﬁolepa;tdodetm% he repeated it. He breaks me to pieces, setting me up; mkmﬁ MWMWfW!
word over mine. What goes avound, comes avound. It’s in Gods hands now: Wd%th&/wépam support ﬁom
NISAA I now can start my life again.

For other women, I want to say whm/vowyat into a new velationship be independent; work, and have an
ncome. wanber)/owfaméé/ wiléalwa}/: é&}/owfmiéz Mdthg/ wiléalwu}/: loue/vow. Lm@‘adom’tla‘

foalwe/vou/.
* pot her real name
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Now-I see the l{ﬁht

By Lindiwe Ngoya*, South Aﬁficw

For t/ulriy—rwm years, I chose to be a victim ofabm& not because I wanted to, but becamein/mg/ mind, I feét
I needed to protect my c/ulldrmfmm/ being deprived, of growing up without thawfaﬂwr I had grown up
wu%owtmyfather, WMMZ'WW:W]%VWCMW%

I got wmarrvied on the 26" ofMMch/ 1973, after t/we&)/W: of living tojetker with my bo)/ﬁfie#wﬂ. In the
be_qémw‘nﬁ, we had more /LW times than sad times. One day the relationship took a wrong turn. I spent

many years trying so Mitop%&tfwmanimwy lg@att/wexpweofwy omer. Omtﬁ&contm/)/,
wy hmbamtdéaénot_go omfof/u}: way to understand me.

He had no clue as to what I liked or disliked. I also Mmtmk&itufomm}/méfto L'/g‘orm/hém/or express
W:eé‘abowfwth&nj éw&lmrwed/szémx. I would do Wthmﬁ topleaw/hwgﬂrt/wm/c& :fpeaw

i our home.

During weekends /w/wvwlaéjetdmnk, cowwbmk,howwmfta/twféght, gfnotwit/umthmétwvm&e
the children. We would, scream and, the neighbours would hear Ltéutdéaﬁ#wtoﬁrw help: W were also
ﬂfmioﬁofh% as he would, threaten to sue them. As aperson conversant with the legal system;, he was aware
:ft/w loopholes and would use these to his advantage. tHe could start a ﬁj/at but rush to report to the police
éefomwolwcowlﬂ&

At some point, I ot tired ofthe abuse and pretending to be h‘“ﬁ’}’ He did not understand, the sudden dmnﬁe
zfnq behaviour so /L&:ta/te&é/wm&g my relatives Mﬂmcd,f ofwﬂmcmg me. As & result; he stopped,
me ﬂom visiting my relatives Wﬁ%ﬂd; He allowed no visitors to enter my )/Maémm,:tmcted/mto keep
t/wgata locked/wer/v da}/ wzthowtﬁué - My home became a prison.

I was so isolated, to the extent that I could not wemattandwg/ cousin’s Wum Carltonville. Instead; he
wwmmmdﬁwyrmnmuﬁwm that he could take me there on his own time. When a cousin-in-
law[wléteé/ asked, hWim to take me to ﬂwgrm;kak&r@edmmtheﬁm to come back and velate the

:tor)/.

As tmwentb)/, h&rmrted/leamzﬁforda}/r withowftellwﬁ mwherek&wmjomﬁ. I would, remain with

our four children with nothing to feed them. 1 felt lonely and rejected. I related my story to the church and,

t/uy malntained us. At that time, there was no :@M#MWWMIMWWWWWMW heart.
46 Ifomrﬂwﬁtfbmqmmwmmmw is impossible; /L&WDMI’MC(A&WL&DI/L&W.
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My MéMdekW/ﬂrW:mmWﬁomtémto time to check%lm:té[é&kxmj alone
with the childven. It was dﬁwﬂtﬁ)r me to explainhis whereabouts to wy chddremfor t/@/ were young
bm‘lm«mzzﬁeoﬂto le. Itoloﬂthemthath&mmrw over tme L Vartous countries.

Since the children were also mtdlowed/topla}/ omidethe)/aw{; other children mocked, them. W would
/aujh/atthmm}/inﬁ t/mtt/ua/ were like animals in a cage. Wﬂﬁmtﬁmm tﬁeextmtthatthg/ ended,
u{a/ﬁjhtmy those who mocked, them, even if it meant jumping over thefemju;ttoﬁ_qhtém. W/Wothg/
saw-their fat/wr’: car Woac/w'nﬁ, thg/ would, start c[cmbmj the fmc& lék&:pidew to get back to the house.
Imrom&immnmh&muﬁhtthemm&eattmwiﬂvwédtﬁrjettwﬂ owtofth&}/awé.

After beating up the children, /wwvwlaéopmt/w_gat&mbeatm&ﬂr letting them/_qo out. He never even,
cared, to Mkﬁ)r t/wrwomw@ t%wy were out ofth&)w/aﬁ. For him it was @ way prm:@ his manhood.
W/mtmemmomﬁmtmw Wthataﬂwbmtmﬁ up the children, a/fewmdmtef laterhewvuld/c/mnﬁa
his Wwodmrfw/tplay@ mmdmmmfm to us as g‘kwt/wg happened, te expected us to
adjust to his moods, to suit him.

I lost /wpe. Ife[tabso[mfeé/ u[omma/fadw/&for not ba'nﬁ Mletoprotectw children. 1 did not have
anyone to turn to. I decided to escape with two of my children from johannesburg to Eastern Cape, leaving
the older one behind, This Mmte&émand/lsta//ted/muinﬁ bad dveams and hallucinations.

EthIheMﬂmemzy‘wW:WM to his, I would ran to peep through the window-even though he
wa,:fa/awa}/, Iﬁéfterrﬁedzmétlﬂmm&wormwkem/wmmomd/@yfm@ to send me back within
two days orlmilére_qretth&day I met him. meidﬁwt%wrcory%mﬂomlwwbukhom& I kept reminding
my:eé‘that[ needed to be strong and, fmth& challenges.

In 1985, he lg(t our home. For seven years, he oné/ came around when /L&fdf like éeatmﬁ us. In 1992, he
decided, to come back, not because he rejretteﬂéko': deeds but toﬁmk/b us ojj? Ixmwnttwgé/ I welcomed, him,

thinking he had nformed/.

To start with; he persuaded me into selling the /wm&pwmm’% to 51/9/ us wplot elsewhere. Wﬁrst transaction
fM but he later ma/mﬁed/ to sell the house without my WW& I oné/ gotto knowa ﬁwda)/r later, aszr
his departure, whenw a :/wr@'ﬁ‘de[wared/w letter to %mem/ us to be out ofthe/ house in the next fewmonﬂw

In his absence; I lost two ofmy children. M 1y husband abused me and as a vesult I SWM ﬁfom/ depression.
A friend of mine then suqqested that I should go to People Opposing Women Abuse (POWA) for counselling
because she had, found, them before when she faced a similar situation.
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Ittook,m.%?/vwr to Vea&rethatlhmoptedﬂrt/wwo@ choice, but[mﬁmt@@éthat[ﬂnalq saw-the
l«'ﬁht My husband did not want to See me progressing i my /17@ Hapr@érred/to see me as wrﬂzﬁwhpmewy'@
W)/etlmwwvmanwd%mulﬁpletdem Toda}/ Ima/prom{/wvmmand/thzwk qod/for Wﬁfw#w{/am{/
POWAﬁ)V their mﬁwrtaﬂd/ﬁr bdé«wﬁnﬁ n me.

* ot her real name
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I have ﬁmad/ my voice
s i, i

I mxatth/):j@/ on 11 November 1992. I was only 17 years old. We started dating until I became
prequant in 1993. tHe asked to marry me and, Iaﬁreed/. We were blessed with a éab}/ bo/v and, that
added to the joy. Then in 1996 he started cheating on me with another woman. Halefthommd/
started live in a nearby suburb with his new lady. tHe stopped maintaining me and his son.

I beqan to struggle to raise my child and got assistance from my parents. In September 1997 he

wanted to come back to ma,ndzqu%’w& He tried, to m&ktmy mother to wwim&m&toforﬂmm He
M_qm&éth«tl:howldtmhémém :W@WWbéola/aMmtfwfathu of my child: He also used,
that our child is mua:alé/ disabled to blackmail me. Iwmmlé/ﬁ@mhm Th/lnﬁr went back to normal
and we were happy for almost ayear. I was convinced that he had changed. In 1998 he bought me a ring
telling me that he loved me and he wanted to wed. In 1999 1 fell prequant with our second child. When 1
told him he said that he wanted me to WWMW%MWMMW mother to release me to go and live

We started, lwmﬁ tojether with his brother at his place. After a while his brother started M&treaténﬁ me. I
tried to explain to my husband, about the situation so he could, sit us down vesolve our misunderstandings
w/mcabé/ My husband reﬁm% to cooperate saying that he was going to talk to his brother alone. Aﬁfer about
ﬁmr wmontts his brother moved, out. My husband, pretended to be ﬁn& with the situation and kept W}/W
to /wm'eé‘ Close to t/wdeéduer)/ date I went to stay at my mother’s place so that she would assist me with
taking Weoft/wéab)/fora,mpm Whuz,ldeéévered/t/wbab}/ hez/{éd/noté@/ clothes orwwﬁrﬁw
newborn as he claimed that he had no money. H&wwtmlé/ 50Mﬁhtwﬁwitm. But even worse he sent his
aunt to tell my mother to keep me at her place becanse he did, not want me back. He even stopped visiting
his children. Afterfoow moniths /wp%wnedm&owtofth&émuw m&fopackm}/ éaﬁramicombm
home. Bmm&[rtdélond/thefaiﬁer of my children and wanted, thew to be raised by bot/pofm, Ifell for it.

Later that year we were ojﬁﬂww house /7}/ my sister and, moved there. Euer)/tﬁmﬁ seemed to be going well.
In 2001 we went to wed at the magistrate court. After that he started cheating on me again with another
woman but I chose to ignore this. I was accused, of Going to my mother’s place too ofththat:/wwzw
Wmcénﬁ me. My brothers and, sisters were not allowed, to m}:itm&at@/[%aw

My husband, becama/ftm//(ﬁer i our own home. He lied that he was going to work meetings ﬂr weeks on
end. Buttﬁerewmwpatmwto & Hewent away every Wedéwfda)/ Wcmbukom!uﬂda}/. When I asked,
him about the meetings he would accuse m&ofta/cénﬁ him out ofﬁé:pa/mt’r house to lc'veatm}/ sister’s 49
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house so that I could contvol him.

I remember omday ﬂftar hupa}/da}/ he beat with his be[tm%tthehomemoﬁwftw Ion'wéin/ﬁmtof
my children. Iwu%mtwokﬂrtheméecm&themm no aéectrmt}/ Wkewh&wemfoutoft/wkom&[
thought/wwmgoi@ topa/yfor electncoty but he did not. Imteadm[éthemow W&mwntomwjérﬁm
Onthe 7* of july 2002 my husband told, me he had,an affair with a lady from Mafikeng and asked me for
a divorce so that/wcouldm&wythewomh&lom.

He asked me, “Are you going to allow me to divorce )/owm make you my second w1fe because I think yow
wont live under the same Voofwiduthz): woman’”. It was obviously because the lady had her own house. When
he asked me if T was willing to share him with another woman I felt like I was having a wightwmare that
would, soon pass.

He/ftopfeoﬂca//mﬁfortkafmwé/. When I asked, him to buy doth&:ﬂrﬂwkéd&/wnrjud/th@t/wwmthe
otwworw 50 he needed to lookﬂood/mdéket/wh’d;who stay at home. Healwayr said he did not have
money. Bwtwhemhewwtfor these ‘wwetmﬂf’hedwn}/r bouﬂhtjg% for his j&%&@r@MWth@momtop
:fth&wz/w{roé&

I remember m&da}/ I went to the doctor with our :omaMWteszWMg h&accmeoﬁmzfnottdd«ﬁ
/w'mthat[wmjoinﬁ to the hospital. I responded and I said to himy “Can we talk about your behaviour
because youw told, me not to do wzuﬁwzﬁ ﬂr yous you no lmﬁer eat my foodﬁ no longer give me money since I
am your w?@[kawt/wr{ghtto know’. tHe said,to me, I dont want to talk to you’. I insisted, and he said;
“Phuman Kimi” still I insisted that he talk to me. That is when he started beating me up:

Wuxtday he went to wvrkleaumﬁ me with bruises omwgyfac& He would not even admit it-to his brothers
and told them that I had started t/wfght Three dayr later he demanded our marriage certzﬁcat& 0 that
k&couldﬁéeforwdworc&

This pattern ofaéw:& continued. He insulted me, callmﬁ me names WWM m&ofrtealénﬁ /w:pa}v:l«f{
I coudd not stand it anymore and, ayreed/ to the divorce. In March 2003 the sumumons was delivered to me.
on 25% offeftember we went to court and divorced. We were supposed to share the Sfurniture, but he took
wer)/t/u'«ﬁ I had selected because he had boaﬁ/u‘ W/W since I was not wvrkénﬁ. He oné/ Zeft old, W:
ﬁ)r me. Iﬁéwaor maintenance. zhm:mmmmmn@ th&maxlntmm&mowﬂr our children, but

IWtoﬁy/ttﬁ)m’t Itwmwdzjﬁc«#pmwm

I heard about NISAA Institute for Women Development and attended, sessions there. I received training for
basic counselling and I did the advanced, skills. My @@W:mcha@edxmlmww woman. I am
ab[etojo to t/wr/wpfmwyjrowﬂ&:ﬁrw children, MMWMIWMW husband and, had to
rely om/w'm/for everything because he never gave me a cent.

* ot her real name
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Finding myself again

By Nicole Alexandra Rice. South Aﬁ'icw

I am back. Iﬁe&therek@%%m&aﬁm When I look back, whuomy thouﬁht: dry“tto the past, I dowt
recoﬁwawﬁo I was then. Th&per:omk&md&mmm%ﬁwmdepmdentewgaﬂommlmm He
Wed/wwm»wuylwwtho&ghtmpom&l&

Once I had matviculated; aﬁed/ 18, I decided to venture out into the world. Ife&t[mm’trmdy to :tWat
university, wﬁée/wegm'red c/won'nﬁ wweerpathfort/wr&ftofwg/ lﬁ@ It turned out, however, that I wasn't
rMﬂrWW to come either.

In January 2004, I boarded a plane to the United Kingdoms, which I made my /wm&for the next year and,
e{'ﬁ/ufmn#w. Here I met a man who Ifeddafemteé/ mwwwiﬂvaamoued/%tOﬁeﬂw soon after.
He became mbalé/ abustve and, control[é«ﬁ, md,after éemj tqget/wr ﬁ)r ayear, he started Wmalé/ aéménﬁ

me.

H&broaﬁhtth&wvrrtoutofm& In love with him, Ifoq«w@hﬁmma; Mﬁktmad&wntutwiﬂbw body
and, his words wvrmeﬁtheérwa}/ into my head. H&brok&m}/ bones, /L&élackuwdzm}/ ey /L&rcawed/m/ /7059/
Mérok&w spirit.

yet, Iﬁ(thwvbecmellomm mdxlrtdéforﬂmmbecmemmmw:Zrtééélom/u'm/.
It/wwﬁhtlcou[o{,/w/w leave him, bwwa[bmmmbmmah&mmm& It/wuﬁ/u‘ﬁw one else
would, ever love me; mMWWWﬂawerommmheM This is what I believed.

I vemember the pain, thewandmﬂpm MtWSMWMM@d/b)/ /w:fwts, but emotional pain. The hurt
Wwwhthﬂ[:%wwéw&h&wm capable of/wwtény me, and because I was erct, tﬁouﬁhzl
tried, so havd to éeperﬁct [contémwmé/ blamaéw:eéf[be&kweditm me who had to W& I believed
I was the one who Wflawwé

1 stayed with him for just over two years in total. Even when I left the United Kingdom to retwrn to South
Afn'ca/ in October 2005 to rtudy and pursue a degre&, I vemained in a velationship with him. Separated b)/
an ocean and, miles apart /w/fouﬁhtto remain i control: H&keptm&mwjﬂ#widowvrdg that distorted
wmy perspective
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fmfromeoié}/ th&loueoffmz,gx Wfrw&w& Iwzuﬁmlé/ able to come to a realisation; mam/(uw% The

fl@wwmt@mmw@/ with him. I realised that I am worth more. Iﬁee%wseé‘ﬁomhajnpm

Weatked%aﬁm Iﬁléedm}/Wg:wﬂthhatmnotmtoxmte%b)//mpommmwvrdx Ij alned the
:trenﬂth/ to tear Wreé‘awa}/ ﬂomh&mm fromt/w love I feét I needed to love Wseéf regpect my:eéf

Eventually, I gained the courage to end the relationship on 4 June 2006. te retaliated by committing suicide,
d}/wzﬁ thatmm&day. H&trieoﬂtopm&:/vm&w%mvlbmk&fre& He hoped held weaken me. Iﬁeéthatk&took
his ownlg‘ejmtto spite me, 50 he could haunt me, and cast a shadow-over mforth&r@:ﬁof@ foe Iﬁd
h&:a%/né/ did this wit/bntterdéfreﬁardfor WW#WW/L&WMM&MM/‘W - motker,fatﬁer,
fktarWWsééWr who share in the loss and pain that 1 do.

I will not let him succeed, Iwz[//ﬁjhtthw battle and, I will not submit as I did when I allowed him to abuse
m&é)/ staying after th&ﬂm&t%ak&h&tm& - w punch to the jaw- - Mﬂft@r every Wit and harsh word
t/wreaftar Ifkmuflﬂééatd&tﬁatattmfwéf L'mpom'él&

Thurt and 1 rtm:qjle/dm'é/, comolénﬁ myseéf My head, swims with zmé/ the ﬂood/ memories sza/m memories
thait idolise him and distort the truth. M swell the wound and maﬁmﬁ/ th&p«u’mth«tlﬁz&éﬁr his loss.
A féwwed/ r&fé&ot//on, 0 f the past, the memories burden me with regrets and Lo nging.

[Wnttkataﬁm&ka;mprg@rme, it discriminates agatnst no one; it happened to m&reﬁa//dlar of my
race, my education; or upbringing. The jn’pxof/u}f abuse was havd to release. Threats, mixed with acts oflow/
and kindness, thmecoky%:ed/ I miss himy Ialwn)/:wilé, éwtit?wcortlmwilla%topa}/. Itzlrfarle:rt/m
th&cort[pm’dlom'nﬁhzmj staying with him. Mcortwmw[«feuwtmyd{gm’ty

Nowthatlhawm}/ &ﬁbnckﬂﬂd/mwthatlm:tmnﬁermégfomlmww to miss him, Lam willing
to pay that price, whcdvprwwmg/ Iﬁaredfa// mrethanlﬁwe%/u‘m He would, be disappointed. I stand
here, back againy ﬁdé ofl(j@ :tronﬁert/m,mb?@m
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ut' The coumﬁe to heal

owm child sexual ab

By: Jane Katjaimo*, Namibia

Iamw33yw—olaé:wuiuvr ofc/ullaé :&xwwmamrap& thhouﬁktﬂmtlwvuld éaabl&tofm
th&mr%qﬂmaftarth&&xpum I've had to deal with in my life. Since the age 5-8, I have been in
the dark spaces ofc/u,'laé sexual abuse comumitted !7)/ a paternal wncle.

In/:/wwénﬁ my story today, Wo»@/vt%wpow oft/ukm (t does not hurt me as much as it once did,
becwelmamdepmwidpw:# mypa&tmd/tfwowwho tr&rpaﬁedaﬁmtm W@@m) I'do
not reﬁa/&é W:eé‘a;wuictimﬁ but as a survivor.

Since I became educated and, kl«ww{edﬁeable about my n:q/ufr, this krwwledﬁe faulatated/ a process of :aéé
empowerment where I became able to assert and claim my rz'ﬁ/btr.

Cmfrem&g/ I ama Human R{thr and Gender Activist. In writing my story, I have tvied to remind, my:eé‘
that 1 amw/wwmufv/winﬁ too, capable (fﬁdé@s oféétterwf, hatreoﬂzmd/ﬁmg but also zflove, zfcompaﬁiokg

humility and, of forgiveness.

The writing D/W story is still part (fth& /waﬂnﬁ[mfow:: and, I hope not ong/ that, but to Z{ﬁkﬁ%th&
burden that so many oj‘wyfeléowmmdmm% MM children carry. By ;/mn'nﬂ wy story today,
I do not claim to have solutions b}/ el&mumtmg sexual abuse or rape; but I m«ﬁ/uf be able to give youw a
dream to live é}/: speak out! Have the courage to heal.

As watmx)eét/wo%h/% warhou[aﬂrememéerthatlg@kwjoww wit/om//z}/uf{mdowm. Iexpen’enced/
W/Lf% love, Joy, tear Whartatdgﬁrmt stages ofmy Jjourney th/ouﬁ/b&f& Alonﬁ my way, I interact
with other /mmmbeénﬂ: and at times ofjo/v, Ice[ebrxtedloueand/lg@m&tfdtjrem&to be a human
bemﬁ.

However, at times I had, bitter and painful experiences Mthwﬁhtthatléfekbrm unfair and bitterness
determmedzwy Wwemappmadz/to [76’/ Lok&m/man}/ time i my l@@ I have asked: W@/ should
this happen to me?” and I viewed him who hurt me as inhuman. Atwrtaﬁ&mwlﬁ‘a I heard with a
broken heart; I saw with clouded visions and wy mind conld no longer think ofth&jood/

I stopped, WW and low'nﬁ, and allowed hatred to overwhelm me. But éeﬁr& I felé too ﬁw into the
quicksand, zy%atreaé revenge or just calling it quits, the God AW/L:!;/ had, mercy on me and gave me the
courage to heal.
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Ireaj(}:eoéomtkénﬁ, that it is never too late to W&. Imorderﬁuf me to heal; I took rwwgab/vpattd@
my negative past behind, asserting my:eé‘to be a successful career women.

Wefom, I am no longer burdened with the heartbreak ofmy experiences during my childhood days. 7o

méto':mma%mﬁ ofthepa,:t, I/mw,wwuedomwithm}/ Z(f@./[mmrké@forwpmtmlzﬁmmﬂaw
th&ﬁf/tw&

L am writing t/w':stor}/ witht/wmoftellénﬂ}/owthat}/owuamtdommthatthema/epmm/vow
can go toﬂr help It is normal to be concerned about whatpeopl& wilém,y, but s your lg@ W/ow must

fight for it.

The on/y person who can c/wwge the situation is you. Tell someone yowtrust. Aid and have no regrets.
It did not cost me my Zg‘ebpfomlmad&ﬁmtdw&om I chose to lwajw:tm I choose to talé)/oww story
mt/whopathatitwdém/wwd/ﬁ‘erm

I choose to speak out and to take a stand, tﬁer#omlmcdéénﬁ om/vowdear reader; apecéalé/ children:
Speak out! Find a voice. Cmm/owrpawmm&tkat:pawto say: ‘my voice has value.”

8y speaking omf,/ou/wilébazwleto mk&c/wfﬁaof/omf Z«fewkda)/owmm Mthxtwilé_g&za/owtfw
cowm.qeto/waé.
* not her real name.
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Healing on the outside, but
still scarved within

By Harviet Nhlapo, South Africa

My name is Harriet Nhlapo, born on 23 March 1959 in Phiri; Soweto. In 1978, when I was 19, I met this
Wam&ﬁay, uwﬂfe[é head-over-heels in love with him. A year later, T Wﬁ)rfmata toﬁmt w fob, and
worked, at OK Bazaar as a cashier.

We married in 1982 and were blessed with a gorgeous Zmb}/ éo}/ who I named Sibusiso, meaning a blem'n_g.
We lived W ﬁ)r wperiod, ofﬁw/ years.

Then, very mdde%é/, my husband's behaviour c/wmyed He started aln%kénﬁ, going out with his so-called
ﬁfcmd/:am(/ coming home late. He rtmted/acmm_q Mwofcomm_q home later than the usual time.

Even when I tried to explain the delays, caused by trains running late, he suspected that I was having an
aﬁm He would baatm&ufxmmﬁ any object he came across. This wmtmeoﬁfor almost tkrw)/wr and, it
Wmdemwﬁmtq‘hkwwf. Any Mtermwwn/ﬁomh(k mother was in vain, as he would, beat her

Itréeoﬂmﬂw occastons to report the matter to t/wpvlc'wmdwwldnotﬁetw help: The house we were
living mwwhhufaw was a shebeen, so f/wy had, “connections” with the same police. mpa[éwoﬁ‘iws
used to tell us to go back home and sort out our differences.

I one instance, L'mdo'fmay, th&poléw;%’ckedm&upatw workplace, to the em!m//rzwmmtofwg/ coléeagua,
on aﬂ%aﬂom of/wwmﬁ sentto steal ﬁfom/ the house. I moved ﬁfom/ m@ w victim to a perpetrator.

The beatings went on and on, to an extent where I was stabbed, withwkt@@rwﬂtm o my body and
ﬁw&. I:tayedw%th&hop&thatthénﬁ: wmdoﬂwwtwalé/ c/wmﬁa. The worst incident was when he beat me
with a "PW&”WWD@% me with a tervible scar on wy head.

Lused to lie to my family and friends (because I was not the same person I used to be), who would see me
with brudses. I claimed to have bumped, into the door.

One day i August 1989, it went on almost the whole m'ﬁht! our fzu'ﬁhbou/: called the police, but tkg/ never
rerponded. Amaméu[am&pickedmufk Imjﬁred/:wem injuries onmy vibs md/W lgﬁ‘a/m. I was /wrpatalued/
ﬁw three months in Lenasia Hospital.
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He Wpofagx avoided ta/a'nﬁ me to B/u’aﬁwanaﬂz/ Ho:pétd where it would have been more convenient for
wme to opemwmeagn%th&mwhdelwm hospitalised. W/myth&horpitald{kchwfjwm& I had to attend

Wréothemf}/ twice a week because my wg/weoé hand could not ﬁmctiom properé/. This still aﬁcfs me even

today. While I was in the hospital; he burnt all my clothes!

thh&m&d;ﬁofwmts, I:tdéopemwmaofagmaﬁnwthmmmw@ happened. The police never
MWW about (t. leé/, I decided that ENOUGH IS ENOUGH — I moved out ofthat Wrmﬁem
MW divorced him.

Wh/lé:ta,léoft/uk occurred, i my mindy T had this mwmtha,t#mé/ my mother was alive, I would not have
:/ﬁj‘eredt/u): lonﬁ. My mother became il and W:aéwuy when I was just fowtm years old. From then
onwards, my father alone raised me.

W/Lmlmdoatﬂﬂmd& 11, I had, to lemrc/woébmmewfathuwm mddené/ mwmplo)/wmm not
able to Wﬁ)r my fc/woéfw: anymore. When 1 Aoft my husband, and moved back to Wfaﬁwr’: house,
I went back to work. I also decided to WMW{#WMM@ b}/ fmalé/ comfl&tu/g Grade 12.

Iam/mﬁa}/ thatljotoutoft/w relatiomh% bwt[rté[écw/;y the scars wit/vmtoda}/. HMW the scars
on the outside is much easier than those on the inside. Itkd(ﬁiadtto trust again.

) I have come to realise that a person should not stay i an abusive relationship; instead; one should
:pea/cu{wmfeekhdp This wﬁmmto /mwwfaeémy to help others.

Znétlalé/ I wanted to become a social worker but could not aﬁ‘ord/ the fwf I :pok& toa ﬁwM who told me
about NISAA, which is an institution dealdtﬁ with issues szvmm abuse.

I decided to do this course to /wlpother women not to batm{ﬂfedzmmmm situation. Women must know-
thatthere (s /Ldpowtt/wmfprthem
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Khuluma,
s Buay Speak Out!
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