


It is finally herel Our Voice: Our Voices!
Sweel viviolion aond jubillafion; Ow Voice is
hera.

You hold now in your hand and on youw screen
the manifestalion of o dream: A dream fo see
Alricon women loke up spoce in eralure ond
art, A dream o revive whot once was forgoffen.
A dream lo breathe life info the dust,

You hold now in your hand a song as sweel as
honey, with a viclent melody that boots a
beouly of pain. Whal you run your fingers
through now is the cry of our moithers' bodies
iransformed from boltiefield o ort: the
unrequited longing of our sisters; the last brealh

of our dying grandmothers.

What you hald now belwssan yaur Bngsrips §s
the soul of voice,

Becouse It is finolly here!l Our Voice: Ouwr
Voices!

Sweel! vlvlalion ond jubiafion; Ow Voice is
here.

For as long as | con remember, | have lelt a
unique connection to books and poetry.

When | was no more than 8 going on 10
yaors, | developed on intense possion for
recding. | would ook Torword o e hours
spent tucked within the spine of a good
advanturéd or romoanca novel and decavar
my sense of wonder in the long silences
and withheld breaths ol o good
chfthanger ar mystery, | still remember one
of the first books that pulled me in: It was
an ordinary day in the librory and | had
picked up o copy of Roald Dahl's “The
witches". Fast lorword a few hours and |

had akeody cornsumed the story from
covar o cover.

This momentary donce with tha grand high
witch ond children turmed into all manner
of mouse, oll painting and stones opened
up a new world of authors including. . .

Jagueling Wikson, Philip Pullmon and the occosional
Jackie Collins {when | needed the blood to rush through
my veins a lithe foster).

I could furnish this list with all manner of gifted authors
from the rnveting Daon brown to the romantic
entanglements of Danielle Steele: by the time | was in my
teens, | had etsablished books as my way of escaping as
well as understanding reality, However, | could not help
but ponder on what was missing when the books | loved
50 much did not depict or celebrate my reality in any
way. | could not help but wonder if there was a place for
people ke me in the poges of fiction and non-fiction
alike

It was only when, several years later, | picked up a copy
of Tsitsi Dongarembga’s nervous conditions that | began
to see the possibility of people like me immortalized and
celebrated in Feroture, | found myself relafing to
Nyasha's desperation and unrelenting fight for liberafion
whilst growing up in a patrarchal household set against
the bockdrop of syitematic rockm ond sexism, In
Nyasha's small octs of rebelion and insistent search for
an identity lost, | found the deliberate effort of a writer to
not only tell a story but o use her art as a tool o question
and deconstruct the colonial patriarchy embedded in
the lives of young women growing up in 1940's Rhodesia,
It s safe 1o say that | was hooked, and have not looked
back since.

From this literary epiphany, and many university lessons
on African women's history ond Feminist history, comae
my passion for creating platforms that celebrate Afican
women's stores and voices. Fost forword o few yeaors,
and | have been given the opportunity fo edit Our
Voices!

sweel Uulation and Jubilation, Our Voice is here!

In this booklet, | hope you will find women's stories, fold
through a woman's lens. You will find stories of greal
somow and oss but you will also find within these poges
the Mumphant proclomations of women reclaiming the
African womon's nomative and baautitul tales of bodies
transformed from battiefield to art. Against the backdrop
of the monumental Beliing declaration and Platform for
action that called for strong commitments on the part of
the govermment and other institutions to fully recognize
women's inalienable human rights and gender equality,
and imagines a world where each woman and girl can
exercihe her freedoms, cholces and realize her rights, Our
Voices ams fo use arl and storyteling to review the
progress of our notions agoinst the ived exparisnces and
stories of women in Malawi, Zambia and Iimbabwe.
And 1o the women of Malawi, Jambia and Iimbabwe:

| hope this bookle! resonates with you and within it you
find your voice:

S Volces,
Mau Athu,
Mazwl Edu
Amashiwi Yesu,
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Alinate: So juct o bit of an overace albout Bos Allmafes: Sho's ales the direclor of Makowana's

Chibambo. Rose Chibombo was born on the Bth s (gl sl s IR EE el g¥ B o s Ul et ete i
L2 )] BTN BTN Tl Mclowiar women 1o write shorl stories and

SR = T s Hhe mrlme o B m—

[-]

e of the B Alinafe to Timwa: Whot drew you fo this story?
i Rhodesia, which is now Zami NI Tirraa: A few years back, | think it was in 2011, a
thodesin, which 5 now  Zimbobas friend of mine, Dr. jessie Kobwio, colled us
somenne hood achuolly encourocged her fo ged
Alinafe: “When Malowl gained indepencence women fogether and write their stories. The
TR e e W= e W e Ta ety =y T e B T I somenne ['m o talking about is Dr. Lewis [, 50 he
and she oter opposed Komuzu Bondo's muk wrode fo her and soid is it possible for you 1o
and hod o flees the country WG in exile in MWWW mmmwd
Eilalys v oL e g 1 R O S WA el e el 1, research of Malowian women. It doesn't
snopshol of her life, and | recd Lomathindo by Rugsliisa Eeil b= s Es IV R =ate e e g sl (5=l sty s
g0
J 2ol there. There isnt much research on Malowion
women, 50 as we researched the women, |
decided 1o go with Rose Chibambo, becouse her
story interested me o ol Whoat intferested me
wos the foct that | had done history before in
Malow, but | hadn't heard of her. 5o | wos e oh,
who is sha?

Tried to find out more, and the more | found out
the more | became infrigued, Well, as we went
along, you know, writing proposcls for the
praject, later on, we drew o blank and we were
fold that this praject ks not going to have any
Alinafe: S0 Timwo, that is the first lefter o funding af all. 50 maybe best fo drop it. But by
e 1o listen 1o, Timwa & the autho h then, | wos invested, Yes, | just couldn stop. | soid,
ography as | mentoned She's olso o leciurer in [ SRR e T TRl e e St | R T
it the University RSN funding. | reclly want to mee! Rose Chibambo, |
She ha hD French from it really want to talk o her. 5o | decided to first of o
do desk research os | was locking for ways in
which to gel in fouch with her. Forfunobehy,
there's professor [.] Soko, he was of Chanco
S NUEA PSR fher Mzuzu University, and he gove me her
outhern Africo, and in The  SIEISREEERNGSEgeTTs RR= RS N T
ity Assortment of Astonishing Things, the Core TSIt S s PRI el s I (Sl Tl g eTe ll <10 {70y
fer African Witing in 200168 MIMMMMMIH#.MHH'&
project we hove stored for now, but I'm going
ahead bacause | want 1o meet her. | want 10 just
find out,



Larate: | think it's o mater of being proacthee,
And it you're reclly possionote obout something,
vou have o be proaciive becouse like you're
saving Timmeo could howve just been like, ok, thal's
the end of thot project, Let me ket you just go
bock and do whaotover else | con do, which will
achually poy right owoy. But | think when you are
proactive the resources come 10 you. And things
siart to foll info plooe.

Alinate: “Yeoh Fspecially when when s
imporiont,. And | feel like this wos this wos
imporiant,

-]

Alinafe: Even fthough i moy not be vou
physically going out there and faking up physical
space, | think teling the stary and having this
impact on Malowi's history and Maolowi's curmenit
fimes, that's o woy of speaking oul

Alinafe to Lerato: | hod also asked her which
parts of Rose's story were her favourite

Timwa; It's the childhood stories, you know, when
you saa her on the 200 Keocha note, because
you think that, ok, | mean my first reaction would
be, wow, look af the woman on the 200 Kwacha
nobe

But when the woman on the 200 Kwacha nofe
falked about burning o precious pece of cloth
that her father hod Bought 1or her and burning
it becouse she wonted fo be like the ofthers.., |
could icentity, becouse somalimes in childhood
we do really, really naughty things just because
everyone &se 5 doing . When she slared
falking abolt, ab, my Pends Gere not Seoring
the kind of clothes | wos wearing, so | decided to
bBurn minge and cutl it hare 50 that it Iooked like
this. | said, oh yeah, been there, 50 | love that
slory, And the foct that shie was able o shore it
with me, | felt hanoured by thot

-

Lerate: It just has me thinking that, you know,
wihEn we See her on the Donknole, Lomuthil [Rose
Chibambo’s grand niece] said something like she
looks 50 regal and it's frue, you know, you see
these public figures, you hear of jJohn Chilembwe,

TRl s

Lomathinda
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Such, is the misforfune of oo kind

To be born and raised with the semi-divine ability
to corry and nurfure life

yel throughout our own existence,

to hove the ife sucked out of us

by those we ollow 1o cross our paths.

Durs ore days, weeks maonths and years
spent in the clulches of the serpent,
iving out o curse ploced upon ol who
ook, sound, smell, feel ond toske like Eve.

We are descendonts of others like us.
Doughters of mothers who worshipped on their
backs,

day and night sending prayers fo gods who did
more receiving than giving

We hove alwoys been the lomb fattened for the
sloughiler,

prepared from birth to feed the big bad wolf

and stuffed full with promises of a hoppy marrioge
if we act like the right woman

We come from a long ine of burnt socrifices,

of long skirts and chilenjes and mipango meant o
OpPease our masters,

And our masters ang Nol eosily appeosed.

W answer 10 jeclous gods.

Detties who lay claim o our bodies

and refuse to afford us even o sither of godliness
when we are the reason for therr existence.
Instead we beg and we plead and we walk on
eggshells

in exchange for o bit of respect, o bit of love, o bit
of esteem, a bit of He.

by Phindu Zaie

Becouse our gedds decided they hold our les
in thieir hands.
Sometimes those honds beat our bodies

like we are drums held beheeen their legs,
trying in vain 1o bring rain upon their barren
lands.

Sometimes those hands are pressed against
our mouths 5o we con't speak.

sometimes those honds ore wropped oround
our throats so we con't breathe.

And sometimes they're dlenched around our
hearts s0 we cont live,

But we va, don't we?

With scratches on our chaeks and handprints
on our cheeks

we ive, don't we?

With blood on our thighs and a funny limp to
our shep

we ve, don't we?

With voices hoarse from screaming and eyes
swiollen from cryng

we Ive, don't wa?

Conslantly looking over our shoulders and
ofraid of the nesd corner

we ve, don't we?

With swealy palms in taxis and post offices
and our vsry own homas

we ve, don't wa?

With no one 1o fell cur stories coz you won'

bebeve us, amywoy
we v, don't we?

But how long until the next one des?
How long until I'm the next one who dies?

GO A | ESINEEAVEDS |G- L









Widowed of the oge of 31 with o one-year-cid
doughter, my world shotiered. 5o many queshons went
unaneeered os the deoth wos sudden and events
surrounding it ane stil uncieor, | questioned my creclor
“whyy, why, why? whot would | do now?

Wy child & now iotheriess; how wil | rose hee?

We must keove this home, whers do we go?

For an entre year offer my spouse’s death | funclioned in
@ daFe, Smply doing what | hod 1o on o daily bass. | wos
both emaotionally droined and weak.

Evory day | hanught ta rysall, "Whal can | de G dig
rriysell out of this hola®

| had ma plon and everything seemed ponfless.

Everthually my good friends who were ahwoys thene for
e gol me 1o socolkze again, My lote spouse’s farmily
offerad me o small job of thedr fochory and | decided o
enrcll ot o local college o study Business Manogement,
Goirg fo school kept me ocoupied and gave me back
s o for th fulung, I wos esciling and | was iving
ogain! | gove it my al=it kept me sane, it kept me
energined.

Whare wenid | b withest iy porends? My posents
insished | mowve in wilth them as Iving olone wifh o child
was unsafe and cearly | could not afford it | gladly
occepied ond fell sofe: We were home with famiy, | wend
Io school whils! my daughler allended ployschoal and
loter on nursery school,

My final yeor of coliege hod come and groduation was ot
Leeds Mefropolion Universty os the college | affended
wos offficled fo them, | hod mode B | was 50 proud of
rrysed and | made mum prowd foo! She bouwght fickets fo
tha Uinled Kingdom for my doughter and | ond we went
fo iy grosdhuscificn of Leneds Med, Winen my nome wo
calked upon, | ell ke o proud peaceck walking on fhal
sloge to collect my degrees. I wos mine, | eamed if and
rabody could ok thal from mel And my baby ginl wos
thiere fo wilruess this ond reediess fo soy, the worm fears
Fimimad iy oo, I ol my yoears of e, | hawe o say this
woa one of ihe prowdest momenits of iy lle and offer
two wonderful weeks in fhe Ursbed Kngdom visiting formly
i sighisesing, we returmed home hopesy cnd hopeful,

Back home | got anctihver job with family ond ired fo be
tha bapst mother | could B, With halp from my Spouss’s
Huaimily wirad oy wee By, iy whoughiles v sl oo
pood school and she hod sverything shs woned, sxcep!
e dod, We wine setied: W lvied in o beautiful homes
with my rmum and Kot had her light circle of friends who
she weni 1o school with since nursery,

| ervanibuclly deciced o siort up my cen Business: an
EMErGMent DIGCe Wil O Dar and resiounont 1o coler
for evants, Finonciol invesiment was not aryhing | could
manoge and again my mother wos fhere o help. She
Iocr e 1 Mediny | Pechesd 10 il Thie Dlsingss on its

feat and | wos o proud owner of o chub in fown. At this
fime, | albo decided 1o g0 bock 1o schoal and pursue &
Mosters in Business. | jugghed my e beteeen baing o
micigr, running o busingss and atending ry closses
which were obwviously ocodemicolly demanding, but hey,
i Pt OF TRrese: yendrs | wonakd o ey MGSTers cagness,
my daughier would be done with high school and we
wold o for abrood, whers the gross S Soid 1o be
greener. We hod a plon, we hod direction and | wos
attainable in just o malter of ime ond hard work.

Being a Chrishian, | often hear the saying “the devil comes
to steal, kil ond destroy™. In my cose this scene was
coming ha play in my ite.

Mum's home & never short of visitors and whether fhey
ang frignds or family, there arg chedys people in and out
of her home. One of these is an old family friend who
came o visll, Being broughl up in o fypical African
trodifion, | played hosteds to mum's guests, sening them
and wailling on fm o moke hem feel of home. Minukes
before fhe guest left she colled me aside and fold me she
has @ brother who eas in onother couniry and ha nosbds
o 'wife. He is divorced, has children ond is lonely 50 he
nedds o 9ood waman o sefitle doen with. Sha fold me
she felf | was fhe right woman for hirm and | should give i
@ thought. Nahunaly | wos faken obock aond wos surprised
08 | never sow it coming! But of course my immediate
reachon was “HELL HOI™ it wasn't even something | would
washe ry fime pondering on: This wosn't on ophion of oll,

Ty reint oy Thils ladly refurned o our hame ond osled §
I had frought about it | said | Sdn't know her brother ot
all e e Tl | e think oot 8, SHi 20l 4R ol
call me in o few days' fime lo check with me. There | wos
Trinkiirg M, | won'l o 1o disdl wilh i iSbue
anyrmone but | was wrang. Tes days later dhe caled e
sk what | hought and confinued io tell me she had
spoken ho him about me ond he wonled fo see pichures
of e,

“He & a good man; he wil loke cane of you ond your
daughber,

“I im =il hinkeng, give mo hme® | rosponded,
What do | do now?

| ealled an ourd and sxplained everyihing fo her, Sha
told e s lonirw The man and Pe seemad 1o be an
horest and mahure man whio would be good for me and |
should consider | becouse | hove been woy foo fuisy
o Eeky IR e Rt S Beaces | eeoed o be
independent and have my oen family and home, She
made sere. Indeed, § wos high time | left mum's home,
high fime | had ey own lamily and hgh time | stopped
beng oo judgmenial alboul men | soy this because this
micin was Nl @ locker in my books, no woyl Definibely ot
winal | woil g lor: A iobol dowrsgroce or e in i
looks deporiment compansd fo my lole spouse! Besides,
har wrs Gbout aghheen years clder fhan me. 50 howing
considered everything corefully | decided fo give ita



ghat. | hold my family whal was going on and he came over 1o my hame
QR T 1 Tamly, EEHCIrinG Mk QOO0 INSEMIONS 10 Kol Qnd | A wasne
hoppy, nicely comiorioble in o pock of kes!

Qwr redationship begon wilth Fim Bang in his country whish | remained in
mine, His sister wos over fhe moon and she embroced me inbo fheir family.
I fraveled to be with him and he olso flew i o be with me several times.
Somphow fre relalionehip wos rocky and | pul it doen o he distanc cnd
nof fo the foct that he was seeing onother woman. Over fwo years we
broke up ond mode up several times and of course when he mode up
with ma he hod borness of hongy pouring oul of his hing moulhl He oheoys
seemed o hove the perfect excuse for bod behowvior ond i o made
e jo e gulible me of the time.

Evanibucly afgr o long brook up he comi ook inlo my g wifl o mormioge
proposol. His sister spoke to my mother on his behalf and promsed o
kwving, hoppsy home for my daughler and |, Mesdiess ko oy, mum was very
skpphicol but | ossured her s would be fing, Within o week ihis mon hod
me odverfise my business for sole, give up my dasses which | wos wel info
and withdrow my daughter from the school she was attending. Al this
becouse | wos promsed o new e ebewhere, o new Dusingss in the
COUNry | Wos Mowing 10; My Cougnter in o ScNood Thene; o Noppy nome
and everlastng love. 50, business sold, cor sold, dothes and belongings
given oway, child foken out of school | wos ready to leove my home
counbry with fwo suftcoses and my dowghler.

“Wiail " he soid, “the child can come afler a month. i gives you fime to sort
ol o school for her”, I broke my heor? 1o el Kol ot mum sould be going
cheod fo st up home for ws with the maon | wos going o marry. i wos
emotional for us all but evenhually we agreed That he would come, we get
T Than | g wilh him o s couniry and my daughiber follows o month
iater. He did come, we did get marmied egally, alfough it was never the
kind ol caremory me and iy Tamily hod wished for me. I was o cenemany
Pl il Ther resgestnar's offioe and o small inch thesreafter which moast of my
family folled to oftend os dotes and evenyfhing wene chonged so as o
expedie the marriage. The reason for this sl boffles me.

He inssbed | quckly get o new passport in ry nesw morried name, | obliged
and did it. Bear n my mind thal | did fhe respaciful thing and spoke o my
late spouse’s fomily and told hem | would be leaving with my daugher
ond shie wil be token core of by my nesw husbond, They wished me well
and we paried cordioly ot chvilized and wel monnered peophs oo,

T wssks kater | fearfully left e home and doughher | odone 1o moke o
e hoame with rmy frog in shining armor

Onoe there | realized it wasn't for me. My doys were mesroble, Iving with
@ sall centered, disrespectiul man who had his people grovwelng over him
A WA i i P o =Pl Thes i Paie s Fus i asseitfvg ool
i family all ale hs crumbs. They pretended every rude gesiure he mode
wos cule and nobody dored odviss him an his ioulty woss becouss he
might not ghve them crumbs. This wos not whol | grew up witc s wos
unciviized and ugly, Arywoy, | wos there ond deltermined io siowly correct

fhirgs.

I sioyed ol home while b wenl 1o work every doy [ogain, | wos nol ubsd
ta fhis). Afler two wodks | fold him we need fo find o school for my
doughher But he come up with all 1he excuses under the sun. | asked him
whal DLBineds he infenced 1o open 1or M Seeng o | Sold ming Dock
o, NS GNEWET Wl

“not now™

“O fhen, sewing aa | don'l have o busingss anymons | would like fo work
] g e B sl woeol LomieCocmursain | b 1o Lo il 1™ | i,

“Ho woman of ming works!” wot fhe response,

I was frusiraled ond angry; lonsly' and miseroble; regretiul and unhappy,

Upon dscussing my chid's school agon, | wos bluntly fold
mwmmmmmwm BT 10 DOy W

fees. How do | even think of going bock to my late
spouse’s family and asking them ko pay my doughiers
Tees when | hod iold them not fo worry obout school Tees
amymore? The reclization felt ke an uppercut to my jow
and | 'was resling from fhe inlense realizahion that | hod
s & by Prisstokio,

After o monih | come bock home fo supposedly apply for
G visa o lve in his couniry and collect my daugher io
ok har with me, despie the misery | would B iving in,
You make your bed you ke in it nghl®

Thres doys affer being bock home | gat o bext medaoge
taling m 1o gt o dvorad Ioaner aF M R RAgoT
wanied fo continue with e mormoge and he could not
provide me with my needs. Please remeamber that | scld
my businiess and cor, | gove up my school, | withdnes my
child from school ond | gove owoy ol personol
b=longings before |lieft home o b= with him. Plecse
remember | wos promised o new oor, o business and
SCIooH Tor My ChilcL Natunglly, | wais in Shock and hought
it wrs @ mene overreachion on his port and he would
come o his senses in o lew doys, To my greabest demay
o few doys laler his sister called me fo condirm fhat her
brafher wantéd the marrioge dEsohead. In this fime | was
shil oiraid fo bell mum everyihing but offer somie fime |
gt pasindiul Sk of eeplaining whal hod hoppened. |
need you bo understond the pain, the shame, the
disrespect, the humilialion, the anguish my farmily and |
were experencing. The pain it coused me to fell my child
whial was going on s somedhing fhat still iears me up. She
oo, hod alreody fold her friends she wos lBoving and
had mode ifie porcets of her belongings 10 give her
frierds s forewsll giffs. Mol anly thal, | now had 1o golter
up fhe courcge fo sheepishly go back o my doughlers'
uncles and ask for financial assistonce for her schocling
agoin! Bul blessed as | am, they smply accephed us back
Gt gncpaniasc T SoultE sy o o i e
beginning, scying

"W O [ WOLICITY | WOk Wi i, T e Clorenl, cnd
VO WS roibed aftenenily”,

They obvicusly knesw something | didn't of the me,

Within days, my personal belongings | had left in my
marital home were sent back fo me on o carga truck, my
bt s B i irifridsnd arel dha b dlreoely

v in. Yes, not vl divorced bt by why not®

Two yeors loher, how do | fesl aboul Fhis?

I herv B right in the cone of & rough high-soaring
whirtsing, leelng dithiveled, bruted, siripped and shlly
Rz zy from ihey hormbke spin

| sHl beheve Ths mon's pURPOsE W 1o seek and destroy
il (BT B PR e i, HIS Setions one unialhormobls,
crued, disrupihve and e clfering fo me and my family,

Here | am, stil trying 1o pick up the peces of my e, back
i v PO will reo Dl wess oF | LR '-l-"-‘i'l-lf"-"
e yoors while the frog g on happily and freely, le
nothing happened)
















































The z_\l!gl'y DL
Feminist. <=

- with Lusungu Kalanga

| arm angry.

First things first. Feminism is not misunderstood. Feminism is fearad. It is feared because it
calls for a shift in power, A disruption of the status guo. Same as other oppressive powaer
Structurés liké racidm, ROMOophabIb, Xenophobil, thosé who Bendlit e theé STAtuS qud
resist change because empowerment means relinquishing some power.. make society more
equal.. God forbid!

As a feminist, | refuse to offer free labor to make people, especially men ‘understand' femi-
nism. As Audre Lorde wrote;

“Women of today are still being called upon to stretch across the gap of male ignorance
and to educate men as to our existence and our needs. This is an old and primary tool of
all oppressors to keep the oppressed occupied with the masters concerns.”

As the per the title of this article, yes, | am angry.

The first google definition of anger is"a strong feeling of annoyance, displeasure, or hostility.”
Many times, | find this definition inadequate in describing how | feel. So, | call upon those
who constantly call feminists angry to do better and find a more fitting word, a stronger
word to describe our feelings towards oppression. It is also very interesting that People are
angry at feminists for baing angry and not at the oppression that makes us angry.

My ferminism (and | am talking Black feminism) is all the rage and we neéed all the rage.
Feminism gives us women a common language for thinking about how the patriarchy works
to ‘fuck shit up for everybody’ (Brittney Cooper). Anger, the rage can be a powerful source
of energy inserving progress and change.ln this piece, | thought | would perform a bit of
charity by writing about some reasons why | breathe fire, why | am enraged and unrelenting
in the fight against the patriarchy. | am a black Malawian feminist and my lived experience is
where | draw my anger from.

Society wants women to be understood. Te be moderate. We can't be full human beings.
Society cannot deal with our liminal complexity, From our early socialization, we are taught
about virtue and prepared for marriage. While men are taught how to want and get, to
speak up, to be served, to desire and take and to decide things on their own, To date, for
those women who decide to enter marriage and have children, the blunt of child care falls
heavily on them, There are so many stories of women giving up on their careersand being
“strong” because of their children or to keep the peace in marriage. Women's suffering is
romanticized and normalized as apart of our womanhood. For men, it is majorly not a con-
sideration. Women are judged harshly for putting their careers first with questions |like
“upitaku school, anaakhalandindani?'that are laced with guilt tripping and the assumption
that a woman must remain the primary caregiver at home

Many people argue that it is about value for money and preductivity and | call BS on all
those arguments. | imagine a world where men menstruated and gave birth. This would not
even be up for debate. Additionally, there are some organisations that are walking the talk in
women friendly policies and thay are yet to claim losses. For instance, Action Aid Malawi
has one of the most progressive women friendly maternity leave policy; paid leave is four
months, women who have children under two years knock off at 4 and there is a créche in
the office in case you must bring your child to worlk. . _II



I will not get into the double standards of recruitment in organisations and companies where women
must be extra-ordinary to compete for positions which require men to just be good enough. | will also
riot talk abouwt how women have to sit through msstings where their views are disregarded until they
are “hepeated” by mediocre men. Lastly, | will not talk about how | do not know a single working
woman in my network who has never been sexually harassed at work. 50 you are right to say | am
fucking angry!

Let us move to political participation of women in Malawi. I'm angry that women's stories continue to
be erased. The secretaries who made major contributions to the freedom struggle. The women wha
mobilized against the one-party state..where are their holidays? When do we celebrate them? It is
also very interasting to me how in this day and age, when a man fails, he is judged in his individual
capacity but when a woman fails we still claim all women have failed. The best example is our former
president Dr Joyce Banda, Because she was voted out, many pecple (read men and pick me women
aka patriarchy princesses and gate keapers) hundled women as a homaogenaus group wha had all
failed. But | also find this argument factually untrue per Malawian standards and the presidents we
have had so far, Did she really fail? Who are we comparing her to? | understand that we can't measure
leadership based on other failures but neither should we base in on gender,

In the political space, violence against women Is rife, Women's bodies are used to shame women into
silence. Recently. when women mobilized in Malawl against political violence after & woman was
stripped for wearing opposition party colors, the media centered a man in reporting this historic
moment, Women who brave the hostile political space and run for public office are verbally harassed
and intimidated and political parties continue to sideling womean in crucial party positions.

I'm anary because in my every interaction with men. | have to hold my breath. | can't walk with the
confidence that there will be no cat calling and objectification of my body. I'm angry because men in
power feel entitled to my body. | angry at the ever-rising number of women who get killed in and out
of intimate relationships with men who claim to have loved them. I'm angry because there are margin-
alized groups who still can't live freely in Malawi. The LGBTQI community, people living with albinism
and people with disabilities continue to face discrimination in a country that they call horme, In case
you are wordering, feminism is a movernent that cares not just alboutl wormen bul all marginalized
groups. Additionally, it is the only movement that wants men to be sat free from the bonds of patriar-
chy (yes men, you heard right, stop being trash!),

| am livid because what are supposed to be safe spaces for everyone like the church are the cause of
hurt. The church, a place that is meant to bring hope is complicit in the protection and enabling of
abusers, Instead of marching against women's bodily autonomy and the right to sexual orientation,
they should be more vigilant in standing up for women and other vulnerable groups.

Ofcourse, there is always the “what about men” groups that interestingly speak up only when women
are speaking against violence, It is hard to take you seriously If the only time you care about male
victims of violence is when women speak up about their own victimization. Stop pretending to care
abaout male vietimms when all you care about is prasarving your ego, re cantering man in tha conversa
tion, and shutting women up.

| would write a book if | had to share all the examples of why | am angry. Malawi in its patriarchal
state now cannot be the society we can be empowerad Into as women.To empower oursalves- yes us
women- and allies, we must dismantle the patriarchal structure and do nothing else. And we will use
all means necessary. What better driver than anger to keep propelling us into forward action!

It is important for men to understand that our tone will not be policed. Our tone does not invalidate
our message. We will not be told how to express our anger, how to deal with our oppression and we
definitely reserve our right to NOT negotiate in a nice tone with our oppressors, Our rights are not up
for negotiation. Assata Shakur noted that:

“People get used to anything. The less you think about your eppression, the more your telerance
for it grows. After a while, people just think oppression is the normal state of things. But to
become free, you have to be acutely aware of being a slave.”


































































































































































































