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Ac/cnowieogement:

We salute all the gallant girls who came out in big numbers to educate other girls in the region, especially
Namibian girls, to speak out against all forms of gender-based violence. It was not easy to bring this
diverse group together under the same roof to tell their stories. These are stories of rape, incest, domestic
and psychological violence, HIV and AIDS, sex work and many other forms of violence. These stories
share the pain and frustrations that these girls have undergone. All stories are highly valued by Gender
Links, regional GEMSA and their chapter GEMSANaM.

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.

The board of GEMSANaM thanks GEMSA, Gender Links, the Department for International Development
(DFiD) UK and FOKUS (Norway), and especially the Namibian Ministry of Gender Equality and Child
Welfare for making it possible for these young women to be heard through the power of the pen. We
believe these first hand stories offer direction and inspiration to other girls in the region who have not
yet spoken out against violence inflicted on them on daily basis.

Agnes Odhiambo and Loveness Jambaya Nyakujarah, Take Back the Night South Africa Photo: Colleen Lowe Morna


Guest
Rectangle


Healinﬁ t/wouﬁ/v stories...

We would like to thank the local chapter, GEMSANaM, regional GEMSA and Gender Links for working
together with the women’s groups and the Ministry of Gender Equality and Child Welfare to carry out
activities to highlight gender violence. Last year we witnessed the launched of the first ever “I” Stories
in Namibia, and this year we are again proud to be associated with this important initiative to produce
this booklet, which forms part of a strategy to bring gender violence out into the open, as a way of
combating the problem.

This year, the focus is on girls and young women, with the aim of raising awareness and informing
government, and in particular the Ministry of Gender, of the plight of these girls. These girls write about
their own lives. Lives that have been hijacked, infringed and violated by, sometimes, those who are very,
very, close to them.

As a way forward, GEMSANaM and Ministry of Gender, with all other stakeholders, will work very hard
to map out mechanisms to assist these young girls. These girls should be in class advancing their
education for better futures so that they can contribute to the economic growth of this country. The girls

of today can be our women leaders of tomorrow and that of the future.

Reading these true stories, it is difficult to withhold tears, tears of fear and pain, tears of not being there,

at the right time and moment, to help those that are in all these dilemmas.

As you read these stories, remember that these girls are our daughters, nieces, granddaughters and

neighbours. They deserve our care and support.
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A word/ﬁ/om GEMSANaM

by Sarry Xoagus-Eises

This is the second year that the Namibian “/” Stories will be reaching the streets of Namibia and other
Southern African Development Community (SADC) countries. For 2008, GEMSANaM and its partners
chose to highlight the negative impact gender based violence has on young girls. Violence in various
forms affects the progress of young girls, especially since it is often family members and others close
to them responsible for the abuse. Giving girls the space they need to come out of the box is a campaign
strategy to open up space for young women, and break barriers around violence against girls in the

country.

The right of girls to education is one of the most critical of all rights. Education plays an important role
in enabling girls to secure other rights. Yet this right is systematically violated all over the world despite
many international and national instruments and commitments designed to safeguard girls access to
education. Namibia is not an exception. Each year thousands of girls drop out of formal education

structures, because of pregnancies, poverty, care work on HIV and AIDS, and so many other reasons.

We hope these stories will help heal the pain girls have undergone, the frustration and hurt of selling
their bodies to feed families. These girls are asking the Namibian government to protect all children, as
Namibia is a signatory to the International Convention of the Rights of the Child. And that needs to be

seen and done urgently.
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The hateful, unhappy life

(s over

é)/ Morw(ay*

Lom 23, a single mother oftwv sons. In 2004, during my ﬁV:t preguancy, 1 tested and,
fomw{/ out I am now living with HIV. Lm;kég/, my sons were protected from getting the

virus at an Wé/ stage.

Itmwymd&kéxé/mwm[to[dkémthattmbw)/mm herpj%'e&ttoacceft
this. He took out a panga, saying Q‘Ltwemrealé/ /w'réab)/, he would take it out. I cried
as hard as I coulds but it did not help: Hakéckwém&omtheﬂoor, mtomtopofm«g and,
lifted up his right hand; with which he was holding the panga.

Icréeatméeﬂjeo{/m Itoldkémthatlwowloémmteééwoﬁw, and that it was our
secret. Hafaétpo‘tyfor mamrtooaéuqu‘m @/fketmlﬂm%rt@ my uncle was
uer/vélé. H&M@‘AIDI.

I went to lwewith/my ftapfatkermmtker. My mother was working oma/fw/m. One
m'ﬁhtlmwwy rteffxt/wr i my Voomandfuke%hawwhat/wmdoénﬁ. He slapped
me and, said, it was his house and, he could, do WW he liked. He then jumped on
me and raped me.

IWWW bab)/ and, cried, saying Lorotw@/ me? Flrst, &t was my uncle, now him.
My Lovd, - what have I done to éaWheoLlékat/uk? Th&n&xtm‘ghth&mpwﬂm&aﬁm
Itolaéhémlwvulaétaéémy motkerwﬁatkewmdoénﬁ to me. He warned me that he

WCWZ&()/‘W Wéab)/and/m&
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By that time, I was not thinking straight. W/wm[:wwgy mother step in the door, I
started crying, telling her what her husband was doing to me, but she Mcmaém&of
W)/W that happened. she would not believe me. f/wt/wewm&owtcy‘her house. I
rleptwith/wgy baby in the outside toilet for three moniths.

Her husband, beqged her to let me stay i the house. She agreed and I moved back in
the house. She went back to the ﬁwm/ again to work. My rtepfaﬂwr started agﬂmwﬁ%
tha:mwthmﬁr, /wwréeoﬂommfm:g me. That is howljotpmﬁmntwithtﬁwsecom
child. I gave birth to the second, boy. W/wmwg/ boy was six months, my rtapfather died
Mwﬂm,y mother died too.

Thanks to the Lovds my boys are very healthy. I am also taking wy anti-retroviral (ARV)
drugs and living wpo;étéua/(fa. Itkmkthewmﬂtkavtlmouerthat% that/mtq%é
M/wpfy Z{f&, t/wdwkn'ght;. Thanks to tkal,ométkatkeﬂmm&wy Z«fabackml
can smile.


Guest
Rectangle


Raped, and abandoned

é)/ Mona*

I grew up in Liideritz. When I was fwe years old, my father took me to Owamboland
(Northern Namibia) to stay with my stepmother. I started my school there. There was
an old bus outside the house where the m@kéow’s sons alwpy: vaped me. I did not say
Wt/wzﬁ because I was afme T/ug/ threatened me; mthg/ thk«g/ would kill me.

I started to steal because I was not getting support fmm/ my stepmother. M 1y stepmother
mémy/r reported me to my fatker He started beating me a lot, and, my stepmother did
notlék&m&wmor& When I was e(ﬁ/uf, I went back to my mother wit/vwg/ little cousin.
I told her not to send me to the north anymore.

I was very good, i school but because of money problems, I did not continue. M 1y ﬁrrt
b@/ﬁfa’endtkreatmvawlot 1 was afraid of sex, because zft/w experience I haﬂéofmpa
wﬁm[wa;jrowinﬁ up: While I was L'n//u'ﬁh/:ckooé, Iwmldhauabzyﬁfimd; every now:
and then. We had sex by the:occerﬂeloé or wherever we went in Windhoek.

My mother started drinking a lot and I was sleeping withkeréoyfréam& Iwmtualé/
became a sex worker and, started, sleeping with men without a condom, just ﬁ)r money.
I now-live with HIV and I do not want to teééwo/w, bacama[mmfrﬂobthq may
Mamowﬁzy‘tﬁehom&
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HIV pontwv

b)/ Izan Namases*

Lam 17 years olaémlma/pemmwho is W with HIV. I am now- six months
prequant. The éo/v who Wejmtedmzkstééémkoolmﬁ and, is in Grade 9. I do not
knowwﬁemljott/w%f[(/mm. Ihmkeptitw;ecretﬁwwlonﬁ time.

One day, I was walking infront of jan Jonker Afrikaner School and I was drunk. A man
walked towards me and raped me. Wmmdéoﬂmtmawwndowomlimmﬁdmwé/
dwelopeoﬂma@ sora:aléouerwy vagina. Ipa'd/ﬁwtﬂo to :chooéfom/lonﬁ time and lost

my Wm:c/woé.

My parents Wamkoﬁommwtfuy arve dead. Iam/t/woné/ one who must look
ﬂfter my sisters and brothers. I have three sisters who are older than I am and I have
foa,r brothers who are younger than I am. One brother zfmé/wo'r i jail and I am the
oné/ one who must take care of our youngest brother now; because we have no one to
take care of us. The reason my brother is in jail is because he was wwg/uf selling drugs.
He Wr drinks and, smokes dagga.

My youngest brother has tuberculosis. I cannot love and, care for Mq‘tﬁem because I
am weak. I am sick. I malm«}/s crying Mwépmyénﬁ to God ﬁ)r 5omeé009/ who will look
ﬂfterm& Inﬁeoﬂheépforthemb/v MIMWV)/M. Ido notkmwmotherorfatker.
I lost them and, do not want to lose the ones that I love.
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My elder sisters do not camabowtwg/ brothers or me. Iam/t/wmé/ one who cares about
them. Imdhelpﬁfom/wéo@/ who cmwcderftmdwfeew:. I don’t want to tell
war)/éoog/ that I am sick. If[ would, have listened to my wmother’s words, I would not
have qotten sick. AlL I need is /Lelpm:wwtﬂompeopa gfljetthatrufport, Twill
be blessed that is all I need.
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I am carvv a//waxy Cross,
W om)/mg:treet: )

é)/ Sava*

When I was six years old, I was rc/wold(ﬁ at Aris School. My mother and fatker Vw'ﬁned/
from wvrkénﬁ at tfwfa/m i 1997, We moved to Windhoek and I went to stay with
someone while my parents went to work at sea.

sztemwmtto fchooéwit/bmemfiy stomach and kids teased me. zﬁwmw Grade
7 when I was 19 years ofaﬁ&mdlmmyﬁmfbw}/ then. I moved to Gobabis to go and
lwewith/m}/ éﬂb}/’ffat/m H&wvrkwbatwfmméwtdéd/mtbuy WW}%;’W&M/
or me. I had to stm:gjlaomw own. Then I decided that it did not help to stay with
him and moved back to Windhoek.

Aﬁéeméofmn&thatlmtwmwmx worker, she took me to Father Herman, and he
helps me until now: ImboWﬁrwjob bwt[cmmtﬁndw. I have three children
now: The second, one’s father just dropped me without reason. Thewn I decided to become
a sex worker and 4o to the streets to look for my childrens foopé.

I was lving a very difficult life. My clients gave me N$200.00 (R200.00) for one round,
dow% it without a condom. In a week, I wvnldjo for two d@/:, Frida}/; Mfatwda}/f,
and that is how I got my third child.

My child does thewfather and all my kids are growing upmthowtt/zwﬁw/w;
Ijottére&éofth&l«faoféeé@ @ sex wvrkerandzlmtr}/atﬁ to ém’laLW lfa The caretaker
spoke with me and I listened. I am still mﬁerwzﬂ because the caretaker doesn't glve us
moaﬁh//ood/. 17‘[ cant fmd/ more foo;é ITwill 90 back to the streets.
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Nomda}/: Ido not 4o to th&bri@ato lookﬂrmem I;Zeepwitholdermmm that I can
get money to support my children. TMW more. Imvkomele:sM:tay with men

th’fOV @ de«epmﬂp{aw

My cﬁddmt:twt:cﬁooémxtywmdldo not/wzamomg/ to send her to school. She
Mth&:econdzbormuwt@/@ wv't/vm}/ th/wrattkefwmmwmtéormdsw
with me. Ileowamy cﬁdoﬁwv‘t/upeopl&wkdaljo ou,tfor sex workfor tkre&toﬂw day;.
Iwv'r/blcouldyetwsoluféomaméjetwmrmd@@tojo omwit/uwg/ l{f&

13
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7 :wﬁ&red a lot

b)/ Anna*

About six years ago, I went to school at- Mawriental: No one looked After me. After school,
myﬂw&wﬁ: Wlwoulaéjo to town to [ookﬁrfoooé%t/wdmtbm ﬂfter which we went
home in the aftemoo/u'. My ;tepfxt/wr, who was not wvrk/,'nﬂ, used to send me to bed
w%wv[cam&hom&ﬂomrc/woé When I went to bed, h&wvwldﬁdowm& My mom was
at work at the time. My :tepfm‘/m started, raping me then. This /LW/%V quite

some time.

Omdaywymumcam&homefmmwvrkmﬁ)mm&wy@. f/L&Mk&d/WL&W I was
crying. Itolaékerthatwg/ ;tepfxther had, sex with me without a condom. I was 14 years
at that time. My mother took me to a clinic and the doctor fu’dzlwmlmfeﬁwnt My
mom chased, me out zy‘t/w house.

I reported the case to the Fommﬂ@/ arvested my ;tepfather. I gave birtho to a éa,b}/
éo)/. My ftepfaﬁw’: fW brouﬁht me some clothes for éab}/, but my mother said that
I was sick and she didnwt want me in her house. My :tapfatker took the child and 1
went back to my momy éwt:k&c/weoﬂwwaway.

I went to stay wu‘hzwg/ﬂcendf T/L@/ toloﬁm&toﬂo to th&ér&@awit/vthemto sell our
bodies. ImadeNﬂoo.ooWday with a condom. Ibou:qht;/we/: and clothes every time
I jott/w N£100.00 and jmmold/ woman N§10.00 just to wash /4/9/:@9? My sister told
me to 4o to the cavetaker to tell him that I am a sex worker. H&jmm&fmwme/r
to get a cab to Otjomudise because our clients were suqar daddies, he said.

We Mmlé/ are a group of fw& ﬁéréf that work tojet/mf. To those who are rea,dmﬁ this,
14 please help others
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Treated like a slave,
raped

by Kitey™

I am Kitty, 25 years old, T was born at Dordabis on a farm close to Gobabis. I grew up
wit/vmy mother Mfaf/wr My parents wemnotwwréedéwttﬁg/ were living tojet/wr.
My wmother was wvrkm_q at Dordabis fa//mw: a domestic worker, while my fmiﬁer cleaned,
the )/M&és at the same fa//m.

The emplo)/er: Adid not treat wy parents well. Even ftlwy worked, havder, t/ua/ oné/
received foodﬁ no payment. I grew-up just Zookénﬂ after our house at the fa/m. I did not
4o to school.

We lived well with wy parents, despite the economic hardships. In 2002, my brother
who lives and is a teacher MOWchmwto Métwmttk&fum He heard about
the (L treatment opra//mts b/v the emplo)/ers.

When I was 18, my parents decédeﬂét/mtm}/ brother should take me to Okahandja. I
wentto O & and, started ta/cénﬁ care of my brother’s two W/Lters. My brother
was not married; but the two children Waﬂomth&:mw mother, who lved apart

ﬁ/om him.

Aftera/wkd@ my brother ;ta/ted/treatérg wme like a slave. T worked hard; washed clothes,
cleaned the house, cooked and did all kinds ofot/wr work witkowtpay. Al that was
bouﬂht for me was foo&é Vaseline and wash soap.

15
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My brother treated his children like queens. For them, he bouﬂ/af clothes and expensive
cosmetics WWW t/ua/ wanted. He was realé/ discriminating aqainst me. It was
on a Wedwday the same year, 1 remember, when he pretended to /uwejofw to work
while the children went to school. He came back home. I was alone.

He told me that he wanted to talk to me while the kids were away. He told me he liked
my boog/. IWMMﬁﬂtbecaMeItkouﬁ/Lt/wmjow. But I vealised that he was
sevious. I asked him how he cozdoﬂlékem}/ boag/, I was his sister.

He said he was jealous that other men would like my boég/. tHe started, tou,chdgq my
breasts and private parts. I was worvied and continued to ask him what he was doing.
He said T must not worry becmah&wmﬁoazﬁ to pay me. tHe said, 9’51 to[dtﬁesﬁor/v, he
WUMWWWWS and me. Hatookmy clothes oﬁft/wwmeomt/wbed, and raped
me. Aﬁfer he raped me; he gave me N$200.

Omt/w/followmﬁ day, he went to work. My m{gk\éom; who was also m}/ﬁ/wrwﬁ, was
travelling to Windhoek on that day. I decided to go with her. I just left the key next
doorml«ftfor Windhoek.

Ithwth&fémftmlcam&to Windhoek. Zstaywwiﬂvwmrwwedt/mt:h&m
a sex worker. She told me that this is Wmdhoekm%&u very expensive. T/L&oné/ way
(s to sell your boag/ to ma/wmong/.

She tauﬁ/uf me how-to behave like a sex worker, howto walk and dress like a sex worker.
She Jave me clothes like miniskirts, t'@/uf tops that showed, my breast. I was ashamed,
but she mcowmﬁed/ me to be strong and look attractive so that clients would run for

mee.

After she trained me, we went to town, to stand at the place where we would get men.
At furst, I was ashameds as I was not used to such behaviour. The same night she took
me to a club and made me drink so that[wuld/ﬂetdrmkmdmtﬁeéﬂmoﬁ
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Aftar Wﬁm saw-I was a bit drunk, she told me to 4o back to the place where sex
workers wait ﬁ)r their clients. When we arvived; other sex workers were jealous to see me
saying that this new-girl wanks to take our men. I was aﬁfwofﬁwﬂﬂf éwwﬁm
started ﬁ_qktmﬂ for me; saying I will lose clients 9‘[ continued to be aﬁfw

Tk&ﬁm&day wedédm’tjetw mbemwa[wmwrg‘oued/mﬂﬁoﬂmtkmwww
WZM/MW WMW@MVMMWW/‘VW/MMW:@/M that this is
Windhoek, tkaonéfwn}/to swuwebft/wouﬂ/vseld@ your boag/.

T/Le:ecofwéday we went, I did what she told me and a white Boercam&drwmﬁ @
pickup bakkie. te chose me and asked me to turn arounds so tﬁat/wcouloé:e&y‘flm
t/w/éoog/ he wanted. Hetold/wwtoﬂeténto his car and he drove to the bush. Omt/wwn}/,
he was mﬁoa‘aﬂnﬁfor t/wpricethatk&wowloﬂpay. Hamﬁdkemﬂoﬁp@/ maNfZOOﬁ)V
one round, and, two rounds NE400. He took me to the bush, we had one round with a
condomy, and he paid me N200.

WMMfMMW/M mk&mdrwu/zﬁ me back, IMMWQ‘/L&MM?&
Wawvrkform& Itoloékémm}/ story M/wdecédwétoﬁwamwjoémwdomﬂo
worker at his house. tHe droppwﬁm&utt/wko/mé tHotel and told me to be back the next
day c'mt/wmoma% 50 that/wcowld/collectmtojo work at his house.

Wﬁthwwrw I wentto th&ko)/aé Hoteéémt/wmomdzﬂ and the Boer came to collect
me and, took me to his house. At his house, Ifomwé/a}: mfe, his cmmjrmdmotker
i a wheelchair.

Ww%mka{ﬂfyto se&mbecam&t/@/ Waloow%ﬂrwdomatéomrkuforwlo@
time. Iwmpwzzleaémnd/agkedmymé‘w%mt%/wwntérmdeepmﬁ with me and the
W%ﬂmomﬁ LML@/, tkeBoermmMmtwntdmsW with me.

T/ua/ were paying memmofmﬁoa varked/for t/wmforw)/m In the same
year, Iuv':éteaﬁwg/[mrmts Md/took:omwww Mfood/to them. ﬁua/a;keoﬁw@/ IZ«ft

17
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my brother but I just told them we coudd not understand each other. I A«?ff without
tell(lnﬁ them the truth.

W/Ld&workénﬁ in Windhoek, I met my brother in a bar and he did not talk to me. I
ﬁétbad/. Until toda}/, we are the greatest ofemu'&r. I want to fogwem}/ brother, but I
am still struggling to come to terms with what he did to me.

After ayear; I /%t W/’oé because my W/VWK did not continue to pay me as promised.

My dream is to become a nurse now: Iammmplo)/ed. I wantto quemy Zg‘ato keep
away ﬂomt/wstreets. I now-visit father Herman every Wednefda}/ to get fooz/ﬂ. I want

to Muifapeoplereadén_q wy story to take care oftheér bodies and that whenever t/ua/
fm poverty thg/ must not become prostitutes. Sex work should be the last vesort - it
does not pay and, youw will oné/ get diseases.
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No home for an Lhnocent

child

b)/ Maria*

I am 21 years old. Attﬁeaga ey‘:wmyw:, I went to school in Mariental. I:ta/tedzwg/
Grade 1 Mowtthetémewﬁemm}/ motkerjotwvrkm/ Windhoek. Ilwwéwit/umy
ﬂmmémot/wr tn Mariental: In 2002, my fat/wr died. M 1y jmndmot/wr died two years
later and I had to move to Windhoek to stay wit/vm;y mother in 2004.

My mother used to drink too much and she did not want to bu}/ wme basic needs. She
also did not pay my :ckooéﬁe:. I had to &{Vopxomf ofsc/woé.

Okwm'ﬂ/uf, I was sleeping meywwlebrok&énto owhom&mdmpwﬁm&wﬂdaw
mot/wrwmdrmkmﬁ homemad&érthwméﬁ/rbow’f house. mmxtda}/ L was crying
and told my mother what happened; but she said I was lying and that her brother
would never do :ometkmﬁ like that- Itold/wrtojo and ask him, bmfwg/ uncle said I
ww:é/mﬁ WMW mother returned, 5/w/beatmm)/mm

1 ran away from home and went to live with wy friends in Babylon (Okuryangava,). My
ﬁféeméf toldmetojo to towmamééeﬁfor money md/fooaé. M)/friew also toloéwwtojo
to the bm’o@a and, sell our bodies for money. We used to get N$20 dollar or N5 for sex.
Sometimes the client will sleep with me without paying anything. After a few months,
when I was 18, zﬁdﬂeﬁwmwﬁmm

M/WWW@MWW[WW@&WWWﬁM longer go to t/w/bréo@&
She took me to a caretaker so that I could get food for my child. When I came back to
my ﬁfémd/: house; she threw-me out ofker /wmaméwwedzm&sz money which
Idédmtmmd/thatldédnotéwfoodfortfwkom&

79
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Now-I dow’t have a house to live in. T/w/oné/ opfc’om[kauabrtojo é&wkm:tay at the
brﬁo{gafort/wwﬁole@ht, m)ﬂvmypoor bab)/ Wkomfafkerldo not even know: I went
to a cavetaker Mtold/kmva story. He bmuﬁhtme zincs to build a house for myfeéf
in Windhoek. Aﬁfer wﬁwmont/w, my mother came to my /Lomemgumwémaofbdnﬁ
HIV positive, saying t/mtwg/ child was also sick, but I was not. She said I slept around
with older men. At the time she was saying all this, I/wwLaZread}/ :toppedﬂomﬁ to the

bn'dﬁ&

fh&ﬂrceémeowtsz owm/wmembmuﬁhté#v/wrlommt/@ lived there. Then
Ibeﬁﬂed/m}/ﬁfieméto ta/wm&éukwtherhom&md:h&médy&& I moved there with
my bab}/, to Wﬁ/éend/’s house. A woman said to Mwl/wzewfmdébab)/ and I should,
not move around, too much. Ih&MkeaLmetojo and live with her and so I did.

However, rhedéoé//wthmttojm m&food/:o I had to Mkattkeuiﬁkéows. I tried
best to look for work but I didnwt get any and, she still denied me fooi I dwa}/r é@jed/
from/ others to get somet/aé«ﬁ to eat. I still want to 90 back and complete my school but
I dow’t have money topa}/ﬂr my m/woéﬁa. My wwt/wr[wwed/mn}/ tn 2006.

I dont want to :Zeeparomwithmmwmor& AL T want to say s to advise all the
)/o»mﬁﬂérés out there not to mewn}/from home like I did and not to sell their bodies
for money. Einish your studies and become someone Lmportant in Zfa and don¥ s%er
like I did,
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When the community turns
its back on you

b)/ Rose Van W)/k*

People normalé/ say fW members are there to take care of each other, but one never
knows whatjoa on tn other people’s minds or hearts. WWDIWZMWL&/VWS old, as
cﬁéldrmmmwjo owtm[%a)/mfm'ﬂ/uﬁ

We would [May until it was very late, without our parents caring or worrying where
we were. On&n/ﬁkta; wewmtto[ala}/ as usual, a/ﬂmu#ofju}/s cam&b/v All the kids
ran away because everyone knwtk@/ were gangsters.

I was t/wwlow@/ one to bamuﬂ/nt W took me to moldzéwddénﬂ and all six éo/vr
mpaé me. Every one ofthem took turns. I tried to escape but it was not pom'bl&. When

t/ua/ fu/wr/woé W told me not to say a word, to anyone.

metday my sister and people who rtayed/wit/bmeatth&homadédn’tm}/ a word
to my parents, but th@/ knew what had happened. Euer)/omfom out at school that
I was gang raped; but it seemed a foke to everyone. It took about a year for everyone

to forget what , but to me (t was [ust the beginning of more nightmares.
g J eguning v/

That same year when everyone ﬁ)rjot the town'’s talk, we moved to a new location. I
was leLI was going to start over again. Then the m'ﬁ/atmw/a éeﬁm One zy‘m}/ younger
uncles, who Ithoughtwm omoft/wéatﬁmw& I coudd countt on, meﬁomt/w
village to town to collect his édmtg‘écatéom cavd. He arvived in the aftemoom and was
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ng the next morning, in the early hours.
g

After waﬁnu/méeatwgg dmwtkatmﬁ/u‘, we all went to sleep: IW;/W/&@ a room
wit/vm:y sb:termnd/wymﬁ Mﬁwbqy: were sleeping mt/wlwmﬂ Voomwithmy
uncle. During t/wwg/ hours oft/wmxtday, he sneaked, into my bed. I dont know-
/wur/wjot tnto our room. Atfémf, If/wuﬂ/w[wm /wwwg & bad dream. tHe then put
/L(L:/La//wéommy mouth so that I would not scream or make a sound. tHe raped me and

lq‘t the household without saying WW to anyone.

I said nothm:q the /thday éecmalk&wwkowmywmts would, react. T/wa/ were
alway: cold, and would never have believed or understood what I went t/wouﬁ/u on
the other hand, Wfafkerwm very abusive to my mother inthe house and communication
was not available to us. M)/fadwr wvulﬂébmtw mother, leaving her with marks all
over her boég/.

It was 7996wﬁemmy motkerdeddedem%hm eno%/bmm&ﬁm with this abusive
wman. She went to stay wu%kerfaw and we were never allowed to see or talk to her.
M)/ﬁwher keptdreaw t/mtwgl wmother would still come back to him.

As time passeds he beqan to be more abusive to me. He started beating and punishing
me because he could not do it to my brother, becw&att/wtém&/wwmsz)xywy old.
HameeMmﬂrm reason and he called me names and said I was a bitch just
ldk&wgl mother.

He was trmferred/ to Otjiwarongo where he met another woman. We rtayed/ there
without WW where our mother was, but then he started the abusiveness again.
/—fawowloﬂock/mwpmtheﬁddﬁaﬂr 10 minutes, which was sometimes very cold. 1
could say I started, getting used to it. He now stays in Otjiwarongo with his wgfa and
kids /wjotﬁ/omtkatwvwwu I sometimes talk to him but the words he said to me
Mt/wtkags he did to mlmwﬂqa&, orfo@wekém.
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A word, of advice to the youth is that silence does not pay. Yow will just end up
hating each day you live. So speak up to anyone you trust. I just wish I dowt end up
lék&wyfatkertowyk&d;mmda}/. WMIbeatmyc/Ldoé étjwtendsufxm/dnﬁm
cry. Ijust have that hate and pain which I don't think I can handle. Its just too
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How-bitter my pain was!
b)/ Sharleen*

I am 18 years old/W in Windhoek, Katutura. M/fWWf&&LW when I was
two years old. This éswreaé:tor/v zy‘t/wpamm}/ :te/afat/wr caused me.

My motherjot marvied in 1998 when I was eiﬁht)/wr old. The man she married drank
and, smoked, and, in 1999, /L&lq‘tk(}:job. He used to go out in the morning and come
bmk,m‘m'ﬁ/pt.. wake us all up; :ta//tbmténﬂ us, mdwdmﬂ mywwt/wrmdzm}/tm
sisters, and lock us out oft/w house. Ifwe cried; he used to M&MWW two sisters
out and, lock the house. We would, sleep outside until the next morning. He also brouﬂ/uf
fooaﬂémt/wkom&émfwowldnotmﬂowm to eat. Haoné/ Mlowedm}/ mother to eat. He
used to say that we should g0 and look ﬁ)r our fxther

Ifmy motherjmmfooaé k&thak&t/wﬂod/ﬂommanwaétto t—k&doﬂn My
mother’s sister helped us wit/ufooaé. WamMWMWWMﬂo back home.
Sometimes, she had nothing and we used to sleep with hunger. I used to cry every night
because he beat us every day W/wv[camhom&ﬁomm/woé wkélemy mother was still
at work, he used to telémaanaéw sister to go to my aunt’s house, but he never allowed

me to 0.

He used to show-me his private parts and tell me to taste, because he said, it tasted like
chocolate but I used to wfmamkaéeatmwit/uwbdt Ifmy mother came home and,
MMW L was crying, he used to say to her; Your daughter doesn’t want to wash dishes.
She Vg‘ma: 9‘[ tell her to do :ometkdtﬁ, bwt/owwantmetojm themfooaé?” He never
stopped, doénﬁ what he was doé@g.

In Mawrch 2000, my mother was admitted to the hospital because she had a problem
wit/vkerpmﬁnmg/. While she was in the hospital, atm'ﬁktwg/ ftepfat/wrmed/tow
o/j‘my WWWW@VWJ%WW&[MM: wﬁh/mﬁnﬁw When I cried; he would 2§
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cover my mouth with one hand. Iowmlmu%mkomolﬂélaﬁg/ who lived next
door to lockm%ﬁomowﬂid&mdjwathakq: towystepfat/wmwlékmvmwwt
to Wy Aunt’s house. We would then take our blankets and sleep under the bed so that
/wcozdoﬂnotjetm.

After some time, my mother came home from hospital. However, he never stopped,
wistreating mmh&to%mwg‘ltoloéwom he would kill me. amzwmtfor
a weekend to my aunt’s house. The kids W&M&%ﬁ Werentjama but I was not
playmﬁ with them. I was just quiet on my owmmdmy Wwa[kwém&%t/wawm
:ometkénﬁ was wrong. I pretended /fwt/wg was wrong.

T/L&/thday, wﬁéc/bwmwmtwda}/, S/L&caﬂed/mwﬁééalwmfétt@ under a tree.
She said she could see something was wrong and I should, just tell her. $o, I decided to
tell her. I told, her that my stepfather used to beat us every night. Ialso told her that I
feétpamw%mﬂuv'sétedt/wtodet I also told her W/VW that he did to me. My aunt
took me to t/wdmwm%q checked, and treated me because I had, soves onmy private
parts. T/ua/ rpj@freoﬂm to the Woman and Child Protection Centre to g0 and Za}/ Mja
ag&u’mtwy:tepfaﬂwx When we reached home, mynmttokéwy motheréwtwg/ mother
would, not believe what we said. T/wyako mléeoﬁw two sisters c'n/w/wémy aunt asked,
tkatwa:/wwldjo Wﬁu&wﬁtfuh&rﬂrth&tdn&b&é@. S0 we moved.

One morning my mother came to wy aunt’s house and, she said she did not believe what
my MWIW&&IW about, but she was shocked to hear that her husband was
td&'% about sex to her ne('ﬂkéomf’: dauﬁhter She was told that %:/w/ did not tell her
husband to stop; the neighbour would report her to the police. She wanted my aunt to
/L@lpMﬂetwdwvrc& We all went to the Woman and, Child Protection Unit and there
she told me she wanted a divorce. W V@@Wed//wr to Legal Ald where she got help and
her husband was arvested. The people at Legal Atd told us we must move back to our
mother’s house.

The bad times have pamwﬁ but memories still come back. Please stand up for your riﬁht:/
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I seek Justice

b)/ Mansie*

I am a 20-year oloéﬁéré. My Wwd:MWéeand/Iwijﬂw%my l{fa Imﬁereoé
through hard times with emotional, mem:axwwmab/v my fatker, and et I
mt/Worzé/c/M

It:ta//teoéwkem[wmm/w: old. M)/fatheraﬁm}/; wanted to wash me each time
I took a bath. Hawvulaételém&thatkemjmtpwtt&g too mmsoapomth&wmwzﬁ
cloth. Iwouloﬁtdéhémtkatdtwmjetta% sore, mwé/wwvwldzmyt/wfc’tz}:amst

fm/u%é H&fﬂd/étwmw:wetbetwmmMIwmtmtteééwom not even my
mother, or he would kill her.

Every m'ﬂkt/wwouldcomaénto Wroomwﬁdemy momwzwadeepmpm‘/mmﬂé
on my mouth and rape me. After he was done, /w/wmddzmy thatlhavewm’cemﬂm
mméopg/mmtmhésw

At school, when my ﬁfumdx talked, about kowwz)m{erﬁd their fafkers were, I cried and

prayed to God that something must happen to my father. I wanted to tell my anntie
who (s close to us, bMIWWMWéaMmMWWtoo.

I wanited to do or say mmet/al«ﬁ when he attacked me, but I was too aﬁfm Orwday,
on/a/fma}/, wﬁdah&mdeepm_q I took omfwkmfa, I wanted to stab Woéutsomet/w%
i my heart said; “He who kills :%er: the most”

At schooly my grades went down. I was the slowest person in school. When I tried to listen
to teachers in school, MW seemed, to /mppmm/m}/ head. Iwmt/wn/alnﬁ about what
had, happened to me at home. I was also fWed/ofjoMﬁ to school. My mother also told,
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Wfat/wr tkatlwm;tuf%andzmtmsc/woééemm&[mtmj tkeérmow. If[
wmbm/v n the kitchen, Wfat/wr wowloﬂwmaandtouc/umy bums and breasts and
teéém&thattkatm’g/atk&wouldwm

When I turned 17 years old, I decided to mewayﬂomhom I wrote a letter to my
wother telling her what happened: 1 did not know where to stay but 1 just slept wherever
Itho@/ptwmmf& After two weeks, Imticedthatlwmpmﬁmt I wanted to kill
Wg/seéf An old woman called Erancis noticed me; came, gave me some bread and milk,
Mﬂkedmwhatlwmdodtﬁ. I was scarved, to tell her but she assisted me and was
ﬂoo¢ to me, so I told her W)/W. She provided me with shelter and food/.

When my mother heard about the story, she did not look for me. She just sent a message
t/mt:/wloued/wrMbﬂﬂdzmwmtédémm&éwlmmtmtteééwomabowf
i, (t was between us. Ijmbért/vto wbab/v éo)/ but I hated him a lot because he
erwLm&oft/wbad/tWtkat/tho me. But my new mother Erancis
mcowm:gedzmato louewg/ lo'ttlebzy.

My advice to otker)/omgjéréf brthat%/owhauaww that hurts Wéd&)/om heart,
please speak out; dont keep it - ot/wrwv'm)/owwiléjetwfe&éto it and think it is normal.
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7 chavge o
it v e

b)/ Helvis ﬂbinﬁo *

Irealé/ do th:ﬁMW memalwa}/: ta/c&adumtaﬁwy‘)/owﬂérég even their
children. My name (s Helvis. Imabmedxtwuer)/ tmderaﬁ& I remember when I was
very young we:tayed%mdg%mmémtt[emmt My parents were Wbyedmom

da}/ t/uy wentomfm%q Zq‘tm:tmnﬁer to lookafterww.

Ioomaftert/@/ left, thewwotook,adumtaﬁa(fm& Hato’e&éa/dothomwy mouth so that
I would not shout and he was about to rape me in our shack. Wmearm returned;
MWMWWI:MMMU@/ any word, to wy parents or he would, kill me, and
Ikeptqm’ta tdétoday. I dont wmkmmg‘tkezww/b: still alive.

WMIWM/‘M}/W; old, Wmotkertookmto stay with/m}/jrmdmotkeratt/w/
village. 1 :t@/eoéwif:/um}/ ijmother for many years and there was no problem until
my uncle, MWﬂVﬂWﬂWI’PMs’MW i one year. It was a shock to me but I
tried to mk&t/wpammu}/.

When my jrmmot/wr’: cattle herdsmen saw-that there were no elderéf people in my
ﬁwwé/ except my old ﬁrMmoM t/ua/ took adunntaﬁe of everyone and, W)/W.

Omda}/ Wﬂmndwwtkerwmtformq/ackeckwpfort/wwda}m The cattle herdsmen
were very excited and at night they would, come to our room and rape us (my cousin
and I). When we woke up in the morning, we would, find ourselves naked: We felt pain
when we walked around the house and we had, bruises.
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This happened several times until we decided to :atwtmpforthewu Onam'ﬂ/ufwa
waited, to see who would be coming to our room. We pretended we were asleep. T/ua/
removed our clothes and ouwr underwear, bwtwﬁemt/@/ wanted, to rape us again, we
dé:ﬁomfedmt@/ ran away. MMxtda}/, Icory%nteoét/wmma;ke&émm

t/@/ W&doilflﬂ t/mat/u‘@; to us, bmft/@/ Aid not answer me. 775@/ oné/ :m//ted/beaténﬁ
WWMIVMW.

Wkem[wmswm)/earf old; there was a new-cattle herdsman. He was 3 years old. After
/L&Wfﬁa}/eo{/widvm for some months, he started showing his “true colours” Each time,
m}/ﬂmndmothertmudlwﬂand/keswthatmdédmtmfoodﬁ he would call me to
comata/c&porridﬁ& When I reached his place; he would lock me in his house, !WW
mouth and rape me. When I cried he would tell me not to cryy t/mthewvwld/fm&:/u
now; and, do étfw:t Th&ﬁmfda}/ he raped me; I had, serious tv'fmedamaﬁ&

He would, bu}/ me sweets after raping me. I continued, staying wﬁtﬁvmy grandmother,
WL’LZOOSWWW mother cmwtoﬁtc/um&toﬂo and live with her in Windhoek. 1
mm/hapﬁ/to leauat/mtm&:emblalgfalwm living.

However, as g‘thmf was not e#wu:g/g theve were more surprises still to come. In Windhoek,
I lived with my mother and my 64-year old fteffat/wr. In August 2006, my :tepfat/wr
raped me. It was wﬁemny/ mother travelled to Katima Mulilo on a thwee-month business
trip: I was Zg‘twvt/(/m}/ stepfaﬁwr Matm'ﬁhtk&forced/m&to sleep with him in his
bed, tHe mpedm&att/waﬁaofwyws. I started crying éecm&étwmpaw

Since my childhoods I am just being raped. I remember W/W that happened to me
and I keep-on crying. My stepfather raped me four times. When I wanted, to tell my
mother, my :tepfntker said I would just cause problems because my mother was not

wvrkénﬁ and, we would, :byﬁr.

My é@jatﬂar was t/mtm}/ wother mzﬁkt travel to Katima Mulilo again to do some
business and she would take another tkrwmmﬂwmdlmwbammwidpw
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:tepfwtken TW:WMM&W&IWWMWMWMVWm%m It was
painful and he did not use a condom. I wanted to tell my mother but I was too afraid
oft/wmkmwm IWMﬂﬁ/Mt’/th mother m@htckax&m&owtoftkehowr& I have
kept silent until now: It is ftdémy secret and it hurts me.

I just want mothers to take care zy‘theér children so that t/ng/ dont 90 t/wo%/vtk& same
situation I went t/wouﬁ/v. Take c/w:ga of “your lﬁ@ while yow cany and that will give you
the courage to take action.
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Lwing wit/va/pauw

memor}/

b)/ Beckham*

I'me staying in Katutwra. It was Auqust and, I was on holiday in Windhoek from the
north to visit my motherm/[at/wr There was a man who was between 32 M.S’S)/WS
old who was xlwzz}/: trying to get sexual intercourse with me b)/ ﬁ)rc& The Woéouﬂ/w
me sweets, biscuits, apples and other rt% I was six years old. One morning my parents
went into town leaving me with that man, whom I later learned was a servant who
used,to clean the /Maﬂandwater the ja/dem.

He came into the house M&Lﬂmm&:ﬁmﬂ on my mother’ bed, He :mrteoéa[w me
many questions, and tin a second, k&pﬂ[edmmthrwmomtopofﬂwbwﬁ He tried,
to remove my clothes m:wlmtjmtbeqmtbmma/wwdéwm& Hatookoﬁ‘
my clothes and he raped we. Itwm/méry‘uéu /L&MMWW his penis in me without
a condom.

Idédm%bleedéwtwﬁen/lwmdmy bones W&Wﬂrda}«mm}& He even said
gﬁzteééwomofmkommamkemu%bmm 50 Ijmtkeftw mouth shut. I
could not te[ém,y mom bmma[tkougkt she would beat me.

This continued several times. I told him omda}/ that he must fto[a/xémé@g me because
(s Wténﬁ a lot. H&jmth/L&Mth& Ha:Mh&wmdodg wﬁat/wwzwdoé@g
because he gave me nice :t% like sweets and biscuits.

My advice is just to say younq jérk should stay away ﬁfom sevvants because t/ua/ could
b&wfa&t/ﬁépeopl&a%dom%mk&tﬁwér:mﬁmmwg IWW%MW
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Gender uiolenwm[aeer

P'V&S'S'W&

b)/ BM)/ white*

When I was 14 years old, zmmwﬁm Dian to MMW studies. Eefor&
t/w:twg/ my ﬁfémaétoloém&;/wmwprrém for me. I was excited about the surprise;
wmzln/wkmfr)/, Mwmtmmﬁrﬁwww class toﬁmi;/u. Aftartka:md}/,
myfréemﬂmkwém&to accompany her to their house. When we arrived at her house,
sk&ukedmagm%[mm%tojetwmm house. I said its ok. It was late but
I was waiting fort/w/mrpn:&

We went to her room and she pulled the bed cover. However, that was another story it
was not about the surprise she told me. I was still puzzled what she wanted to do with
me. Idecéo{eaétojo home. J’/L&MMWW I was L'//t/w/wwr)/. I:Mijndmot/w
is going to cowwdownkard/ommag‘[ﬂo home late.

She kept on saying I must wait. I just got angry and when I tried to leave her house,
her brother cmwé//vm:ta//ted[amw me. He sald I was going nowhere. tHe took me
to their room where he tried to rape me. I was too small; Hatréedma//gy ways to deftro)/
me; but he did not succeed. I was crying. After he saw-that it was tough to do what he
wanted, k&kéckedmowtzy‘tfwérkom& Iwemf/wmacr)/é@ but no one asked me what

/LWML. I decided to keepéta/secret

W#thday when I went to :c/woéwﬂéend/wmwea@/ Weadmﬁ rumours that I
W:Zeptwit/uher érot/wrmd/m}/ schoolmates were teasing me. I was cr)/é//% every day,
I wanted to tell the truth but I thought people would not believe me. I decided, just to
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leauafckooLaM;tay at howe. I:ta}/eoﬂatkom&two weeks but I realised that it was too
V():@/ not to go to school. Icmrwtabmdomwy education like that. At the time, I was
n Grade 7.

I went to school in the third week to see what the learners were going to say. When 1
ot to school, I told my teacher that I was pregnant while it was not true. The teacher
probed me further and I had to tell him the whole story, the way it happened. What
goes avound, comes around. My ﬁ/mwé ot prequant. Now-she has a child and is & joooé
mother.

LM@/ wme; I did not get prequant or get a faxualé/ transmitted disease. M 1y ﬁfaemé asked,
me for forjwms. I promised, to fogwa her but I won't forjet the pain she caused me
that day. Until now; my grandmother died without knowing what happened to me. 1
blame W:eé‘for going with my ﬁumé to her house that day We were ﬂood ﬁfw,m who
sharved, secrets but she hid a lot ﬁfom/ me.
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Where is the law-when you
need it?

b)/ Breda/f[annﬁ*

I was born in Windhoek 16 years ago, in the Katutura Hospital. I am the second, child

fromm}/ mothers side. Idom’tkmww%wgmm&w real name. I am telling the
story WVW to what my jmndmot/wr told me. M 1y ﬂmndmot/wr sald, I was born a
very sick child, T was born with tuberculosis. M ly parents were both alcoholics but didn't
live tojet/wr.

When I was 10 months old, Wmotherlq‘tmw%wyfww Ilévedwit/uwfaﬁwr
under the care of my great ﬁmndmot/mc At the age of two, my fa,t/wr took me to
Swakopmund, to his mother, my jmndmot/wn

Erom fwa years old, I started my own strugqle, to earn money. 1 started Zookén:q for
bottles in dustbins to sell at the bottle store. I sold, bottles to survive, to buy bread; sugar
and sweets. #IW%:@ZLW bottles, Iwouloﬁﬂo to the beach and. look in the dustbins
forfooaﬁor bottles to sell. I did this until I was 11 years.

I:tmteoé:c/woéattk&aﬁa ofw'x and passed Grades 1, 2 and, 3. TMWMW{)/‘
mmfrom Windhoek. When I was 11 years, she asked m}/ﬂrm#adw 9‘[ cozddjo
back with her to Windhoek. I went to stay with her in Windhoek at her house. For a
year, I did not attend reqular school but went to an afternoon school.

7 ﬁrwupf'g/wénﬁ for W:eé‘maﬂ[ used, to /wwammg/ in Swakopmund.: The situation
changed in Windhoek because I could not continue selling bottles. I didnt know
Windhoek that well, and, so I started stealing. My aunt was selling chocolate and she
36 tw/uf me how-to sell chocolate. If[ was short ofmomy she would, beat me. When 1
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started schooling, there was a day that wy aunt was baking and I took a N$200.00
note ﬁ/om under the mat. I didn't know-it was a N$200.00, I t/wuﬁ/uf (t was a N$20.00

note.

I ranto the shop and took chips. When I came to the till, I realised it was big money
and that my auwnt will beat me. I left the chips, took the money back home, and put
it under the mat, and then I went to school. My aunt was also selling meatﬂmmt/wr
man. Olwda}/ she collected the money for the meat and she forﬁott/w N£200.00 under
the mat. I reminded her about the NE200.00 under the mat and she said there was
N$400.00 and not N$200.00 and beat me up for that. She accused me of stealing. She
closed, her house and called the police to question me.

I ran to m}/jrmdwwt/wr’: house. While I was there, wmmmwmw
jmndmotker told me to jreettk&wvman, saying sk&wmwwwt/wx Atth&agaofﬂ,
I met my mother for the first time. She did not say anything. I found it difficult to
accept that she was my mother because she never bothered to lookform& I:ta}/ed/at
myjmndmotker? /wom/for a month and then went back to my auntie’s house.

Inthe location where I was staying, opposite our house I used to visit my ﬁfumd,: whom
we went to schooétojether. Omo/day I went to bath at their house. M)/ﬁfmcd;ﬁmkked
baﬂw'nﬁ and, I was slow- While I was still in the shower a man who was renting at my
ﬂéend?p{awcmimfo the bath and told me it was just the two ofm. Irmowtoft/w/

battwoom naked and, MW happened on that da)/

Omwfatwda}/, w%%[mwwwnﬂﬂomtherwimmwglm)oéommy way home, T met
the same man. He told me to 40 wa%kmamébuy some cigarettes. Aﬂer buyinﬁ the

cigarettes, he said we must qmlcké/ collect something in the bush across from our houses.

When we got to the bush; he threw-me on the jrom Wed/w trousers o/jf and, raped,
me. Imwmjmuﬂwtmmm i pains He gave me NET10.

Whmlﬂrwedzhomew bopg/MWW&wmedwﬂthfm There was a woman
at our house and she asked me what was going on. I told her the truth. She told my 37
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auntie and she took me to the Woman and Child Protection Centre. The doctor examined,
memdﬂmowtthatm}/ Wju/wiy was broken. We went to t/wpoléc&:tm&éomm
wmade a case. The man was arvested and then was out on bail. MW%ZUU&

Stnce then I don't know whait happened to the man who raped me and I don't even
know whait happened to the case. I moved to myjm//w{wwt/wr’: house so that I cannot
meet the man who m?edmaﬁm M/ijndmot/wrdéwémzooz ﬁwfaw came,
took the house, and threw me on the streets. I now stay in the zinc-house in Katter
lomtiomwit/ow cousin.

Imaﬁm’oéthatlmiﬁktéa mpedagaﬂobacm&th&plawb: not conducive to staying
there. My mégkbowﬂdendf help me wit/ufoo&é. My dream was alwu}/s to become a
podwwvmmdzmwt/mtdmmkﬂm& I would like to advise whoever (s reawa'«ﬁ
wy story to see kowdgﬁcuét Afa can be 7‘ /vowdo not grow up with your parents or are
lookeaéafter é/vpeop[ethatdo rwtloua)/ow. AL T want to say o':for children to take their
school feréomé/ and, ffW hard no matter what
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J‘pea/dnﬁ out to heal

by Laidyheart™

Lery inmy sleep - I wake up; Imv;tdécr/wg/ My name (s Lzu'oé//wa/t I am 20 years old.,
Ijrwu,pwithwparm: and my two brothers. When I was betweemt/waﬁa ofézwwﬂ 12
years, Imwwyfat/w beatwg/ mo%eralwwstwer}/da}/. Irecaﬂeoﬂ%at%chtém&wyfm
wanted to beat my motfwr/me:WtéWm& W/L@I@Wt}/ motfwrwykedw@//wm
éeatirgww, he would beat her up:

In 1998, my mother was admitted to a hospital for an operation bMMWMW to
do with the fact that wy father beat her. It was natural: Since my father was always at home
@Fter quitting his job, we:tayedwith/w’mathom& Since my mother was not there, I had,
to cook. Onada}/ Wfat%wrﬁmmémth&kétmwow Md/w/bmtwwu{yﬁr /fwt%wg
Ifta//teoéfeanrg him and whenever he was at home, Iwmlaéb&omid&zy‘thahowf& One
day /L&:entm&toﬁtc/vwnter, Ifomwéwg/ schoolmates themmdwwtarte&épla}/i#% When
I went home; Iﬁ)mkémuer)/ﬁwiom and,angry, he started beating me and then he pulled,
me into my room and made me lie down on wy bed. He started asking m&?‘t/wmché[drm
Iwmpla}/my with had touched me. Im/,'d//va bmm&[dédmtmwwhatkawmb}/
“touc/u}g.” tHe told me that he was also gotng to touch me. I was s/u'uen’r% Wterrg‘ieoﬂ to
death. He took out his private part and told me to lick it. He told me to stop crying and to
do what he was saying. He warned, me not to teléwm&éecm&k&wmjomﬁ to kill me

§1 said something.

Whm/wg/ modwrcam&ontg‘t%w/mpimé IWW: crying at school. The teacher would
ask me what was wrong, bwtlwmquéet IWZ(}/S claimed I had a headache and I could
not study. I couldnt do my homework. I&ﬁ:c/womelwm 73-years old. I decided to
Vmawa}/ﬂomhomam:tay widbwjmndmot/wx My mother was worvied that I would,
dropzoutszc/woé She came to take me back home but I told her that it was better for me
to die. My mother started to cry and, asked me what was wrong, but I ran away.
Omda}/ Wfather came to visit ijndmother but I knew-the reason was just to warn
40 mthat?‘[to[d/wom/wmu%kdém& In 2003, I decided to teZLW mother, émfmy
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fxt/wrdem‘ed/itm;ﬂdlwm Q/u/(ﬁ Wthat[madeupt/w:to;y. However, my mother
md/ﬁw/wé/ blamed him, éuftﬁg/ did not report it to the police. Hacha;ed/memn}/ﬂom
the house. My mother Mmﬁ'ledﬁ»f w divorce but thew our church pastor advised them to
forgive each other and, for me to forgive my father and stay with wy jmndmodwx Aldwuﬂ/v
it was hard, Iwmatlea,rtﬁew% éetterbemm&lrpok&ontwhatwkwnﬁ me inside.

In 2009, my auntie invited me to wm&ﬂra/koléda}/ at her house in Windhoek and in order
for me to fed/ better with my %@, I started my Grade 9 in one of the schools.
However, t/wdmmwstw/tedwmw aunt’s sister told my thhatlhad/wéo)/ﬁfmm
wccmed/moffleepélq wuthbgpeopl& My aunt believed her and decided that she
was not going towfor my ;c/woéfe&c. Icréeoéamddecédwétogo back to my mother.
When I returned home, f/u'nﬁ; Wejmtt/w;mwwit/vafathex

In 2007, one "/[”’9’ cousins called me to come and, look @Fter her ba/?)/. 0/4&»&9/ Ifom out
that there was vegistration going on at one ofthe schools Wb/v our house. I wentthere and,
1 got accepted in Grade 71. Idédnothau&mouﬁ/vmow to pay. Alt/wbgh/wy cousin was
working i afactory, the money she earned was not e/wuﬁhtopa}/ﬁv my ;c/woéﬁ&; and,
books. I started going to fc/woéwwa}/ and, I was /mpﬁ/ because I met a jood/ﬁc’em/é althouﬁ/v
I was aﬁmoﬁ to share with people my 19@ story over the past “years. In Auqust 2007, my cousin
travelled to the north and one of my cousin’s brothers took aduunta_qa and, raped me. tHe
came into the house, sat b/v my bed; and, started a conversation because we were oné/ three
inthe house including his small sister who had, come for /wléda}/;.

I conldnt scream. The next day he spent his day out. I did not report the matter to the
police or tell someone. Irta//teoécr)/mﬁ and decided to commtmécédeé)/ mkmﬁ tablets and,
this aﬁected my studies and, school. T decided not to go to school. Aét/wuﬁ/p some of
my teachers Vecojwedt/mtl had a problem and askeds I couldnt tell them at ﬁmﬁ

Later ony I vealised that I had to speak to :owwomtoﬁet/wlﬁ M)/teadbernﬁwedzmto a
soctal worker, that is where Ijot/wlﬂ Mwé[ﬁeé better now-: Please women of Africa, lets
speak up against violence. It/wugktwydremofwbetter@@w&ombuttkquwt
Nowris the time to speak out while it's not too late. Youw and I can help each other yfm

speak out: 47
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Beaten and explo (ted

b)/ Blom *

n 1995 wﬁem[cam&ﬂomt/wfarmwv‘tﬂwpw/mﬂ, I was still at school and I was in
Grade 4. My fat/wr lost his joé and I could not continue going to school because there
was no money topa}/for :c/woéfm or to buyfood/. My wmother was also /fwtemplo)/ed/.

Iamthe fém& born of my parents. I have three sisters and two brothers. We used to walk
arvound, and beﬁ on the streets for money. Lfe became so hard for us. I met a ﬁfaemé who
was s on the streets. I also started mlkmﬂ avound with them on the stveets so

tkatlcouloéatlemtﬂet:owwtkmﬁ to buyfood/for Wﬁwwé/ It was not easy because we
were beaten up on the streets and sometimes we were not given money.

I continumed qoing to the streets until my father became sick. I also fell prequant on the
streets when I was 18 years. It was dﬁw&dt ﬁ)r me because my mother’s fmw,é/ started
talko'nﬁ bad about me. I then decided to dvink Wfatker’s mental pills because I was
alwzz}/: crying. My mother came in the room where I was sitting mcr)/mﬁ and talked
with me and said I must not concentrate on what people were saying because God, is
there and, it will not go Mtk@/ think. There are also Wpeo/dew%w are suffering,
(s oné/ not me.

5o, I must look to Goéémwﬂpmy, that’s what she told me. I decided not to dvink the
mblet:becwalbdéwed/mwﬁatwymtkertoldm M/C/M&fﬁw)/wso[dbwtl
:té[énﬁ%r wv'i%uwg/ child because there is nofadwr I:tdéﬂet:omefooz/ﬂatomplawbut
itastdédgjﬁadfﬂrm& AMWW L amtelling qooééftkatldéd/notkédwdwla&

5o alé[mte[ét/w]om%jérk s, wmgcit’; d(yﬁcuét,)/owmtjmt look at God, because
he also deﬂayera%k&wdélookaﬁfwyow
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Starting on the other side
ofth& viver

b)/ Maria*

I was born ino Dordabis and I mzzr)/ea//:’oloé. 7 ﬁrwuf/wiéﬁw fat/wrm:tepmothex
Inwerﬂrwu,pwithwy mother or even saw-her at all. My stepmother did not want
to stay with me; she did not like me at all. !/L&Mnotjwemw motkeréf love; she
showed me that I was not her child. f/wdéoﬂmthawwchddatﬂm&, but later had a

son.

Imﬁ‘ereoﬂhermbm&%:dema%wtold/wfm Att/waﬂaofm, I had never
attended school. M)/favt/wr’: brother came to visit us mw:kwéwfather 9‘[ cowloﬂjo
Wft’ﬂ}/ with him in Windhoek. Ileftfor WM/wekwit/um}y uncle and started, school
there. At my uncle’s house, there was a brother of my uncle’s wife. That man took
Wnntaﬁa (y‘mm:tmtedzfleepatﬁ with me.

1 attended school until the age of 18 when I got prequant by him. I did not know-that
IWW%MMWLLW uncle’s WefwMMkwmeko th&fatker ofc/w'ld/wag,
bwt[dédm’t'm}/ WW Iwmaﬁ%éoﬁto tell her it was her brothers child. She told me
to 4o Mth&streetsmaﬂookﬂrt/wfafker of my child. I decided to tell her brother that
[WW%MWWCM

Atfém&, he denied the child. Halatermcepfedwpr%gw and told his sister I was
expecting his child. However, the sister did not want to believe him or me and told me
to 4o back to th&me/. W/wlalmatﬂwfwmldédfv%jetrwrtﬁommmW
mclakw#&keptommyé&gtﬁqwﬂémtswrtwcm M:MMIWWMW
to the take her brother ﬁ)r child maintenance; becanse I oné/ wanted his money. During
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wy pregnancy, I:Wed[mém I tried to éakaffyform}/ child so that[couldnot%ct

waather W&Lmbowtwg/pmmtkatlwmtedto kdém}/se% M)/fatkerkelpwé
me 4o Wauﬁ/vt/wwholew, wmwhemthebabyjéréwm born. I came back to
Windhoek and heard of fwt/wr Herman. I Veﬁd:tereoé m}/seé‘ to get fooaﬁ from him. M 1y
child is now staying wit/owg/ éc’olojécal mother who I metafter 19 years. In the process,
I fome Wre%w Jjob at the salon work/}% as a shampoo girt:

Toda}/ Iﬁe&l&k&mosta//tmﬂ omth&other:édeofth&rwmwdéwwaﬂxdvtwm
back to Wpagtl«f& What I want to do nomz):focm on my G/M?ﬁatwabecamafka
md:louamutmdomﬁomm Imo/mpf}/ now: M)/aduic&v';peoplwkould/mtw't
with problems mtééthg/ oéatrqy you People must seek for help earlier and shouldnt
wnétfor/wlpto come to them.
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