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Voices that brmﬁ c/wwﬁe/
A word from the editor, Deborah Walter

Since 2005, every year during the annual 16 Days of Activism held 24 November
to 10 December, Gender Links works in collaboration with local partners to produce
the “I” Story collection. For the first time, this past 16 Days GL launched country-
specific “I” Story books in South Africa, Namibia, Swaziland, and Mauritius - holding
off publishing the fourth volume of its regional book of personal accounts of gender
violence for mid-2009.

The choice was made as another part of the campaign to stretch 16 Days of Activism to 365
Days of action on gender violence. If we want to see real change in women’s lives in the region,
there needs to be action every single day of year.

In August 2008, 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 gender based violence, and adopting integrated approaches.

Many countries in the SADC region have developed multi-sector National Action Plans or
strategies to end gender violence, helping them to move from campaign mode to a more holistic
and integrated approach. However, what is now needed is the practical ground work to implement
these plans into the core of our societal structures.

Sadly, regardless of differences of country, culture, sexual orientation, age, or religion, women
and men’s accounts of gender violence are remarkably similar. Addressing gender violence is
not only a human rights and health issue, but also a social and economic necessity. Many of
these stories clearly show that abuse beats down not only the bodies, but also the dynamic
potential of women and girls.

Many stories show the affect of violence on children, the scars for those who both experience
and witness it. Natasha Kangale, a Malawian, and Ntombie Kuhlese* from Swaziland tell of
how sexual assault in childhood affected their whole lives, while Ncamie Mthombeni’s* memories
of seeing her father kill her mother in Swaziland are still fresh.
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Physical and sexual abuse leaves emotional scars the last long past the healing of outside
wounds. We see abuse translate into girls missing out on education, turning to sex work, and
losing all sense of self-esteem and trust - making developing into productive, healthy women
nearly impossible, especially without much needed psychological and material support.

For some women, gender violence links directly with HIV. Some become HIV positive from their
husbands, through sexual assault, or after engaging in sex work. Many find being diagnosed
as positive intensifies abusive situations.

Yet these stories are also stories of hope. Congolese Grace Ayanda* demanded, and received,
change in her life, while in Zamibia Mukamwiinga* is no longer scared, with a house and income
of her own, she has the power to live her own life. And men can be part of the solution. Charles
Sikalele in Zambia was once an abuser, and is now a counselor, while Pascal Akimana broke
the cycle of his father’s violence, and now works with men to challenge gender inequalities.

Each of these stories shares different aspects of violence, yet they all point in the same direction.
There is simply not enough being done to protect victims and support survivors. With each
story, these courageous women are calling for change - not just from government, but from
organisations, communities and individuals.

It is not enough to say “shame” but to ask ourselves what, as individuals, community leaders,
business people, church leaders, etc, we can do. Too many stories tell of communities, families,
and friends turning a blind eye. Each of these stories is courageous, but they also show those
in abusive situations sometimes need someone to reach out to them, and always need someone
to listen when they decide it is time to speak up.

Each individual can play a part in calling on our leaders to achieve the targets set out in the
Gender Protocol, so these stories become a thing of the past. If we do not hold our leaders
accountable, who will? And, if we will not help our neighbour or believe our daughters when
they say they were raped, who will? Many people read each collection of “/” Stories and are
touched, yet the challenge is, what is everyone doing about the situation. As Pascal Akimana
says, “l will use my voice to bring change,” and so can you.

* not their real names
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Legal and support services can help protect families Photo: Trevor Davies
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How-bitter my pain was!
Shavleen,* Namibia

L am 18 years old living in Windhoek, Katutura. M)/fat/wpm;edma}/ when I was two
years old. This is a real story ofthe/pamm’y :tapfat/wr caused me.

My wmother married, in 1998 when I was e'@/ut)/wsola& The man she married drank and
smoked, and in 1999, /wl@ﬁt/w:job. He use to go owtémtkamménﬁ and, come back at
mﬁﬁuf wake us all up; :mrtbeaﬂnﬁ us, WW my mot/wrmwﬂmy two sisters, and,
éockmomfoft/whom&

Ifwe cried; he used to c/mww two sisters and me out and lock the house. We would sleep
outside until the next morning. He also brought food, in the house but would, not allow
us to eat. tHe only aﬂowwﬂmy mother to eat. He used, to say tﬁmtwe:/wujd/ﬂo and, look
for ouwr fat/wr

17»9/ mot/wrﬂm M/:food, he would take the/foopﬁfrom/w: Wﬁmétto the do_q:. My
mother’s sister helped us wit/uﬁod/. W&wmdd/mtat/wrplawmﬁo back home. Sometimes,
she had nothing and we used to sleep with hunger.

I used to cry every Mj/vt because he beat us every day W/wm[came/wm&from school,
wﬁéé&my mother was still at work, he used to teéém/v sister and me to go to my aunt’s
house, bwtk&nwerxdoww&me/toﬂo.

He used to show me his private parts and tell me to taste, because he said it tasted like
chocolate but I used to VW&WM&WMM&&% 17‘»9/ mother came home and
MMW I was crying, he used to say to her, your Whter doesn't want to wash dishes.
She VW&; 9‘[ tell her to do mmethmﬁ, bwt}/owmmfmtojmmﬂodz” He never
stopped domﬁ what/w/ww:domﬂ

In Mawrch 2000, my mother went to the hospital because she had a problem with her
prequancy. While she was in the hospital, at W/z,t my :tepfat/wr used to pull oﬁ my
underwear and, enter myfemaéapa/tr wuf/b/w:fmger When I cried; he would cover my
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mouth with one hand. Sometimes I would ask one oldl&wg/ who lived next door to lock,
Mémﬁfomowmdeandjmmk@/:toW:tepfaﬁwaﬂdtdéhmmwmttowamﬂ
house. W&mMWmta@owélaMste&pmth&me that/wcoujd/notjet

us.

Aﬁfer some time, Wmtfwrcmwhom&fmm hospital. However, /wnwer;topfzed/waktreatazﬁ
mmhetoldzmtkatgfltoldzwotw, he would kill me. Oncelwentforwweekend/to
Wy aunt’s house. The kids were playing Wwentjw but I was not playing with them.
I was just quiet on my omMWWMkMLm#ManmM was wrong. I
PV%W&LMWWWO@.

T/wlthda}/, w#wc/tzwmwfatwday, fMMMWWW[Wﬂ#Mﬁ under a tree. She
:Msh&cowld/:e&mmethénﬁ was wrong and, I should just tell her. So, I decided to tell her.
Itold//wrthatm}/ ftepfatker used to éeatu/;wer)/ mﬁ/uf I also tolaéherthatlfeétpm
when I visited the toilet. I also told her everything that he did to me. My aunt took me
to mmm%@/ checked and treated me because I had sores on my private parts.

T/L@/ rWred/ws to the Woman and Child Protection Centre to g0 W[ay c/wufj&: against
myftepfatken When we reached home, WWLttold/W mother, bu,tm}/ mother would
not believe what we said. T/L@/ also mﬂed/my two sisters MWWW&MkMﬁWW@
:/Lowlaéﬂo Mléuewdthkwﬂrthetméw. 5o we moved.

One morning my mother came to wy annt’s house and she said she did not believe what
WWWIW&:&MW about, but she was shocked to hear that her husband was
mékmﬁ about sex to her /m’ﬁhéow’: Wﬂt&r She was told that %:/w/ did not tell her
husband to stop; the rwiﬁkéow would, report her to the police.

She wanted my aunt to help her get a divorce. We all went to the Woman and Child
Protection Unit and there she told me she wanted a divorce. T/L@/ rg‘errwﬂ her to LeﬁM
Ald where she ot /wlp and, her husband was arvested. The people at Leja,é Ald told us we
must move back to our mother’s house.

The bad times have pm’;ed but memories still come back. Please stand up for your rég/uf;/

* pot her real name
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Lé@ on the stveet

By Zarina Geloo with Gloria Mushabati,* Zambia

W/M’J’(/W mother was alive we went to so/woémoﬁhméfoooﬂto eat. Back then, I looked,
down on and, avoided, street kids. I oftm wondered /wurthg/ went onto the streets; now-I
kinow:

When m}/fa/ther remarried afte/ my mother died, thmﬁ:jot very touﬁ/pfor us at home.
M/vfomf :Lélm:q: and, I veceived, ill traatmentﬁom/ our stepmother and in the end, she
drove us all onto the stveets.

It éeﬁm for me with a metéou,lwfé/ severe émmﬁ that we got ﬁfom our stepmother. M ty
two brothers and I had eaten some ﬂromdmot;, which she had cooked for her own two
children. She went mad and beat us with a hoe. I/?Vokemy ankle; one brot/wrfmctwed/

his hip

Ne('ﬁhbow: took us to the /w:[%mé. My ftepmother sald that we should die in pain because
we were thieves. My brother and I were in the /w:pétaé for about six weeks. My fat/wr
never visited once and we relied on {ym{mfh&:@ﬂ from/ the ward for food/.

Whemth&ho;péfald()mha/jed/m, we went home oné/ to be told b)/ my stepmother in fromf
OfoWMIWM Zongerwmemberzy‘t/w/wm&/w[aémdw/wwlaﬂﬂnd/wpmto

4o. She allowed my brother to stay, as he was younger.

IWW/&W/‘W/?MMW&to%/mt/m'f[;taywmemﬂd/km She did
not even allow me to thh&hom&toﬁickuf/dotha. Itww:wé/ morning so I went
to the town centve without realéx kmw wfmtlww:joénﬁ to do.

I was tived of mlkwey at about 19:00. I was loétermﬂ about loow for somewhere to sit
MW:MW centmwhemwrewétijdmﬂwémom /—fam/,'oéthat%[jmkém
sex, h&mnldgéuem&mm&fooa&mdthatlwmmﬂaha spotforfh&néjkt I ran away
to the other Moft/w street. I had just sat down in a shop corvidor when a group of:tre,et
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/70)/; fobmd/ me and, /mﬂm to harass me. I van back to the security ﬂWpL who chased the.
bo/v: away.

I was very scaved now- I did not know what to do. Zk//zwthebo/v: wmddﬁwtﬁoﬁw so1
staywﬂwéththeﬁwdz. He demanded sex and I had no choice. Ifeét:o W&m&dztﬁaf
aftarwwrd;[mtomt/wrowmnténﬁ a car to run over me. T/mtwa;wyﬂmfn{g/utomtfw
street.

Th&m&xtday I was Wﬂr)/ and tived. Ifomd:oma_gbréf who ;Mlcozdaé/mnﬁ avound,
withthembwtlmtoﬂ#wmy owrofoo%. I:uffo:aéacwe/m}/ dress was still clean and
I still had shoes I was more presentable and fozmdt/wéagjm_g easy.

Peop%aﬂzwe/ me/food/zmdzwwmy. My Wﬁwﬂdf liked me. I discovered later that when
/vou/do not have fooaL or money, your ﬁwméf disappear. I also learned very 7Mc/</y to hide
my money as my fm'end/: could, just as ea/n'é/ turn aqainst me and steal from/ me.
There have been times wmlmmt:lepfbmme/[mtoﬁwdzmy money mdfood/.
At other times, it (s me who is trying to steal from my fnem/{/s Itsa ﬁm@/ relationship
because we like each other, mwﬂwm[ookomfﬂr m/uotherw%wubo)/; try to
harm us on the street, but when it comes to survival we tuin on each other.

IW{MW brothers now-on the street and I am sad. T/L@/ ranw away as the abuse at
/wme/_qottoo m&w/z/forthem. T/Lg/ /wwaétuer)/ havd, It /fwtlékem'ﬂérés who ca/fve/xc/wmﬁa
sex for protection. T/L@/ have to deal with violence on the stveets every day with no one

to turn to for /wép

Sometimes wﬁemlmamow orﬁodljmmmme, but wa_gemmlé/ avoid each other.
We dont sleep on the same street Mt/wuﬁ/p, we meet occaa'oméé/. More oftm than not, we
:L'mpé/ pass messages to one another t/wouﬁ/p ﬁfamd; We dont like meeting; s WMVMSW

Sometimes, I 4o to myfm%ers wvrkdnﬁpmto Mkfar mowforfoo%. If/w (s (L/fvw_good/
mood, /ija: Lt to me. At other times, he tells me to sell sex ereoﬂwgymé‘ I have
learned to recognise the ;)/Wt/w/téo people who wiéégo‘uememw and, those who are
lékeé/to abuse me. I know which dust bins to d(/j tnto and, at what time. I even kinow
wfwmﬂwémréamatkmwmﬁWW&WMjookmlmetatW it up

9
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I have also WM/wwtoﬁatW way wit/ut/wéo/vf. I_géuatkems&x gfl/wwakwfoodzor
money. Once, one ofthem/ raalé/ anndforwwﬁdek&pmtwfedmomth&;trwfg
but he died.

zfeeé ba./,{/abomfw situaiion, but I dow't know whait to do. Ikmwthatwﬁatlmdom:g
is wrong, Mpecm&é/ W sex without condoms bwtwhatcmldo?[feeém dwtym
worthless that even when the social weé‘awpeof{a come looh’nﬁfor us I run away.

I have become used to lffa on the street. Theve are some _qood da}/r when I zwtméé/ Zm/r:q/p
Mmhaffya%th@mawday: w%wm[jw:twmto die. Im%:wwﬁtwaﬂr W‘%‘
Mlmmtwmswaw omcm/wlpmnom I/’M/;tlweﬂomda}/ to da}/

* Gloria Mushabati, not her real name, was a 72—)/.%/—0[00 street child. She was giving
testimony at huwman rzight; public /zwwmﬁ; in Zambia. After telling this story, she was
taken tinito an orp%wmaﬁ& and, is WW to read and write. She is a very _qood :tor/vteder
and earns a little money telling childvens stories at the orp%uuwzﬁ&
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How-I lost my mother

By Neamie Mthombenis* Swaziland

Iwzwfowyw;wﬁamétwm Waw&wfxm@oftkrw,tmgér&gwémthen%[
am the last-born. Mot/wrme%yw:—oloLwﬁems/w[ortW@@dwmy fat/mf’: hands. I
used to ;e&/wmbmwzﬁwmom/, bwf[Mmtkmwthath&mMmdwpkééémﬁw

lo‘ke/wﬁmt, bwtéthaffmedon&day, t/w/da}/ thwt[wilénwwﬂrﬁet

My fm%er was a very dangerous person with no respect for any other person, even those who
Wmmaﬂmtéwﬂnﬁ my mother. He wﬂd/notwmre/:peottﬁe/poldwwﬁemthg/
tried talkmﬁ to him. tHe was not ta/a}% any draﬁ:. He neither smoked, nor drank and
would, sometimes go to church (he was a Zionist) pretending to be good.

Omfatq‘uéday, whéc/vlwiéénwerﬁ)rjet, /L&k&ééwémy mother wit/uwW&MoL:/wM
on the spot in front of my eyes. tHe chucked me outside so that I could not see mother
bleadénﬁ and, groaning like a cow: I/tnfortmteg/, I ;WW)/LLW that had :
Mom was an orphan; both her parents passed away and, t/@/ were both South Afn’mm.
T/wy Adid not have relatives in Swaziland.

My sister and, my brother 5mééed/ me out oft/w house and we ran away and reported this
matter to our méﬁkéow: who qm’cké/ called the police. T/L@/ arvested him the same da}/
Our thow also reported the issue to the elders ofthe/ community. T/ua/ wanted, them
to report the matter to the organisations that looks ﬂfter children’s waé‘w/a, as at that time
we were still young.

TWﬂof a/p{awﬁw us at SOS in Mbabane, where t/vg/ took care ofm i everyway. Now
my sister is waemW brother is domﬁ his t/uérd/,yw i University offwwzdam I
am doing Form four (4) at St. Francis High School.

M/faﬁwhmﬁnéfmwrmtemm%www:mbmwm apecéalé/m& Iamafmzd/
of/zawandzlmonﬁtpmpw/edzto :ee/w;fm IW&M%WWW heart WW&VL{@;

17
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me to Swaziland Action Against Abuse (SWAGAA) is counseling. I was counseled but I

feétlo'k&o‘twmmtuw%héecmet/wtmmwlwmtt/wo%hwm&;émm}/ WLd/W)/

téww[t/u’nka/aowtm}/ mother. I still see her Mt/w/pooéofb[oodg /mwt/w:cmtc@/ voice
of my father shouting at her.

I received comudénj from/ SWAGAA three times. Counselor Funekile Vw;uedmy lg‘& I also
wanted, revenge against my fxt/wr The comalén:q I received was moratha//oefwuﬁ/v, now-
Icm:leepm/v well; eat like other o/wldrmmd/play with them well. I would like to
thank Aunt Funekile who Vacue&wn}/ l{fenowlamﬁlwand/wpag very MMW)/W
I do. Iakoﬂg%wfatw t/wuﬁhéto': still havd to 5e&kmfawtofm

* ot her real name
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W/wmwc/dld&:mped

By Natasha Kmeée, Malaws/South Aﬁ/éwb

] M/W@MNMMMKWmMImﬁomMMIWw
o ' Iowt/vAﬁicwwMImtmywroM Ijrwwpwéthwmot/wr’:

sister mtofméé/proélew. Growing up i my aunt’s house was not a piece ofca/c&. It

W%&W%W&W&sﬂawmtmmthatmm

Omoftkehorréblada}/; ofmy %&Wmdtkedaylloftw womanhood, é//oa/wu}/that
I did not expect. I was raped when I was 72 years old. We were living with another woman
named Anne. That morning, Anne sent me to the shops to éuy ;omet/W(ﬁ. When I was
returning, wm&mfo[éowedm He th—hm&[:/waollow/Lém or else he would kill me.
Ifeétwﬂmommy back, so I had no choice. tHe took me to his place in Berea. There he
mfeoﬁm& W/wmk&haﬁéwﬂat/wwmted/ﬁomm é/v qoo{/;jrmhetookmaém%wm
It was not easy getting howwbwt[mna_qedtoﬁett/mf& Bq‘or&[wmté/d—o the house, he
t/mzatmdm&é)/ saying, ”If}/oa/ tell anyone abowtwhathafpwa&..lkmm/vow" I will
W)/ow.”

When I went in, Aunt Anne was wn&tmﬁform@, W:h&mtéced/thatmmﬂw was
wrong with me. 5o, I told her what had happened to mtkatmorw. I/wruﬁjate&étkat
wewm’tforwwmtw%w at that time was at work. Wawm'tedﬂom9mwot&é6pmfor
her to come home. W/wmmyamatmwma, she said that I was not vaped. She said that
Wbo)/frmnd/dédthd:. Ih&told/wer)/omwt/wmetkatlwm éfw(:q, when I said that I was
raped. Everyone believed her story. Can )/owbeééemthxk? Even my é&;tﬁ/éef@be&éwedm

I was so dkappoé#wgaﬂmzmmywty wit/r/wer/vo/w. Imdedwfm@mdﬁmd;,
butt/@/ were nowhere to b&fobmd/. Home was not a home; it was just a place to live because
I had nowhere else to go. Asa child, 1 feétt/w: refection and I started to hate my fW
IWMWMWIWMws%WI&:W@ hated men. I hated men because I had
éo:twpﬂd&axwwvmm%wwaytMt[WWWW@MW@ me.

13
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Al these years I have carried this secret with me, until reamté/. I spoke to a very ﬁooi
friemﬁofmém&abowfwﬁathafpmto me as a child. Hemioﬂthatdtwmnotwfm
and he made me realise that I have to Zetjo oft/wwﬁol&;itmtéowa%moueomwithw
life. One day /L@WWWW[W%M%M@M&%M@‘IWV%@ to speak
out and let other women kmwwomfng/ story. I aﬁrewé because I needed to move on and
Iwmtéredo/‘lwmﬁ WWWWWW;’%

He took me to the “I” Stories work,:/wp where thg/ were :pea/cm:q out on Gender Violence
meouther//o/’cfn'ca/. There I met great women and men, some who had lived in abusive
relationships and some who are still Zwmﬁ in abuse.

5o, /fwwt/mt)/ou/ have heard and have read wy story ofa,bw;&, please women and men of
South Aﬁm say “NO” to abuse. 17‘ you know someone who (s Zwm;q in abuse, or who has
been abused; my brothers, my sisters, my mothers zf Southern Afn‘cw please give them as
much support as yow can. If you are going t/wouﬁhz abuse, then say, “e/wuﬂ/u is aw%/b”.
Say “no”to violence. Speak out because someone who loves you would not forc& youto keep
quiet. That silence is abuse. gffomeoﬁw is abusing yow and, calling it love, t/wn/)/ou/ are

1pray thatmay qo¢ﬁM/owtkasﬂapzﬁt/pt/mtyowmdto say no Mtho_go omléoinﬁ even
w%wvyowfeeélék&yowmmotjo on. Rmmbwthatyoww&ﬂwrwomth&tthefmbf
r/w'm'nj out there and, becam&)/owlwa, a/ﬁwwday comes. You can be a pillar to the women
chéldrm/oftk{)r country.
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Eor the sake ofm}/ child

By Saphia, South Aﬂécw

Iam/wwvmmonS)/Wf; Ijotmawéed/wﬁeméwm 19 years old. Being a woman is one
t/wg and being a Muslim woman is another. Muslim women are supposed to obey their
husbands; we do mtkavewmymmwmto be made in our homes. I do #wtt/w'nk,my
story awdﬁwmt ﬁ’OW(/W other women. Women have been alamedfor many years,
Métkm&b'tb:tmwam}/ “no” to the abuse. The truth is, mwabme%wvmmdé&

When women do not work, men take aduum&ag& ofthat, because fhg/ know that the woman
doesn’t have any fmna@é support. T/ug/ know-that she won't have anyone to turn to. Some
women say t/wy stay in these abusive marriages because oft/wér children, saying that the
Wmmfkwfaﬁwr, but do f/@/ rea@?[t/%kweu&afmﬁdzofww omfofow
abusive marriages because we are aﬁfw zft/w dmllmﬁa that are out there. 17‘&9 W&ﬁ)t’
the children, w@/ would, yow let your children Mﬁ‘er mwtéom@ b/v seeing thelr fwt/wr
beating their mother all the time?

For example, my daaﬁ/ufer who loved, her fm&/w,r eretkmwthmﬁ tn this worldy started
a/wmﬁmg towards Wommhebejmbeaﬂ/@ m&émﬂontof/wr. She would not let him
/wld//wmyam Omday when he hit me, she made me run into t/w_gwtéedmommd/
close the door. It was around Spm. She was still very smally but she stood at the door for
almost two hours. Ikeptomtdémﬁ her to come and sleep; but she could not. She told me
“/félemtkedoon Pafwwdécomemmw)/ow” Irea[o':a(/t/mt:/wwmnotﬁoéq to
steep so L told her, “let’;jo to your uncle’s house’. It was around 10pm. I put her on my
shoulders and we walked to her uncle’s house and slept there.

Another day he beat me so hard that I started bleeding ﬁfom my nose. When my W/ufer
saw-how- L was bleedélf% she stood at the gate and started, calling for the neéj/d?ows to
come and help me. Sometimes kids would tease her, tdédnﬁ her that)/owfather has to beat
your mother. She would, be ;oﬁmn'ow:. She would, tell them, don't talk like that or mum
will get cross.
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W/wmt/m&mma/aémy ustng M/:MPMW bags, thg/ do it to show us that we are
éa::erhummo/mdnﬁ;thmt/@/ are. People used to say that what does not kill youw will
make you stronger, and in my experience, it made me grow-up: It tanght me /wwl@'@ can
be sometimes, and how-one can learn to survive it. It also showed me what is most important
i my l{f&. It was notthefooaéomh&:mbl@ or his house; or his expensive bed. It was not
even me that was most important: it was my /mb}/jéré, my angel; I had to é&:tronﬁfor/wr
and, get out of that marriage éefom Lt took my bab/v’: smile ﬁom her ﬁw&, the happiness
from/wr heart.

Some people say thatw%wm)/owtdk about ét,)/owfeeéwww/véattar, Md/t/mt)/owmkeaé
b)/ talké«ﬁ about (t. In my opinion; no matter where you 4o or how much time passes, you
can never fo(get that abusive partuer. T/L@/ also say yow can for_qéue but yow cannot forﬁet
Every fmméwwowmmdayg L have tears wmy eyes.

I sometimes thank God for W a ﬁwwé/ who ;Mffwrted/mmmﬁ those hard times.
g‘étww: Mtforthem, I do not know what L would, have done. And, [ thank q(wforjéw’nﬁ
me a strong woman as a mother, who always put my :o':terandmﬂrft That is what T

am going to dofor my W/Lter

To all the women who Webmthrouﬁ/vt/wmmt Ihopat/mtyowwdécom&owfof&t
safe and sound with your children. God bless us all.
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A suvvivor of:e/xuaé abuse

:pea/o: out

By Ntombie Kubhlase,* Swaziland

I have been trying to write, but still, fwwfw a n’ngl& Waﬁmfﬁ/ is Wm&éf However, I
pray that toda)/ God will make me strong and, /wl{y me to write about 7% ovdeal t/wouﬁh/
to t/wuer)/ end. It is MW mportant to me because this is my 23‘%%#%6{@/.

I am a victim ofmpe. My ééoloyécalfather raped m&for seven years. It all started when
I was doing standard three in 1995. I was tw/vea/:—old/ b)/ then and staying with both of
my parents. My mother was a naturally short-tempered person (unelulaka) so I was very
:WwLof/Ler. Each time I was émtroué[am}th/w mother, Wfat/wr wvwld/:topxherﬁfom
be@té@ mbwt[hadtowforétlaterwhmmy th/m/wzwa,wn}/wtwvrk. She would

work fow dayr:ﬁg‘t:, be zﬁ‘ for two d@/:, and, then work ﬁ)w mﬁ/w :/uft;.

He:mrted/b)/ tedé(g me to share their bed with him, when mom was omth&m'ﬁ/ufrh{ft
I remember theﬁr:t day; he started b/v tellénﬁ MWW: He Mkedxnwgfl knew what
Wy name means. H&toldm/wucdzmom/mdp/m}/edmaxkedfora/bab)/jérémm
thg/hadww. H&fo%m&w stories Wéé[fdéﬂde% Ifhouﬁhtlwm very f;y‘&. tHe had
sald that gfsomeom broke into the house, t/wé/ would, not harm me since he would protect
me. Then, mth&m&dd&ezy‘tﬁ&mﬁ% h&force&éhémm?‘mw me. It was W/VW I
WMWM:MMQFI;MWW to my mom, he would kill me. Aqainy he promised
to continue protecting me ﬁom my mom's émfélf(ﬁ:.

He colfz,témwd/domﬂ t/mtfor)/wr. It was hell. When I was émformt/we&, Wﬁwcd/r were
tdw stories about thelr éo)/fnlmd,f and, Am@ their virginity. When my turn came, I
created a story Momfa/éo)/ﬁfiend/who never extsted. Ithen decided to /wwemw boyfriends
to cover up my otherwise hellish Z@'F&. Sometimes I would, sit b)/ the door ofm}/ bedroom to
stop my dad/ﬁfom/comz@ iy vauld/:étﬁ)rthewhola mﬁkt T/woné/ tmlfleptpmlé/
was when wy mom was on day s/uft.
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Then one day thedepwty headmaster called me and really complained about my :tmnﬁ&
behaviour and about my schoolwork. With Ww«ﬁy I told her what was

my [t'fe. She was shocked but she said she could not help me. fh&xduwwmtoﬂo to my
jmndmother. I did not take that advice. I started isolating Wt}l!&% I continmed my many
relationships for cowy‘ort Those relationships saved my Z{fe because I had been f/bm/cmﬁ

ofko'élmﬁ myf# I told one ofmy bo)/fréend/: my fwobéem/ and he was very supportive.

;déd/noto/umﬁe. By th&tmlmmﬂrmfmmzooz, it was six years since
father had, started his devilish acts. I had a strong relationship with my boyfriend (the
one to whom I had told my problem,), but my dad was aggressive and violent toward him
or any other male who showed an interest in me. On&day it came to my mind that I had
mﬁ‘ered/mo%/b, mIMb%mto worry f/mtng/ dad would do th&:mthé«ﬁ to my
younger sisters. 5o, ﬂft&i’ he had paid the last amount oft/w school fe&: I decided to stand

up and act.

I went to the same deputy head, teacher. Itolaéherthamme:totylmtolaéher/w:
bq‘om, Mtoloéhertkatwdmwm:tééémm mwytmwmmmomn@ht
;/uft_ fh&wm;hockedmblaymed//wmzéfﬂr not acting years aqo. J’h&m’k@d/%[wmted/
to report him to the police. ItthartMttMthW[mmwMaﬁowtwmtﬁat
/wmtmpemlétt[ew’:tex She promised that this time she would do W/M tn her
power to help me. Indeed she did/

She wrote a note to my mum and, asked her to report to tk&;chooéth&fodowiﬂﬁ da}/, which
she did. she told my mom the whole fto(yfrom/ two years back when I /wwLﬂr;t told her
zfm}/proélem. My momamo;tfmeoﬂ She want:tmiﬁ/bt /LomaMMked/m}/ dad about
this news. H&WMM@W; M:me/y said he was very sorvy. ‘T was mo':leoéb/v
the devil. I promise it will never Wmaﬁmmthatwmtheendofaf It has been
kept as “tibi tendln” (a family issue) until today!

No one has wamtfopw%mmm one has ta/cmm&for counselling. Whenever I
think (ft/w whole W, tears fdé my eyes. have been trying to write about my experience
forfomf)/ea/: now- but each time I take my pen and éeﬁéﬂ/ writing, I just break into
uncontvollable tears. I thank the W/Lty God that after fow years oftr/w'nﬂ to write about
my ovdeal; at least toda}/ tHe /La/:ﬂém% me the :tre@t/v to write t/w':ﬁ)r t/w/ﬁ'mf time since
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I do not wish to see someone going t—/wouﬁ/b the hell I have been t—/wouﬁ/b and I advise
parents to be very WW when mj/;énﬁ female children. M 1y dad d&fﬁ’ﬂ)}/ed/ my ﬁu%r&. He
ruined my )/out/p. He took my innocence!
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Scavved for reﬁwmﬁ Wél
Wriaﬁe/

By Mary,* with Perpetual Sichikwenkwe

Wdéé:océety me%wwfgwwfmmlmmw? Wééé[wwﬂk&%tfw

streets out there to go to mkooLafter what this cruel man has done to me? Ifaeé[/wwa

MW Aoftto be proud, ofmd/l Walo:tt/wé@jat puspose ofm}/ l«fe - comﬂetmﬁ school.
I/md//wpedm&day to /wwaw/wwr&ofwy own and, to b&[ék&ma/g/ other women, educated

and wvrkmﬂ.

I was born in 1988 on December 6 in Mpika, Northern Province of Zambia. When I was
n jmda six tn 2001, I was eﬁlﬁaﬁed/ to Thomas* and my parents accepted the traditional

WW;ﬂomm I had no édewwﬁat&twmaﬂabowtﬂtkoug/uwwmﬁto%m

that Thomas intended to marry m&atwlaterrtaﬁ& Itwmmtcéewratwﬁédwtag&h&
was supposed, to marry me, éwtfmtﬁxtwmt/wwmmmtrmdzémw w’l[aﬁa, I did not

meoée ﬁwt/wr Thomas lived about 30 Kilometers away ﬁfom our uié[aﬁa but we were from/

the same churvch and he was a devoted Christian.

W/w,mmy elder sister who was thW in Lusaka heard about the engagement, she
was opposed to the idea. She wanted me to complete school as she had done. She asked
that I come to stay with her. I also louwﬂ:c/woéandlwtwﬂth&éo{ewzfjowﬁ to Lusaka.
When I was leaving for Lusaka, Thomas was away i a boarding school. My parents did
not for_qef to warn me not to entertain other men in Lusaka because fker&wmwérm@/ @
man who WWW@W/WWWL@/%VM

Years later, I was surprised that Thomas W@d to track down my whereabouts and,
started coming to my church as well as visiting me at wmy elder sister’s place. My sister
was l’wi'Wf}/ with Thomas visiting me and, advised me to stay wayﬁfom/hém/;o that I
could, complete school. Several times, I advised Thomas against coming to see me but he

Mnotkewémyaduic& HaWwW, 5mwtm:mdélfgpeoﬂato spy on me.


Guest
Rectangle


Many times I told him that I did not want do‘rtwbamﬁom him because I wanted to

fww':/b school. Thomas would threaten that /f[ were not going to marry Wim, he would, kill
me. I used to :Wathxtwv’thwfaww’é/ but we would all just /Mf:q/b, treating it as a mere
Joke. In 2007, my sister and, I moved, to stay with our elder brother in Chelstone. Thomas
started mudnﬁ Wbbéfb/’(ﬁ SMS and threats to my sister and brother warning them against
stopping me from marrying him.

Despite our reports to the police about Thomas’ behaviour, the police did not arrest him.
In November, two dayr after he had sent another SMS W&Lﬁ’t//{ﬁ my fmué/, Thomas came
to my Mchaﬁm I decided not to talk to him. IMmtw%jrthomlwﬁrmed/
my sister about his presence. In FeérW)/ 2008, when I was returning ﬂom/ school, T heard
wuvdc&caﬂénﬁ out my name. Whewn I looked behind, I discovered, it was Thomas. I asked
/me%mthawmdoénﬁ around my place. tHe told me that he had come to see me and
complained that I did not even want to talk to him. Ileft Thomas on the road and headed
for home wherve I Lfg‘ormed/my brother about Thomas’ visit.

OmMMchzﬂ 2008, a/da}/ cmwthatlwééérememberformy wfwlelg‘& I went to write
mymdof)/w test at Kabzdonﬁw Girls H@/&fo/woé lxtﬂml@/ I came back in the co
fﬁfwnd/: bwft/mtday medmtaé/aft my test, Iaﬁmdwﬁtojetwémbuk,komm
thatlcowldfmd}/p@ma, whwh/wmny/ next subject. M/uﬂWWﬂ(waor me to wait
for them but I declined. I just wanted to b&kom&wé/mmxfdy. IdéaLnotkmwmy
r@ﬁxwwto wnétﬂrmyﬁémd/:wmjoélq to Wkthemwwymdomdrm at least,

for now:

When I got oﬁ‘t/w bus at Chelstone, I met my M('ﬁ/béor, G% who Mrmeo{/matkatha
Mwletterfor mﬂommm&ompermm W/pdé&d(}mmm% the letter, I heard a voice
calling out my name. When I turned; I saw Thomas. Heﬁrwtedzmmagked/wﬁet/wf
my sister was home. Thomas told me that he wanted to talk to my sister but I told him
to do that on his own. I went on my way, but T/wwmfol[owed. Afterw;/wrtdd:tmc@ 7
met another WMOM I decided to spend wfewmm“t&r with him to avoid Thomas.
When I turned to look behind, Thomas had made a u-turn. T/mtwmwc/mmﬂr me to
wﬂkﬁm&tow&mﬂ: home.

When I was fow houses away ﬁfom our house, I feét :ometw cold splashed on the back
of my head, around my neck. When I turned; Thomas was standing riﬁkttkem. I asked
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kémwﬁath&hadpowwommamw. H&WVW&MWMWWWV&@M
ommyﬁw& Itmuthapomﬂmtlfe&pammwéww :emmtéomomwfm I ran
towards our home but I feééo'mwdmmﬁzﬁ& ditch. I screamed for help: Thomas fol[owedm&
forwf/wrt distance on his b@/deand/wm/malé/ roo{&zﬁf

our ne('ﬁhéows came and. took me to Chelstone clinic. From there I do not remember what
transpived wntil I had re-gained consclousness. I discovered that I was in Lusaka’s University
Teaching Hospital (the largest hospital in Zambia) with my sister on the bedside. I was
admitted to UTH Sfrom Mawch 25 to June 28, 2008 after which I was discharged. When I
lookedatw:aé‘%t/wmmm I could, not accept what had happened to myﬁw&

I spend sleepless m’_ght; when I think about what has happened to me. Ifeeé[momtt/w
same person. I can lau,j/v outside but what is inside me is sadness. I get annoyed with
W:&é‘wﬁe&v[ think about school and when I see my books Q/Mﬁ i my room. I am wasting
:owwthmﬁ that I have cherished ﬁ/omm}/ childhood. School was my passion, but how-can
g0 back with this o{ofﬁjwed/ fW Howr s soclety Going to recelve me? Wdéthfy accept
th/wwzzy I amz Rijhtwwlcmmtmommawhowtzfom/mwﬂbecam&lm;wed/

of kowpeop%e will take me &:W those who knew me b&fom this medf

Ift/wma/& well-wishers out there, please help me. Iwnn,tmyfmto be rehabilitated. 1
want to be the same old me who ww;/mpf;/ w#hﬁ%fmd@%m%mﬁoo& if
doctors cannot work ommyﬂw&, even a mask of:om&kéndcm/wépmto reunite with
society because nour&to‘sd«'ﬁ‘icuétformwmto walk around.
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CONFRONTING CHILD SEXUAL ABUSE

&

HIV counseling in Zimbabwe. The link between GBV and HIV and AIDS makes women particularly vulnerable Photo: Gender Links
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Grace’s ftor)/

By Grace*, with Denisha feedo/aé Manritins

I came to know about my HIV status i 2001. A question that everyone asks me is how-I
got the virus. Well, the answer is simple. Like most people, I got HIV t/woaﬁ/v sexual
activities. This answer brings a weird reaction from/ people. That's huwman nature I think;

readu'w:q conclusions too qw’cké/, without V&W mder;tww{é«:q the depth oft/w matter.

Iwmne()t/wrwdmg addict nor a sex worker. Iwmoné/ wjérélookx}(ﬁforlov& I was a
jood student with lots offmmd/r I was waiting for my prince c/er who would come
Mmkam&/mppéé/ awny. However, l{f&b; mtwéwﬂzy‘rom:amﬁlwvﬂdzmthmthoaﬁht
o my wvm,‘m'ﬁkwwe; tkatlwvwld//mve/wwétoﬂo t/wouﬁh/;o much.

At age 20 Ibecam&wuictmzy‘:axmuiom& I was mdkmﬁ home omn{ghtomwda:arted/
road; M ty mother often/ warned me to return home Wé/ bwttkatn{gkfth&bm broke down.
5o I decided to wnékw;[dédnotéwafa/mn}/. Two men were passing b/v. T/wy started
kaﬁ comments about me. I did not pay any attention but soon realised t/pg/ were

foléowm:q me. Im[keoﬂwé&tqmicker. I did not even have time to run away or do :owwthmﬁ.
T/wy mfedzmlfftm&mcommm T/L@/ theérﬁuoowtofm&bwtthe%wtofthéf
experience mMWamW:aW&tamW whole Z{f&

My parents Veported/th& case to the po[dc& but I couddn’t wlent@ﬁ/ the aqqressors. I feét very
o{wty Mw{/jmiét)/ like somehow it was me Is /m@ a/jéréwﬁfa&téckatto men to
commit rape? W/wrahaﬁélﬁoﬁw wrong? HM(/ZMkwaor this? What had this to do with

lovez I started to punish mys# b)/ not eating fwoperé/. I stopped mffmdm:q my classes and
avolded taW to my fnem{/r I isolated, mymgf

Althm:g/bt/w/e was Wu}/; th&ﬁa/ ofbemﬁ mpe&éaﬁm 7 beﬁm/to come out offhetmwm

I did not know-that there was to be more to this n@htmar& As I was not eating properg/,

my parents took me to a doctor. I was anorexic. He Jave me vitaming but I did not get

better. Then, I was asked to have an HIV test. The worst happened. The results came. I

was HIV positive. My Z{f&atrmticalé/ Weoﬂ Death knocked at wy door. I cried endlessly.

I locked m}/mé‘m/ my room for day;. I awoided, talkmﬁ to my parents. I éaufeé/ touched fooaL.
24 My world, had ended.
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After some three months, I feétwboo:t mdden/y. I realised I was éemﬁ my‘w to my fW
Why should they pay for all of this? I was practically not talking to my mother. One
morning, I A'ftmy room and prepared, /Weakfwyt for the whole fW T/@/ were surprised
to :eea/c/wmﬁ&émm& Since then, I have become closer to them. My éz’ﬁjatwvmf/v was that
I would, never be hMafthé%am HIV positive. M/faméé/ has proved that I had a
wrong bdégf Love is not just the fW one has for wl%’/ partuner: the relationship we have
with our parents is love. Ioné/ realised it now:

Thg/ have tried their best to /L@me&fmwpredwammt It is on&po:dfwat/w'«ﬂ owtof
all this. Wdéaémtry'ectortwmng/ﬂomm& WW&W@;WWWWM
the greatest pain. I beqan to change. I left activities that harmed wy health and looked
forW;thatcoMWoueLt Maﬁ/ulhad/toﬁweupw studies, as I was vather weak,
IWWW@%I@MWWWWMW&&W. My parents and I attended
some oorg‘ermm about HIV to learn more about this disease.

I meet people who are HIV positive when I 90 for treatment. We sharve our sorvows and try
to think positive. Yowmmmmtmwwmwmw can harm us which
(s not true: WW can happen to anyone. I had asked neither to be raped nor to have
this disease. Now, I try to faw VW)/. About two years aqo, I started, to write down my

feeéénﬁ: deéw//v. It has éecomemy compwu’omday Mwém:q/uf Whenever I am sad; I just
open my p{c’ow/v and, jot down my emotions. I have also started a meditation class that
sounds weivd for a ﬂéré like me, who used to hate prayers. Aéthouﬁ/p it would be ﬁoooé for
anyone to become closer to their ﬂu/mé/, to write a dW/v and, to meditate, I m{ﬁhi’ not have

fommy way ther&withowtw HIV. The disease has had some positive impact. I even
went back to my studdies.

I would advise those who are lving with HIV, not to give up: Atf/w;mrt,/vowwiééfeeé
it is t/we#w(/zy‘th& world. Work at getting out ofth(): mood. Ajreatp/uilosopw once said:
“Where there is a will; tkemo':a/way.” Those who /wwajot HIV throuﬁ/vmpashomw
u#theérwwaﬁewithbothzmw. W&wiéédédéeotwday but it is hellish to die a little
every day. So do not give up: Don't waste time. Realise that love is what we need. For the
ﬂr;tthre&/vws, wwmd(jﬁwdtforww, éwtth&loue[rméved/ﬂomwfw helped me.
I have not survendered to my HIV status. 1try to live life to the full each day.

* pot her real name
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Living po:itiveg/ cy‘ter
abuse

By Muampho Nkoale,* Lesotho

My story gives a human ﬁw& to the dwwtafénﬁ consequences of wﬁdda&/v i ﬁwuéw; I
have known my HIV status since 1999. Next year I will be celeémténg ten years zf Zwm:q
positively. Ive been told that I am a dignified woman ofco//wiction/ who exudes confidence
and a strong sense ofdetemw’mtéom I have needed these qmﬂtéa i my Wlffe.

I was a[read}/ workénﬁ with people Wedé)/ Hlvuth&tmldbmoueredw own Status.
I worked, within the Positive Action Association supporting people living with HIV and
AIDS (PLWHA). I had, seen many of them develop full-blown AIDS and die. When my
husband became il I saw-some ofth& HIV symptoms in himy but T could not ask /L{lmw
ofthe questions that were worrying me, least ofalé ask about HIV.

AS & “m,omlé/ Wﬁj/ft woman’; I was not expected to know-about sexual matters. If Idid
know; it was up to me to Md&twmwledﬁaﬁommy Wla,wra//cd/m/v own husband.
Otherwise, thg/ would, consider me tmumoral and not ﬁood/ efwaﬁh/ for my husband, M ly in-
laws, consisting of my mother-in-lawand wy aunt-in-law; always spoke about taking their
son to traditional doctors. While t/wa/ were deuwmg strateqies to approach and persuade
my husband to seek a traditional medical opinion, his health was fo dmmmag. our
sexual velationship however did not lose its momentum.

Our usual sexual routine was that he would come into the room where I was already
under the blankets. He would get into bed, still dressed and I would put out the éMW
candleb)/ wy side. Then the business of sex would, begin. He would, climb, insert, move in
and, out; ejaculate and climb down. He would dress aﬁu’/xbxm{/ﬁo out tnto t/ww/utwu‘/wwf
& word unitil the next morning. Year after year, this was our routine. For close to ten years,
thatwwrngl Z%&. I conceived and bore two mewfw In all that time, I had,
Wtozw/wdxwg/ husband’s private parts. I had never seen him naked. I/md/oné/fdt
Wim move in and out (y‘W 5009/ without once saying a word.
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On&da}/ I had the quts to W&t/u): sexual routine :l(:q/bté/ 7 ﬁmbéedmy husbands evect
penis inthe darkness and discovered that he had lwmps on it; :omofwfw'c/ofeétwetwith
open sores. I whimpered, my protest and tried to get out of bed. He slapped my fmmcd/
used his hands to turn me arvound. In no time, he was on/topofnw :truﬁjldtﬁ with me
until he pinned me down and pushed, his sick penis into me. I cried out aloud with tears
streaming and, so much noise, I thoaﬁ/wmy mother-in law- would come to fmd out what
was Going on. But she did not-

Instead, my husband, rolled me over againy slapped, my fM&, stood up; picked up his clothes

ﬁ/om Wé)/, dressed and, Zﬁ‘t me to cry on my ow. Ijropaé about n the W/utﬁ)r a
washcloth and looked about for water and, soap: I kneeled over the basin and started to
splash and rub and splash and vub, all the time crying. I hated him so much at the time;
I could taste the bile (fhata i my mouth. This témalkmmrfor suve that whatever disease
he hads he had passed on to me. HeWWe&t@dm It was just & matter ofcofﬁrmatéom
from the doctors.

Until that man went to Queen II never to ba;emalévaaﬁm m)/feelmiq; ofhatredwvu,ld
not go away. The doctors had told his brother that he was d}/wrﬁ ofAI DS but /fwbody had
told me. tHis brother MWWWW@&&) /w/m’e# It was all a big secret /Léddw/ﬁfom/
me. I of all people was not supposed to know: But I knew-about my status when/wg/ husband
died.

After his deatty I became very weak and the in-laws explained it to m@h&owx as depression
cwme&(/b)/ my husband’s death. My mother came to ;e&mmmedéateé/ took me to
see Dr. Strauss in LW Brand in South Aﬁ/éca/. I was asked whether I wanted to tatfor
HIV and AIDS and I agreed to the test and ot the confirmation that I was HIV positive.
I continued to work with Positive Action and, received, cowd«inﬁ ﬁfom that group: I went
for Bmiog/ Training, which is about assisting HIV positive people to accept themselves and
to stay positive in attitude.

0%&0[&(}/ I came home and said to my mother “Mom, Ifeeéjood/. Iam/joooé. I am nice even
t/wz@/vl am & moving skeleton.” Erom that da}/ onwards, I have been growing from/ :trefgth/
to rtren:gfh. I hawve been able to teéémy in-laws, my Wrmmthewwmwwt)/ I live
i about my llness. 1 have been able to help establish the Lesotho Network of People Living
with HIV and AIDS i Maserw and throughout Lesotho.
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Aﬁwwmémmld%mtaxpectto meet another man. Ihatedmamfeddeqthat
my husband had, sentenced me to death; but t/wouﬁh/léuinﬂ positively, being an activist
WW others cope with AIDS, Imfomwmwtww%w is very supportive
and loving Wwawvrktojetherto /wépotkerpeop{alwmﬁ with HIV.

* pot her real name
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s over
By Mofwia;y,* Namibia

Iam 23, a ;mﬁle mother of two sons. In 2004, Wu@ my ﬁlr:t preguancy, 1 tested and
fomd/ out I am MWW with HIV. Lwok&él, my sons were protected ﬁ/om getting the

virus at an Wé/ stage.

If:WWW’[ bwymmltoldkémt/mtthaéw)/wmm /wwfmed/to accept
this. He took out @ pangoy saying %af were Vealé/ his éaé)/, he would, take it out. I cried
as hard as I could; but it did not help. H&kéckwémomtheﬂoor, :mfomtopofm&, and,
lifted up his right hand, with which he was holding the panga.

Icréed/md/beﬁ_qed/wm. ItoMWotMt[wat&[éwom&, and, that it was our
secret. H&feétpdyformam:toooﬁaf/qu& By t/wtmljzwebérth, WWW very
L. He died of AIDS.

I went to Z{l{mwit/vmy :tepfatMaMmpt/wn My motherwmwvrkmﬁ omwfa/m/. One
my/(,tlsmmy :t&ffat/wrémm}/ roommdlzukedh&mwﬁat/wwmdowﬁ. Hes[affwé
me and, said it was his house and he could do Wthmﬁ he liked, H&f/wijedowm&

Mmfedm&

[WWW éab/vm/Ld/ch saying Lord/w@/m&?ﬁr;t, étwwwg/mcla, now-him. My
Lovd — what have I done to éaWﬁleék&tM:? T/Lamxtm'ﬁ/vthampedmaﬁm I
toldhmlmw[dte[éw mot/wrwﬂat/wwmdomﬁ to me. tHe warned me that he was

cafmbl&ofkdlénﬂ m}/bub/vmm

By that time, I was not t/u%ko'nﬁ ftm'%kt ka[;wmy mother step in the door, 1

started, crying, teW her what her husband was dou@ to me, but she meof

wer/vt/pmﬁ t/mtﬁappmed/ She would not believe me. She threw me omfof/wr house. I
:Zeft with my bmé/v in the outside todetfor three months.
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Her Wbandxéeﬁjed//wrto Zatm:tay in the house. f/waﬁreedzmdflmouedém in the
house. She went back to the ﬁufm/ again to work. M ty ;tepfather started again with the
same things, he carvied on raping me. That is how I got prequant with the second child.
Ijzwabdrt/bto t/w:econdbzy. W/LM/W bo)/ was six months, my :tepfat/wr MWW
mother died too.

Thanks to the Lord; my boys are very healthy. I am also taking my anti-retroviral (ARV)
W@:MW a/poso'tm&f& IthmkthaLomLtkMImomthat@@, that/mtpﬁd,
M/mpf)/ lg@ t/wdark,m:g/at:. Thanks to t/wLon/t/mt/wjmm&W [{feback,and/[m

smile.

* pot her real name
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My m'ﬁlttmara Wriaﬁe/
By Nonhdanhla Zwane,* Swaziland

ITama 32:ye¢uf—old/ woman Zwmﬁ at Zombodze. I was once a WM wmarvied mfa taken
t/woaﬁ/z/ Swazl law- and custom. I was 29—}/W:—ol¢ then and was very ecstatic about the
whole issue because it was my wish to get marvied befom the age of t/wty

My husband was a bit older than I was. He was 42 years. Ito%w:#thatatlm&tfm

fonL someone who was matured instead of these younq quys who like playing stupid
games. Bq‘or& I met this person; I MV%d}/ had fou/ children ﬂom w previous relationship
and the last-born was twv—)/ea//f—old/. I did not hide that from/ my husband-to-be and after
some time into our relationship, /L&tolﬂémthatt/@ wanted to meet me at his home.

Ewyﬂw&tﬂmok@/ﬂr/‘owmnﬂwmaf&rm /wformalé/ WWMW& During
that time, I worked in a shop in Manzini and lived at home. Soon after, I moved in with
my husband, in his family home, but continued going to work. My husband was supportive

We&émmtmmy children. He/wmwmmkooéfe&: :wwathmfxtherww
dead. te really :/wwedlouatown/d/:m}/ C/Mrmmjmmwyw t/@/needed/
However, Mfmzé/wmayam/stdéthat

All was well that year and my youngest child would often come and visit. just when I
thouﬁ/vt W)/Wlf(ﬁ wmfm&, my husband came and, told me that /u/:fam»é/ had serious
discussions about our relationship and came to the decision that I should quit my Job
because I couldn'’t perfom/v my duties as a mf&

I asked him how he expected me to copebacm&ke/mthwtl/mdﬁw childven who
needed my attention. tHe told me that he was the man in the house and should listen to
whatever /wmy;. tHe told me that he would do W)/t/umﬁfor them. He went on to say
thwtkekoloé:w/@/&po:&téom%the//wwtkmwdééaab[e/to ma/ce/;wat/mtm}/fmwé/
is provided for w every way possible.

I had no choice but to agree to their terms. All was waééo'mtke/fér;ttwv months, and then
Wf started to c/mnﬁa. He :tz/z}/ed/ in his place of emflo)/muct and, would zftw/ come back
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home, but all ofmdaﬁen/ he did not come back home md/ﬂmﬂwyr/ excuses. As ft/mt
was mtwughh&r@edto éuyﬂooﬂaﬂdto%m&tkath&dédm’tmmow as he was
paying debts incurred ﬁom 5@/[00&;, éuymﬁ booze and, clgarettes, saying 1 know he drinks
ands smokes and should, just accept that.

I then discovered that/wmmomrjwé‘rmm%@/ st Mto_gez%erwtth&uw
barvacks. I was very hurt because I trmtedm}/ husband. tHe used to come /wmewzt/pdwq
clothes whenever he came home, éwtt/wmh&:mrtmﬁ coming homaemfiykaﬂded/ When
I asked him, h&to%m&t[mfth&yownﬁermldéerfdéd/w [amndr)/.

When I Mkwéfor money to buy ﬁodk&to%mtkathemmouﬁhfooduﬁw barrvacks
and, thus cowld/twtaﬁ‘ord/to mmtmt/wfw He then beat, kicked and called me
with all sorts ofnmw/:. He went on to say thatlkdéwét/wfxtker ofm}/ children because
Itﬁo%h/tlcowéd/forcaké%to maintain my children.

I reported the matter to /me but his mother toldww;tmjﬂktm#wfmthatlwm
lying and thait her son could not do WW like that because he was a kind person. My
l%&wzw Wemb[emdompersomrmt/wkér@zf@‘&lm W Mﬁmm&mmy to
start my own business. I then became a hawker but bg‘ore/ venturing into my business, I
reported to my mo ther in-law and also to my husband who was at work.

Whenever [wvwld_qo out and sell the clothes, I would report to my mother in-law and
Adid that about three times a week. WMW MbaMcm&é&ckﬁom/ work omw{ay, she
told him that I no longer;taye&éatkomamdmalwuy; MMomfofkomézk. She even
:Mthat[wmnowmwad/wit/bomoftm The moment he came in the house, he
beat me 50 bad and even called me a prostitute.

T/W,‘becmwlgfaform& One/day he came home and, asked me to bn'nﬁ Wim his credit
cards that he always left inthe car. Just as I was taking them he came behind me, started
M:Ménﬁ me, saying I was wt/w'efm wanted to steal his money. He then threw me
Wédet/wwm»t}/ mot/wwlww:ww%mtwm/mpfmmjbwtwmtmy WW

We then proceeded, to Wb)/ bushes where he said this is where we mwaM/b our
business. Imideth&wwmwb'g Rambo W&, no one had to tell me to come out and run
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away. Aétlwuﬁ/z/ he tried o/wwmﬁ me, I was able to outrun him. Ifozmd/ r@%ﬁa ma
kowtmm;fdatedw story to the old woman Ifomdt/wr& Ih&toloéwwthatrm@
awny was not the solution and she escorted me back home.

She also narvated the whole ordeal to my mother-in-law-and she just laa:qhwb it o/jfm:ywﬁ
his son would, never do that and was just scaring me. After realising that no one was taking
my story serious, I decided to try my luck wit/bthapo&wmthg/ﬁomed to talk to
him. Im:tdéwﬂt@forthatto happen.

OPL&W my husband came home in the company of/mgwé‘rwndzmth@/ were both
drunk. H&%WWM&WW&MMWWOCM:deMW I was already asleep when
he came in but was surprised when I heard noises coming from outside. just as I was
concentrating on that, someone opened the bedroom door and, it was a woman.

She came towards me and started beaténﬁ me. She was /wldmy a beer bottle and I took
it and threw- it on her head. Irmmowto/‘tkahomame/xpmed/to my mother what
had just happened. she just z'ﬁnoredzmw, saying she doesw’t like to talk.

My husband took her to hospital and that incident made @‘efor me worse than hell. I
starved most of the time and had MW to eat, emotional and, fmmcmL abuse became
food for me. Sometimes I drank water and slept or would eat mft porn'dje without sugar.
I cried wer}/p{a}/, thmkmﬁ ofmy childven and the hell t/ug/ were Going th/oaﬁh/ because
ofW marriage to this man.

I became worried because ofW husband’s ways Wt/wfutthatwawer used a condom.
My wvr:tfw: were wrg‘érmed/, I was HIV positive. I was COW@&LIMM{: know what
to do and that’s wﬁewldedded/tojo to IWAGAAfoV coouue[énﬁ, tfwy also told me to come
wit/bmy husband, so he too could be counseled.

I explained to my husband the whole ;étmféowandreﬁretfed/t/wday I was born, he went
and, told, his mother Mth@/ bot/pa:greed that 1 go back home so that WfW could
talk to me. M/fwthera;keaéwhatlhmdom bm&my husband could not respond, to his
question. Seeing the situation I was in, he told them that he was /MW t/mtthq had
brouﬂktm&bwckhomdm
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I:pmtabowttfwwday:athomm[rwmwmééﬁommy /m/:bmdtedmﬁ me that
he no longer needed me in his %&MW@WM@ mmwﬁwﬁm He went
onto say tﬁat[shﬁwld/keepw daw&bwam&hamwﬂwéfrmw&m tHe said
/wwvwlaéém%wmy clothes. l/lpomtedmj Wﬁmué/ what he had just said, Wfat/wr
:Métmmtrz'ﬁhtucﬂéthatlsﬁwwld/ﬁo back and get my clotho'&g.lwm%t/wco
ofmy)/om(ﬁersb;teralcd/whefomgottﬁem, t/@/t/wwt/wdoth&mtm&mw%mthat
I was no [o@ernuded/. Indeedt/wgﬁé‘rwmmw&d&tkakom&

Tdaylstayuhomwvfhwcm%rmmw /mpf}/to;eemmaz

Eumt/wuﬂ/vlmmemﬂo)/ed/ Imouyoymy wer’yda}/ da;y ofl«f&m&élwewwhowtfi{ff
I know- it is d(ﬁ‘mdt but I hope there is a way to separate tmdafwnalé/ married people

because I don't see ny/;eé‘ going back to that home. I had a tervible lﬁ‘a there.

H&ﬁo&:a/romtdlafﬁpeoﬂ&thatlmw mf&)/etketolﬂémetkathedo&: not need me
b/v Wis side because I am HIV positive. Pleaw/wlpm,&

* ot her real name
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Young girls are vulnerable to sexual exploitation
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Memories ofwgl l#ww a

sex wovkey

By Nakaito Dadsy, Z/lﬁmwia/

I was 77@%@%@%&0%%4/%%@ uil[aﬁampw:/m/. Ibmmﬂeﬁmmf. He said,
/wwmjomﬁ to help me, bmf[mmtma///:y /w'm/ﬁr;t I did not want to Wr)//wm. No
one in my w‘élaﬁa supported me. Not even my mother or my sisters. o, wﬁmmy W/Ltw
was 6 months old, Ileﬂ'hermmuiﬂaﬁeto Wm/a/momemW 1 began working
i a bar, bMWWWZ@, 50 at the same time I became a sex worker.

One zy‘th&fér:tm%lm&twm someone who worked in the Ministry of Tourism. te was
a big man, MbiﬁMWﬁrMmfhu was. I;ewedzwwoftmmthemrm%a;kaé “You
are such a younyg jLVL, Wa//a )/ownotat:c/woé?” He :Md//wwvu,ldxw form)y:c/woéfw:,
50 Idecéded/toﬁo with him.

He qave me HIV. W/wv[corg‘rontedhém, M:MIjmétto Wim. tHe threatened to kill
me 9‘[ told anyone about it. $o, I kept quiet. After this, I joined the streets and éejm a
terrible Journey. I will relate some zy‘ these experiences.

One time, a Uganda Ministry of Defence (UPDF) officer said he was going to give me
50,000 UGX (approx. USD $30). His escorts took me outside Kampala, to Kakivis so that
no ommMaLfMowt/L&wm hiving a sex worker. After having sex with me, /L&/%tme
in the lodge with no money to travel back. He said that’s what sex workers deserve for
selling something that is worth nothing. I slept with another person in the lodge, just to
get back to Kampala.

Another man, also a UPDE oﬁ‘zlcer, took me to his place, saying he wvwéoéjm me the

money he would MVWWW/‘W a lodge. We entered his compound, waWﬂWded/
é/v soldiers with éégﬁm. Gmﬁdw{/ his room, and were all over the walls. I wasw’t surve
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9‘[ should be scarved, but he acted like a realé/ Wntjuy. At avound, 4am, he woke me.
wpagkénﬁfor his money back, plus all the other money that I had; otherwise he would
order /Mﬁ’b&l’bd/f to kill me. Ijm/ulmadmy money, MWW% which was very
nice and expensive. He threwme out, W%MM, saying “Don’t shout, don’t say WW
Or I'll shoot you.”

Another memory wwoluwg the police is one ofmy worst. Apolcc&o/ﬁcer Irefm'ed/to have
sex wvt/vfre& arvested me, accusing me zy‘bwzﬁ tndecent because I was wearing a short
skivt and an open back top: I stayed at t/w/prwomfor 3 days. It was too cold. I had not/wzﬁ
to cover myre@‘. I had no shower. In the mornings, the police o/ﬁ'om ordered me to mop:
As I tried to cover W:eg‘b/vpaﬂmj my skirt down, t/ua/ told me to continue mopping,
saying that 9‘[ wanted to be in a short skirt that I should mop with my k/u'ckersfor

everyone to see.

on the third da}/, the Ojﬁc&r in Command fowwﬂ me mopping. He Vecoj/w':eoé me because
/wmémmy m;«mmg/, thouﬁhlkaﬂém%kmmwtthetmt/mthemw
policeman. tHe asked w@/ t/ua/ had arvested me alone, as th@/ MMlé/ arrest sex workers
i groups, and I told, Wim that I had wﬁwed/ to have sex ﬁ/e& The OC understood that
this was WMV, Mzﬁ‘amoﬂ to cofg%mf the (ﬁ‘éayf tojet/wr with me, but I was too scared.
This memory hurts me the worst because this is when my W/Léowsfomw{/ out I was a
sex worker. T/L@/ had never seen me in such clothes. After.%’ days in the prison cells, I was
also dwt)/ and, rmeéé/. When t/ue)/ released me, I had to walk home in this state. The
entive kwéj/péow/wod came to see and, lom;q/b at me.

Another instance I remember occurved when a man picked me up at Capital Pub. He
:eemeduer)/ nice and gentle. Hemxﬁdwe;ﬁowldﬁo to MWMMuyurﬁa/. When he
turned oﬁ‘ the road into a bunch of thick bushes, I asked, “Is this your house?” He said,
“Do you think I'll Mtu,alé/ bmﬁ a prostitute into my own homez” I said that there was
no way I could, sleep with him in the bush and asked him to take me back to the bar.

Haopemoﬁmy door and pulled me out. Hapw&éwéoﬁ‘my shirt and jeans and threw them
in the car. My k&)/s, phone, Mmomy were n my jeans. Eirst he wanted to have sex
:tmmﬁ,mmmmw bwt[amwb@ﬂérémlcow%not, He then s me,
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and showed me his pistol; his W&, and, a hammer. ‘Ténc&yoww&toofatmca/b’tm
sex with me, just g0 befor& I shoot you.” He ﬂwrhwb Wis car é{lﬁhts at me and, ordered me
to run. I was wearing a T-shirt, bmfm)y knickers, feans, WWW were it his car. As T
ran through the bush, I often fell, checking to see gfke/moéfhotww/. I managed to get a
boda-boda and go home.

The next da;y, I went back to Capital Pub, just to drink. Fellow sex-workers approached
and asked what had happened? I said nothing. T/u;v saidy no, wﬁwtrealé/ happened? 1
said that the man hadw't paid me. They persisted. They kept insisting because their

ﬂmw_gomwdthm&q‘om He had taken her to t/wéw:/pmfomed/wsdck uf/her

vagina. When she had returned, :/w/md//m./,{/toﬂo to the hospital and, later died. I was
angry t/mtf/@/ had not warned me.

Idrmkt/wr&:tsz vodka and went home. Ifookdéq‘t/mdoth&:[u/;&d/to wear, all
ofmy shoes, ad(ft/wtﬁwﬁ: that associated me with this work and I put them in a pile
and, burned, them with paraffin. T his was t/w/da}/ I stopped engaging in sex work.

Al these experiences M&W I hate men. [dow’twumfwtw to do with them. Even
these day:, I see these m,%zftam I cannot say Wt/uin:q because there is no lawto protect

wme. I can’t wmpoémf out these men to Wom/ because no one cares.

Lwckéé/, I had saved money. I bouﬁ/vt w small house. I sleep in one room and vent the rest
to tenants. I send money home to wy dauﬁ/vter often. My daz«rﬁh/tar came to live with me
at one point but I fwed for her mfet/v. When she started to develop into a woman, with
breasts and a bumy I was scared someone would rape her. We were in such small W
quarters that I was worried that we were not mf& So my Wﬁter ts back in the village,
where I send her money.

While I have been able to move out ty‘:&x work, I cannot escape th&fwcfthat[kmurt/mt
every single sex worker has very serious problems: t/@/ are underpaid, t/@/ are exploited,
t/uy can be beaten, tﬁg/ cméejw raped; and their clients won't use a condom. T/ua/
Vealé/ need, help: T/wa/ arve cast as women who don’t want to work, don't want to marry,
don’t want to have children. However, this is not true.
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Those who Wejomtfwouﬁ/vtké: %&MW&WWMemoW ones who can help
them. No one else can understand what we /wweﬁolw t/wou:g/v. We are women who are
beénﬁ tortured or have been tortured. Often/, we don't even kinow we are bemﬁ tortured.
We have experienced a lot. We have the power to convince others oft/w dangers and risks

nwolved with sex work in {/lﬁmwia/.
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The truth about me

By Kyomya Macklean
férw&thatm'ﬂ/w, I/W)enwerﬂommck,to that club.

That club was called Panther. It is no lo@ert/w/e, bwtitwmowfmw&t&plaw It was
hot! It was one zy‘th& best places to 40, dance, drink, mpwty It was where mgotple/dy

zf customers.

Truth and I were best fmmw: We slept in the same hostel; and did W}/W to_qef/mf.
Like ﬁood/ ﬁfwm{/r We used to go to Panther, get men, and, “de-tooth” them. Da—tootw is

a term we used, to describe the process of axt/fmm:q money fmm men and, rmm'nﬁ away

We would play up to them;weeté/, pretending to bat/wérﬂrg%md;, and thewn ask them
to bay us dinner. Thg/ wvuld/ﬁo'()ew: cash to ba}/ the meal at the counter, but we would
run away wv't/z/tkam/bdmtem:)féuyé@ t/wfood/. I did this in order to W@mw to
Wforw;o/wo//fm.

One mﬁ/uf, a fmmd/ came to our window at the hostel and asked ws to 40 cmm@. We said
ok, Wofcowm’/ went to Panther. When we got there, we saw K, a man we had, de-toothed,
p»fwwmé/ He was in the club and we were so surprised and scared. tHe /md/alread}/ sent
us a WWW message t/wouﬁ/v & mutual ﬁfw//w{/

We hid in a dark corner, wnafmﬁfor K to leave.

When the club be_qmto close, we decided it was mfato leave. It was around 2am and we
decided to g0 back to our hostel. As we were going back, we realised two men were followmﬁ
us. We were not aware that K had paid some tﬁm:q: to come after us. We were suspicious
and started to walk fa/:ter. We were not sure 7‘ t/wy were foléow us. When we turned,
a corner, we decided to run, Mt/@/ started to chase us. We Wed/to hide, and we
t/wuﬁkt we were safe.
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However, when we amerﬁeoé we didn't realise t/ua/ still ﬁ)llowad/ Truth was wearing j/u/%la.r
(high heels). They were new; and actually she was the only one who had them. When the
man started, to chase us, Truth could not run ﬂwt mouﬂh/ n her /M/(ﬂ[&! We ran, and, she
fdé behind. I van to thaﬂowaréed/:, wa&nﬁ, and hid there.

Erom my ﬂowerbed;, I saw-this man foro& /w'wweé‘ol/o Truth. H&Wwifhhémwla//ﬁ& sharp
stone. Hato%herthat@‘:ﬁ&mou% k&mwm%wm Iwitwfed/thempeofw
b&;tﬁ/éewmlcon%do MW Iwmafmx,'&é. He raped her, and when he was done, he
stole her bag, her blouse, and also her Jjangles.

A fwda}/; later, Truth was not well. I was worried. After trying to take carve of/wr, she
was still not well. The man who had, raped her had torn her inside. She was in pain. She
stopped, eating, she was crying zfte//v, and had fwar:. She rpfmaoﬁ to go to the hospital even
tkouﬁ/r/ she was scaved that she had contvacted a disease and fallen prequant fromth{'/:

man.

After wfwwaeks, Ifmléf convinced her to go the hospital. Afemal& doctor saw us and
told ws where to o for an HIV-test.

At ﬂm&, we were too scared, to go for testing. We were embarrassed and, worried what
people would think. We went to the clinic and pretended to be rwc/w%j /‘or work. TW
gave us :omﬂrm toﬁééowt, and, as wawemfdéénﬁ them, wa:wwlénaofwvmmowmd&
the hospital. We asked w@/ t/ua/ were therve and learned t/ua/ were there for MWW.
W&Mkedfgfm could, joiny and it was in these sessions that we became more aware off/w
virus. We fmalé/ got the courage to get an HIV-test.

I was t/wotwtojo mjettherawét;. It took me two p{a}/: to tell Truth that she was HIV-
positive. By this time, Truth was MV@W aware that she was expecting a éaé/v ﬁ/om the
man who raped her.

I think that Truth had contrvacted HIV &M ago. When she learned of her status, she
wanted to abort the baby. I learned from another friend that Truth had taken local
medicines but tﬁwy Adid not work. Truth had already had fou/ abortions, and, had almost
Mﬂom/ two oftkem. Imanaﬁwé to convince a counsellor to come and talk to Truth.
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The counsellor convinced Truth to be strong, eat well; and keep her bub)/. I realg/ appreciated
this counsellor because she would visit and check on Truth oftm

During all this, I telephoned Truth'’s mother in the w‘daﬁ& Truth's fat/wr had wmd}/
chased Truth out of/wr home a,fewyws ago. He had, learned that Truth was §oing around,
with men and said; “T do not breed prostitutes!” But Truth's mother had still supported
/wrouarth&)/ea//f, :mdm.q /wrmow wvthomfherfaﬂwr kmwu%

Truth's mother came to visit and I watched Truth's mother cry as she learned that Truth
was prequant. We never told her mother aﬁowfth«tm{g/bt

The story ofmyfnem Truth is one ofmy worst memories and experiences. And it is not
even me who mﬁemd the most. I consider my:e%w: someone who used to be a ‘bad ﬁiré.”

Since that time, I never went back to Panther; I never wmtlookén_qfor money Mt/w':wn}/

again. fmmlmmrwwdﬁwww to earn money for school. 1 began to
;pmk out on éM of sisters and fm%wbr about the pressures and hardships we fm
T /wouﬁ/v WONETHA*, I hope to make this my l(fas mission: supporting and, rpeakmﬂ out
for all human bemﬁ:, e/:pecmlé/ those that are punished just ﬁ)r éemﬂ born as gw&:.

* Kyomya Macklean and Nakato Dadsy work with WONETHA in Kampala, uﬂmm and,
organisation that works to empower vulnerable women and sex workers.
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Tived of:ax work

By Nofikx}, * L esotho

The man was Mﬁg/ withla/ﬁ&bw{ om/u):ﬂw&ro that I could not touch him. I was
repulsed: so many buwmps, the redness of/w': eyes, W/w’:omg/ Wja hands. All the time
wawemémt/wactofrex, I wanted to die. I tried to wry’w&mmaofﬁwmformw
Mcd/mow MWfoerto come to him, but I could not.

This case was Wermtﬂomadth&oth&r times W[WWM%WM?W{W
/foeed/:formow. T/L{ktméhad:ouﬁhttkemmowfbmw&hehadmwwwIwmted.
I wanted a real job because I was téred/zfth& routine ofstam{élfg Mthan'%ht%t/wéétter
winter air and sometimes snow-opposite the Victoria Cinema waiting for a man to catch
t/bewinkofw eye 5o waoozdd/_go to a more private place. Iwzwtéredwfwm’ténﬁ to be
picked up:

This time I had, been told that one oft—he W/&V! off/w City ofMMerw wvwldjm me
w fob %I:Zeptwﬂthhm I had no idea it would be someone so very Mﬁé/, so very thick and,
Wj& As a sex-worker I was used, to bwaﬁpmm/mh/, not in kind and I did not know-
when we would start taW about my lgfa sawing permanent Job. 1 V@Mé/ was lookatﬁ
forwzufpﬁ to the fob, but I fdt too corﬂécted/ to owtmlé/ ask a divect question about the fob.
I could not jbtdj& the n'ﬁht time to ask. Then I reminded W;eé‘t/mt we were i business,
50 as soon as I t—houﬁht he was Vawé/, before he could, get too cowfortab[e, I asked him about
the job.

He saddy “Yow see (it is very Ww&df my dear: in Jovernment, yow have to be educated.
Without an education, you need someone to fu/w(/ you & Letter. Ma:yéa your educated sister
or someone can type your name on a [thocop}/ of her cert@'é’cxte and take it to the police
to cert%/. You can tell the police you lost the orz'ﬂéfmé, or yow can 4o to Wbody, perhaps
a lawyer ﬁfeem{/ (f “yours and, she can do an a/j‘w{awt No, you wouldnt knowwom like
thatéecm&yoware not educated. So that's wheve I come in. I can do Ml/th,&dwt/v work.

Mﬁet/owwmjob sweeping th&oﬁ‘w&wmdw/cmg tea/for me.”
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I am sure you wonder w@/ I am still a sex worker ;eléén:q to t/w/péj/w/:t bidder like some
cowron auction. Well; the service job never materialised. The man and I qwreled/ When
/wlq‘t I was 5homfw% after him because I was so dwjmted/atwreéfforﬂwmﬁ up my
time to :wc/vmempiypromu& Who wonld pay a lawyer? Who wo Wt/wpolaw? The
man was ﬁwtoné/ é/bwt/wwmtotalé/ owtof/mmmd/. [WMMLM/L&%U&M
money Wammmﬂ@wwowmpé However, he said he had no money.

5o, I am back at my spot where my mortpmfétzwle dayf occur Wmﬁ the rain. When it
rains, Iam/lm,@/, as my clients are many. There are at least two wmig/bt, sometmfm
i one W/vt I wish there could be someone to sponsor me to gotow real school to learn
and, to get a certg‘wat& At this stage, I am tived ofr&x work and V%lé/ wish there was

met/wn.q else I could do.

* pot her real name
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No /wmafor an thnocent
child

By Maria,* Namibia

I am 21 years old. Attheaﬁa of:wm/vwr, I went to school in Marviental. I Sfoed/Wt}/
Grade 1 méoutt/wtmwﬁemw wother jotwvrkm Windhoek. I léuu{/withw ﬂmndmother
in Mavtental. In 2002, wather died. M)/_grmndmotw déed/twv)/wr later and I had
to move to Windhoek to stay with my mother in 2004.

My mother used to dvink too much and she did not want to hfy me basic needs. She also
Adid not pay my school fe&r I had to drop out of:c/woé.

Okwn'%/uf, I was sleeping wﬁen/my uncle broke into our /wmam;faped/mwhdaw
mother was drinking homemade brew at a neighbour’s house. The /fth’da}/ I was crying
Mwﬂtoldzwg/ mother what happened, éwt:hefwlwmé/é@mmt/wrémtkwmm
never do :o//mt/bwﬁ like that Itolﬂéherto_go and ask him, éwtwmclemwlwmé/é@.
W/wmmy mother returned, ;/wbmtmauwywm

I ran away from home and went to live with my friends in Babylon (Okuryangava,). My

fn'md/: fold/metojo to tomméejfor money Mfood. M)/frétmdf also told/mato_go to
the én’o@&m:elé our bodies ﬁ»f money. We used to get N$20 dollar or N5 ﬁ)r sex. Sometimes
t/wcédentwdé:[eepwdt/vmewithowtwwtﬁ WW After wfwmmth/:, when I was
78, Ifeéép»feﬂWLtwif/bwg/ﬁmtc/M

M/M&W&WﬁOZ&LM&MIMW%CMWWﬁM Zonﬁer_go to t—h&én’dﬁ&
She took me to a cavetaker so that[cowld/ﬁetfood/forw child. When I came back to my
fn'md/’: house, she threw me out of/wr MM&MWMW#W money which I
Mmtmmwld%mtbu;vfoodfort/w/wm&

Now-I don't have a house to live in. T/won/y optéoml/wwab;tojo éawkmstay at the
br&a@&ﬂrth&wﬁolemjkz&, wit/bm}/pooréab)/ wﬁo;&fm&/wrldo not even know: I went to
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a cavetaker and told him my story. He brouﬁ/w me zincs to build a house for my:ag‘ i
Windhoek. After wfwmnt/u:, my mother came to my MM&MWMW@%W HIV
positive, saying tha,tm:y 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/ww(/alread}/ :toppedﬁomﬂ to th&bn’dﬁ&

f/wforcedm&owtofm}/ own house and brought in her Zozferand/f/@/ lived there. Then
Ibejﬂed/myﬁfiend/to ta/cambwckatherhomam:hafw/v&& Imouad/themwithwg/
bab)/, to myfréemb’; house. A woman said, to m&[ﬁmw;m[ébaﬁ/v and I should not move
around too much. I/L&Mkwém&tojo and, live with her and so I did.

However, she did not want to give m&fowé s0 I had to ask at the meiﬁ/péows. I tried
best to look /or work but I didnw* get any and she still denied me fooaﬁ I Wﬂ}/f beﬂ_ged/ ﬁ/om/
others to get 5omethmﬁ to eat. I still want to 90 back and, complete my school but I don’*

have money to Wfor my ;c/wo//fw;. My WWW{&&(/W i 2006.
I dow’t want to :leepa/omwit/vmmwmom AL T want to say s to aduv':axlét/wyo

jérL: out there not to VMWﬁ’DMhOMWIMWMfto sell their éodéafor money.
Einish your studies and become someone Lmportant in lgfa and don’t mﬁer like T did.
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Take Back the Night 2008 at Ekurhuleni, South Africa

Photo: Colleen Lowe Morna
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Evom abuser to counselor

By Zarina Geloo with Charles Sikalele,* Zambia

On&day, Imrwedhom&mwtm&mfordmw was watery tea. Then, I knew that
we were indeed poor. I am o Tonga. We are a very prom tribe. We pn'da ourselves on
wvrkénﬁ havd and on ée&%ﬁ vich. We are cattle rearers.

T/wmwmwdrouﬁ/btmotééttéaé/ Little, Wfat/wr had to sell cattle. We also had a
succession ofézwﬁ crops. This aﬁ‘ectedt/w Uvestock as well. I t/wu:q/uf we would recover even
f/LOMﬁh/ all avound me the miééaﬁerr were getting poorer and poorer. It was OW when we
/Lad/fwﬁ)opﬁémow home that I realised that we too had become the poor’. I was so ashamed
WWV/ wﬂthwwmt; when I had to leave school because we could no Zonﬁer aﬁomL
(t. Soon th@/ sold the little possessions we /wwéforfaod and, we were % with lo’temlé/ the
clothes on our backs.

Then, the worst happened; Wﬁu%er lefth to 4o to town to éook,for work and he never
came back. My motherfeéé sick WMAIDIM:M:%W died. I was noureﬁ‘ectweé/
the head ofw household offow children. My uncle came to take us to town but he too
was a stm:gjlél@ _qawluwr Zwuf(:q i & one-room shack. te told me he expected me to look
for ﬁwd/ for wy brothers and sisters: he would oné/ provide shelter.

I still dont see that I had much choice; Ibecam&a/t/u'{f. Atﬁlr;t, [Mpetty Wf like
pick pocketé@ or :tmlmﬁ ﬁom the shops — MW é'@. But, this did not provide mouﬁ/v
money for our needs. I was just :tealdg 6//(,014:7/(/ to b/@/ ma}/éa a loafofbreadﬁ but my SMW:

more.

I thew went onto the street and, joined a gang of robbers. TM gave me Jjobs to do like to
be the “look out” or “the distracter.” W would glve me K100, 000 (about US$20). At least
that enabled me to buy some decent ﬁ)oaﬁ. But there were not emm:g/p zft/w:& jobs. I knew
I needed a rejzda/ thcome so I bejm to do jobs W:# I started érea/a}zﬁ o S/wpf n
the compound; t/uy are not very well secured. Soon, I was MW quite a bit ofmow.
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To this day, I am amazed that the police never once caaﬁ/wm& T/wotkerﬁzmﬁ members
heard, about me and, oﬁ‘ered me & “partnership’ to break into rich peoples’ homes. The fém&
time I did this, I was scared so thg/_gm me some marijuana to mwk,&for courage.

That was t/wéeﬁmmﬁ of my descent down Will. I became addicted and in addition,
bejm to drink beer. My partners also e//wowmﬂe&émfo have sex. With money in my pocket;
I had, a pick #Wﬁéﬂ. I beqan by abusing street girls who were cheap; they only wanted
food/ for the day Then, my fnemﬂ: introduced me to prostitutes. I éeﬁm to feeé powerfwé
and, I raped women, beat them up; Mcd/wﬂwtedzdémmer ofabm&omthwvjmf/aecm&
Itkouﬁ/wlcowlaéwa%w l{)ttlamow. Lookzinﬁ back now; I am so M/mmed/szﬁatlm

become.

In my :eéédatrmt mode, I beﬁm to spend more time under the wﬁmmw zf d/l/{ﬁf and,
alcohol than doing “fjobs.” My partners abandoned me saying that I had become a liability,
as I was unveliable. I was back to ba’nﬁfwor again At about the same time I got a serious
case of .c)/p%wéo: I went to a clinic where I tested, for HIV. I was positive, Wwprwmﬁg/ I
was treated and advised to go ow ARVS. 1 resisted, because t meant no more beer and no
more ngm

In the meantime, my younger brothers wenttojo%a/c/wwc/vtkatﬂmt—kemwmdwda}/.
At the churchy a white missionary came to see me. Atﬁlrff, he would just sit with me
wif/wmfmyénﬁ WW T/wm/wéejmto counsel me, Iwzua/wiléén:q listener as I was
tn bed with no money MMw%wmtojo.

We made a deal. He wvwld/emﬂo/v m&wm{/[wvwld/jo on ARV, It was not easy, I was not
used, to worko'«:q an honest fjob and the money was like peanuts. We had our share of
problems and we fouﬁ/uf Many times, I tried to g0 back on the streets, but I just could not
make it and uwzwméé/ went back to the missionary. Somehow,; we stuck to each other.

In the end, he fwo/mlaé/ SM@&LW %&. I now-work as a volunteer counselor for recovering
addicts and trained as an HIV counselor. I/wwawl(fe, mtﬂwomlmp&mxwdq‘
prosperity but f/MI/Wé/, (t (s not the criminal one was makmﬁﬂr 14«9/:&9‘. At least Ifeeé
human and I can look ﬂfter my ;MW; who in spite ofmy l{f&d}/l&, We;taye&éfocmed/
Wzmo/doénﬂ well in school.
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That does notmemkowwerthatwar/vtw is okay. Irwwmmm’:pwmmw
comes to my mind. I see an unlocked car and I wonder kowmm/v[wowldj&tforét Even
as I talk to /vowt/u recovering from/ alcohol or druﬁ abuse, I empathise because there are
tmwhmfmsthakmd}/feddzﬁ q‘daﬁﬁwa//w&wf. I have to work at controlling my
t/wuﬁhts and desives everyday. It is not easy but I have made a choice and am determined
not to sink tnto thwtaé/s: again.

Charles Sikalele* not his real name, is wZS—/vw—old/ carpenter. He was giving a testimony
at the human rights public hearing in Zambia.
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People must :pea/c out
By Amie Jonhy* Tanzania

“Please forjm me!” Those were the on/y words I could say as he beat me on and on. I was
i my third year at one of the most prestigious universities in Tanzania when (t

I was hanging out in a club with family friends on Easter of 2005 when James* passed by.
Aﬁ‘er a short greeting, he invited me to his place, which was é/fvtk&neéjhborhoodf. I Aﬁreed/
to 4o to MWW:&M@@MW”; omofthefr&md& I was me with did not
approve, warning that I could fmd/ my:eéfm trouble. I dismissed his worries since I could
Mtwmthatjama, who looked, so decent, wvuld/mm&mew harm. We went to the

same school and came frowo the same province. However, I was very wrong.

The troubles started oroé/ fw minutes after we arrived in his place. His housemates
Zeft as soon as the tntvoduction was over. He put on some very loud music. Then, he asked
me to undress so that he could have sex with me. I rq‘med/. He turned violent. He
started beating and insulting me saying that I was only refmmg because he was not
rich.

I tried to stop kmﬂom/ removing my clothes é/vforw. I was very ZM@/ because I was
wearing a long dr&;;fh&twd&étha/d/forjmm to remove them at once. There was even
a time when he was struggling to look for some scissors to tear them. As james realised that
he could not Wbé/ remove the céot/wrﬁ I was wearing, he resolved, to kick me without
even caring where the kicks and blows W&W. This wmtomfor more than an hour
when fmlé/ the housemates returned and rescued me.

His housemates started SCOW him, telling him that he had been beatélfg up all the girls
/w/md/ée%én'nﬁinﬁ to the house and that he should, learn to Mkﬁ)r sex. I had, learned
avery hard, lesson: T realised that this mmjomzoongw was not as cool as I had,
t—/wu:g/uf. He was not on/y violent, but he perpetvated his violence against fwmla
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James sent a short message t/woaﬁ/v my mobile a fwdayf later. It was somehow supposed,
to bamapoloj/ufor what he did. Atﬂr;t, I could not even understand who had sent it
becam&[/mdméreapé/ deleted his nméerfrom/m mobile. Ioné/fomowtt/mtitwm
ﬁom//wmﬂfter calling thanmbermrecojwdnﬁ his voice. Icwtt/wca[ézﬁ‘m soon as
I recognised his voice becanse I did not want to talk to him.

I/Wfalo:tm}/ trwrtofmm:énwthatday. Immww%ﬁwkmmmmttojo out
with or mvth/t/vmmwmt/wuﬁ/vtl@/ may look tnmocent and harmless. Bwt:omethénﬁ
still bothers me. Almost worse than James behaviow, is the fact that I dont understand
Why 7‘%&: housemates knwof/u): behavior, no one fMWW None oft/wm wained
mzy‘h@:pmt behaviour.
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Demandmﬁ c/umﬁe
Grace A/vam/{@ *Congo/ South Afn'wb

Iama 38—)/W—old/ woman born in Lubumbashi, who did not enjoy love from/ my parents
bg/oﬁtdm’y Wl{lat)/aar: When I was three, Wfat/w :Mmuy MW brother and I
had to separate from our motherforwwkol& Tk&wuy the culture was then, the husband’s

fmwg/ must take over ever thmﬁ mcludm:g the children. As was also common, my mother
remarried her husband’s /Wother

We started our W&fewithﬂob[em tn a house with two wives and nine childven. I did
not W:tzmd/w@ my mother had chosen to marry her husband’s brother. Later, when
I reached avound twelve years ofaﬂa, I started, to see W she had done this but also to
see that this was wrong. Then, this Wfafh@r cha;ed/wwoutof/w: house. I went to stay
with my other uncle until I got my matvic.

Because ofth&r&troabl&:, Iww:forced/fo leauamyﬁwwg/ and/:ta/fmy om%& I met a
man who Itkouﬁh/twvwldzma/wm/mpfym% world. Itwmwmyjoooééeﬁmﬂzﬁ. I
kaﬂ(/wﬂmfc/ulaé% 1995, but %ht months afterth&c/wldzwm born, W)/thznj W@d

ThaférsttmhabaatmmaftarMmot/wr/mdlg‘tkw/wma@:wit/vnw. When
he arrived home later, Icowldnotﬂmﬂ/wrk@/;m/wjotwr)/m%ﬁmto beat me.
During t/w/a%tmﬂ, h&tor&wdr&m H&%MWWMWMW&WW&MW
to the bedroom. I used that as a chance to run to my W/L/aow’:pmfor WWﬁ)r
:om&pmceofménd/. Following this incident, t/wmwma/famﬁé/ meeting Mthxy expected
me to stay with him: a Mf& should ob&/v her Wbmand/fo@m him.

A year later in 1998, we came to Iomfhftfrm because ofwhat was /mppmm:q i Congo.
Fortumteé/ I foz/md/ w job and I was away ﬁ/om the house from/ Zam to 7pm. My “love,”
ye&éwtth@t&m@, would, be at home wszmyfor me to come hwkﬁfom work in
order to do the housework. This situation was very ;tr%ﬁté. It got to the point where I feét
MW at work than at home. Going home was like éa'nﬁ W(’MWW enslaved. He
expected me to perfomo my duties as & m’fv/ and to provide the mon%yﬂr us to survive.
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T/Léﬂﬁs became worse and worse. I remember an incident that happened in 2006 on
Chwistmas Day. He came home with two me//vaMthg/ dm//z/cﬁfom Sam wntil 10pm. During
th&da}/, /Leleftthekow:eto drop;om&pwp%eoﬁ‘md/wwehewmaway on&zfthenwn/
started toﬂykt%my house. I asked him to leave but when I tried to close the door, he
pudled me out onto tha:tep&m@o[amth&ﬁate, which came back and hit me on the
ﬁw&. My fm became _grwvm)th/arwa. W/Lewm:y husband returned he did not react. He
satd he could not take me to the hospital unless I put petrol in the car. I wanted to file
w complaint and open a case at the police station, bwtldéd/notkmwthemmoftfw_guy
who WM;WMM&W&%Wth&ﬁr;ttmlmwrmm My husband
n’fmed/to mmth&per:on/m;ﬂd/thatldawuwwﬁatlmﬁottmbmwmlww:a/
bitch. His reaction hurt me.

Ommt/wrda}/, he came home late, drunk. H&ﬂmwlettarﬁomt/w:c/woé It sadd that
my ;owmjwed/tfwouﬁh/wwmﬁ{om At the time, T was ;leepazﬁ and, I had not read
the letter. My Wbmdzmtere%thxybedmomdemmw an explanation. When I had no
answer he started to h&tam:tmnﬂlem& He said he would kill me. Then, Ifmlé/ went

to W for a protection ovder.

There was a postponement, and I had to make several appearances. It was a very dgj‘w{df
time. During the time (ftk& case; the two (fwf were not even communicating. For example,
g‘/w wanted to talk to me, he would send one oft—/w children to talk to me. Th/ouﬁhowt
this, I tried to Wﬁéméwf[fdﬁth&tfortﬁam/cwfﬁ/wdaldr% I had to return to him.

leé/, the case was concludeMomt/thday oftk&cowtappe@mnw, /L&A{aolojzked
for his behaviour and promised never to thwaﬂm I chose toforjm/wmbecam&l
believed him. IM/oleLto m}/thwtkemnotbea/tmm:m

I decided to speak out about my story to help other women to know- their r'g/bf: and f
there is an abuse proélem to ask ﬂr /Leép from/ organisations worka(ﬁ with abused women

and they will get help:

* Not her real name


Guest
Rectangle


No lonﬁer scaved tn a house
of my own

By kaamwwrﬁw* with Perpetual Sichikwenkwe, Zambia

Marriage bt’b'{/lﬂf happiness to some, but for me [t was a néj/btmm for twmty—fwa years.
I :ta:yw{/ i an abusive marriage, MMM it, Wﬂy: /wpmﬁ that what did not work
out today, would tomorrow: It was my son's sickness that ended it: a sonw who had been
wbrmdwﬂmerformy husband and me. Because it ended, Ifoomd//mffm::. Let me

explain.

Mz):fortm& started when I felépreﬁmntatfheaﬂ&of 12na w’daﬁa in the Chooma district
tn Southern Zambia. I was doing my sixth grade. The man who had, been responsible for
my pregnancy déed%wroaduddmtdw@ t/wlmfeﬁw. Ijawebérthto a son. I lived
with my uncle until my son was 10 years old. 1n 1979, Ifomcd/a/ man who proposed
marriage to me. I accepted. H&wzwweaag/ Wrwbwtmthatw&pag/jw MWW
within the tribe, was common. 5o Zﬁkwéé/ moved in with him. I was puzzled
Wedto /wwamy son live with us. H&:Mth@trmc&f/wbo/v was young, Icowldlemm
him with wy relatives. I did, not bother much about this because all I wanited was to have
a//m/:ézmd/and/wkomofw own. Pwp%&%tk&ud[ajemwmuméw $0 young
WW wfaﬂwﬂ%y child. In 1981, we decided, to rWt to Namwala district so that
we could be away ﬁ/om/ our relatives.

In Namwala W{ o/w/(ﬁed/ My husband became uncaring and provocative at harvest
time, because he did not want me to éemﬂtﬁom the harvest money. Then, one evening
after @ lonﬁ da}/’; work, he é&g‘ormedth&fér;t wgfatkat he was going to marry athird wg‘e.
Her da/g/ was to é#formm&whéch/;hedéa& She /wwéwéwzz}/r bee//(/ﬁood/to me treating me
like her younger sister. Raéa,ctmté/, I consented.

Howeuver, Iww:;/wckwLwﬁen/Iwmtoldthwtﬂwth&dwfemuld/ﬁetwmmwﬂom
the sale ofow ﬁufm products fora//ww:e/, clothes and other tluinﬁ:. He ﬁwth&rdemanded/
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my personal money, which I kept for my son’s school fa&f He was doé@ upper school /7)/
then. I rg%red/. When my husband realised that I was serious about not giving him the
money, he locked the house and beat me. It was atnéjht People were sleeping and, could
not hear my screams. I famed/

When he realised what he had done, he told his first wife that if I died; she should put
logs on my body outside my house to look like unknown people killed me. When 1 gained
consclousness, the fo’m& Wy@aduv:ed/ me to run away back to wy parents because my husband
was going to Wm&forthemow that was meant for my child. The next morning, my
husband told me that I had, 2 days to dedd&wﬁefhertogéuam'mthemow or to endure
another beating. My son’s school requirements were most lmportant, so without telling
anyone, atmidm'ﬁ/uf, IIWW to go to my uncle’s place to Affomof/wmofw husband's
behaviour.

Lwokww:notommy side. My /Lmbmmuﬂhta?wifhm& He beat me, leaving m&for
dead. I was onél saved, é)/ & Good, Samaritan who took me to tﬁwho:pétaé, w%wmlrtayed/
forﬂveda}/:. While I was still at the hospital, we had talks mWfaW and//mfa,mcé/
My WmeMh&;thoMm&wmafterwﬁafﬁehad/dommd/pmmed/nottodo
thatagm W&o{ecédwétoﬁo éax;ktonxtyhowfa

Those ﬁrst beatmﬁf were just the bejémw'/% of many beatmﬂ;. tHe had even started beatmﬁ
our 3 children. Whenever I had a ﬁooi harvest or money ﬁfom my business, it was jromwér
for mistreatment and beavtmﬁ. I had relatives who oﬁ‘eer to look after me and, my children
%Z Z%f Wimy, but I could not do that because I wanted to be called Mrs. :omdao@a M)/ﬂ'mf
son was nowwvrkz;nﬁ as a banker, and mcowmﬁed me to leave my abusive husband and
g0 zuwaftay with him, but I wanted marriage.

The end was to come in FeéVW)/ 2004. It was raining /meé/ The roads were impassable.
A radio message from/ Lusaka Arg‘ormedm&thatwy son was cn'tlméé/ déafter éw% tnwolved
i a road accident. I was with/m}/ Wbmwm%emmﬁ&mm&, bwt/wdéaénotmy
WW Iwuéteoﬁforh&:r%ctéomt/mtwwcm T/L&foléowinﬁ dayltokék&mtﬁatl
was lezwm:q I had sold some chickens to raise money for transport. Hade&mndedzmeqw
share ofm}/ transport money because the chickens lived on his land.
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IVW&&Ltojmmthemow, :Wrted/é/v the other 2 wives. When it was tém&ﬁ)r my
departure, he o/fered/ to escort me to the bus stop: I t/wbg/uf it was genuine and accepted,
About ¢ kilometers into the Journey, my husband, stopped, the bég/cée and demanded that
Ijmho'm/thamow. When I said no, haswmtéem@ mmwmxtw I realised,
I was in Monza General hospital nursing serious wounds while wy sow was dying in
Lusaka. I could not be therafor him.

I proceeded to Lma/m/fowdayrWww&t/uwrméém&/vaa%mk;aﬂmmwfmm
body. My son was in a bad state. I could not even have a word with him. Fo’uadayf later,
my beloved, son and breadwinmer died. 1 L&g‘orm&émy husband, Mowtm/y son’s death but
I/Lea//d/nothmﬁfmmm Hewmrq‘m'edto let our 3 children come to their elder brother’

al. Afterth&ﬁwwaé, I decided to stay wit/bmy motherforz weeks. That 2 weeks

changed, my life completely.

My n‘é[éngr advised me AgaLnst going back to my husband. T M fomdw counsellor who
Aﬁmeoé saying that I would end up dead, in order to be called “married.” I took their advice.
My husband still had not even sent condolences, but my c/wldr%fmléf made it to the
fmwm[. T/wy erormedm&t/mt my hmbmmmld/aléw /ww:&properiy most ofwﬁéc/p
/L{Mﬂb&%bouﬁhﬁé/ my son. I was angry but I decided that I could not look back. My
children too wawL to 4o back to their faﬂw/ We aﬁreed/ to start Z{'fa afr&;/u

Even as I was agreeing, I was scared. How-could I survive without the support sz husbandz

How-could, T carry on after the loss ofW son who was also my breadwinner? How I could
;tA//thashzm@Fa wif/wwtwpropwq? I /wwéleft W)/W u/wéudm:g my clothes with
my husband and he had sold it all. Howwvwldét/wcommwdy look at me knowing that
IWfaM&mm&rﬂaﬁ&?IW even scaved to take him to cowtjmtémm&/worjmed/
people to beat me or /m,rm/m}/ children.

As T am talking now; wvth/tk&/wépofm}/ mother, sthlings Mot/wrfa,méé/ members, my
fwmwmmo happiness. IWW/fW wwvmmneed;for:wuwné. I am the
szt/wfam&é/ éacamalmaamkﬂrplouﬁw, wkom&szg/ owny Mdmomg/.
Above all IWV%ML@&LWM{ and peace.

* pot her real name
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Honom'inﬁ Wy mother and
sister
By Pascal Akimana, Burundi/South Africa

I was born 27 years ago i a little w’ééaﬁ& called Gatumba, 15 kmﬂom/ Bzg'wméwm wn
Burundi. I am the product ofa/ teenage mother ﬁufcad/ to marry the man who Weﬁmted/
her and who later had three more childven with him. I grew up in a very violent home.
Gender based and sexual violence was M bread in my L@"&. M)/fat/wr assaulted wy
mother every o{ay M/ﬁ/omf oft/w ent&r&fam&é/ and no one :Ma//z}/tlw

Sometimes /L&fomed//ber to have sex én/fromf ofm&. This puzzled me becanse it didnt seem
normal, twrdéd/w mother like it As a child, IMMM}/:&Q‘W m}/fatkerﬂuﬁhtww/v

mother, but I could not see the answer. Zﬂmowtlatertkatth&mamcm&m
myﬁu%er was okeavtu% on my mother. I also V%&k@d/thatmmmmmww&uiﬂaﬁe
experienced ﬁem{er based, and sexual violence.

To Wfat/w/, M;Wénﬂ my Wmot/w was proving his manhood. He used to myt/mt
he was the man, Mthxtaﬂt/u&nﬁ: must be divected to him to W@t@fm:@/, He
used to bmmy mother almost to death. Sometimes she would wake up with a swollen
ﬂw&aMforfW ofteéémﬁ the truth, she vam}/ that ;/L&feééwﬁemzlthw dark. He
wvulaékéckheraﬁwttkemééor beat her with sharp objects.

H&wvwldw‘mwét/mfémﬁfontofm, telling her that she was less than a woman, she was
MW stupid, Mﬁé/ and, she could not cook. He would also turn on my sisters, and me,
beatu@ us, o/m/:mﬁ us away, saying that we were ugé/ stupid, //wt/w«:q like our mother.
When she talked to wamwmmm%ﬂ@/fwmtwhowyowbmm
house! You must :tay;hewiééch&mg&

In the end, myfaﬂwrfmléf ohw,red/my motherawy, naked. IVW&VWW&- he
tookdéw mother’s clothes and burned them, saying that/wbouﬁh/tt/wm. Accomié%:q to
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Burundian culture, Q'Fa/ woman separates ﬁfom her husband she must not take the childrer.
with her, so she ww:forcwéto [emm&aMmy sisters behind.

Two hours aftar wy mother Zg‘t that my/u‘, my fat/w/ /Wwfﬁ/bi' tn another woman, who
became my stepmother. Some people have thejood/fortm to have a/ﬁowﬂ and kind
stepmother, but it was not the case with me. She started /mm/m'nﬁ Mabmmg me. Many
times, she would, veport me to my fat/wr and, I would be punished and tortured — disciplined,
as he called, it. tHe disciplined me like a criminal and not his own child. This continued
forwlonﬂ time.

Once, qum lea/medt/wztlkméjo;wto visit my mother. He beat me as gfzm
wwméttedmwforﬁm&lefdm He did this to cut the ties betwmm}/ mother and us. I
ﬁtfwupwﬁth/wlot of/u/zﬁar and, hurt towards my fzw‘wr and unitil today, I mv:téééﬁndmﬁ

ways ofdealw% wath/wmfo@wmﬁ him.

Not Zonﬂ after, the community :mrted/dwidénﬁ themselves in two, some caZlm:q themselves

Tutsis others Hutus, and kdémﬁ one another. In 1993, the dwwomtngz elected
Burundian president was killed. T/bew%wéecomtr)/ was in havoc, withman}/peop%e
ﬂaemﬁ to me countries. My fat/wr and my stepmother with two other kids took one
divection. I was 12 years old. M ly sister and, I took another divection Awwmﬁ Burundi and
Joining a crowd, ofpeople running to DRC. As we entered DRC, Congolese soldiers stopped
us, raping my sister in ﬁ'omf me. I was screaming and skomfé@ but could not fm./,{/
help; instead t/z@/ beat me seriously. Once t/ua/ fmo:/mt, t/ua/ left and UNHCR officials
took my sister to hospital.

I adwmit, Ibecam&a/dzmﬁemws)/ow éo)/, ma}/ée because oftk& violence Ijrwwpwzlz,%.
I was very angry. I oftmfoaﬁ/btmljomwwmd/jmu{y ofpeopée who abused women
a/w{/jzlréf. Later I vealised I did not wanit this, éecw&w%wnmr[wﬂeofed on my mother’s
situation, Icowlaé;e&thatwﬁatwfatk&r did to her is what I was nourdomﬁ tojéréf. I
became conscious and started to think how I could W&, t/waﬁ/b it was very dﬁm&t

Because I have experienced all this violence - MM&MWJCW, community and the
whole country - 1 decided to advocate for women’s n'ﬂ/ufs, because whenever I hear or see
an abused, woman, I:e&andmmwmbarmy mwmmmwmtthmuﬁ/u
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7 :téééfém{/ otd(jﬁadt to da/tajz}réf. Mam}/j&ré: expect me to be violent or behave in a
violent manner. W/wmlbmt/wwuylwng fh@/pm/umbmmw tk&jmderéox.
Some drop me, saying that[mwwryﬁued/)/om man, ortﬁatwmyb&[wm supposed, to

be a gay.

Myfwﬁwrand[ftédmawdaaﬂrwmmﬂ. W/L@/@Itr)/ to raise these issues he dendies
them, but I have decided to w%oﬁmw%mmwtrmmyemmmofad
th&éadt/ﬂzg:h&ha;domto me.

I am writing this down, as Lto':w/walm;q Wkodﬁ)rm& Momémportmté/, I want to
sharve my story with others, Mpecéalé/ those who are WWW with displaced people: rf’fuﬁm
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.

Mmcmo/mnﬁammmwa o/wmﬁmﬁ IWW&&LW[WWMM; who have
Weoﬂ When I conduct trainings, I see men who are shocked about the violence women
have in their lives. I also hear stories about their oww sisters, mothers, or Wﬁtm who
are going through abuse and violence.

When you nwolve men in fmdmg solutions to sexual and jmder based violence, men will
use thwfpower i a positive way /7)/ wvrkm:q tojet/wr with women. I have seen women 4o

back home excited aftar participating in training, :/mrmg the wg‘ormauom that t/wy

jm'm%é Méemﬁ met with violence. When we train men, tko;emmlewewitha/[%edﬁa

of Wﬁg themselves and a promise to communicate better with their partners.

If we engage more men, tojat/mf of course with women, we shall get solutions. I have
dedicated my lffe to this work based, on my principle of /LOI’(/OWW(ﬂ my mother, my sisters
a/u{/m:y oww experience. As a man, deémamy voice to bn'nﬂ W&
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Gender Violence provisions in the
SADC Protocol on Gender and Development

Legal

« By 2015 enact and enforce legislation prohibiting all forms of gender based
violence (GBV).

« Ensure that laws on GBV provide for the comprehensive testing, treatment and
care of survivors of sexual offences.

« By 2010 review and reform criminal laws and procedures applicable to sexual
offences.

« By 2015 enact and adopt specific legislative provisions to prevent human
trafficking.

Sexual harassment
« By 2010 enact legislative provisions, and adopt and enforce policies, strategies
and programmes which define and prohibit sexual harassment.

Services

- States shall provide accessible, affordable and specialised legal services, including
legal aid, to survivors of GBV.

- States shall provide specialised facilities including places of shelter and safety.

« Integrated approaches.

Integrated approaches
« Draft National Action Plans to End Gender Based Violence.

Monitoring and evaluation
+ By 2010 construct a composite index for measuring GBV.
+ By 2010 provide baseline data on GBV.
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