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Ac/cnow{eo@mmt:

The stories in this book represent the voices of tens of thousands of women and men affected by violence
in the region; we salute their courage in speaking out. Several partners co-operated in gathering stories
for this fourth volume of “I” Stories: Gender Links, Engender Health, the Department of Public Service
and Administration, the Association for Burundian Solidarity in South Africa. Special thanks to Maleshoane
Motsiri of People Opposing Women Abuse (POWA), Alexandra Councilor Sinah Gwebu, Pascal Akimana
of Engender Health, and Cindy Dzanya of CMFD productions, for their assistance during the production
of the “I” Stories.

Loveness Jambaya Nyakujarah of Gender Links co-ordinated the overall project as part of a regional
Sixteen Days series of “I” Stories booklets to make every voice count in the region. Countries that
participated include Mauritius, Namibia, South Africa, and Swaziland. A regional booklet will also be
produced featuring stories from across Southern and East Africa, to be launched in 2009.

We wish to thank our sponsors, the Department for International Development (DFiD) UK and FOKUS
(Norway) for supporting in-country workshops and the production of the stories in print and radio formats,
as well as several media houses in the region for disseminating these stories widely as part of the Sixteen
Days of Activism on Gender Violence Campaign in 2008.

Agnes Odhiambo and Loveness Jambaya Nyakujarah, Taking Back the Night Photo: Colleen Lowe-Morna


Guest
Rectangle


A wovd ﬁfom the editor

by Deborah Walter

Every year Gender Links invites people affected by gender based violence, women
and men, to share their experiences. This years’ stories highlight the voices of
some of the most marginalised communities, such as people living with HIV,
women with disabilities, refugees, migrants, the lesbian and gay community, etc.
Though this volume of the book is the “South Africa” edition, the contributors
represent many nations and cultures, showing how truly diverse the country is.

Yet what these stories show is that regardless of differences of country, culture, sexual orientation,
age, or religion, women and men’s accounts of gender violence are remarkably similar.

Survivors of domestic violence, rape, and any form of sexual, economic, or physical abuse
rarely have the opportunity to speak out in the media or have their experiences positively
documented. They are talked about and for, with their voices mostly silent. This is even more
apparent in the case of marginalised communities.

For many, the “I” Stories are the first time that they write or speak about their experiences to
anyone. There are just over 20 stories in this book. What they share - the slow realisation of
a deteriorating relationship, social and cultural expectations, concern for children, feeling like
there is nowhere to go, decisions to leave and the challenges of standing alone, demanding
change, and the overwhelming desire to speak out - echo thousands of more voices across
the country and the region.

In August this year, leaders of the Southern African Development Community (SADC) signed
the SADC Protocol on Gender and Development, which commits states to a whole range of
actions to address gender violence. This includes enacting and enforcing prohibitive legislation,
eradicating social, economic, cultural and political practices and religious beliefs that legitimise
and exacerbate the persistence and tolerance of gender based violence, and adopting integrated
approaches, including institutional cross sector structures, with the aim of reducing current
levels of violence.

There is a need now to turn this progressive legislation into action on the ground. Leaders must
show their ongoing commitment to the Protocol by allocating financial resources needed to put
these actions into practice. However, violence is not just the responsibility of leaders and
organisations, but of every individual and community. Many of these stories show that families
and neighbours who keep quiet, or worse blame the victim, lead to devastating circumstances.
On the other hand, reaching out to help, to say no to violence can very truly change lives. By
telling their story, each “I” Story undoubtedly helps expose the injustices that continue to harm
not only individuals, but also society as a whole.


Guest
Rectangle


Fovewovd,: Telling our stovies

by Sweetness Gwebu

The stories written in this series of “I” Stories are beyond description, they leave
you with unanswered questions, heartbroken and devastated after reading them.
Words cannot adequately capture the pain endured by those who wrote the stories.
Their experiences can make you angry and afraid of marriage commitment. If
you are already married, you may feel you do not want to make the same mistakes.
Yet, these stories also give you a sense of hope. Whether they have chosen to

- Wi leave their situation, or are still struggling with how to cope, the strength of each
person who has chosen to share their story with the world shines through.

Gender Links, in partnership with other organisations, worked with women, and men, affected
by violence to put down their stories on paper, without necessarily offering advice or solutions
to the problem. From my experience, the therapy comes from the healing process made possible
by writing and reading your own story. It allows the abused to break the silence.

Gender violence knows no class, no age, no status core and no tradition. You may be poor as
a church mouse, or be rich, living in a luxurious house, and still you have no peace if you are
in an abusive situation. Abuse attacks like a slow poison and destroys you physically, mentally
and spiritually. Abuse does not knock at the door when it comes, but it creeps in unexpectedly
in a quite happy marriage and damages it, steady but sore. Abuse, in whatever form, drains
the mind and one’s self esteem and leaves you helpless and brainwashed, hoping for an
undefined change of the situation.

It is particularly difficult in South Africa to deal with gender violence, especially because of
corruption in the justice system. Most abused women prefer to be silent and suffer the
consequences of being a victim of circumstance, instead of reporting the matter to the police.
Some victims recount being harassed, ridiculed and sometimes chased away by the police to
go to the community to resolve their dispute.

What will become of South Africa in the near future since the moral standard is so low? We
will have abusive presidents, judges, magistrates, lawyers, doctors and clergies, all emerging
from cycles of abuse. | know a woman who was raped by her husband in front of their children.
From the outside he looks dignified and classy, and is well respected by neighbours. Yet inside
his home, even his children are afraid of him.

Abuse has spread like wildfire all over the country and no one seems to have an appropriate
solution to stop it. Organisations like Gender Links and other women’s organisations are trying
their best to help survivors of violence to heal wounds and empower them with the courage
to march on.

When Sweetness Gwebu first participated in the 2007 “I” Stories, she used a pseudonym and
4  chose not to use her photo. She is now an active campaigner against gender violence.
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Proudia Mosupi, Survivor of gender violence, “I” Stories 2006
Photo: Colleen Lowe-Morna
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Living posite with
mbwﬁm it

é)/ Bl&m'nﬁs*

I moved to South Africa 14 years ago from a very small country in central Africa. I always
Wtedtoﬁa/‘ew c/ulldremwcﬁmc&tojrowufwwit/va/faﬁwﬁﬁwwmI/md/beefvw:érgle
mother for the ﬁr:t 15 years ofthec'r lives. I started, corra:porw{éwg with an old b@/ﬁm W
here in, jokmbw_g, and in, Janunary 1995, 1 visited himy reké&wllénﬁ the spark. We decided
t/mt[wvwldsta}/ to Wk&wlgfetoﬁefﬁex Before lony, MMMch/t/w;m&/vew/, wy children
came to live with us.

Euer)/t/umﬁ was going well wntil two months later when his true colours started to come out
He would, leave the house inthe morning around tew oclock and only return the next morning
at two oclock, dead drunk. All /w:ﬂwm(zr and acquaintances loved him because he would,
bu}/ WMLMWWVW}%V some who cowlaénotwfor themselves. However, at home
we beﬁjed for money for food/. In desperate times, I would thlé/ steal it from/ him, a:fecéalé/

he was very drunk. Iwuloémtleava/wmémmalkaﬁénowhemtojo, and what made
i worse, I was forelgn and could, not speak English.

Our @%becmwmmbl& During the period that I was wz)t/uhémwadédzmt:tay ina house
for more than six months, we were always wictedbecam&h&déaémtpa}/ vent. This was not
because he did not have money but because he just did not bother to be responsible e//wuﬁ/b
to pay it. Sometimes we:tayeoém very Mﬁé/ motels that)/ow could, never magine. Sometinmes
he would, come home drunk just to ﬁ/wéw: evicted outside. The situation became so unbearable
t/mtm}/ c/w'la[rmwvwld/_qo to ﬂwwkmbeﬁ/‘or money so we could eat. Imteadofﬂettékg
a new place to stay, he went and bouﬁ/ztw new-Isuzu x4 and took us to stay with his fmmd/

His friend got so tired of us that he moved, out of/u'/: house leaving us there with nothing.

IomWMj/mh&kéc&du;owtoft/whom&bacm&wadwéorfwmmm he did not
like. This trend, continued until 2000 when we moved into a furnished apartment South of
jokalmabwj. As Wu)yr, he did not pay rent on time, but we were fortwnate/ because our
landlord was very mdem&andélq. He would kick him out éwtletw::tay. Once the landlord,
6 kwkedmowtmm;ud/h&mﬂd/notwW:MWWWWC/MVMOMAt
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least b}/ this time my children werve wvrkm_q. Because my children worked; we W@d/ to
pa}/tk&deéta; well as the rent Euwd,wzlé/ /wwmt/ukwuy, we:ta}/eoéomowowm He went
to stay ina very low-class” hotel in the east and, carvied on with his drinking and his WW&L
ways mtééke_qotuer)/ sick and needed me to lookafterhém We took him in and nursed him
back to l('f&

At that point, he humbled himself and started working again but my children still paid
the rent- Hathewcam&uﬁwit/vtheéo{msz@/@ a house. When the house was completed,
h&decédeddwteadfor /w:ﬁw/wé/ to come live with him. My children and I accepted, this
because my children were working.

My &x—bzyﬁéem and his fW then separated, He stﬂyed/ in his new house and fﬁq fozufwﬂ
whom&oftheér oWwn. Habecame/:dckmﬂotwvmaby t/wda;v H&_gotwmkermwmker
and had no one to look,after Wim or cook,ﬂr/w'% and he could not work. Okwda}/ he visited,
us and continued to live with us. He deteriovated until he could not even 4o to the toilet on
his own so much that he had to wear nappies. In 2004, /L&FMIMM%}/.

Aﬂ—wtﬁo’:, Afahmtojo ony éutzwwsﬁéttfux naqg inmy heart that I could be HIV positive,
since I did not know what my late bo’yfrémd :oﬁ‘ere&é from/. One da}/ I shaved, my tkouﬁkt:
w%myﬂwndmdw suspicions abowttka;tat&ofwg/ health. M/vﬂéem{/held/m}/ hand and
mommd/mtojettateoﬂ

To my horvor, wy vesults came out positive. Itwa;tk&mftdem;taﬁ@ mzwr[cozdoéwerjet I
pm}/ed/and/axked God, to carry my éwdemfor m&W_me&t/wcoumﬁeto teléwg/ children.

Alo@ came my col[eaﬁu&wi#pwhoml wmalé/ work who asked me to com&alorg to a/wvrk;/wpx
that would present me with an opportunity to write my own story about my experiences.

After the ﬁrst “I” Story session; ﬁétw:m& ofrelea;& after s’peakmﬁ out for the ﬁr:t time about
my status, and, mmedmteé/ beﬁm my process of /MM% I got the courage to tell my
children. I thank qodfor wy children because when I told them, t/@/ Mnotcr)/.

Instead, t/@/ said; "You will make it, its not a death sentence all we have to do is Weow
Z('j%ftylem be positive. Toﬁet/wr asa f;u/mé/ there’s fwt/wcj we can’t beat, not even HIV can
put us down.” As T write my story, I feeé ﬂooi that my children have accepted, my status. We
eat /, exercise da/;é/, think positive th,ouﬁ/vts and, give all ﬂlor)/ to the Almxﬁ/viy
* pot her real name

7
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Honouvt mother
m:&:ty 7

é)/ Pascal Akimana

I was born 27 years ago Mw&td&nlla_qemdedqamcb& 78 km/ﬂom/ Bujumbura,
tn Burundi. [mwﬂomq‘wteewa th/wrﬂrcedto marry the man who
W@WMWWW@V had, thrree more children with him. I grew up i a very violent
home. Gender based and sexual violence was d(/ué/ bread/mW life. M)/fa,ther M:Mdted/my
mother every p{@/ L'n/frmt zft/w entire fm&é/ and no one KMWW Sometimes he would

forwmy mother to have sex L'#I/ﬁomfofww. This puzzled me because it didnt seem normal;

mrdéaéwmtherlékeit

As a child, IMMW:#W@/ Wfatherﬁuﬁhtwu%w mother every day, but could not see
the answer. Ifomowtafterthattfwmamm&ofﬁwﬁﬁhﬁ was m}/father cheating on my
mother. Later, I realised that women in the entive w‘daﬁe experienced jmder based, and
sexual violence. To Wfathu, beatén;q ML&(/MSW my lwaé/ motherwmké:wzy/ zy‘prouin;q
his manhood. He used to say that he is the man, and all things must be divected to him to
/wzath&ﬁmlmy. tHe used to beatnq mother almost to death. When she talked to /wrfam&é/
and elder women, thg/ said that is /wur/owéudaétha house! You must stay; MWW&

Sometimes fk&mmmupwidbwsmdemfmmﬁu tellé«iq the trutty so she said that
she fe[émf mﬁ/u‘ because it was dark. However, it was alwzz}/: because oft/w/ beaténﬁs. He would,
kick her agﬂmttfwwﬂéor beat her with sharp objects. He would insult her L'n/ﬁfomf ofm,
tellé@ her that she’s less than a woman, she’s //wt/w'nﬁ, stupid, Mﬁé/, she doeswt knowhow-to
cook, etc.

When he started éeaténﬁ my wmother he would turn to my sisters, and me; beavténﬂ us, c/ww@
us away, saying tkatwawemuﬁé/ lék&m/y mother, we were stupid waweranotkdtﬁ. 1 grew
upwv’t/vwlot ofmggerMthoWd; Wfaﬁwrmmwwtoday, Imstdéﬁfdénﬁ ways
ofdeawg wvt/bbtmforﬁwmﬂ him.

Inthe end, Wfatherﬂm@/ cha;eo{//@/ motﬁermym/ced/. I remember that night: he took
MW mother’s clothes and he burnt them, saying that he’s the one who éoaﬁ/wthem.
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Accordm_q to Burundian culture, gfw women separates ﬁfom/ her husband, she must not take
the children with her, so she wmﬁ)rced/to WMWW sisters behind,

Two hours afterm}/ mother lfftthatmﬁkt, myfwt/wr brouﬁhtmthar woman, who then
éecamam)/ stepmother. Some people have the joooﬂ fortww to have a jooa(/zmaékind:tepmotk%
but it was not the case with me. ﬁukstepmotherm&withﬁdéi&y‘ormtéowabowfw mother
and, father, she started WMﬂ%ﬂ mwmy@ me a lot. Many times, she would report me to
Wfathermdwﬁem/wmm I would, be punished and tortured — disciplined; as he used,
to call it. However, Wfatherdo’:Wm&%wmmerm fﬁ&wzw disciplining a criminal
and not his own child. This wntmd/ﬂrwlo@ time. I remember, wather learned that
I/wwéjom/to visit my mother. He beat me as gflhadcomméttwéwcrmor wﬁry&mﬁl&rﬁm
He did this to cut the ties between my mother and us.

Not [onﬁ after, the community started dwzdm:y themselves in two, some callmﬁ themselves
Tutsis others Hutus, and killing one another. In 1993, the democmtﬁmlé/ elected Burundian
president was killed, md/{ﬁe/whole/cowwr)/ was inhavoc wﬂbwﬁwp&’/ﬂewzﬁ to dzﬁ%remf
countries. I@Ft mebatt/waﬁwy‘m M/vfatheVMmy stepmother with two other kids
took a Wm direction; so my sister and I joined a crowd, ofpeopl& running to DRC. Just as
we entered DRC, Co@ole:& soldiers stopped us, raping my sister in front me. I was screaming
and, :/wm&mﬁ but could not W or get any help; instead th@/ beat me fen'ow:é/. Once thg/
ﬁ#w':heﬂé fﬁq kﬁm UNHCR o/jfzcmk took my sister to hospital.

Because I have experienced all this violence - MM&MW/‘W community and the whole
country - I decided to advocate for women'’s Vt'ﬁ/uf;, because whenever I hear or see an abused
woman, I:e&mremem/?ermywwthermwﬁatwawwﬂwo%h

Before I started, this work, I was a dangerous young bo/v, ma}/ba because oft/w/ violence I grew
up with. I used, to be very angry. Many times, vawl&éﬁﬁ/wmt/m led me to join a bad
group ofpeop%e who abused women and, jérés. Later I vealised I did not want this, because
whenever Ireﬂected/omwy mother’s situation, Iconld/:e&t/mtwhatwfaﬂwdédto her (s
what I was dmg to jéré:. I became conscious and started to think how I could c/wmj@ t‘/LOMﬁ/D

Ltwmmyw

[:tdLﬁMLtWto dataﬂérk. Mwﬁéré: expect me to be violent or behave in a violent
manner, thmlbemat/wwny I want, Mpm/vmbmk%th&jm box. Some drop
me, saying t/mt[%vwcoryiwed)/owrﬁ man, orthatwmyb&[wagmpfwmdto bawja}/ o Idont 9
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10

know what I want-

M/fmrmz;tdémew dém_qreewwnt;. W/Len/ltr)/ to raise these issues he denies
them, but I have taken the decision to cor%rontkémwit/bt/ww%wle/trmmrmm
#MW&MW{MW@M@M

L am writing this down, as ét('/m//wdm_q met/wd/for me. Moraém;ortam‘é/, I want to share
my story with others, a:peu'alé/ those who arve wvrkz'nﬂ with displaced, people: VM&M or
women and children who are in abusive relationships. This story of mine can be an eye opener
to other people and help them to take necessary measures.

Mmcmdmﬂﬁemmwawctm@/ changing. Personally, I have changed and I know
those who have changed. The shocked expression I see and stories I hear from men when 1
conduct training shows that tﬁq dont know-about women’s violence, and later t/@/ recoguise
that their own sisters, mothers, Wﬁtm are Going f/LVOMﬁ/D abuse and, violence.

When youw tnwolve men in solutions to sexual and, jwwler based, violence, men will use their
power i a positive way b)/ workénﬁ tojethu with women. I/Lm;emwvmm_go back home
excited ﬂftar participating in training, :/mn'@ the éky‘ormxtéom that th@/ jm% and the
violence started. When we train men, those men leave with/wpledja zfc/wquq themselves
and, a promise to communicate better with their partners. 1f we engage more men, tojether
of course with women; we shall get soluttions. I have dedicated my Z%e to this work based on
ngprmafle of/w/wu/mﬁ wy mother’ experience, wy sister’s zuwﬁwgyseéf and as aman I will
use my voice to bn’f(ﬁ c/wmﬁ&
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. Lf):i&fﬁ everything and

‘ Ereeing myself from a psychopathic* lover came at a great cost to me; having
[05”’9’ house, W”fW ear, my feéﬁwvrth/mwgy d{ﬁmty It is still not ea;)/for me to cope

with that situation, bwt[am/tr)/éq very ha/dtofm%vjiamﬁ Imtkawwrflow/, I again
foww(/ Wf@é‘tmpped/wv'thwpf)/chopm% but because of&oﬂé who is the source ofW Z(femwé
daa@/, /L&ﬁmm&mot/wr chance to prove to the world that he alone ‘can turn my scars
into stars’; “my pains into other people’s jM”m “bad, into jooo&”

All my %Im&xperéenced/abom/, m)/ettoda}/ Lam a strong md/corﬁdem‘wvmmém
pursuit ofmy dm&én}/ and because I understand that God was training me ﬁw a great battle
that women, MMWW&M&}‘W. The experiences were not easy, bmftoda}/ I believe
it was worth it W&k%w%th&t%ﬁtéa&mmmtbeaﬁm@ LEs not true, I
tﬁénk,ma//y are wearing masks and are scared to tell the truth. Abuse has no gender, colous;

race or ral('ﬁiom

1 got W:eé‘tmppeoﬂ with a F{}/C/LOW in 2006. At the time, T was still /Lwténﬁ and, on the
run ﬁ/om/ another abusive man. Im‘t[dé/ I tho/@ht to eré‘ﬂmt God, must ﬁ,/fmlé/ be answering
wy prayers, giving mwfathen wﬂmmtfwmoj‘w dreams.

He loved me and couldnt live without me. He asked me to move into a back room with him
at his mother’s house. I loved him so much, so I/efbwhometo stay with him. For a year
Mw{/ﬁw/ wmonths, I totalé/ Mmdoneo{m/z}/ house and, it was broken into twice. We wamtzyeﬁ/wr
24 hours 7 days a week and, lived as %mwuldnot/zreath&wv‘thowtomwtﬁex

Heéntroo{md/metopamojmp@ Mw(/daﬁja, 50 that[cmb&kég/vmdo th&W: we saw-
i movies. Again because I thoaﬁhtth(): was love, I did those things. Because of my desive to
please him, I turned into a sex slave. H&ag/qye&és&x émmc/uwwv:y that when I was bu/;}/ or
tired he would cry. He would, literally lock me in the room for us to be tqgether. i1 wanted,
to go to my house or to mafwfm@ /L&MMWW me, but two hours Wﬁomh&: 77
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place was too much. W/wn/ho':ﬁféemér came to m&tkéwofmmmamtoo Zonﬁ, ﬂfter
wkéc/b/wwowlo(/chm’etfwmaw. Haa[lowwémm&ﬁfmcdx to stay lonﬁer, but on W, he
WDMW&M&OJCW aﬁ‘wrwithmmd/beatm&ap

His Wim%.-@mwwémmdwr&zﬁ t/wda%-kemwlaéfwitc/bt/w@hﬂoﬁf
sit o my torso wv't%w@/ arms at my n’dwmdmé/ my head exposeds He would, slap me non-
:topﬁw w%m/tfeét like three orﬁ)ow hours, until myﬁw& became numb and swollen. While
beatb'(/(ﬁ m/wmw%ww&mof’%k&my@édaﬁ’wﬁd&ako tdémﬁ me about how much he
loved me. In the ends he would blame me from having pushed him to do what he did; cry,
apolojo':e, t/wmlockmavt/wmommwg/ m&ﬁﬁx He would, still have sex with me as part

of saying sorvy.

When went to /my food/ clothes, ﬁwmtwamw%w underwear, tojether tHe abused me
fwwv/wwzlé/ /wnwerﬁmmemow he chose the clothes Zworemthaﬂodlata Sometimes

he would, wmtwwﬁfom/:w myﬁwué/ md/ﬁfom/checkmg my house. There were times
I ran away mé/ﬂr/w'mtoﬁndm&

//L&da}/ I decided to run away to aplace he would never suspect. Iswitchedo/j‘m}/ cellphone
fora/month/, émfh&ﬂm@ﬂmndm& Since I loved himy I went back with him. In the month
Mlhzwwﬁm /L&ﬁmme#mwtfwr woman, who moved, in. He told me he did not
lomhermkewm;orr)/. When we went back to “owhom&”thwtn@hf, the woman came.
He tried to stop her ﬁfom entering, but she fouﬁ/uf/wr way in. tHe tried to solve the matter but
the woman rg%red/ to 4o them

She Wra:eoﬁmaégot into t/w/aed/th@tlthouﬁ/wwm on/yﬂrth&tm zy‘w:. At Wﬁt,
he carrvied me onto the bed. He raped me; in his words, tojmtgﬁ/kb;loueﬂrm Afterthat,
the other wvwma;ked/w’mfor sex Mw{/f/uy M&tifoﬁfmtofm& Ifdtdead/andmdeﬁ, as
9&%&: ww:nothafpem'nﬁ. T/wfo[lowmﬁ morning, I went to open a rape case. Aﬁermm
pra;m&ﬂomh&:fmﬁé/ Mﬁfw//w{,: MMA/W to leave him, I withdrew the case.

I ran away %MMI ﬁ)m/wﬂw home ﬁ)r abused women in Bok,:bmfﬁ, where I :tayed for six
months. On my return in January 2008, /L&fomomflm back. tHe came and told me he
W@W&&LWMWW%WML@ marry me. Habeﬂﬁedmmm'//[ﬁdﬁr it because
I still believed, I loved him, bwt[:oom:wkahawémtcﬁm@wﬁ Instead, /L&Wwedma(f
sleeping wﬂuwﬁoﬁ&mw&l&lmﬁﬁwﬂawofmﬁq H&:WMW Zy‘&mmdeed
12 Wedmthaf[m now pursuing my dreams. I went on radio to counsel and motivate
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other women and to train them on abuse. H&éecmajmlom th@t[haﬂéfomwg/f%m

Wis new-mission was to oppress me.

Att/wmdzzfliebrwjv, I told him I was ending the relationship and he said he would rather
we both die than end it Irepmtwétké:ﬁrwwﬁol&weekw%h&swthatlm serious. On
March 3 2008, he came to my house drunk and took me out b)/ forceg threatmwg throuﬂhowt
t/ww/u& to kill us both. On our retuwrn to t/w/wmeaft mwimﬁ/uf I told him to stop coming

plaw Hat/wmbeﬁmto beat me, k&jrwbedm@/me&wzﬁ‘wwtofwl%&
WMtned/to bot&o/j‘mtherm W my ear i two pleces. He was opokmy my
eyes, memmzmaﬁe&, he was holdmﬁ w clump f hair in this
hand. Omtopxofétdlz/wako stabbed me in the head. Aftera/wmmwt/wtm:gjl@ I was able
to Vmawa}/m 15 minutes later, my how:eww:omﬁr&.

I opened a case. I :tr%jlwé to understand the court proceedz‘ﬂﬁ:, but the matter is still on.
What I like is that I am still alive to tell other women out there that ‘get out early while

yow are still alive and stay émme”. Dot let your WM&Z@ and need, ﬁ»f love expose

you Know-the Wefu& between love and, obsession. H'Mlé/, I was able to take c/m/ﬁe of my
@%aﬂd/[ am now-single; strong mmreﬂm'md/w sense ofwvrth.[ am empowering other
women out there. I am busy reqistering a shelter for abused women and, children. I am
unstoppable now:

*I chose to call him a p{)/cﬁopat/p because zf/u): behaviouwr and actions, oné/ he wasnt one
M/L&WMMW&O]CMWMMM Actions.

13
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Hiddewn truths

é)/ Kat@/ Ba,roé:@/

Imetwabmerwho Ico@ﬁue&éa; prfwﬂVWwaW)/W: when I
was seventeen, on the set of his ﬂm& é'@ break. He was alive and enthusiastic
W%wwmkmwwwmmmapﬂwdmémuth&mm&tm

We raised many eyebrows in the supposedly new South Africa; me the white suburban Jewish
jérl/ ﬁfom/ the northern suburbs paived with an unknown jketto bo/v with a :/wwé/ past ﬁ/om/
the depths of Zola. It seemed mismatched, fmm the outside; butto me at e{ghtem (&t was pmof
that vace; culture and class dgj‘ermc&: WmWﬂr two people who de&ﬁktedméemﬁ
with one another. thecamwfaér)/tde, :pmdmg time in Yeoville as wewzzded/t/wouﬁ/bt/w
sea of comtamfé/ glaring g/elmlé: on the streets.

n a matter ofmom%:, /whadwwwteor&or&r&tofmc& Finding his way in the chaos, he
WW wwﬁéf&jwﬁmdwﬁmtm&tw tmage. Noww/mg&pa//tof/w’: Z@'@, it
seemed, like I had to aﬁree/wit/z/t/u}:. Iallowwéw:e?‘to bahéddauﬁomt/wptw&o%orm
not to damaga/u):ca/eer.

Inpublic; he sprouted mono[oﬂw about éeé@ progressive and fDVWd/ MW i all spheres
ﬁfom/ domestic issues to culture and politics. Publically he was the man with an answer for
W)/W. I watched this ﬁfom a distance aﬂémtedag he ﬁrewlouder and I grew-more silent.

T/L&Mﬁaﬁthﬁ debates and conversations we used to have spivaled into tivades zy‘mﬁ& I would
try to hold him to get him to listen, to understand, as his uncontvollable energy bulldozed
Wouﬁhalétﬁatlédéwedwwowtw. Hawvnloélé&lékao’tmt/wtmth,ﬁjhtaﬁmtm&
lelmk(}swvrftuwwymfwmw wy arms ﬁk&lmtﬁeoww leftwvth&
world, Scenes at clubs, restauvants and in the streets would, ensue; leaving me beﬂa@ for @
vational response, which never came.

Euentualé/, he had, lied to, c/wate&éommwwtiomlg/ battered me so many times that the

adrenalin to ﬁjﬁt, to éej, to talk, to become /W:terécaﬁ, vam out. I threw him out as he had

thrown me out so many times, but this time there was no twiting him back. kawafter
14 t/we&me/W; this was not going to easy.
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He bejm to stalk wme, peering t/wouﬁ/vwgy windows, waiting for m&omédaw house, :eremzdénﬁ
mwv'thlouemny:thatwemtoﬁutkerddudatﬁwwmﬂ/ thatth&:wmwmmton/y @
representative for all people; but a lover bo)/ too. I t/wuﬁ/uf 7‘ we could be ﬁ’bel/Ld/S, it would,
calm him down. For a while, it worked; until I started a serious relationship and nﬂected
on the kind of person I wanted to become, and how-I could process wy past i order achieve
that.

I went to his house where he embraced me with open arms. For th&ﬁr:ttww%ow relationship;
I;tood/wpfor m,y;e%k/wwmﬁ wﬁat[realé/ wanted. I told him that we had been broken up
for two Mwﬂa/w/vws Md/thatﬂr Va:pectfor the person I was mwdaﬂ/fg mdzny/feéf Ihad
to break all ties.

In a split second; I was r'ght back in that uﬁé/ place. tHe started, screaming and, s/wwtélf%
WW abuse. I:toodthemmmed/m;dwforwwkd@fw like I was in a warped
tunnel with these obtrusive sounds wﬁoo[%'/@ round, my head urging it to explode. I had not
experéencedt/%for such a loniq time, (t was so xbnormaé)/etlwm r'%htéawk in the throws

of it.
Inmy ﬁmtmteoﬂ :mpidéiy, I mﬁweé/ attempted to slap him. He jmébed my hand, said, 17‘

a/wommcm/ultwmwwmmcmhétwmmm”m?mmdedtopmmélowaftw
blow- Imowﬁjhferand/:o I tried to 5laphéméfwetwmtojetmoﬁ‘m&mdélwed
toﬂea.

For two weeks after the incident, I was not able to drive, fomehowtfwaﬁ/b 7 ma/mged/ to get
to my sister’s house, which was in the same suburb as his. Without her support, I would have
been lost. She took me to the police station to Za}/ a c/wv/_g& As I walked in the police o]ﬁ'ayf:
jouialé/ toldzm&myﬁ{mm ex Wﬂread}/ beemthemtoﬁetma]ﬁdapit, an attempt to cover
his back. As I dictated my statement, t/ug/ :lowé/ absorbed that the hero and ambassador zy‘
all wort@/ causes had over-stepped his mark.

The next step was to get aprotection ovder against himy another obstacle (y‘ bweaucmg/ that
youw have to [alouﬁh/ t/wo%h to be heard and taken :en'ow:é/. However, this incident did not
seem to deter my &x—bo/vfrimdff Uusions of jmndeom

Aftertk&beaténﬁ, I deliberately mmtjom,to the press. zﬁltthattkefmwtha had
gone so fa// with his “Wmmicek/wyw” and that he would never see me again was e//wuﬁh/. Also, 15
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the experience (ft/wpoléw, th&famaé/ courts and the Zuma rape trial that was Going on
at the time was notwmemowmﬁemmt I was coming to terms withmy own battles and
was not WW to take on the countries’ responses too.

I retreated; intimidated by tk&fmtkarm}/ abuser was mc/uwW&Wl&ofégw&wﬁo had
SIA/CCMW deceived a la/ﬂa sector of the South Aﬁfécm public into t/wn/cm;q he stands for
everything that he is the opposite of in his private Z«'f& F{ghtwg women abuse is a ﬂ((ﬁ(ul{/tét
t/wg wa country that claims to be supportive ofwvm%wher&imreaﬂg/ patviarchal attitudes
dominate.

Last year I discovered a major campaign where men speak out against women abuse had
appointed him an ambassador. I was /LOVVM my mouth ran dr)/ and my stomach fW
tnside out. Homcoulaéhammdarmfter what had happened? Did he have no limits? Even
t/wz{gh/ I rvealised I could answer that weyself-

W/wml:wthapmposeoﬁmmmhemw th&flaﬁﬁr real meny I vealised it was time
to do :omethmﬁ. I contacted the organisation, :/wddénﬁ Z(:qht on the personal /w':tor/v oftke
ambassador. T/Ley mmedmteé/ pulled the campaign befor& it got any more aivtime. Yes, it
was a small uictor)/ﬁ)r me, but I also rea[«):ad/t/mtgfl could not stand upaﬁu'mt/u'mj how-
could I expect other women to stand up against women abuse too?

I write this story in the /wpe that other South Afn'ww/ women will shave their stories to
/uﬁ/w:qht the ﬁwt that we are not isolated in our experiences. Relationships are complex, thg/

forc&wrto examine who m&uf&m&tamtdfwg/f wwg‘ortaﬁl&. However, fwafmdt/w

:tre@th/ to take ra:pomi/ﬂild}/ that we do have power; and that we are not alone, women's
voices can be mobilised to become fM greater thaw just voices.
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Xenoplwbiw means no
protection/

My mj@ WM&VW[Z&V@M@VMW@ SWL'Mﬁ & house with other people. Waw/efore{gw;,
who prtow country towabetter Z{'fe L'n/fou,t/p/%fréca/. The problem I have is t/mtotwof
these people :/mn'rg my howme is a stubborn man who abuses wy wy'@a[most everyday, verbally
mp@/fmlé/ He (s also a forecﬁtwr, but not ﬁ/omt—/w/mma country as mine.

vark,mmtmatm'ﬁht 50 LtMWﬂV me to dmy/: be there to protect hev. Last week,
o‘twa;ﬂmda}/ around, Ipm. My wg’v‘e/aewmﬂw Wﬁt@r crying out, and when she rushed
to see what the problem was, :/Le/fomcd/thatt/u}: man had pushed his way into the toilet,

where wy young déwﬁhter was tnside.

My w?@ofcows&beﬁmto shout at the man, dwwzdmj to knowwﬁxt/w/wm’doi/@ tnside;
md/telldtﬁ /Lém/tojatomf. T/wmméecam&my abusive to her.

My Wamﬂe&{/maxtwvrk. Iéwmwdlataé/ lq‘tmy work and rushed to the house. When I
arvived, Iﬂmthem:tdé:how@, Wth&mmmm}/ wﬁ’: head under his army koldmg
her.

Ido notlék&toféghé but in this case, I had no choice. M/:#Mthamméejmtoﬁjhé
WW w#&rmhe%o/j‘toﬂett/w;o[éc& Thqddayeabfor some time, bu,twmt/@/ arvived
waéeﬁmto racomatthe/ftor/v ofw%mthawékafpmdj WWWWMZ&W we had with
this man.

We hoped the police would assist us, and arvest the man. Howeves, @Fter léftendtﬁ for a short
time, the officers told us that t/@/ ave sick and tived of us foreiguers. T/z@/ said, 17‘1,%&
xenophobia attacks can come againy s better, then you will all go back to your countries.”

Lamvery Wdapwmmwwmw%ﬂwmmﬂr not assisting i such a sensitive
matter as women and, child abuse. All women and, children have the right to be protected, 177
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no matter where t/wy are from/. AS for IM}K&% the qovernment has ﬂmmfed me documents to
live and work here with myfamoéf, 50 w@/ are we not entitled to the same protection?

My mé/ choice now-is to mouaﬁomth&hom& md/fuuéuwt/wr roomy but it does not seem

fwuw&dwmﬂwzﬁ wrong. My wgﬁmchddu&th&uictm bmfitnowt/@/ must leave
their home. Worse, this man can do what he wanis to ot/wrfamdéa, and, know-that he can
get away with it.

For that, I have decided to speak out so that there might be a change. Iowt/uAﬁwM and
people living here from other countries should have the same protection.

* ot his real name
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Drumming for change during 16 Days

Photo: Gender Links
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Eor the sake ofm}/ child

é/v Saphia Muﬁv':/m/

[ﬂMﬂ/WDMl’I/OfZS}/WK; Ijotmawéedwhuuéww 19 years old: Being a woman is one thi
mm@ a Muslim woman is another. Muslim woman are supposed to obg/ their husband,
we do //wt/wwew say in whatever decision one made in ouwr homes.

Ido m)tt/uinkw story is any meﬁomw other women. Women have been abused
ﬁ)r many years, and Lthink it is time we say no to the abuse. The truth is, many abused women
die.

When women who do not have work, men take WWaﬁa ofthat, because t/@/ know- that
the woman doesnt have any fmmcww support. T/ua/ know that you wont have anyone to

turn to.

Some women say tfuy stay becameoftheér children, saying MW neededt/mrfat/wr, but
s it veally? I t/dnkwaxmaﬁm‘d:fcomﬂg out ofow abusive marriage éecam&waamaﬁw
ofth&ohaﬂwﬂathata/eowtt/wm Ifbto;fortkac/pddrem w@/ let your chééoérmmﬁ‘er
emotéomdé/ é)/ seelng thewfat/w/ beaténﬁt—/wérwwther all the timez

Imemexperéefweﬁomw Whter, ;h&lozzwﬂ/wrﬁu%er morathamwthénﬂ in this
worldy but when he bejm beatmj me in ﬁomf of/z,er, she started c/wmﬁwgg towards him. She
wvwld/notlet/w'mkoldz/wraﬂm

On&p{a}/ when he Wit me, she made me run into f/wgwtbedroomanddo;edtﬁwdoon It
was around 8pm. She is still very smally but she stood at the door ﬁ)r almost two hours. I kept
omtedénﬁ her to come and sleep; but she could not. She told me “%Lle&wth&doog Papa woulds
com&émand/w’t)/ow.” I realised that she was not going to sleep so L told her, let’s go to her
uncle’s house. It was around 10pm. I put her on my back, we walked to her uncle’s house and

sleft there.

Another day he beat me so hard that I started éteedm_q ﬁom my nose. When my Wﬁt&r
saw-how-L was é[eedénﬁ, she stood atthe gate and, started, calémﬁ ﬁW the mz'%héowr; to come
20 and help me.


Guest
Rectangle


Sometimes kids would tease her, tdé&&zﬁ her tkat)/owfather has to éem&/vow mother. She
would, be so ﬁm’owy. She would tell them, dowt talk like that or mum will get cross.

Peopl& used to say that what does not kill you makes you stronger. When these men are éw:)/
using MA’MW bﬂﬁs’, tﬁey do it to showus that we are less.

However, i my experience; it made me to grow up; & m%/uf me /wwl«'fa can be sometimes,
and how-one should learn how-to survive it. It showed me what is most important in wy l@@
It was ﬁwtth&ﬁ)ootom/u}: table, it was mtt/whom&andtﬁewwﬁrt%h&: expensive bed,
it was notWeé/ me, it was my bab/vjéré, my Mzﬁeé. I had to be:tronﬁfor /Lenmd/jetowt
oft/mt marriage before it took wy /mb)/’: smile on her fm the happiness in her heart.

Some people say that W/Lem}/owtalk about iz;)/owﬁeémm/pbetter, Wtﬁat)/owmheaéé)/
falkzlnﬂ about it. Inmy opinions no matter where you 4o or /ww[o//(ﬂ, one can never forjetthat
abusive partuer. M also say you can Sforgive but yow cannot forget. Every time when Lthink
about those da}/;, L have tears in my eyes.

I:ometmtkank/qo&éﬂrw t/wfawwé/ who :Wtftedme/mmﬁ the hard times, 7‘%
wmnotfort/m/m I do not know what L would have done. AMLtkankﬂod/foer me a
strong woman as a mother, who Mwn}/:pm‘m&mw w’;terﬁwt, and that is what I am

going to do for my Wﬁt@r

10 all the woman who Webmtfwouﬁ/vt/wwvmt, Ihopethat)/owwdécom&owtof&tmfe
and sound with your childven. God bless us all,

21
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Turning ly‘a avound
by Alisha Maharaf*

I -grwuf»én/th&a//w ofpouenj/, W  just basic meals and two sets ofm}/ wuform/ throaﬁhomf
my primary and, /w'ﬁ/p school years. One pair (fmndak got me Wouﬁ/z/ many years Véﬁ/bt up
to /Léj/r/:c/woé. As & Hinde speaking childy I had to live within a certain protocol. Ifelta,: i
Ido'd//wthwew nj/uf;. I was not supposed to demand, but to do as I was told.

Doing household chores and my schoolwork was not e//wu:q/v. I had to do the homework ofm}/
brothers as well. If[déd/fwt, I would be beaten, called names, and sworn at. At times, [/%Zt
I deserved what came to me. To keep the peace I would, do all that I was told to do. Numerous
times, I /mted/m;v éod}/ and wished W:eé‘deatfu

My teenage years became more torturous. M 1y brothers were very doménaténﬂ and demanded,
a lotﬁ/om me. The load ofhowwwvrkﬁomt/wmbmm&w lot and, it had to be done r{ghﬁ
At age 14 years, my dadpaﬁedawa}/ mpoueriyjrwm:femeé/, and so did the abuse. My
mum coudd not do much about it Eu%?‘:hetried/to WM abuse would, come her way,
my brothers swearing, screaming, Wérea/cénﬁ ofdé:/w:. H'gh/ school was W To me,
this was how Indian girls grew-up and it seemed normal. M ly tears did not seem to be exhausted,
and the downpour would continue. Wkem[ﬁm):/wd/ matric my mmoﬂmme/:mpafor
m}/:eéfm that would be marriage.

She fomd/w suitable suitor ﬁ)r me :tm'%/ut ﬂfter wmatvic. I was not allowed to :tud)/ afterwnrd,s,
as it was mtwﬁatlndéa/t/jiréf did. I was Wried/zyj‘aﬁazmtmy wishes. My husband, seemed,
to b&ﬂwk&@hfim:ﬁmz«ﬁ Mmowt/mtwn,;ﬁoénﬂ to W/c&wg/pmblemx disappear. He seemed
to éawe&ﬁk&, 5mté)/ qooétoprotectmammw)/ mmnyﬁomaﬂth&paﬂu Atﬁm&th&
marriage was a perfect bed of voses. Then, the alcohol and abuse started. The dommtmﬁ
behavior took off like a jumbo jet. The verbal, p{)/c/wlojémé, emotional; financial and sexual
abuse became a MVWW w marriage. There was no way zf_gettélfg out (y‘t/w marriage.
T0 get out meant Going back to t/wabm&thatllgft Mdééw/ﬁérk do not leave their marital
home at all. Ther&awéfwaébdéefrmwt/w W&MW stick to their Wriaﬁeand/
endure all no matter what.

22 1 told no one oft—/w abuse and continued to cry i stlence. About ten years back I fom out
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about am advice desk. T/w':took,meé)/ :wpn:&axlhuéth%oné/ come to realise that I had
éemwvictmaﬂw Z{f& As 4 way ofjettm;q out, I applied to lea/mcomwdénﬁ skills and
worked as a volunteer at the advice desk. This too, was against my husband’s wishes and 1
would, continue to :wwﬂwwmm&withowtwkmwle@& W/Wo/wwvwld/ﬁméowtl
:eruw(/a/s/uﬁ‘, I would take the brunt and abuse. I became so WMMI&W%W
corpse and, shut W/W out. The abuse did not matter anymore because I could not ﬁe&

T/woné/ louetkatpmundeddmm&wmth&lowformycﬁddr% There was no other love.
Going Woughaﬂfh& programumes Mw{/wwk/;/wpf madew/mﬁa d{ﬁ%&fm to me and I have
heajed/md/éecomwtronﬁen I became a mediator Mammwﬁnmlé/ secuve and a little
) . Th&aﬁm&:tdéwntm»mﬁ/omtmto time. I have since learnt not to let it
aﬁ%ctmemotémalé/. T/L&pro_gmme; and, the workshops that I have attended has made
me realise that one can tuin their @‘&Mom

I have come to wstag&ém%wﬁer&[rm&k&fhaf&fekwjﬁmmmfo live it I recetved
m}’ﬂﬁ””/ W&M@‘aamﬁlpmto live it to t/wﬁadat. LQ@[J Wperfectbwtlkaw/
learnt to mak&eadt/da}/ comtmfm every okalle@e@‘ethmmatm& My experiences
/Laﬂétauﬁ/wm&to teach others that abuse is never V%ﬁ/Lt One should not have to endure abuse
and stay quiet about it. memakatﬁatd(jﬁmm Life is for living. Léua&feto the

t! No one should take abuse apecéalé/ not é)/ the opposite sex. Yow are made for them
to loue/owand/that?thewyy it should be!

* ot her veal name
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Not a victim, a survivor

b oy mlé/ Kisten*

My story is about culture, bd&ef systems, Wé/ marriage and alcohol abuse that fwﬁwtweé/
aﬁ‘ecteoﬁwg/ l«'faa; a teenager. My childven paid the price as well. My story however has a
/mpf}/ W Allowme to glve voice to my story.

When I was 16, young and, vulnerable, Wmtwm&xpumwed/puffy louew:/vet, I was
c/mmwhélaatwweddé@q, to be marvied to a man 10 years oldert/wowméf W/Lél&jrowinﬁ
MprWproMAﬂmlmjéré deepé/ held morvals, values, méWyftM were
passed, on to me. IWtoWWWMﬁ wishes. WW W[Wtogetwr%
have children, be a slave to my m&mmm]fw Idéoét/ukﬁr 17 lonﬂ, dreaa?‘uéand/

W ears.

After ma/riaﬂeatt/wtmderag&of%/wg I had 2 children, wbo/wuf 77ijéréat 79. 1
had to cook, clean, mk&ca//ezyﬁapeop%emwfam% wy JMV%WWA'@% whom I had
lc'ttletmfor. During my marriage, Irmlésedthatwg/ husband was an alcoholic, but it did
not bother m&bacm&walwedzwit/vho‘:faw mw(/lfeltmf& tHe used, to kmterribl&féqht:

Hahadwmnderﬂéfamﬁé/ whom used to care for my (}WV%MWS# We did not go out
much because I used to stay home and be the maid. I sometimes mafeabwg/fw I was not
allowed to speak to people that I grew up with. Thinking that my husband loved me, 1
accepted, his rules and had no :occ'aélg@. It/wuﬁkttké:wm/w:wu}/ sz/wwi@ that he loved,
me. Due to his abusive behavior towards his muwm we were thrown out of/w': house wfw
times Wdéwefobmd/wp&weto rent.

We moved into an outbuilding m/wr&ltkouﬁhttﬁuk would, bring Wfﬂvwwé/ bliss with no
owm'der:bwtowl[ttl&fmzé/. mrealdywuth@thammmnotuombutlm. We
Mmtmkwéwtwewww‘orméé/ reﬁa/dmﬁ the rent, ﬁ)ooé childrens clothes and
school. He could not Wswweekmaﬂbmﬁa: ofa,lcoho//. When he opened a bottle, he had to

nish it and if it is still the weekend, he had to get more alcohol. T used to buy and pour his
g uy ana po

drinks beééem}zﬁ that’s what I had to do Ma/jood/lndémwy'@.
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I Mnotﬁné;/p schools I had, poor krwwledﬁe/ oft/w/ outside world, I did what I knew-best o,
how-to be a jood/mfe, who loved her husband, despite his insults, W:MWW&M abuse.
He drank the whole weekends he could not even eat; he vomited all over the place and I had
to clemup@‘ter him. I still did not complain because both sides ofthefamdm’ sald that “he
MW&M the children grow-older” This is what most Indian parents say - I later fomw(/
out.

We moved to wkometkatwaa[ﬂf&'edﬂr, wkéc/vlkadﬂrceoﬂhémto (nitiate the process. We
qued/én/wv'thwg/ mumns assistance and not his, but nothing changed. Infact, our lives got
worst. He drank more oftem [ockm_q the childremw and W:eé‘omt oft/w/ house a/fe«rtm. My
ne('ﬁkéomf, M/dderé/ wvwwmlwu)/: :toooéé/v me. We never opened the door dumq weekends
and we mreé/ attended ﬁmaféom, because we were too embarrassed, of his drunken state. I
had never put him down to the children; Zwmfaﬂwmmothuto them. We did not have
proper meals or slept on weekends, due to his abusive behavior. H&wm/wwwarwjoodmm
when he was sober, which was mreé/. Iwwmdmthatlshouldjetwjob so that we could
léuawbatter% while the auntie next door lookwéafterthechéldrm

I went to Alcoholics Anonymous meetings. He wanted to know where I went with his sister
and brother-in-law and this is how he attended the meetings. This fu[ed/ after six months.
He wfmed/ help from Social Services and the South African National Council on Alcoholism
and Drug Dependence (SANCA) until I spoke to a lawyer, who advised me to take legal steps.
[Wforwdwvrwwit/bth& lawyers M:Lstuw&,pwtétomholdwhmh&fdéaﬂd/bmk&/uk
leg. H&Z%thom&wfwc/um WMM#%MIWM lo:tcomztof. This was the
[a;tofmwz}/ times t/mt[wmacceptmg him back. I;@Mﬁwd&uﬁwwg he tried to
oppose it but it was too lat&m[wm_grwgd/the cmtod}/ oft/w/ childven and the house. tHe

had to be wiafwéﬁfom the house. My l(‘f& Weoéwit/vw/vw: #WWW&:.

[wzwdepr&::ed/for two years, but had to wa/c&uffmfmd//t/wcoﬁ‘w, because I realised that
my childven needed me. varkwblonﬁ MW%MW:M@G&):&W company, while
malntaining the house; I/Lad/toﬁmtfor wy GWVMWW{# I was an extreme intvovert
until my M(Aﬁﬂta’ assisted me i getting out of wy shell, b/v WW my style ofdr&r:mﬁ,
meeting other people, most L'mportmtg/ talkén;q to meny, which I had never done prwww:é/
unless f/ua/ were relatives. While workénﬁ inthe fawtor)/ I volunteered, my services to assist
mmmdwldrmofwmatéo violence. I was tmxlne%b)y Social Department at that time,
which helped broaden my hovizons.
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I jrwfrom/ ;trmjth to ;tru%t/v with now-my sth year of comwel«l«ﬁ. The programimnes and,
workshops Wﬁelpe&émheaétrwwndomél My children and I have dealt with our past
and have moved, forwamL with positivity and prosperity. I now-work as a mediator assisting
W people with similar problems. M 1y children are responsible and reliable adults, wvrw

. With positive t/u,n/cmj and most wnportw/d:é/ ayer, I have never looked,
ééwk but proﬂrafed abundantév To the women out there; I did it so ww/ youy let’s build brw{q@:
instead, of walls.

* pot her veal name
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Family support makes a difference, Rose Thamae (far right) with daughter Mpho (centre) and granddaughter Kgomotso

Photo: Colleen Lowe Morna
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i My name is Natasha KM(:qeéemoLImﬁfomMW& I came to

g fowt/w&frécwwﬁewlwmtmyw; old. As a child, Ijrwuf»with
MEARTRIN Tt C = WWW/!SM#WW#OfWWOb[&W Growing up in my aunt’s
/wmawmnotwpwc&ofca/w Itwmlok&lwmﬁ mW&m&;@M@thM
much.

5o meoft/whorréb[&day: ofW ly‘ecam% t/w/da}/ Ilo;tmy womnhoooéén/a/wu}/ that I did
not expect. I was raped when I was 72/vearso[oé. We were living wit/pmt/wrwvmanb/th&
name Anne. T/mtmornénﬁ, Anne sent me to the shops to éu;v :omet/w'«q. Coming back ﬂom/
the shops, a man was following me. te came to mMthhatIrhowaol[owmor else

Iﬁétwjmomw back, so I had no choice. te took me to his place in Berea. There he raped
me. WM&MWMW&&MMMW b)/ qod/’:jmc&h&tookmbm%wm& It was
not easy getting home but I managed to ﬂetthem.

B«for& going in the house, he threatened me b/v saying that 74 yow tell anyone about what
...Iknowyow... Iwilékdé)/om” Wkemljothome/"cw&mm wmtm:gﬁ)r me,

Wr/wmddmé/ notéced/tﬁatmmet/w«ﬁ was wrong with me. $o, I told her what

to m&t/mtwwmdzﬂ. f/wm:gﬁatedt/mtmwﬂtforwamtw%w at that time was at work.

Wawnéfed/ﬂom9mvmtié epm, that's when she came home.

When she saw-me, she said that I was not raped, bmft/mtétwmm}/ bo/vﬁféend. She managed,

to tell W/omathpm&thatf was é/u@, saying that I was raped; Everyone believed her story.

Can )/owéeléeuethk? Even my é&;tfréemﬂéeléwed/t/wwhol& story.

I was so disappointed and, I was very angry withewar)/ow Ineedeaéwfzwwé/ Mﬁm
wft/@/ where nowhere to be found. For me, home was no home; it was just a place to live

becam&[hadnowher&tojo as a child.

28  4sachild, Ifeltt/wrg'ectﬁomw@[rta/tedto /mt&myfmmé/ I hated them all; I/Lated/my;eéf
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WW)/W avound me; e/:[%u'dé/ men. Theb%&:t reason that I hated men was because.
Ihaoélostwpﬂdaa;wwvmn%wmy Wf[kwawdrmwwly%

AMW&/W;[W@WVMW secret with me, until recently I spoke to wuer)/ﬂoodzﬁm
zfméneabom‘w%mtﬁafpmto me years back. H&:Mthatitwmmtwfmmm
made me realise that I have to letjo zy‘th&w%w[e:ématéommmowowwv‘t/pw lg‘& One
d@/ /L&WWWWIWMM%MMMMWQFIW VﬁW to speak out and let
other women know-about wy story.

[agreedbacamalneededto move on and I was téredofléuin:q WWDMWWMW%
He took me to the “I” Stories workshop speaking out on Gender Violence in Southern Africa.
Therve I met great women and, men, some who lived in abusive relationships and some are
still W i abuse.

50, /wwthat)/ow heard and, read my story ofa,bm&, please women and men offowt—/b Afn’cw
say “NO” to abuse. Abuse is abuse! Remember that there is no abuse in love. 17‘ someone is
Mmérgyowémt/w mm&ofloue, t/wo/vowam W in hell. For love is wﬂv’tﬁom God. Love

(s not abuse.

1]‘ youw know- someone who is W in abuse, my brother, wy sister, my wmother and mothers
offout/wm/ Afrécmv please gle them as much support as yow can If “yow are going t/wouﬁh/
the same situation that you think is abuse, then say, “emmg/u s mouﬁh/’. Say no to violence
i your Zy"eéecamathato‘: not love but that is violence abuse.

1 pray thatma/y qod/ﬂM/owthe:ﬂe@thth@t/owue&Lto say no Mtojo omléw’@ even
W/owﬁeéﬁk&/owcmotjo on. Remember thatyowwath&rwomthatt/w;mksw
out there and, bemma)/owlwa, wnewda}/ comes. For)/oooa/&t/w/pﬁdw to the women and
chéldrmofthb: country.
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When fW betra}/: you

“Its either youw have sex with me or yow get deported.” Living a Zﬁ% like this is
fa// away ﬁ/om/ the hopes I had growing up-in Zimbabwe, p{reammj ofbecomi@
a doctor after wWM school.

My dreams where shattered when my ﬁwfw passed awny /7%0//& I even completed my ordénmf/v
level. Partly out zfda:pemtéom I ﬁlé inlove with this old businessman in our village. I t/wuﬁht
I loved, him, z‘ylwuﬁh/ Zookmﬁ back, at that time Lknewnothdg about relationships. tHe promised
to take care ofmy mother and me, and to Wfor my :c/woéfee:. tHe took aduumfaﬁ& ofm&,
Wejmﬁwﬁ me and dwmped me.

Idropﬁed/owtof:c/woé. Since L had no 7m&«ﬁcatéom:, my 014,4/ c/wﬁc&wmfoﬁnd/wjob a5 a
maid so that[cozdd/fmd/ﬁrmy old/mot/wrmdzm}/ unborn child. Under all this pressure, L
gave birth to an immature baby at six months. I had to stay in hospital until he was old
enough to get out.

My stepsister down here in South Afn‘ca/ fdt sorry for me and, asked me to come and look for
;owwt/wnﬁ here, since there are ﬁwopportmwde; tn Zimbabwe's ecomomic crisis. I tfwuﬂ/w
thatwmthemdzy‘aﬂwypmbm rwtk&wwinﬁ that L was mlkuq into the lions paws.

I entered the country LZZ%MQ/, and so I would, stay home Wm ofbeénﬁ deported. My sister
promised me to helpm&ﬂetma;)/lmwpw 50 that[cowldlookﬁw work, and while I was
waiting, IwozdaLW&for/Lerkwk

I respected my sister’s husband like my own brother. He looked like a ﬁood/ caring husband
and father, unitil all hell broke loose. It started o/wda}/ when L was coming out oft/w battwoom.
1 got tnside the house to realise he was backﬁ/om/wvrk earlier than usual. L/wwémé/ atowel
avound me. As L took wy clothes so that L could 0 and dress in the battwoom, he moved, fa;ter
towards the door and locked, it from the inside.

He became aqgressive, violent and, stronger - L could not take his hands of me. He pushed me
30 onthe bed. H&Mabtotalé/ c/m/(:qed/ﬂomthemmék/wwto a monster. This man touched
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me W)/wﬁere/ he kissed me and forced me to have sexual intercourse with him withouwt
protection. te threatened to kill me or even hand me to t/wpoléc& to be deported, 7’% telémy

sister.,

This Wﬂrmsttkrwwwkfm&f%www:m It was /u/wtmg me tnside, |
felt so lonely and, helpless. I would cry matompomemtkouﬁ/Ltofcommétﬂ@ suicide.

As a cotncidence, é:wmy sister mkélf% medication, L was suspicious and anxious - L had to
know what she was suffering from. I asked her and, then she told me the whole truth about
her HIV status. Not able to stand the truth | collapsed. After a while, L woke up and, L had
questions to answer. My sister asked me what had made me collapse.

I velated the whole story ofﬁer abusive husband. nstead ofcowfortérg me; she became angry,
was angry at me, Mwemmmeoﬂm&ofsem her husband. She told me [ was loose and,
that is w@/ L had a child at home out of wedlock. Therefor@ she decided to t/wourm&owtof
kerhom&bg‘or&[mww&mmdamaﬁ& That is how- L ended up in the streets.

Wandering up and down the streets of Joburg with nowhere to 9o, no money and no relative,
Lmet a.guy who is also a/ﬂm{:’gw who proposed and asked me to move in with him. Homeless
and without options, I did. so Wremfé/, L am staying with him t/wouﬁh/ one problem to
another.

The ﬂmf ﬁwday; we had a nice time until he started to show-me what he is capable zy‘doéf%.
H&brmﬁ:ﬁéré%ew /LOM&W&U%KZ&&P{ WWMMWW@:WMtM them that
h&jmttookm&oﬁ‘the/mfeet: bmm&kefeltp@formotherwﬁah&doa not like me much.

This so-called bo)/ﬁ/iend/ of mine comes home drunk and abuses me p@/smlé/ and, uerbalé/.
He even tells thopammy balo@érgf %t/m [(ﬁ/&{oe/; not suit me. L should have sex with
h&mtojetwhatéwmw, whéc/w':foodm/zd/céot/wnﬁ and, accommodation; or else [ would be
back in the streets 9‘& dont co-opevate.

Iam/w:kd(ﬁforhdp. I would, like to envoll and trvain so tkatéjetwcertzﬁcate, L want to be
able to ;tand/ommy owrvfeet, Wead/my wings W/Ld/fé/ /Lé_g/w/mnd/beabéeto support my
mﬁwmchéldwhomél%tbm home. Plea;&helpm&getowtofth&mbm&uamm’: house
éﬂﬂmitb:too late.

37


Guest
Rectangle


Changing famdy violence

I was érozght up i a very strick and conservative ﬁwzwé/ of9 childven. As an Indian jéré, I
was taaﬁ/w to respect others and W;#nt all times. Decisions were forced upon me whether
I approved (for not. When someone visited, wy parents, th@/ Adid not allow me to be in the
same room and listen to thelr conversations. M 1y dad, just had, to glve me one of those looks
that said it all. I attended a primary school and, later a /uigh/ school where white teachers
tauﬁ/u‘m& This is where I vealised that as a young Indéom/wvmmlmr@ht:a; well. I
exercised some of these r'@ht; I learned at school and put my Zwlé/mg brothers in place.

W/L&MW mumpaﬂeoéxwa}/ when I was still at schooly, I was devastated. This had an adverse
Wamtfwr&:ﬁofw teenage years. Iﬁétbetmyedé)/ mum when I most needed, her. Thereafter
dad, became overprotective and a control frea/c He put emphasis on how I should carry
out my duties 9‘[ was Going to be wperfpectwafutwa bride. He did not allow me to talk to
bo)/;, as t/ua/ will hurt me. For me it was like g‘t/@/ did not touch me howwould I be hurte”,
Wﬂﬁ‘ecte%m&m[bemmarebdlwmm&admﬁfﬂthwvmm

AftalmeMW studies, Iworkwéata/recodénﬁ company as receptionist. This place
was Wdommted/ﬁomth@derkto the salesman. WMW{MWfﬂo V{q/wmd/
everyone was W a bad, day, it was Deébé&’:fmoétaﬁm W tookadunntag&zy‘m&m @
young naive ja/éwﬁo was at her ﬁ,'mf job, the abuse became intolerable, and 1 r@:@m

A’fW)/WS lm‘er[metw)/ozmﬁ mmMIfelLMllom mﬁmmcm our relationship
Ihad to Modmemtofaﬁwrﬂrhawom I had come under a lot ofcn'tia):mc’mterw
ofstél[/ beé@ very youny. Whenever I was out oflé/w for some reason my fm&her would, ueréalé/
abuse me saying, I was i a /wmy to get a husband.” I used to cry Wseév‘to sleep and pray

to get away ﬁfom my domamtmﬁ fat/wr

Two years later IWVMMW%/L#W dream had come true. Only toﬁm/tm}/ in-laws
were in their own domestic violence corﬂéaf. My mother-in-law; who was a very beaMW
women, was i an extrva-marital aﬁw At mj/u&, my fW—MWM&W and, uerbalé/
abused her. In the next roomy I would hear t/wscream;ﬁw help: As th&d@tm&ofth&a]j‘w
32 was exposed; my mother—mflawfeét very embarrasseds as I was her new - danghter-in-law: One
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m'ﬁ/bt he dmﬁqed/ her out ofthe/ room and threw her into the )/Md/ andy as a result, mﬁered/

My husband, and I took her for medical attention where she was treated and discharged. The
:Mt/w'nﬁ about this all was that she had to return to this abusive envivonument all over. I
became very supportive and, learned very Wé/ i my marriage about jmder based, violence.
My mother-tn-law-and I became best ﬁfamd; and supported, her t/wouﬂ/bthe/ divorce. I learned,
tkatwfat/wr inlaw-was a man who could not apologise or make amends. This was KOWW
that he passed on to my husband.

AfW)/W: down the line, I had three sons md/fomwlwmpmﬁmntwiﬁvwfowthcm
My husband had, lost his job Wf/w'nﬁ; becamdﬁmdf I/wwLa/famié/ to support and a
W&Lthavt[/mdtow :W)/ﬂr. To survive I cleaned sheep heads and trotters Mwmrb/v
c[othm;q fawtor/v, using this ﬁ)r the maid’s mlw/)/ and, other bare essentials. I ﬁéf[ should not
be crying poverty buit to overcome (t. My husband never assisted, but socialised with ﬁ’W
and, returned, home drunk. When I confronted him he would verbally abuse me and blamed
me for trying to Wakatw ﬁwn&xto{a}/ he would blank out what happened and not

loﬂzke. He did not believe a man should say sorry. A jood outcome zy‘aéé this was that I
wmbla;e%wit/z/wdauﬁhten

Tew years aqo I Joined a domestic violence network where I empower women to educate
themselves about domestic violence. Women should overcome poverty, move away from/ the
domestic violence envivomment, and know their r'@/u‘:. I am Wrmtéf a mediator with a
local organisation W women. Toda}/ L am a proud mother zy‘fou/ mcce;ffwé children. 1
am an excellent w@@, mother, mother-in-law; and ﬁrmwwt/mf, and, still married for 36

/VWS.

* ot her real name
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J‘tandc'«ﬁ up to famili&:

I am marvied to a man who is Mtﬂomtk&;me et/méojmupa; mine. Wea/afrom Burumndi;
t/wuﬁ/b he has been staying in South Afn’ca/ stnce 2000. His famaé/ does not like me and some
members zy‘myfam»é/ did not appreciate him. We got marvied in 1994 and we have three
kids tojet/wr. When our flrst som was six months old, my husband decided to ﬂe&t/w/ country
because ofthe war.

He wentto a ﬁw{ghéowm_g country, Tanzanisy and I moved, out oftfw arvea because of;ecu/ég/
reasons and went to stay wﬁfz/wfmwé/ n another area. One year later, I joined him in
Tanzania because the killing was getting worse and, worse and, the new Me’jhéow: were
harassing me because of my husband’s et/mwoty My family went to Rwanda for the same

reasons.

Lg’@wm th)/uwm Tanzanio; we had no job or any other income. We had a small
amount ofmomy &ftfmm/ our savings, so i 1999 decided to mouaforwnrd/. He came to South
Aﬁ/écwmdl went back to Burundi because transport was expensive and we did not have
enough money for all of us to go to South Africa (two kids and a prequancy).

All these 5 years, his fW was i c/mrje of our possessions and the ﬁwméw possessions. When
I went back, I was expecting to have a place to stay becanse my husband and I had a house.
However, I my/ed at my younger sister’s place. I was not cowy‘orfable there because my sister
Aid not have kids at that time, and, it was too mow/bﬁ)r her - 4 extra mouths toﬁeot. She was
also going t/wo%h/ a process ofdémorc& I was supposed to support her, not have her supporting
me. I decided to move out to a small township and rent a house, b&u&my sister was rtéléalwn}/:
there ﬁ)r me.

Two months later, I went to talk to my é/f(/lawrwowtmy own house; thq/ toldzm&thatt/@/
wvuloéwntutm&aj&erwfaw meeting, émft/@/ didn't, until I went back a second time.
To my surprise, fhg/ told me that I was Mtwe[comamtﬁwwfamz,é/ Wmor&becw&tfuy
heard that I divorced their ;omé#or&[cam&bm, mdthatwmt/wprejw was not his.
Ithua/é'g shock to m&éemm/t/@/wemél@, Mtkatkomawmwyow /wpeﬁwfmxmmﬁ
34 support. T/Lg/ knew that we were still marvied because each time I went to visit them he
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wmddp%wwmand/tdk to /w:fW Wouﬁ/bm

I met an old friend; a nelghbour of my mother-in-law- (she died before our marviage) who is
a M«dﬁ& He knew-about the story, and, he advised me to go to court because it'’s my V@/Lt to
have the house - ww%dtwmtm&thatw husband, and I arve divorced - as long as I am
the one who has the kids.

I wentto wwtmtheju@&toldm to come back %wmontfvﬂrth&dec&:&om Afterwmmt@
I was told, that I lost the case because I was no lonﬁer married to my husband and didwt
have any rz'ﬁ/uf to the possessions. I was not surprised b/v the verdict because my husband’s
uncle was also a/jm/@& Ijmtukedformw During that time, I/wwéwlotofmpport
from elders who knewmy husband and his mother. His aunties from his fm%er were also cross
xbomfwﬁatwmhappew to me, bwt[toldt/wmnottof{qﬁt deédeaéwit/vthemw:e%

Iwem‘forth&appeaﬁw%wy letter, Mzd/w%ulemédfgﬂrwtwm someone in the andience
Mkeaémw@/ I was there. Imsmmmmﬂ%mtumtmmhmﬁdmﬁ sorry
Sfor me. Itoldhémth&wfw[a:toly Mﬁajmmwmwﬁrmwmmjmw the rules
moﬁréj/uf: w/omfmdée: mmawéaﬁ&. He folaLmawer)/tfu}Lj that I needed in order to
win the case. When I went back to hear the court’s decision, vamt/wm&mﬂott/wkg/:
fort/w/wm&.

This :eé*‘o':/m&:f ruined the relationship between 7% husband’s ﬁwwé/ and, me, as well as
éetweem wmm Bm&t/wwvmfpw/t Ltrwwdﬁ/wrelaaomWéWW husband,

In 2003, UNHCR contacted me to join my husband, in South Africa for famoé/ reunification.
My husband told me to sell the house and bring the money. We bought a house in; johannesburg
where stay until now: We have a wonderful life and we are trying to rebuild the relationship
with our families.

What I wanit to say here is: women stand up; ﬁﬁht for your V%ﬁ/bt(; there is W{ one way or
another to meet your needs.

* ot her real name

35


Guest
Rectangle


Violence tears a fcwug/ apart

b)/ MW*

Have yow ever dmﬁﬂwL )/oowmé‘ up the staircase Jjust so you could W w place of mfeﬁy oné/
to fmd/ )/omfs# i a corner of no escape? Have you looked for answers while your eyes tear, or
hands bmdaﬁa your own wounds caused, é)/ your spouse oné/ to fmd/ out yow are W n
cch'omand/Wt? Well! This is me. I am 30 years old. Ikmbemmarn’edﬁ)r 70)/mew£
L hawve two girls. I was happily married to a man who is now 40 years old. 3 years ago I woke
up one morning only to realise last mﬁ/u& was not a dream.

I should, beﬁdm b)/ revealing my childhood and this would be scary :t% My parents were ﬁood
to me yet harsh to each other, which was triggered by my fat/wr’: extra-marital affairs. My
mother kept silent, as she was afraid of my Mtﬁrouﬁhoutth&abm& There were times when
he would burn her clothes and hit her, leaving lon:g—termww&; and scars. Iﬂét helpless and
hopeless watcw I was only 7 years old: Now I am 30 and, reliving this m'ﬁhtma/& Gender
violence can be very influential; instilling a sense of fear; tkereb)/ silencing the voices of women,
1 believe strongly that gender based violence towards women needs to end in every manner
possible.

An @ﬁ‘w also tr’gjeredmy husband's violent behaviour, wﬁéc/bdruticalé/ Wed/ our fmw,é/
lives. Iwzumtﬁaffy éwt[tkoughtéfmmmmééemm&q‘w upbringing. I live in a soclety
wﬁereé)/ we are supposed to honour our husbands Wacceptl(faa; (t comes. From/ﬁa/, I was
unable to :pea/cowtw:étmzjhttw owfamzé/ apart. My Wﬁterfdtabxndomb/v her
dad because there was no fawué/ times anymore. When I 7wtéonwé/m he became angry,
verbally abusing me, saying I am useless and not a career woman. My husband is a diligent
worker mwﬂojm;xm;muider, m//mthé«ﬁ that I would love to do as well. H&ﬁéf/t&m
the man and he dictated the rules.

Due to th&aﬁm I sawthis mW&ﬂommmeLto avery Wmm and this was
@ quick transformation. There were many instances when he would come home late from
work and, 7‘ I questioned his whereabouts, he would, get aqgravated and violent. He even
threatened to kill me. H&wvuldcommjo as he pleased, withomfw warning as to his
whereabouts. I could not do the same, %I/wwéto visit or 4o owt:hoW without him, klfwwwgq
36 he would approach me later with vulgar words and, physical violence. My husband could
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even throw-a chair or fmat me very fomoﬁtlé/ If[ tried to retaliate; it worsened the situatior,
M/wwvnloéjatm omfofcontroém believe me, I would be lookz//zﬁ at Satan. I did not
know who he was anymore. g‘thmj; dont go his way or on his time, he would, resort to
violence.

Once I moved his beer to another :Mand/ one broke; /Lemtéced/t/mtm:ta/tedswewwzﬁ,
telling me to WWWWW:MM T/uwer)y Mxtda)y I replaced his beer which; I
thouﬁht, wmth&rzﬁhtt/w% to do. To my amazement, h&tkrwt/wbottlaatwfeetm
aimed, it at my back again. This was insulting to m&uk&dé&ﬂtfmfﬁvtfwy&mofﬁé:
fn’end& The violence WWMWLM3 years. Whenever I tried to communicate, he shut
Wwowté’ypwwka(:q me on the head. Once he pulled me down the stairs, that’s when 1
dragged Wse%uf&tmim oné/ to fmd W:eé‘éwwcorw where I could not move. He had the
upper hand in our situation, h&kdckeaémcontérmom’é/ on bmmlej:,pmchwém&
over twenty times on my head. Iwu%mtﬁdtk&pmbemm&oft/wmmﬁ impact. I
mé/ remember awakening about tenw minutes later b)/ the voices ofmy screaming children.
My [e_q: W&:wvdemmlwuldzmtwulkpmpe@/ Iconld/ba/eé/ move. Thamgeétﬁat[
t/wug/uf[ Wﬂ@kf[tk&mmwvtkowt heart.

My husband did not seem to consider Wﬁdmj: or even that I am human, until I took a
step to reconciliation with the police, S.A.P. who then handed us over to the Justice and
Restoration Programme (JARP). JARP showed me that even when it is dark there are still
W:mrsthat:m MV&&WW W&e e/wv/?lmg me to empower W#Dom&:téo
violence can cost you your lg@ 7‘ )/owdo not seek /Lelpmmedmteé/ Gender based violence tore
Wﬁw«wé/ apart. Being wm&mdwénotjwewy /Lmbmtﬁwnﬂhtto violate women and abuse
our kindness. Men should not treat women like dirt, use them to ﬂértmd//u/wt My appreciation
goes out to those WDVW with women, ﬁ)r w job well done on my toda}/ mproved marriage, I
am able to provide for my c/dldrmmmméfwmfw and happier home.

* pot her veal name
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;,DZI:LM b oy S e/xualdy'

Iwmon@fowwﬁem[ﬁr;t:wwp&ctw&ofw momy; :hemth&m;téewgﬁ»émwnl
WW&MMW mtér&lg@. M}/_qmmothermaedmfmmwhmlmwc/ﬂd, I knew
/L&VMIM}/OW mﬁwraMtMonersomlerMato. I lived with her unitil she met
her deatty bwtmy Zg@bejmm}t/b/wk I learnt to be responsible; I wanted to make her proud.
f/walwvyfk/www%mtto say to M@M/LWOVWW%&WL& Themrh&déed/m»y@@
was hell. I had to be my ownmotheeratM I was oné/ﬁwteem

Ia[wn}/: k/wwthatmy mother was a sex worker, and, at that time, I called her names;
prostitute was th&mé/ word near my tongue. I hated her @@bu recojweother reqardless.
I would listen to debates on TV and radio, wut/uth&/wpethxtma}/éalwvnld:wwy mother.
Otwda}/, I did, see her, on a newscast about some research on sex workers. I didw’t want to see
her like that, beénﬁ w prostitute, mﬁwmfmfumwm Buit I still loved her, and
wished that she could be a mother to me. However, she wasn't; she was never there.

I remember w%wu[wmmbowtﬂwyw: old, my mother came to the house where I lived with
my ﬁmno{mot/wr. Inmy understanding, she wanted to leave with me. That started a ij/uf
between /wr;#m granny; it seemed, as thouﬁ/b my ﬂrmdmofher Adidn’t want to allow that

to happen. She wvmt/wﬁjhtafterpowmﬁ éobém;q water omwjmm{motw I was scared; I
did not whait to lemmyjr andmother like that

But as a child, seeing MW&W[IWW%/L#WDM&OWWO my Z/fe~ t/wﬂa;@/
cax, mwﬁétebo}/ﬁwmmwtkejoodéath Wéouﬁhtforme‘ I left. My mother lived
i a very tall buidding in johannesbury - very beamfw On the same night, 5@@&%%
tkaf[atdon&, Mafter some time she still had not come back. It was not lonﬁ éey‘or&[%
the ﬂat /LOW to ﬁnd//wr I saw-her across the street with other /JeWW womeny so I crossed
the street to get to her. 1 was very young and had no know{edﬁaabouttmﬁi'oﬁﬁht; Wmﬁg/
precautions wﬁemcrom'nﬁ the road. The cars were so loud, and I was scaved: When she saw-
me; she crossed the road and we ran back to th&ﬂaf Thatmemor)/ has W%W mindy
%W:Wﬁwtfwaﬁhtflmaboww mother.

38 1 went back home to granty. L@'@wzw back to ﬁwmwwfor another 10 years, until she passed
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away. I went to school. It was notmea,f/v;at@ M[Wtoprouide/for mo;tofmy own needs.
Iwméormagﬂm%w&/w&:tmmc@ Moﬂl/wwalwwéwm)/ conscious Zg*‘awersm 1
could, not judge anyone, reqardless oft/wér “stus,” and that included the woman I so much

Twas 17 w%wmlﬂrstrea[d;ed/thatlwwmtaaﬁmctéomtowdxpwﬂe zy‘tfwsm&:&x
MWS# I knew-little about howw:e/xualéiy and/éfvmy churchy “such behavior was considered
to be an abomination bq‘omth&fya of&oaﬂ.”ldéaénotlék&th&idewzy‘comdtﬁ up against my
church principles, bwt[coulaénotse&wy:eé‘wv’thwm I hated men, though I never had
wfpecﬁorwomw@/. WM%Wfaﬁwkab:mc&orwméttfwopfwﬂmdylwmof
/LaW wmaleﬁigw&éwmy ly"a?[rtééédom%kmm

Just after matric, I was introduced to womens rights organisations. I didut know what my
vole would be; all I wanted was ajob and the possibility ofﬁuﬁ/wrwg wy studies. Thiee months
later, I was raped: I turned to the same organisations amtt/ua/ gave me more than I expected,
The oﬁe/w me the opportunity of being part of trainings and workshops. I spoke out about
my experience of sexual violence, which was hate-crime motivated. On the surface; it was
about VW out and, tying to advocate lesbian n’ﬁlaﬁ, but was there another reason behind
that? Momuny was never there at all. Did she see the newspapers, the documentaries? I
wondered,

I never uiewed/m}/:aéfmf a victimy let alone a survivor. Based on the choices IW@&&VW
experience; I fwwymg‘a,: more of & conqueror. Yet, I still /Latedtht}/ mothers’ choices. I still
called her a prostitute.

I attended the Women in Leadership Programume with the Gender AIDS Forum (GAE) in
Durban. The training was about enabling consciousness amongst women. I left the training
with an WS&VM that the “Personal is Political.” All women ave victims ofpmw@.
It wasnt easy - it took almost the whole year - but Mtwnataé/ I fm:géwa my mother. I started
seeing her as a victim in all that was going on in her life. Buit I hated men even more.

Istééébzuﬁté&wit/vtkat/wugkf:y‘w mother as a sex worker, t’h«()Mﬁhz[/’w [mﬁer call her a
prostitute. I/L&;ays she has c/wmﬁed; I believe her and support her. I want wy mother to know
about her sexual health and V'%/Lt(; mayb& she will realise just how much that has aﬁ‘ected
wme or how-it has KWMWZ?[& I would, love to see my mother imomoftha&wwat@:, but
Just dow’t know-how-to introduce her. It is easy to advocate for any other woman's rights but 39
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not when the issue hits home.

I no longer hate men as such éutth&mmldy behind gender roles and responsibilities that
oppress women meft/wmmt/w margins. I believe that there is a system ofpatrwc@/, I
beléeuathatwommamimewar&noteqm

I feeét/mt 7‘1,16 weren’t for my :&xudéty or my experiences offaxw violence, there are t/w'«ﬁ:
I wouldnt have achieved, but is L'trealé/ agreat honour to be an activist orﬁm/,'m}:t because
@‘WWW: t/mt/mfpmedto)/ow? Is it possible that we can be experts L'lfvowﬁeldf
of interests and, passion without being labeled victims or survivors of gender based violence
and, other issues wﬂmmceotb/v t/wpatria/c/m//y:tem/? Whatlmea//z/b/v this is: I am a huwman
rights activist and, defm& myself as a feminist who has experienced sexual violence, but I
also love math and ééfommtéon/ tec/u/wloj)/. I would, love to be known as someone who loves
math; and has a passion for W& with reﬁaufd/ to women’s position in the world, jlolmlé/,
tnstead ofsémfé/ the rape victim, or the lesbian.
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L ifa will never be the same

by Sindie Bless*

In 2004, I met this quy from the Eastern Cape. I am from the same place, but a different town.
It was bnﬂm Valentine’s Day when we met and believe me it was @W&tf()’fff%ﬁ/bt The

WWWM

At the time, /L&Mnothawwﬁww'é/ except his aunt, who on@ﬁm/u'mwp&w&to stay.
Hawm;td//fwc/w%ﬂr & fob. I was so touched/é)/ his bukﬁrompé the problems he had; and
losing his mother as well. [ﬁltpuj/forhmv Iﬁlfba&é&mdzmoued%wﬁpm because I had,
@ job at that time. It was a big mistake to move in with him - everyone warned me about
t—/mthﬁ step; especially my mother, ; friends and my young brother. However, truly speaking,

at that time love was in the air.

By October that year, he was employed with one of the biggest companies in johannesbury.
This was :owwthénﬁ we were both/pmymﬁfor. Our lives Wwﬂomtkeda}/ /L&ﬂof the fob
because he was earning more than me. In December, I discovered that I was two weeks
preqrant. The Joy, love and happiness we had cannot compare with WW After some
time, I realised that his aunt was not /mpf)/ about our relationship; t/waﬁh/ wmtoday I
cannot tell you the reason. At the time we were staying in her house, and she started to act

. At first, she sald we must pay rent, which was not a problem for us because we both
had, jobs. She continued dem&mdm:q money, but still we overcame that.

In January 2005, we had a serious problem. tHis aunt started to demand more money, saying
she has no children to ta/c&ca//&ofher. We could see that there was a motive behind it, but
wy boyfriend and I would start fghﬁmg and arquing about it. It would lead where my
bo/vﬁ/ée/fwﬂ would start to beat me, saying 1 had, no respect for his aunt. Euemfmlé/ we were
ﬁﬂ/uwg every day, apecéalé/ when the aunt is around, MvaMleawthemmjo to
wy parents house. My boyfriend suspected, that his awnt might be using muthi to separate

us.

The éemfélgs continumed havder and stronger. I tﬁougﬁt the prequancy was pla}/wg a vole as
well because I became so jealous wﬁemk&wv/dd/jo out. T/L&féqkt; mM;tMtaﬁMM/w
would beat me. 47
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He paid, lobola as our tradition says. In auqust 2005, 1 delivered a ba/?/v éo/v; we weve both so
: Befom the end, onOO5, we ()jﬁcéalé/ got married: In 2005, we bo%/uf a house in one
of the biggest areas in Johannesburg, and in May 2007, we moved in. After we moved to our
new-home, W/W c/wmﬂed/ He would, leave the house 8am and come back at 11 or 12pm.
When I asked him where he was COW/[VOW MW&W@‘M@/@IWMM&&&W.
mfétwwmwmtmmtiéom@htlmdedfw coustn; who zkwpoléc&oﬁcen and asked,
him to come around to try to talk to my husband, as a man. That did not work. On&myht
weqwre[edmzﬁwwmd/keéeatm&upmcdémy fw'ghéow came to rescue me.

In October 2007, he packed my :t%am said I must leave his house; he dropped me at my
mother’s house at about 17pm. After that, I did not know his whereabouts because his phone
was alwu)/: on voicemail: It was so WW rtr&:;j%éa; his twv—/vw—old/ son would cry and
ask about his dadag/ It was not easy - with the travma and, depression; I was miserable and

I went to our homam#wéeﬁm 0f 2008 to check who was staying there. Iﬂmomftﬁﬁ
ot/wrpeopl&wer&rent&gq the house; as he was not able to sell it to t/wmwithoutwydjwtw&
H&W:old/tkemwer/vw that was inside the house, mdudmﬂ WﬁWMM&W[W
qutwvt/vnot/wzﬁ axceptwfam&é/ WWC/LL‘M, After:om&ﬁ;wmont/u, I received a call
ﬂomwmmzm/ saying I must forjet about him because she was preparing to marry him, but
that time I had no tears. I said to W’% “God, yow said, f yow are for us, twthm:q can be

ﬂﬁwbﬂf us.”

on 21 jué/ 2008, he came back apolojtki/@. I fo(gm him because I'm a Churistian, but we are
not staying tojet/wr yet. I still do not trust him and we are both unemployed. T/wuﬁ/v 7
fo@m/w'm, the trust is érok%W@@betmmhémM[MW é&tﬁ&mm@m A
b{g thank youto my mother, my ﬂwﬁw{/{ Md/fawwé/, mmy pastor who mpported/mt/wouﬂh
all this.

* pot her veal name
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Activist Grace Dimakatso Maleka
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Dbmbddy does not mean

é)/ Grace Dimakatso Maleka

S | My name (s Grace Dimakatso Maleka, I was marvied to my /wabmfor 20 years.
We were blessed with three children, two szﬁom/ arve still alive. Since we beﬁm to live
tojetker wedéoénot/mww/mffy relationship; wamed/toﬁightwer)/ weekend when he came
home drunk.

I/wrtg/ after Wﬁrs’tcﬁddzm borny in 1990, we separated and, I went to my mother’s place.
He later came to my mot/wr’:p{awuccompamb/ his mother to apoloﬂzkefor what he had
done and promised not to do &t again. As /Le/u:the/fwther zfm}/ children, Iforﬁm/tmm
oﬁ%redﬁ)rm’to ;tartww@%withhém

In 1995 1 WMW ﬁetw/wwjo/? where I was wvrwg. He started to dvink /Leawé/ again
mzy‘tmcm&hom&mtfwmcddleofﬁwmﬁht H&mMWu&mMﬂonﬁzy‘W dzw:q/wer
Eac/btmlfpok&to Wim about his behaviour /L&promb:ed/ notto do it again,

Wﬂdowym Zfelépmﬁmtwit/vw second, baby. The doctor asked me whether I had

problems at home and said I did not. H&wad/methat[rhowldznotkeepqwtabowtthe
problems. Meanwhile, we used toﬁﬁht a lot when I was prequant. I lost my bxé)/ éo/v. I
explained to him what had caused the loss Md/heafoloﬁ(}:wé promising that he would be
a/realzfatherto hudauﬁ/ater

Mfodowmﬁ)/ew/ @‘ede«#m w/muy élourw%wmmfawoﬂmtrmc/m/m Ipermadeaém}/
husband to goto Ratanda and, get house there because we were not wvrkinj. Later that year
I retuwrned to work as I had foanw/joé i July 1998. Transport from Heidelbery to 3&9614/
(s very scarce. 1 had to wake up in the morning and, come back late. He started toﬁmmbla
and, sometimes promise to beat me about this. He was very aqqgressive &;pecéalé/v when he

smoked, dagﬂm
44 1 again spok& to my divector and we worked tojether. He also &xpenemed the same transport
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problems and so he opted, to g0 and stay with his relatives in Baé‘owr. I suggested we must
ﬁm/{/w place to stay tojet/wr, but he said no. I spoke to my m,'ghéors at Ratanda to look ﬂfter
our house, as we would come oné/ on Fm’dayn 7 fta;yed n Bné‘ow with my momy while he
:tayed with his relatives. On Fn’d@/:, we met at the taxi rank to go to Ratanda.

At the md/oft/wwwmth/wdédmtwww éuyfood/. Instead, /L&wvuld/becommoody and
leave me to do W/W é/v W:#mehdalﬁlépmﬁmwidbwgy thivd child, who was
born on 1 March 2000 mb)/ MW husband was in temporary Wlo)/mmt This was hard,
on me because I was on maternity leave.

When my bab)/ was about two months my husband, started to beat me when I reqwteab that
he show-me love. He beat me until me{ghbows shouted at him. Tfuy threatened to report him
to /w:fW tHe said to me that his mother and sister com&ﬁrstém/w: Z«'faand/mlmm
last person to talk.

When our house was broken into and W( got stolen my mother-in-law blamed me and
tnsulted me L'n/fromf ofom rw{gkéows LLM me that I am a white ZMQ/, Itrmtpeopl&fmm
outside rather than theﬁwué/ I told Mzt}/seéft/mt I should leave Ratanda and live in
johama:éwrj since I did not feeé free. On 1 October 2000, the day beﬁm I was supposed, to
start a wew job, I was émmwwmmédmthatleftm&daaﬂwé Ifta}/edzém/wfpﬁal
forfomf months /wW that my leg would, be oka}/. When I went to Bamﬁwaneth/ hospital;
the doctors told me that my leg must be amputated,

Ip/wmmy husband and told him. tHe responded that the doctors needed to make a plan
because he was too young to stay with a disabled woman. tHe said i front (fkuﬁmwé/ that
/L&could/kwtfta;v wut/vmy‘t/@/ cmfoﬁ‘m}/ leg. I explained to him, T didnt make any
application to be disabled.”

In 2002, doctors Wated/w lq‘tlej I ;t@/edimhospdaé for three weeks. WMW husband
called, Itold//u'mthatw leg hadbmcmfoﬁ‘. He came to the hospital to ;e&for /Lu/m’eg‘gf
this was indeed true. He brouﬁhtmwwthmﬁ, not even bananas, instead he just looked at me

wr)tkowta/m}/mﬁ WW After, I went to my monmd’s place.

My Mbmmcmtoﬁtchw childven and me. wawﬂto éamy and he even
éouﬁ/wmwwllp%wn& However, aftertwo months he took it back and said he needed, it. He
would, not allow-me to wmtowc/pétwm&tnmg. W&ﬂughtw[otbacm&h&wmww 45
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a lot zy‘momy and, did not want to take r&:pomdbdéty ﬂr his fW

I started seelng a social worker /7}/ the name of Elorence Mohloai. One time she took me to
Lesotho to visit with her relatives Mpa//tther way to assist me in relieving stress. My children
were tranmatised to see thely mom crying all the time. That social worker helped me reqain
my cofﬁdmw and tanght me to believe in myself despite my condition. My husband used,
neqative words and then afterwzwéf apoloﬁzked/ saying he was jokm_q. The God that I worship
certW has way to heal broken hearts so I chose notto let my doméuédy take contvol ofwg/
lg@. In 2004, I moved, out with my children to my own house and obtained a protection order
tﬁatprohééétedw Mband/ﬁfom coming to myplaw This was such a Veléefto me.

The decision to quaon/with/my @@wit/bwdémbddy meomtta/d/fg a risk into an unknown
ﬁatwatﬁatwa;kkeé/to éaﬂdffckmtﬁa Learning that I would not walk pro, Qaﬁm
was devastating, but I knew-that I had to :trwﬁt/mvw state zy‘mwwéaméthmk positively.
That (s when I decided to Join an organisation for disabled people. T/wy empowered me to

knowmy rights and to accept myself; I started to participate in different activitios including
those organised by the community and government.

Wﬂl[owuq)/w Zﬁotwjob at Heédel/ﬂer_g hospital: T was later elected to lead women in the

province as chairperson ﬁr women with disability and, I am now representative for Disabled
Women in Afn’caz. When my husband noticed these achievements, he beﬂﬂed/ me to come back
W[r@ﬁued/. The opportunities [WWWWW condition as a/blem'nﬁ to me;
avery [mwy‘wé way. We need to c/wmﬁ& the perceptions zy‘ow fm to become more tolevant
and accepting of disabled people. Our famdw/r disable us, not our disabilities. Women with
disabilities enjoy relationships and are indeed /uj/bé/ sexuals just as any women.

It helps me to talk opmé/, /LOW to break ;tiﬂmmdd:peé some ofth& myf/vr attached to
dombddy I believe that I mwéeame creation of God. T may not be W:walé/ attractive
(whatever that means) but I believe my spivit and soul carvies a beauty that cannot be
measuved; I wish to shave this bmmiy wit/bt/wratofth&wvrldzatwer)/ m/cm:q moment so
that we can appreciate that we are very pnwle_g% human beénﬁ:. 1fotw door shuits, then you
must know that another one will open. There is no time to look back, but move forwzw/{,

//wthmﬁ is impﬂm'él& for toda}/’: women.

I wanit to thank my moms sisters, Pote and, Martha and, my younger sisters, qlaﬂg/f and,
46 Lindiwe for bemﬁ S0 supportive.
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beinﬁ w

I was born 3 of July 1955 at Katlehong and grew-up with polio
aftar m@ déaﬁ//wmd/ when L was a(ﬁ/bt wonths old. T rtaywé at the Germiston Hospital,
Bamﬁwmwt/g and, later ended up in Natal-Spruit Hospital where t/tg/ kept disabled people.
In 1993, Lreceived an RDP house. It was nice because L was wvrkzlnﬁ and, L could do whatever
L wanted. My house was very beWW

In 2001 trouble started when my ne('ﬁhéow said to me, “W@/ cant you 4o and, stay where
the disabled people are staying?’ I was heartbroken and reported hinm to the street committee.
We talked about o'tm/wapolojzkeoﬁ After two weeks, his kids brok&m}/ window with a ball
Ltold him about the incident, W/L&déd/notrepé/ /uceé/ tHe said the kids W&j&b{fﬁ@/iflﬂ
and, it is because I did not have a child that I complained.

After that, his kids started t/wowi@ tins and ﬁﬂl’bﬂﬂ& i my }/a/&é Most ofth& time L:tayed/
inthe house because I went out I would be greeted by strong woméffﬁatwilékowt%v heart.
Whenever I wanted to goout, would, ﬁm& look out throuﬁ/pth&wmdowm that L don't have
to see him and, he doeswt have to see me. MWW was that L cannot run and even
w/wm[mlockmiq the door, h&m/ol[owm&, M}/MWWDW(JMWt

OI/L&da}/ I was comdgﬁ/om/wvrk/. There is one road where L have to pass /7)/ his house. He
made suve to see me and said; “Here is this MMMWWI@MVMWWWWM
towards my house. B@Foméjotkom&, /Lefollowed/mww/v/w: car wanting to hit me. Lwc@/
WMAWV&W&WMW mth@/ blocked the car as L passed.

When [ was /wadmg kom&w heart was broken and, L was hurt, because he said to me that
L amva disabled person, Wm&wvrwg while his w?@brmtdéfw[ed/bwt:hea /fwtwvrk/ll/g.
At last, when [ was nearing home he said to me, “Disabled ﬁmndwwt/wr today L want youw
i abox dead.” L just stood and stared at him.

47
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Ido mtklfwww@/ Iémm&/w:tarjat, gfwmyb&kahad/wpwbmmw house and was
fol()il/lﬁ étb/v Mom'/@ erelag:. I asked, him,; “Do Lowe)/owwt/w'nﬁ 50 tkwt//cmpay)/ow
W/owmmama[on&”H&Mmtwww listen to me. He came to me and, kicked me.
Iﬁléomt/w_gmmd/. theéww:omth&gmm /Latookm}/ WW stick and hit me with
Lttwic&ifvwg/kead/. During this time, he was uerbalé/zwmw% wme and the blood was all over.

écoald/notfe&wﬂemwg/ mdkw% stick was. I coudd not move and I needed someone to l(ft
me up: God is themﬂrma[é, and at that moment, wmmcmwmhdpw{/mtojet%
H&lookeaéforwmw fféckmdjmétfo me.

I went to the police station. When La//rwed/thg/ sent me back saying //;/wzdd/jo to the
hospital becanse L was bleedénﬁ. At that time, (t was too late and there was no taxis until in
t/wmorw. L realised that he was jealous tfme) because I was wvrw and had a house,
t/wuﬂ/vl could not mdemfmw he was so fealows of o disabled person.

My mother said I should come kom&MW younger sister must go W:tayatwkom&
That was in 2001. Okay no problem, Imo;téléwvrkmﬁ MZ/L(U)EW Z(fe But L would like
L'ttoﬁett/uk memory ou,tofm}/ heart. I still have scars omwfmmtrwmmzfthﬁ

day.

waeoplet/@/ﬁeémw)/formbecm&mu&démﬂed‘ Form&émokay. éhwat/wbe%
that God loves us all and 7‘ you believe, ﬁood tﬁw’@: will be yours. However, I want to tell
people; do not take people with disabilities for jmmfed, we are human.
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Heali«ﬁ 5009/ and soul

é)/ Germina Setshedi

Imwmthemfs‘ children. I was staying together with thew and wy husband. My husband,
was fealous, W/wLMfDV m&IMthW uspicions about him. tHe was cruel and I did
not realise that at the time. He used to beatm&u#for l'wf/Wlﬁ but I was not aware, I
sometimes wonderved 7‘[ was born to mﬁ‘er I cried euer)/day I pmyeoé for years MW God, to
W&W Z(fp/ for the better. Imtead, problems were getting worse wer)/da}/ I had glen
Mf%on//wwmﬁ any c/mmofhappwwﬁ wvt/bwg/ husband. Sometimes /L&wvwld:tmnﬂlem&
WIWDM&LWWWM)W% and he would tell me to :topma/cénﬁ noise.

I tried to talk to W”’W‘}’ times, about how his behaviour mad&mfeeé WW&W

éwfthat:tdécmedwb@ﬁithﬁetmmm. Muiolemaconﬂnmdzﬂrwlonﬁ time
until in September 1996. On Sunday 7 September 1996, two days after a car knocked, down
my son and he was admitted to MWMW%%WWM)/, I was preparing to 4o to the
soclety. My husband was not around. When I was about to leave, MW&MW/‘DM
me wearing my Wrm/. He came in and locked the door, swearing and pointing at me with

/u'/:ﬁ//zﬁers o my eyes.

W/Lewwew%wrea/ﬁw I was so :Wed/becmelwa;aﬁfMofW H&rmrteﬂépm/wnﬁ me.

He pushed, me uwntil he threw me out oft/w, window: It wmﬂomtﬁe Wﬂoor to the ground.
Bot/pm}/ legs and my spine were broken. I spent three months in a General Hospital sleeping.
W/wvlcm&owtoftﬁwho;ﬂ'taé Iopmwmeagmtméwmw was done because
wy husband was ﬁfamdx with one off/w, officers. I was staying with my younger sister and
/wkeptomp/wnznﬁ, tellén.q me to come back home. I was using crutches and could not walk
perfecté/ or move my éod}/ because the plasters were so /%7

When I was still staying at my sisters, he would come WW t/mtm}/ sister (s at work and
the children are at school, oén’om@/, I would be alone. He would kick the door rouﬁ/t,é/ and
Just open the door. He would tell me that he wants me home as soon as possible. Al that I
could do that time was to sit and cry.

Wo’tkémwfhortperéodﬁ I moved back home to my husband. Oh...oh...oh... God, after three 49
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days /L&deftﬁtedszwwﬁ and pointing me again. meméerthatb)/ that time I could
lfwthzlk/fa;t, I was still on crutches. Wmthebeﬂmé@ oft/wefw& On&d@/ he Wit me
w%whawmromw/ww& I was bleeding so éa@mwmwﬂooimtojetm
arvested, Wo't/r/tke/wlpofm}/ W/Lbomfs, the police where called and I told them what

to me. Murated/Wg L was able to open a case, and he went to Sun City prison.
He was omﬂm&ﬂrt/wwmont/wmm%efodoww months he went to court.

H&t/woa;keﬂémforforjwew;, Iforjmhém/. Aftert/wcowf:, he never slept at home but
wvwloﬁawévat/wmxtda}/. We did, not speak to one another, it was very /mm{/ﬂrmbecam&
the kids where at school and I would be alone in the house. I trusted, in God and proyed all
the time. [wvuld/m}/ this” qod//uelpm&becmathdf man is going to kélém&.”NothM:q c/uw_qed;
I :tayad%thathorﬂél&% He started not-to eat at home, coming home late and sometimes
not coming at all. L%&Mthatkom&mtﬁmthgy until he decided to leave the house. tHe

W/W(/Itkouﬁ/wétwmomatlcmf, he went to the police and o a case against me. tHe
;MM[WMMWW. Th&polécetold/hémtojo toﬁwu'é/ violence and open a
case there, éecam&thfa/ believed that he was é/mﬁ His case ended nowhere.

Now-I have realised that he is mlouewif:/vm}/ neiﬁhéomf’f W/Lter md/thg/ Muawbab)/
/70)/. But I dowt cave and I haven’t said WW il today. I jmtkeptqmt He (s mﬁew'nﬁ
and wants to come back home, My‘ortmmteé/, he does nothawth&:pawduw kow:ewmom.

That took me back to my wmother’s words éefom she died, “what are youw doénﬂ with that
/wo@m wtha:q mwmomten”M)/ thkerdédnotlék&kmmtdébutbecmet/@/km
th@t[louedzmt/uy accepted him. A;for now- he does not even a have a place to put his
head down and he wants me to assist him but I wont-

I had a choice to stop the g/cla ofa,éu/:&, a privilege that some women in my position do not
have. I was WWMM&WM W&zfmy r{gktsu & woman, & person and a
citizen. I knew-all the steps I could take to report domestic violence in my comumunity, but
distanced myself from this practice and rz/ﬁ‘ered/ i silence. I did not tell Wbopé/ about wy
husband who was abusive. I now advise survivors (y‘dome:téo and others forms (fuiolem& n
my community, It is because what I would, like most is to Waa/joodnwmaﬂzﬁ/ﬂkawow

Iam/tedénﬁ wpaWrtor)/ thatha;fhaped/w Z(fe, /Leépe&émato heaLaMmo:timportwwé/

50 to move on.
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Brea/cinﬁ ﬁwmwtmovmg on

It was July 2006 when I met a certain quy from Cameroon. At furst, he was W/W to me
but after - just two months (fmoumﬁ L//otoﬁet/wr problems éegm I was oné/ /mfﬁ/ for a short
period. tHe was an axc&m'ueé/ jea[om/v and, over protective man. te Wﬂ}/f accused me of
W aﬁmirs with other mmofwﬂc/bétwm a,léwronﬁ. H&;ta/te&ébeatmﬁ m&teW me
that T am bitch and cheap’. He beat me :ometmfow times a month.

tHe started, &)C/Mléllfb'l/% strange behaviowr. For instance, he would receive phone calls at
Wﬁt When I asked him about it he would, Say it is not Lmportant. In September 2007
7 éeﬁm my fMthﬂ period. After two weeks offszilf% we éejm to f%ht and he told me to g0
to my bo)/ﬁfémd/ otherwise he was going to kill me.

5o Im//vo/j‘to Wﬂmm/ Twﬁ%ntm Mﬁdowm:q day I went to M/L@&‘IW%W éoyﬁémdk

ﬁféend n BVWMM I waited for two howrs but he would not open the door. Then I
rmwmberedthxth&:ﬂimdfmwhw:domm:o I went there since I had nowhere to go.
7 foww(/ our ﬁféend/’; younger brother who told me that his brother was there at home. So, we
wwmkmckedzatt/wdowm/‘or :W&/w':brotherwmtfwr&wit/uw é@/ﬂmm
another ﬂéré. Becme/thg/ were not expecting me, my bqyfréem locked /waeé‘émt/wtodet

IMMWﬂ&LW{M@WW&LM;/L&W with/m)/ boyfrier@. Ih&to[dm&wer)/t/w'nﬂ
about /wwt/ug/ met. This was a pr period because I was fa;tm:g. In retaliation, I took
his wallet and, cellphone. tHe :ta/twécaﬂénﬁ me and, I continued to '%//wm/w'm/. After three
d@/;, [Mbmmthatrmd@/ he beat me up:

Icréed/mw my:eéfw@/, what I had done wrong to deserve this and asked the Lovd to W
me. I triedde:pemteé/ to show-him that I was not wpro:tétut&[ék&th&on&h&tfwuﬁht I cried

and was wmthmkm:q ofkcda/g Wg/:e% H&mmedmcfdat@ someone. I lost wa'g/wﬁfom/

a stze 34 to stze 28.

He/wvodotnotwemcomnwm&ﬂrthrwmomm:leptmn}/ﬂomtﬂ&hom& When he
came home, he beat me up: He sometimes leftmwﬂt/pnofoodzémt/whomawwlmm
52 MIWWWM@ IMMWf#w@/IWth. Ileftﬂwhomemww
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stay with my ﬁfamdf i wamtm Zuckié/, there was an unoccupied voom and I took it up:
I wanted to start a W%@ but my bo)/ﬁ'ie/wi started ﬁ)llowmﬁ me W)/W/Ler&

He would, come to WWW?‘MW&%MM%/L&MW&V%W@M This
for two months. He would beat me up until I decided to calét/wpoléc& Thepolflwmwer

cauﬁhtkémredrhanded/ because he would run away bzfor&t—/@/ arvived. T :topf»ed/ W
uph&:pﬁon&mléswmthoaﬁ/blrtdélouadzm

Now-I pray to God, that He glves M/L&Sﬁ’&ﬂﬁt‘h/ to fprjet about Wim and God has Wweredmy
prayers. Imﬁlwmldo notthénk[wiléﬁo back to anﬁm Euen/g'v‘u{o not/wzawjob
rijht/fwur, Imoﬁ'//n&

Q‘kawwt/wmwhatlkmwmw; vawlaénothwajowto live with this mm%t/wﬁrst
place. However, it is never too late. Im/mpf}/ L am moving on. 1 pray tﬂatwer)/ one who
(s going to read this story will think twice b%or& Jumping into wrelwtéom/uépéefom tﬁq get
to really know-the other person.

* ot her veal name
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She didnt look like an

b/v Leseqo Maguwai

A hot September morning in 2005, w:@kf Mofw coming t/woaﬁh/t/w window woke me
up with a smile. Wﬁrstthdg IMWtoﬁo lookwtw:eé‘%th&mxﬁrmrmaffvma
lg‘&. Tkatwmtkeﬁmttmlwok&upw%wsmdeomwfm became[mw@ﬁr%ét
Wto wake up: I was excited to fe&w%mttheday hadm;tomforme. Euer)/tﬁénﬁ about
Wtdayfeétn_gkt, t/wﬂower: Wabr'ghtmuwidwhéé:ttk&tm&: were $o greery Ifaltléke
I was seeing th&jﬂ/m ofEdem It Wﬁoéaﬁé/ one zy‘th& most beWW&{ayf ofnq % the

day just felt right.

Omt/w/ﬁ(a}/, I had a workshop to conduct. I arvived at the venue 45 minutes early and I beqan
to prepare the training room. There was a knock on the door, as I turned I saw-this innocent
looking young woman was participating in the lesbian sexual health workshops. She came
ea//é/ just to tell me that she would be starting at work and that shelll join us a bit later. After
she Zeft, I could not :toptﬁén/cm_g about her, mﬂrmmteé/, she did join us later mth&da}/

Afterth&works/w[y, the jrou#dedded/to pla}/ pooland I went, wmtko//gh/l could not even
hold a cue stick. T/wufuer/v same evening we both realised that we liked each other and we
decided to ta/ce/étﬁwthen She was m}/ﬂmtlow/; she was very sweet, kind, [ouinﬂ and, our
conmection was amazing. “She's W/VW I've ever wanted,” I t/w%ht

Just three months later, she was teélm-q me what to do, where to 4o and, she even started,
choosc'nﬂﬁ/b'md/:for me. M/vfémf t/wu_qht was that this was a sign of/wr love. She took this
ﬁwther /zy coming to my workshops amd/meeﬂnﬂ; Wforwwﬁél&, 7 eﬁg/o/ved/éi; until it started
éaénﬁ too much. I had to report to herw%wre/[wmﬁoénﬁ, when and with whom. on my
return, she would ﬁléomm avoundy I never had time on my owty she would even 90 tkmbg/v

I;ta/teddom;g W{ she didn’¥t want me to do ldk&talkénﬁ to other lesbian women in the
St clubs Every time I would, break on&of“her rules” she would bepa;ed/o/j‘and/dewmndwe
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leave the club. During one outing, I spoke to another lesbian woman ands as usual; my partner’s
reaction was to get angry Mdemmw(/tk&twejo hom&mmedmteé/ Once in the car, she
slapped me. I was so fhockedthatldédm%wmcr/v. IWWdecéséomtoforjmwjﬁrf/wg
made her think that she had power over me.

She complained about minor t/uinﬂr, like her WMWW eye contact was giving people
the impression that I wanted them and this lead to more ﬁ_q/uf: We were staying tojet/w/xt
aflat. I/wkeptomcommj to all my workshops, even during the week. I asked her W she
wmmdabl&wer/vday &rpealalé/ omweekday:m/wr response was that, as the boss at her
own work, she doesw't have to go i W)/day. It bothered me because bw% the boss does not
mean that )/ow/wwa to stay at home euer)/da}/ and expect your colleaﬁm to do all the work.

A:wuvmteeratOMTLQBTorﬁWaﬂom dét/wy cowld/tyﬁrm wzww:tépemﬂ IWMW
/Lerw/mtwmjoénﬁ on at work and she still wasnt honest with me. She lied about other
W{deé mch/w:/wraﬁ&. She was so tiny she looked 22, whilst she was 30. I was 20 years
old when I met her. I remember :ﬁ&toldm:h&wm24)/em: old. I believed her until her ex
jérév%end/ told me her true age. I co@‘ronted/wraﬁowtétmfk& WWMM/L&S@/M, “7
cm’tbeléeueyowbdéwedthatlmZ%” Forherthatwmt/wﬁwm&attfu'nﬁm

;ka;mmww%w;maij@ka with me. When I realised she was no [N(ﬁ@r Wlo)/e&é
wawemfualé/ had to mmowfzfﬁwﬂaﬁbecm&mwuldznowﬁord/fow both the car and,
vent. OM&:/wcowldm%pa}/ﬂrt/wwwmom, :h&éecam&uiolactzmdkatadw/v human
éeén;q, mc&wlmﬁ /L@V:@%Ik&bemmthé: cnw[/uﬁé/ mad, woman, whom I believed no lo@er
had a heart. She wvwld/pmhzand/;lapmfor mw'éé@ with other women. Every time she
ﬂaﬁktwit/vm&, I would tell her to stop and she wouldnt listen, mfééon&da}/ when I laid
wy M&wﬁromhermdfmghtbm. Ztm%ﬁeéjoodbmflmto do it so that she could stop:

Two months later, I ended the relationship and wwtmléw she acted as gﬂ'/wwzw accepting
my decision. f/wrté/ after, she tried to commit suicide and the police came to the restawrant
wﬁer&[wmwvrkénj at the time to ask about her suicide attempt. Mpoléwwvmwm:%ate%
t/mtlﬁmwamt/wr chance, Mtﬁuolto[dmthawﬁo[astoty 0 Mtoﬂmmt/w
[full picture. The fighting continued whenever we met (even though we were no longer dating).
On&tmrhetookmy bﬂﬂ chdplwmm[opmwm&ofﬁwft%amxm which led
to her arvest. I later withdvew the case.

W&Mnoftalkforwlmﬂ tmmﬂé[awédermdé/ bWe&Lémfo her at a club and we had 5§85
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another ﬁ:g/uf I couddn’t &mder:twuém@/ she was :tdéf'%hﬂ/fg with me because we were not
an item anymore. I told her that I didw ever want to :e&/wraﬁwu Ilq‘tmatldédm’tsw
/Leragaumftertkatngkt On July 15, I_gotwmléﬁom/wrﬁiend/tedé@ me that she had

pa,::ed/awn}/. Idédm’tédéwaétmdzmy Watfwughf%th&smm&zfﬁw:&w&;

until I called her mother to corg‘érm/. I was realé/ thwécozddm’twm.go to t/wﬁuwml/
becaunse I had to attendm}/ aunt’s weddmy Mﬁmwwmmweddag was on the same
dat&andzlhwbtoﬁ)lloww tnstinet, which was éaé@q wy aunt’s bridesmaid.

I do miss her a lot. It/u‘nkwﬁumﬁtfwmsmthefmﬁmtztmﬂwwzmmtm
to m&heraﬁm I%vrtéléheal&ng WIWrth/wﬁrft:wpo': toﬁ@éuam:eé‘becm&[éem
thatﬁ)r me to fgkf back it means I also contvibuted to the domestic violence.
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Demmd&mg a/vmga

Tama 38—/vw—old/ woman born in Lubuwmbashi; who did not enjoy love ﬁfom/ her parents. At
th&ag& zfthree, Wﬁw‘wrpaﬁedzxwu}/ ngy brother and I had to :efamt&ﬂom/w wmother.
T/wwny the culture was then, mm&m’:fng/ must take over W)/W including
the children.

My mother remarried her husband’s brother and we started our W@@ with problems in
a house with two wives and nine children. Idéd/notmde/;mndzw@/ Wmotherhadcﬁo;m
to marry her husband's brother. When I reached twelve years I started to see that this was
wrong and then this Wfaﬂwr c/m/:edxmaomfofh(k house. I went to stay wv'thm}/ other
wnd&mtéé[ﬁotw matric.

Becw&oft/wf% Iwmfwcedto lezwawyfam»é/ Mwésmrtmy omlg‘& I met a man whom
It/wu:ghtwvuldzmk&m&ham tn this world., [twmwuer)/_good/beﬁmw whenffﬂotmy
ﬁmfcﬁddxéw 1995, but e(ﬁ/af months aftert/wchéld/wzw born, W/W c/umﬁeoé The ﬁr:t
tmh&éeatmwmaftwhkmtkermlq%wkom&@:w%m on his arvival later,
I could, not fmdfhekg/: and he got angry and started beaté/@ me. During mbem@, he
tor&wﬂa:xm%@‘tmwwmmbw& Afterthebeatmﬂ, he went to the
bedroom and, I used, that as a chance to run to my neiﬁkéow’;p{awfor WWWO/C
mind. Fol[owinﬁ this incident, tﬂer&wmwfamzé/ meeting and I had to stay with him as it
W&xpecteoé(fwwgéto o/ag/kerhw:éam(/md/to ﬂrjw&/wm/

A year later in 1998, we came to South Afm‘ca/ because ofwﬁat was WW i Congo.
Fortmteé/, I foz/md/ w fob and I was away ﬁfom the house ﬁ/om Zam to 7pm. My love,
/ed/xtth&tm would be at home wnotmﬁfor me to comebm;kfrom work. tn order
to do the housework. This situation was very ft'l’&ﬁ’ﬁbé to the point where I feét happier at
work than at home. Going home was like ba'nﬁ i prison c/mvrjed with ;lm/er/v. He expected
m&toperfarm/w Miamwwgfemwﬂwid&tk&mowﬂrwto survive.

In 2006, on Christmas Day, he came home with two mmandthg/ started drm/cmﬂ fmm
Sam undil 10pm. During this time, /L&Zqﬁtt/whometo droppeopl&ofm@wﬁl&/wm
omzfthemaw;towtedﬁoﬁﬁhf&vw house. I asked, him to leave but when I wanted to close ' S7
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the doo; he pulled me out onto the steps md/opmdthajxw, which came back and hit me
onthe fm;e) and wy fm became green with éwn@. When my husband returned he did not
react. He said he could not take me to the hospital unless I put petvol in the car. I went to
open & case at the police station, but[déd/notknowthaﬁay who had assaulted me because
it was Wﬂrs’ttmz&o see him. My husband did not want to :/Lowmatk&jbym%:ﬂd/
I deserved what I got because I'm a bitch. His reaction hurt me.

Omwmotherda}/ he came home late drunk, /wﬁ)md/wletterﬁomsc/woéthatw son had,

jWe&Lthrouﬂ/bﬂwwaLdom At the time, I was sleeping and I didnt WWWW about
the letter; /wmtere&étheéedmomdm«d@ an explanation about the letter and when I
had no answer he started to wm:ﬂwhmaM;Mh&mMWM I went to apply
for w protection order and after w postponement and several appearances, the matter was
condudedmftarax)/w

During the time zft/w case; the two ofm were not even communicating. For example %/w
wanted, to talk to me, h&wvwlaé:u@m&zftﬂadwldrmto talk to me. Wouﬁhowtthb:, 7
tried to leavabwtéecam&zy‘th&c/u’ldr% I/wthojo back to him. Omt/w[axtda}/ oft/w court
appearance, /Leapoloﬂ(ked/ for his behaviour and promised not to hurt me again. I chose to
ﬂqmbemma[ée&euwkém. Iam/jlad/to say that he has not beaten me since.

I decided to speak out about my story to help other women to know-their rights a/fndngther&
is an abuse problem to ask for Wﬁ’o% organisations wvrkm_q with abused wvmmaizdt/wy
wiééﬁet/wlp

* Not her veal name
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The Rainbow Nation

b oy Maleshoane Motsivi

South Aﬁm the land, so bmtgw,

WWM{)}‘M[}@ lowm[wosper&iy,
The land I choose to live.

Yes, I remember the férst time,
You ww’mé/ embraced me,
You opened your heart and warmed my soul
You opened your gates and allowed me into your home.

You smiled; told me relax and be home,
You instilled hope, I trusted you,
You gave orientation, :/mn'nﬁ your éeauty,
Na/mtéfg your stmyyl&, your sorvow; your pain,
You Zzwﬁhter and, your dreams,

You promised, to let me be, I learned and trusted you.
ot .

I saw-all men as my brothers, all women as my sisters,

I even saw-older women as my mother,
1 let go of fear, pain and, suffering,

Thinking yes! I am home. 59
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After 50 lonﬁ, youw mdeé/ chased me out,
Calling me names, youw raped me; wwtéomlé/ and, p@/;écalé/,
You burned and, killed me,
Yo ruined me to believe i youy to be at ease;
You gave me a home, ﬁwo@ clothes

But now T am a t/w'ef”)/ow &y,

How-can you be so caring and, et cruel
How-can you be so loving and et 5o heartless,

How-can your be so warm and )/et S0 mean,
You should have sat me down, told me I have over :ta}/edj

qmtmtommmww
With the Vafpectlhad/for)/ow,

South Aﬁm the land so bmg‘w,
Iloueaé)/oa/t/wg I love you now; I will always love YOU.

ah

Photos right:
Upper left, Natasha Kangale (left)and Nthabiseng Sibeko (right) making radio features
Upper right, Take Back the Night, Johannesburg

60 Bottom, Pedro Simao (left), Tonya Graham (right) of CMFD Productions in radio workshop
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365 Days of Ant_in

against gender violence
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Khuluwma, Buay Speak Out!
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