16 Women.
16 Stories.
16 Commitments

A photo exhibition
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16 women, 16 stories and 16 commitments is a concept that uses the 16 days of activism mark to
address the real Gender Based Violence stories happening in the community. 16 women, 16 stories, 16
commitments is about creating a safe space for young women to share their experiences. Through
performance and poetry reading storytelling and monologues, young women get a chance to express
themselves fully regarding their bodies and sexuality. This initiative seeks to bring women from
different backgrounds in life together to share their perspective and stories about Gender Based
Violence.

Once the lived realities of women have been told, the main focus is around enhancing the advocacy
work that is already being done and also finding mechanisms to prevent and end Gender Based
Violence and ensure full support for survivors. 16 women, 16 stories and 16 commitments provides
social commentary on women and girls’ daily struggles and victories through the use of the arts and
photography for social justice.

16 DAYS

OF ACTIVISM AGAINST
GENDER-BASED VIOLENCE
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December 17 is the day he raped me. I burnt the rug but the memory of this still
lingers in my head......

I was 12. My father was a builder and he had gone to Marondera. It was just me and
my brother at home. I left the door unlocked since my father was coming back that
night. We slept. My little brother woke me up because he wanted to watch tv. I went
back to sleep a few minutes after he had woken me up.

I remember waking up with a rug forced against my face. A man whose face 1 did not
see was pressing me down. I could not move. I could not scream. He forced his penis
inside me. I could only let out a sound when he was already finished. My brother ran.
AR | TR I was bleeding. We ran to the neighbors. They took me to the police. From the police
Ry S TSI s % we went to the clinic.
PSS T e ‘% 1 was treated, but no one believed me..... (starts to cry) How did 1 not see his face? Even
i my father said 1 was lying. Two weeks later | started itching. Peeing was unpleasant. I
=8 went back to the clinic. I had goxrhea. They said my uterus was rotten. Conceiving
‘k' was going to be hard. I was treated and went back home. I had no more friends. No
one wanted to play with the girl who got “raped”
& | I tried to hang myself. What hurt me the most is that no one believed me. Even the
police

My rapist was never found.
I still don’t know his face.
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Tell me about your self

So you're making money!

Who do you stay with?

s at the same time what do you do?

How do you block the noise?

play the rac e
| Where is your mom?
"She 1s a n
| Why do you sell sex?
-

ou re sleeping with are violating your rights
because you're a minor?



These streets abuse me

I was walking along fourth rank. I was not even wearing a short skirt.
They made remarks about my skin. One of the guys said he wanted

to “taste me.” I felt disgusted. The other one ran to me. He pulled my
hand. I tried to resist. He pulled it so hard, he twisted it. He insisted 1
say hello to him and give him my number. That was the only way he
% - was going to let me go. I could not think of a fake number. Ijust
gave h1m becaus§ 1 was feehng uncomfortable. He called as soon as |
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Squashed rights




Locked down

I wentho
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Shattered dreams

I had my bf from school.
He said he did not want sex.
He loved me. We were
walking one day from

g

school. He started touching
me. He slid his hand inside
my panties. I tried to stop
him. He said he couldn't.
He said it hurt. He too away
my virginity. A few month
later 1 found out 1 was
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I had terrible period pain “
jeko” I was sent to our
church leader to be
treated... “healed” He raped
me saying after this 1 was
not going to feel any pain. I
got pregnant. My father
sent me back. I was married
when 1 was 14. I had another
child with this man. The
man had other 2 wives.
There was never peace.
Social Welfare came and
rescued me.
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She 1s 13.She ran off with her 27 year old bf

Her mother left ho

displaced, the littl
came back home wheét
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Justice denied

My bf slapped me
when we were in
school. I reported
him.I had bruises. I
. P - | took pictures of
them. He came
from an influential
family. The senior
lady told me to
delete the pictures.
old me not to
speak of it
Nothing
to him



He made me his punching bag

I wedded him soon after 1 had
graduated from college. We were in
love. He pampered me. He stopped

me from going to work. Things
started to change 6 months into the
marriage. He said he did not like
how | was getting fat. He started
beating me up. He would buy me
flowers the following day. He
emotionally abused me. When 1
told my friends, they would say " at
least he pampers you and buys you
fancy things. I started drinking a
lot.One day I thought about
overdosing pills. This is the very
same day I decided to divorce him.
I left with nothing



I found out [ was HIV positive .

I was pregnant. I told my husband .

He accused me of infecting him

with the virus. He used to lock me

inside. I could not go outside to get

medication. Women Affairs came

and rescued me. It was too late. I
was sick for a very long time.
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Bruised face. Bruised heart

I was 20 when he married me. He
used to beat me up so badly. He
would leave bruises all over my

body. He dared me to report. Of
course, 1 did not. I was pregnant and
had nowhere else to go. One day he
told me to pack my bags and leave
everything he bought. I left with a
satchel that did not have much.

I stay with my sister now. I always
wonder.

Why me? Why am 1 so unlucky?



Harmless

Heé'slapped my buttocks and gave me a cunning

. feltuola't'ed and looked to my sister for help...
ShYIY ?ﬂe}and shrugged its g of cultu 3
t

chlram f! 11 it. It started off harmless, s
speak‘* an@d my family never minded. It was
. rth paying attention to. Meanwhlle

led. It was like screamingy

tless dodging of callsg€hangi
rht visits and how muc lfeared -
on It was all harmless maybe




