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‘Glossary and Abbreviations

African

Afrikaans

Afrikaner

ANC

apartheid

blacks
Boer

coloured

English-speaking
South Africans
European

forced removals

homelands

Indian

Refers to indigenous people of South Africa (Zulu,
Xhosa, Sothos, Tswana, Venda, etc.) who constitute
approximately 76 per cent of the population.
Sometimes used as synonymous with the term black.
Language, evolved mainly from Dutch, spoken by
Afrikaners and a majority of coloureds. Also used as
synonymous with Afrikaner.

South African white descended from the early Dutch,
German and Huguenot settlers.

African National Congress, the majority party in the
government of national unity following the election
in 1994. Previously, the most important opposition
group, founded in 1912 and banned from 1960 to
1990.

Government’s policy until 1994 of compulsory and
systematic racial segregation, including the creation
of independent ‘homelands’.

Term used to include Africans, coloureds, Indians,
and other people of colour.

Afrikaans for farmer. Usually used as a pejorative
word for Afrikaner.

Racial classification for South Africans of Asian-
European and African-European descent; approx-
imately 9 per cent of the population. This term is not
capitalised, and is often placed in quotation marks or
prefaced by the word ‘so-called’,

White South Africans whose first language is English.

White person.

The involuntary resettlement of people (mostly
blacks, in areas not of their choosing).

The apartheid government’s term for bantustans or
reserves; approximately 13 per cent of South African
land allocated for Africans on the basis of their
ethnicity.

Descended from Indian immigrants; approximately
3 per cent of the population.

xii

matric

Namibia

National Party

NG Kerk

rand

reserves
sjambok

standard

ucT

Glossary and Abbreviations xiii

Short for matriculation. Final examinations taken at
the end of high school.

Country on the Northwest border of South Africa,
formerly colonised by South Africa and known as
South West Africa.

Also referred to as Nationalist Party. The majority
party from 1948 to 1994, supported largely by
Afrikaners.

The Nederduitse Gereformeerde Kerk, also called the
Dutch Reformed Church, colloquially referred to as
the NG or Reform church. Most Afrikaners belong to
this denomination.

Unit of South African currency worth approximately
16 pence (British currency) and $0.33 (US currency).
An alternative name for ‘homelands’ or ‘bantustans’.
Animal-hide whip used by police (replaced now by
hard plastic whip).

Grade in school; 12 years of school start with ‘sub A’
and ‘sub B’, then progress from standards one to ten.
Hence, standard six is the equivalent of eighth grade
in the US, standard seven of ninth grade, etc.
University of Cape Town, a white-dominated institu-
tion.
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1 Introduction: Opening the
Door in White South Africa

The study of incestuous families ... shows father—daughter incest to be
but one manifestation of a despotic paternal rule.
Judith Herman, 1981, p. 63

White South Africans are notorious worldwide for their brutal exploitation
of black people. In contrast, white South African men’s treatment of their
wives, daughters and other female relatives is virtually unknown, both in
that country and outside of it. My intent in this book is to tear away the
veil of secrecy that surrounds incestuous abuse in white South Africa, and
to suggest a connection between the brutal way white men have behaved
towards black people and the way they treat the female members of their
families.

My interest in South Africa stems from having been born and raised
there. I come from a white upper-class English-speaking South African
family residing in Cape Town. My father was an affluent businessman
who also served as a Member of Parliament for 18 years, from 1945 to
1963. My British mother emigrated to South Africa to take up a post
teaching elocution and lacrosse at a school when she was 23 years old. She
quit her job shortly thereafter to marry my father.

Eager to be free of my suffocating patriarchal family and culture, I
departed for England in 1959 at the age of 20, and became a British citizen
three years later. Getting away from South Africa accelerated my acquisi-
tion of a more progressive political perspective, as it has done for so many
other white South Africans. When I returned to the land of my birth in
1962, 1 became further radicalised and, in 1963, joined a revolutionary
underground organisation there called the African Resistance Movement.
The goal of this largely white group was to try to undermine the apartheid
regime by sabotaging government property. Before this organisation was
decimated by the South African police in 1964, I left for the United States
where I have lived ever since.

In 1987, the hope of contributing in some small way to what appeared
to be an impending revolution led me back to South Africa to conduct
interviews with women in the anti-apartheid movement. I believed that
personalising apartheid in this way would make its horrors more real, and
that compiling a book of stories about the struggles of revolutionary
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2 Behind Closed Doors in White South Africa

women would be the best way at my disposal to reach an international
audience. Given the importance of international pressure in the move-
ments to democratise South Africa, I hoped that these women’s accounts
of their experiences of resisting oppression would encourage greater
support for economic sanctions against the government. South Africa was
under a state of emergency during my four-month research sojourn, which
made my project a somewhat risky undertaking, but I was fortunate to be
able to complete it without serious mishap. This research culminated in
my book Lives of Courage: Women for a New South Africa (1989).

In 1991, I spent six months in South Africa doing research on violence
against women. I returned again in 1992 for a longer stay of 17 months. I
first completed a monograph on the long-term effects of incestuous abuse
(Russell, 1995¢),! and several articles on incest and other forms of viol-
ence against women in South Africa (Russell, 1993a; Russell, 1993b;
Russell, 1994a; Russell, 1994b; Russell, 1995a; Russell, 1995b; Russell,
1995d; Russell, 1995¢; Russell, 1996). I then embarked on this book,
which includes the personal accounts of five white incest survivors.
Selected from 20 in-depth interviews I conducted on incestuous abuse,
they provide vivid portraits of the sexual politics in the childhood homes
of these women.

Because I completed my research during the apartheid era — that is,
before Nelson Mandela’s election as president in April 1994 — this book
will focus on the period of white supremacy prior to this historic
achievement.

RESEARCH OBJECTIVES

The original objective of my research was to support South African
women who contended that opposition to sexism deserved far more atten-
tion than it had heretofore been given. The vast majority of leaders and
supporters of the liberation struggle had a long history of dismissing the
oppression of women as a trivial problem that distracted politically pro-
gressive people from the all-important struggle against racism. I saw this
opinion as a self-serving attempt by male-dominated anti-apartheid organ-
isations to discount the need for men to change their oppressive behaviour.
Left-wing movements worldwide have responded to the emergence of
feminism in this fashion.

Many South Africans continue to see male violence against females as
‘different’ from ‘political” violence — that is, white racist violence against
black people or violence against anti-racism activists, whatever their
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lour. Incestuous abuse is typically seen as a subcateggry of chilq abuse
e ‘than as a manifestation of the power imbalance in the patriarchal
rath'elr Depoliticising and privatising sexist violence in this manner makes
f?mn:oz;: di?ﬁcu]t for women to rpgbilise against it, and tends to focus
efforts on personal rather than political solutions. o o

I decided to focus on incestuous abu§e because 1.t is the most nfaglecte ,
misunderstood and taboo form of vxol‘ence against fema]es‘ in Squth
Africa. I hoped that my choice woulfi raise awareness apout this particu-
larly heinous form of sexual exploitation, as vc'/e_ll as increase concern
about violence against women in’ general. In addm'on, I \fvanted~people to
recognise that incestuous abuse, hke worr}a.mbatt'ermg, mxsogynlst murder
(femicide) and non-familial rape, is a political crime that is largely perpe-
trated by males against females. . o

Statistics rarely move people. Knowing that incestuous abuse is Wlde~
spread is likely to horrify only those who already understand how gamful
such experiences typically are. Perpetrators, who often deny the pain and
destructive effects caused by their behaviour, may wel% respond to infor-
mation about widespread incest victimisation by feeling reassured that
their conduct is not as abnormal as many people suppose. Some .perpet.rw
tors may even interpret a high prevalence rate as eyldenqe that httlg gxrlé
enjoy sex with adult men. In contrast, personal stories of incest survivors
often devastating experiences are more difficult for people.to dlsrplss.
Indeed, I hope that the personal accounts in this volume will mptlvate
much-needed reforms in the way this crime is handled in South Africa (for
a discussion of recommended reforms, see Russell, 1995e).

As my interviews with incest survivors progressed, I was struck by the
extreme violence in several of the white Afrikaner® homes, as well as by
the profound sense of ownership and entitlement to abuse that some
Afrikaner fathers revealed towards their children. This discovery made me
interested in exploring whether there might be a connection between the
patriarchal-cum-racist authoritarian attitudes and behaviour of many whlfe
South African men in the private and the public domains. Examining this
connection became a critical objective of this book. More specifically, 1
set out to evaluate the following related hypotheses: ‘

Just as many white Afrikaners have behaved in a particularly tyrannical
and brutal manner towards black South Africans, Afrikaner men who have
committed incestuous abuse are likely to have behaved in a particularly
tyrannical and brutal manner towards their daughters. Furthern?ore, !
predict that there is a causal link between these two forms of brutality. ‘

Addressing these hypotheses required that I focus solely on the stfones
of white incest survivors. And my desire to shed light on the mentality of
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those responsible for inventing and implementing the barbaric and dehu-
manising system of apartheid necessitated a disproportional focus on
white Afrikaner rather than white English-speaking South African incest
SUrvivors.

Many white South Africans — currently less than 13 per cent of a popu-
lation of 44 million ~ smugly believe that incestuous abuse, like wife-
beating and rape, frequently occurs in black communities but rarely in
their own. Because white South African incest perpetrators, and those who
collude with them, have succeeded in terrorising girls and women into
keeping the perpetrators’ sordid secrets, these racist illusions persist.
Destroying this myth is yet another goal of this book.

RESEARCH METHODS

Between 1991 and 1993, I conducted and audiotaped in-depth interviews
with 20 white South African incest survivors, ail but one of whom was
living in Cape Town. I advertised for volunteers by posting signs around
the community and by placing an advertisement in a student newspaper.
Word of mouth, however, proved far more effective, as did the recom-
mendation of a social worker who had access to a therapy group for sur-
vivors. I interviewed every incest survivor who volunteered — including
four black survivors whose accounts were excluded from this study, but
which will be analysed in the future.*

Because [ had no intention initially of focusing on ethnic differences, it
was only later that I became aware of the fact that as many as seven of the
survivors in this study are the offspring of mixed Afrikaner—English-
speaking South African marriages,” and two are the offspring of foreign
immigrants (German and Israeli).® In order to allocate the 20 survivors to
the most appropriate ethnic group, I took into account the survivor's
description of her ethnicity, the language spoken in her home during her
childhood years, the ethnicity of the community in which she was raised,
as well as the ethnicity of the parents most involved in raising her (in
several cases this was a stepfather rather than her biological father).
Application of these criteria enabled me to categorise nine of the 20 incest
survivors as Afrikaners, nine as English-speaking South Africans and the
remaining two as foreign.

Originally, I selected 14 out of the 20 survivors® stories to include in
this book. In the interests of creating an affordable, standard-length book,
however, I have only included five ~ four Afrikaners and one English-
speaking South African. The Afrikaner survivors were selected because
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they strongly identified as Afrikaners and because their stories raise
important and diverse incest-related issues, some of which are discussed in
the concluding sections of their chapters. I chose Lara Newman as the one
English-speaking South African because her story includes information
about clandestine torture and alleged assassination plots that are peculiarly
South African and therefore of particular interest to an international
audience.

Basic demographic and sociological information comparing the
Afrikaner and English-speaking South African incest survivors in this
study is provided in Table Al (see Appendix). A comparison of the rela-
tionship between the type of relative who perpetrated the incestuous abuse
and the survivor’s ethnicity is presented in Table A2, along with an ethnic
comparison of some of the major characteristics of the abuse, for example
the age of the survivor when it started, the frequency and duration of the
abuse, the severity of the sex acts, as well as the severity of the force or
violence used by the perpetrator, including whether or not it was associ-
ated with the incestuous abuse, and whether the perpetrator ever used a
weapon to threaten or hurt the survivor or was known to have access to
one or more weapons (see Appendix).

Although it would have been preferable had I been able to interview
Afrikaner survivors in their own language, all the women interviewed
were sufficiently fluent in English to outweigh the disadvantages of
working through a translator.

The location of the interviews was chosen by the incest survivors. Most
interviews were conducted in their homes, although my home was some-
times chosen for reasons of privacy and/or anonymity. Before commenc-
ing, I asked each woman for permission to audiotape the interview. None
of them objected. I also obtained a signed consent form from each of
them. This informed them that their interview might be published in a
book with their identity concealed, if they so chose. I used the pseudo-
nyms they selected unless these were inconsistent with their ethnic iden-
tity. To my astonishment, eight of the 20 women interviewed elected to
use their real names, or said that they didn’t care one way or the other. The
remarkable openness of these women adds an additional element of
authenticity to their stories.

Pseudonyms needed for other individuals mentioned in the survivors’
stories were selected from a dictionary of Afrikaans and English names. For
those who opted to use their real names, the real names of the other individ-
uals they mentioned were also preserved, unless they requested otherwise.

Given the possibility of negative consequences for the survivors who
opted to use their real names, I considered providing pseudonyms for all
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of them regardless of their expressed wishes. However, after much dis-
cussion and reflection, I decided that doing so would be maternalistic. It
now seems more respectful to honour the willingness of some of these
women to risk identifying themselves rather than to refuse to allow them
to make this choice. Imposing anonymity on them might also deprive them
of positive consequences, for example the satisfaction of exposing their
perpetrators to the reactions of friends, neighbours, work colleagues and
other family members. Having arrived at this decision, I can only hope
that it turns out to be a wise one.

Except for the initial questions on demographics, 1 used a highly
flexible unstructured interview format because I believed this would facili-
tate optimal disclosure. The interviews, all but one conducted in one
sitting,” ranged from approximately 90 minutes to five hours in duration,
the average length of time being about two-and-a-half hours. Some of the
interviews conducted in the women’s homes were prolonged by telephone
interruptions, crying babies or intrusions by family members or friends.

All the interviews were transcribed and those selected for publication in
this book or elsewhere were edited.® Although none of the women had
requested to see a copy of her edited interview prior to publication, the
five whose accounts are included in this book had the opportunity to read
and correct earlier drafts of their edited stories. Those who had opted for
anonymity were also asked to change information that might identify
them. A few such changes were made. None of these changes included
information about the women’s experiences of incestuous abuse. Space
limitations and editing decisions have resulted in further changes being
made, but these should not affect the accuracy of their accounts.

THE STRUCTURE OF THE BOOK

A chapter is devoted to each of the five incest survivors. The chapter intro-
ductions include basic demographic information about the women and their

families. Each survivor’s story then opens with her description of her family

background followed by her experiences of incestuous abuse and, when rel-

evant, other sexual violations, the impact of the incestuous abuse on her life %
and her struggle to heal. Each chapter concludes with an analysis of one ot §
more of the major incest-related issues raised by the survivor’s story. An &

analysis of the connections between white South African men’s racial poli-
tics and their sexual politics at home is mainly left to the final chapter. A
glossary of South African terms appears on p. X1ii.

Chapter 2 relates the story of an Afrikaner incest survivor, Nida Webber -

(her real name). Her stepfather subjected her to considerable violence i
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addition to sexual abuse. She responded by stabbing him close to his heart.
The next two chapters tell the stories of two Afrikaner sisters, Elsa Foster
and Marie Malan (both pseudonyms). Their experiences of incest, torture
and battering by their stepfather and other perpetrators is one of the more
extreme accounts of victimisation to be found in the incest literature.
Nevertheless, their reactions to it differed greatly — a topic addressed at the
end of Marie's story. ‘

Like Nida Webber, Afrikaner Elsabé Groenewald (her real name)
employed violent strategies against her bratal father (see Chapter 6). Both
Nida and Elsabé defended themselves with weapons. Elsa Foster didn’t use
a weapon, but she fought so hard that her stepfather rarely managed to rape
her (see Chapter 3). She also begged her stepfather to kill her before raping
her, if that was what he was determined to do. Interestingly, all three of
these women chose to use their real names in this book. This may be another
manifestation of their willingness to take risks. A pseudonym had to be used
for Elsa Foster, however, because her sister wanted to remain anonymous.

Chapter 5 recounts the story of an English-speaking South African
incest survivor, Lara Newman (a pseudonym). Readers should note
whether they, like me, are struck by the greater paternal despotism in the
Afrikaner homes than in this English-speaking family.

While all nine of the English-speaking survivors opted for anonymity,
seven out of the nine Afrikaner survivors chose to use their real names
(and one of the two foreign-born women). Descendants of the British tend,
like their forebears, to value privacy very highly, but I have no idea how to
interpret the more atypical openness of the Afrikaner survivors.® Their
willingness to expose themselves is all the more surprising since a number
of the women interviewed believed incest to be even more taboo among
Afrikaners than in the English-speaking South African community.

Afrikaner Elsabé Groenewald, the determined fighter referred to above,
provides a vivid description of a father who believes he is entitled to have
sex with his daughter (Chapter 6). Even in old age, he remains unrepentant
about his exploitive behaviour towards her. The final chapter provides an
analysis of the connection between Afrikaner men’s sense of entitlement to
dorrpnate and exploit both black people and the women in their homes. The
storiles in this book challenge the widely held notion that white South
African women automatically share all the privileges of their male relatives.

SOUTH AFRICA’S RULING CASTE

4\’::hitfes‘constitute less than 13 per cent of the population of approximately
million South Africans. Fifty-seven per cent of them are Afrikaners — the
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white descendants of the early Dutch, German and Huguenot settlers whose E
mother tongue is Afrikaans. The remaining 43 per cent are mostly English- [

speaking South Africans — a diverse assortment of white immigrants and
descendants of immigrants, most of whom have British ancestry.

Unlike Afrikaners, most English-speaking South Africans still speak the
same language as their forebears, albeit with a different accent and with
the addition of some uniquely South African words and expressions. Some
of them still feel connected to England and consider it their mother
country, and many are able to obtain British passports through a relative,
dead or alive. Many also feel able to integrate into British society with

relative ease. Although the vast majority of this group share a common ,'
language, they do not possess the kind of shared sense of identity that

characterises Afrikaners.'?

In spite of the strength of Afrikaner nationalism, it was a long time before -

their forebears would relinquish their European identities and call them-
selves Afrikaners. As recently as the 1950s, white South Africans referred to
themselves as ‘Europeans’ and to peoples of colour as ‘Non-Europeans’.
This colonial terminology has been replaced by even more blatantly racist
terminology since racism is inherent in the very definitions of an Afrikaner
and an English-speaking South African. For example, black South Africans
who are the descendants of white Afrikaners and black South Africans and
whose mother tongue is Afrikaans, are not considered Afrikaners. These
mulatto people have long been referred to as ‘coloured’.!! Similarly, the
terms English South African and English-speaking South African are
reserved for whites.

To avoid colluding in this book with racist terminology, perhaps the word
‘white” should always precede the term Afrikaner when referring to white
Afrikaans-speaking people. Yet it seems inappropriate for scholars — partic-
ularly those who live outside South Africa ~ to disregard the names
members of ethnic groups have chosen for themselves. Similarly, it would
be unreasonable for foreign scholars to decide that it makes no sense for the
now-fashionable American term ‘people of colour’ to exclude so-called
white people as if whites have no colour. Hence, I shall refrain from
meddling with the terms white South Africans have chosen for themselves.

INCESTUOUS ABUSE IN SOUTH AFRICA

Despite the growing recognition over the past decade that incestuous
abuse is a serious problem in South Africa (as it is in other countries), the
struggle for racial justice has diverted many progressive people from

"decade,
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¢ the attention it deserves. A few women have made
g this problem to public attention over the past
but the handling of this crime is still in the dark ages in South
Africa compared with most Western nations.'? ‘

Although no adequate studies of the prevalence of incestuous abuse have
been conducted in South Africal® (prevalence refe‘rs to the percentage of
women who were victimised by incest dur.ing their chxldhqod), there are
many reasons (o believe it may be even higher thcre than in many other
s, including the United States. Decades of abject pqverty and bru.tal
injustice as a result of apartheid has culminated in very high rates of vio-
lence in South Africa by the white elite and‘by th; oppressed bl‘ac.:k masses.
The more accustomed people become to using VlOlelCC for political and/or
criminal ends, the easier people (typically males) find it to employ force
and violence in personal relationships as well. Coqsequent!y, wh‘?n there
are high rates of political and criminal violence in a society, gl'rls and
women are frequently among the unrecognised casualties. There is some
evidence, for example, that the rape rate in South Africa may be almost
double that of the United States (Russell, 1991, note 8).

ing incestuous abus

giv !
valiant efforts to brin

countrie

DEFINITIONS OF INCEST

The legal definition of incest in South Africa is archaic; it is limited to
‘unlawful and intentional sexual intercourse between male and female
persons who are prohibited from marrying each other because they are
related within the prohibited degrees of consanguinity, affinity or adop}we
relationship’ ¥ (Snyman, 1989, p. 400). By this definition, sexual relations
between steprelatives other than a stepparent and stepchild are legally per-
missible, for example, sex between a stepsister and her stepbrother,
between a stepuncle and his stepniece, and between a stepgranddaughter
and her stepgrandfather. It also means that penile-vaginal intercourge by a
relative qualifies as incest while anal rape by the same relative qualifies as
some other kind of crime. In addition, it excludes all forms of same-sex
incestuous abuse, as well as all sex acts that don’t involve penile-vaginal
penetration, such as genital fondling — one of the most common fom']s of
child sexual abuse. Clearly, this definition is in urgent need of expansion.
For the purposes of my study, I defined incestuous abuse as any kind of
exploitive sex that occurs between relatives, no matter how distant the
relationship. Sex is considered exploitive when it is unwanted and/or
when there is a power imbalance between the relatives involved, such as
when the age difference between them is three years or more. The term
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‘incestuous abuse’ rather than ‘incest’ is used to distinguish exploitive §

sexual encounters between relatives from harmless, nonexploitive sex play

between relatives who are approximately the same age. This definition of ”
incestuous abuse is much broader than the legal definition in the range of f
sex acts it encompasses as well as in its inclusion of both consanguinea] §

and nonconsanguineal relatives.

THE SYSTEM OF INJUSTICE TO INCEST SURVIVORS?

The South African legal system is in urgent need of radical reform. Before £
the elections of April 1994, it was a bastion of patriarchy, racism, classism
and homophobia, both structurally and functionally. It was an institution '
developed and run largely by privileged white males and it typically
served their interests. Consequently, the outcome of the few incest cases [
prosecuted in South Africa was determined by male judges and magis- §
trates who were often more inclined to believe or empathise with male
perpetrators than their female victims. One of the incest survivors in this §

study described the following example of such pro-perpetrator bias:

Two years ago one of my friends took her uncle to court for raping her.
He was from a very wealthy prestigious upper-class East London
family. He had also raped two of his own daughters, which became

known when the youngest one fell pregnant when she was 13. The ~

lawyer’s explanation for this man’s behaviour was that ‘He wanted to

prove his masculinity to his wife’. He was only fined about R1000
[£160/$330'0] and given a one-year suspended sentence. His wife took [

him back and the two victims were removed from the home.

After reviewing a substantial collection of newspaper clippings about

cases of incestuous abuse that were prosecuted in South African courts, it ¢

is clear that this example is by no means exceptional.’?

THE ORIGINS OF WHITE SUPREMACY IN SOUTH AFRICA

“The white man came with the Bible in one hand and a gun in the other’.

This quotation conveys a common African perception of the colonisation
of Africa.

White settlers tried to create a utopia for the white man on the southern-
most tip of black Africa. They built a caste system based on skin colour, and
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claimed power and privilege as their birthright. It all started in 1652 when,
under the auspices of the Dutch East India Company, Jan van Riebeck built
a refreshment station at the site of present-day Cape Town to break the long
voyage of Dutch traders as they travelled between the Netherlands and
India. It wasn’t long before the first Dutch settlers started plundering the
land of the native Khoi people and, because the Khoi refused to be enslaved,
began importing slaves from Asia and other regions in Africa.

Britons started to emigrate to South Africa when Britain took over the
coloniser role from the Dutch in 1795, more than a century after the Dutch
first landed at the Cape. The English settlers and the Afrikaners did not get
along, and a passionate hatred developed between them. Literally at war
with each other during the Boer War from 1899 to 1902, most of their
descendants still practise voluntary segregation: they speak different
languages, attend separate schools, live in different areas and vote for
different political parties.

Building a white utopia has been no easy enterprise for a tiny, divided
white minority vastly outnumbered by black Africans who had to be
forcibly subjugated. It became increasingly difficult as growing numbers
of black South Africans were willing to sacrifice their lives to change or
overthrow the system of white domination. Terrified by ‘die swart gevaar’
(the black peril), the desire of Afrikaner and English-speaking South
Africans to maintain their monopoly of power, wealth and privilege has
been the main factor that united them.

Ethnic differences between Afrikaners and English-speaking South
Africans, as well as their mutual hostility, have been reflected in party pol-
itics. Whereas most Afrikaners were loyal supporters of a political party
they named the Nationalist Party, a large majority of English-speaking
South Africans used to vote for the ‘United Party’ before it collapsed in
1977. After a period of instability and a few false starts, English-speaking
South African politicians created the Progressive Federal Party which
eventually evolved into the Democratic Party that exists today. A small
percentage of Afrikaners and a larger but still small percentage of English-
speaking South Africans also supported more radical political parties and
extraparliamentary movements.

Typically, those who have economic power also enjoy political dom-
inance. But what happens in South Africa is rarely typical. While English-
speaking South Africans dominate in business, Afrikaners dominated the
political scene from 1948 until Nelson Mandela became president in
April 1994.

After the Afrikaners came to power in 1948, prime minister Hendrik
Verwoerd developed and started implementing the mad and inhuman
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policy of apartheid — a policy of compulsory racial discrimination, includ- | .

ing the creation of allegedly independent reservations or ‘homelands’ for
different African ethnic groups. It took the Afrikaners’ dedicated fanatic.
ism to invent and execute this diabolical scheme. For this reason, oy

exploration of the connection between the racial politics of white men and §

their sexual politics in the home will focus on Afrikaners.
Although English-speaking South Africans have consistently opposed

the creation of separate ‘homelands’ for Africans, they were also commit. | ‘

ted to maintaining white privilege. They opposed the idea of universal suf.

frage, for example, because they assumed that it would bring an end to
white power and privilege. But they were never willing to admit their true |

motives for favouring a qualified suffrage. To do so would have been 0o §
crude. Too direct. It would not have sounded decent or fair. But their §

fancy rationalisations didn’t fool black people or impress Afrikaners.

Many volumes have been written about the horrors of apartheid, includ- |

ing one of my own (1989). Much attention has been given to the outra-
geously bigoted utterances of whiie leaders as they have tried to justify

their iniquitous system to the world. But the microscope has rarely been §
focused on how these leaders and other white South Africans have §
behaved in their own homes. Indeed, the patriarchal character of South §
Africa is largely overlooked. And the connections between the behaviour }
of white men in their homes and in the polity have rarely been addressed. |

The stories in this book will open the doors of some white homes — doors §
that have been permanently closed until now — to expose some of the best- §
kept secrets of these people. In doing so, I hope to add a new dimension fo

our understanding of the white South African mentality.

5 ‘It Felt So Good To Stab
My Father’: Nida Webber’s

Story

I stabbed my father, just missing his heart. His blood squirted on to me
and my clothes got all bloody... It felt so good to stab him.’

INTRODUCTION

This chapter tells the story of an Afrikaner incest survivor, Nida Webber
(her real name), who was subjected to considerable violence, emotional
and sexual abuse by her stepfather. At the time of the interview she was a
petite young woman whose strength was masked by the usual feminine
accoutrements that signify softness and fragility rather than toughness and
willingness to kill. The stereotypic picture of cowed, submissive incest
survivors who internalise their rage in self-destructive and life-threatening
ways is shattered by Afrikaans women like Nida, Elsa Foster (Chapter 3)
and Elsabé Groenewald (Chapter 6), as well as by other Afrikaner sur-
vivors I interviewed. Interestingly, there were no examples of this degree
of violent resistance among the English-speaking South African survivors,
nor do I recollect any comparable accounts of militant self-defence in the
published or unpublished literature on or by incest survivors in the United
States or Britain.

Note: the word ‘father’ will be used to refer to biological fathers
throughout the narratives to follow unless the survivors (like Nida) rou-
tinely referred to their stepfathers as father.

Nida Webber was a 23-year-old married woman who had just separated
from her husband, Andrew (a pseudonym), when I interviewed her in
1991. She and her British husband had a 16-month-old son, Christopher,
over whom she had custody. Nida and her child were temporarily staying
in the home of a friend in a predominantly Afrikaans suburb of Cape

Town.

13
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Nida was born in Transvaal Province, the oldest of three children who
were born in quick succession; her two younger brothers were 21 and 22
years old. The family relocated to Cape Town when Nida was three years
old. Shortly afterwards, Nida’s mother divorced her husband whom she
described as a ‘sex maniac’.

After graduating from high school, Nida’s mother married and started
working outside the home until her three children were born. Mrs Webber
remarried and eventually returned to work as a debtor’s clerk for eight
years. After becoming a housewife again for some years, she was subse-
quently unable to find employment outside the home because of her age.
Pressed by financial need, she invested in a knitting machine and made
clothes at home. She worked long hours and was able to earn about R400
(£64/$133) a month. ‘Without her money’, Nida said, ‘we’d never have
survived.’

Nida left school after failing matric, and found work as a waitress. After
her marriage, she described her occupation as ‘mother and housewife’.
Her Afrikaner stepfather completed standard six (8th grade) and drifted
from one job to another until he found work in Cape Town. He had been
employed as a male nurse for ten years at the time of the interview, a job
that earned him only about R740 (£118/$247) a month.

Nida’s husband Andrew and his family were born in Britain. Andrew
completed high school there, then trained as an electrician. He obtained a
job in this trade in South Africa and earned about R4500 (£720/$1500) a
month. Nida identified herself as middle class although her own and her
parents’ educational and socio-econormic status suggest that she is working
class. Mr and Mrs Webber didn’t subscribe to any religion, which is
unusual for Afrikaners. Nida later became a member of the New Apostolic
Church, but she left it ‘because of the way they treated me when I wanted
to take my father to court for what he did to me’. Despite her defection,
Nida is still a believer.

Nida described herself as forthright and independent:

If 1 say I’'m not going to do something, I'm not going to do it and
nobody is going to make me. If I feel something isn’t right, I'll tell the
person what I think. P'm straightforward like my father. A 1ot of people
don’t like me because I'm very honest. Even at school, if I thought
teachers said something wrong, I'd tell them. I'm not shy; I can go into
any place and talk to anybody.

At the time of the interview, Nida was wearing the clothes of the

woman friend with whom she was staying because she had fled her home

empty-handed. ‘I don’t have any money now, so my friend is supporting
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me financially’, Nida explained. ‘She’s giving me and my son food and
clothes and everything else we need.” When I saw Nida a month or so
1ater, she was staying with another woman fric;nd and sleeping in the bed
of this friend’s daughter.

NIDA’S STORY
Family Background

I never got any love from my parents and I never saw them hugging or
kissing each other. I also never kissed or hugged my brothers.

If my father tells you it’s raining outside when the sun is shining, it’s
raining. If he says, “Tonight you’re going to put on your pajamas’, you put
on your pajamas. And if he says, ‘You’re not going to eat this afternoon’,
you're not going to eat that afternoon. He doesn’t allow disagreement
from anybody, not even his wife. He is the boss and you are the maid.
And he’s very strict. If you're in his house, you must do everything he
says. He doesn’t like children. I think he has always been jealous of my
mother’s attention to us.

My father is very short. He's a bit smaller than me [Nida is about 5 foot
3 inches tall], and my mother and brothers are taller than both of us. I
think he hates being small. He also feels insecure about not earning more.
He finds his job as a male nurse very boring; he has to take patients from
one place to another all day.

I think my father is also very frustrated because my mother hasn’t given
him much sex since early in their marriage. She told me this herself. My
mother’s previous husband wanted so much sex that it killed her desire.
Also, after having three children close together, she was very tired at
night, especially after my father suddenly quit his job and she had to go
out to work, She had to put us in a créche in the day, then look after us at
night. She told me she was very tired and she was not going to do it
[have sex].

Two or three times a week my brothers and I would hear our parents
through the closed door shouting and fighting in the bedroom. We knew
he was trying to have sex with her. He’d say things like, ‘You will! I am
the boss in this house!” Sometimes both of them would have a bath after-
wards, so they must’ ve done it. I think she must’ve given it to him quite a
lot. My mother is very strong-willed and she’s bigger than him, so perhaps
she could sometimes stop him. But he’s very, very strong when he’s cross.
Nobody can stop him doing what he wants at those times. My brothers and
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I often ran out of the house to play with friends when they fought aboy

sex because we couldn’t take the screaming and the noises they made. If |
my mother had shouted for help, we would’ve gone in to help her, but she §

never did.

My father believes it’s a woman’s duty to wash the floors and the
windows, to iron, and so on. South African men are like this. Most of
them think that they should be the bosses in their families and thay
women must be the maids. My brothers didn’t even have to make their

beds or wash the bath. It’s only here and there in South Africa that you |

can find a husband who’ll help his wife with the dishes and washing the

floor. But when my father tells my mother, ‘I'm the boss in this house §
and you’ll do as I say!” she tells him, ‘You're my husband; you're nor §
my boss!” When I was young, my father could dominate me even if he

couldn’t dominate her.

I always did the dishes when I was young, and when I turned 16, T'had §
to do everything else in the house as well — washing, cleaning and buying §
the groceries. My mother was so busy working on her knitting machine §
that I had to be the housewife. Although she didn’t believe in forcing me §

to do these jobs, she didn’t stop my father from forcing me.

My father also gave me most of the hidings. He thought I always did {

everything wrong even though I was very quiet. If I broke a cup, I'd get a

hiding; if my brothers broke a cup, my parents would say, ‘Don’t worry §
about it’. When [ failed a subject at school, I got a hiding. When my broth- §
ers failed, my parents said it was all right. Ever since I can remember, |
always got a hiding for anything I did wrong. My mother would tell my §
father if I broke a cup and show him my school reports when 1 did badly in , [

a subject.

My father was also very nasty to my brothers and gave them hidings §
00, but not as often as he gave them to me. Sometimes I had to make §
excuses to get out of PT [physical education] classes at school; we hadto §
wear shorts which didn’t hide the marks on my legs and back, so I'd say | 5

was sick.

My father wasn’t a real father to me. He used to hit me very hard, ,
usually with his belt. I still have a grudge about this. Sometimes I'd start

to run away from him but he’d tell my mother to close the door so I had no
place to run to. Then he’d catch me in a corner. If my mother didn’t close
the door, he would’ve fought with her.

One time my mother told my father to stop hitting me so hard because
she realised he was taking his frustrations out on me. He then tried to beat
her up but she hit him back and they had a big fight. He never tried hitting

her again after that. My mother also tried to stop my father from beating-
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me up once or twice when I was older. “She’s too old for that’, she told
him. ‘You can’t hit her any more’.

When he hit me after I tarned 14 or 15, I told him, ‘I’'m not taking this
any more!’ and 1 hit him back. I also hit him back when he tried to hit me
when I was in matric [12th grade]. Like him, I'm also very strong when I

get Cross.
Incestuous Abuse

My first memory of it was when I was about five years old. I remember
my father coming to my bedroom at about one o’clock in the morning
when everyone else was asleep. He woke me by turning on the light, then
he asked me to take off my panties and lie on my back with my legs up in
the air. He told me if I didn’t do it, he’d tell my mother I was a naughty
girl. 1 didn’t want her to think I was naughty so I did what he said. He told
me to keep my nightdress over my legs so I couldn’t see what he was
doing. Then he fondled me and masturbated himself.

If I did something wrong on a particular day, my father would come to
me that night and tell me he’d tell my mother I'd done something naughty
if I wouldn’t do it. So I'd let him do it again. He came to my bedroom
quite often, always at night. It was basically always the same thing — me
lying on my back with my legs up. He didn’t undress me or himself. My
nightdress was long so it covered my legs while he fondled me. It was
sore because he’d push his fingers in me and I was very small. I usually
looked at the ceiling when he was doing it because I didn’t want to know
what was going on. It would take about half an hour. We always had to
talk in whispers because the flat we lived in then was so small.

When I got older, my father did it more often. He also touched me more
and did more things to me. He never tried anything oral with me, but I had
to touch him [his penis] frequently. Afterwards, he’d go back to his room
to sleep, but I could never sleep after he left. Sometimes [ tried to fight to
get out of my father’s hands but he was very strong and he had me in his
grip so I couldn’t move.

When I was about seven or eight, my father took photographs of me
when he came to my bedroom. I didn’¢t like it and I told him that it wasn’t
right. He just told me to lie down and put my legs up, then he took the
photos. He also used to come into the bathroom whenever he felt like it,
which I hated. If I went to the toilet, he’d come in to wash his hands.
~ When I was about 13, my father said he’d kill my mother if I didn’t do
it. So I went on letting him do it to protect my mother. He'd always said
he’d wait until I was a woman — until I got my period ~ before doing it all
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the way. Although my period started when I was 13, I was 15 when he §
raped me. |

1 was asleep when my father came into my bedroom at the usual time iy |
the early morning. He closed the door, then took off my bedding and §
started undressing me. I said, ‘“What the hell are you doing?’ He said he |
was going to make me his wife. I tried to stop him undressing me and told | T
him I was going to yell because what he was doing wasn’t right, so he pyt |
tape over my mouth to keep me quiet. He said the words that a man says §
to a woman when he makes love to her, like, ‘You're lovely. You're sexy, |
You're young,’ I fought him but he took my hands and pinned them §
against the bed so I couldn’t move. I didn’t have the strength to stop him §
so I tried to imagine it wasn’t happening to me.

He forced himself into me. I tried to get him out of me, but I couldn’t. It §
was very painful. I was bleeding a lot. I felt this couldn’t be happening to
me. It felt as if I was not there. It felt as if I was above my body looking |
down, seeing everything. Afterwards he took the tape off my mouth, then §
put his clothes back on and left. He was happy because he got what he 5
wanled. I felt dirty. I felt different. I felt totally changed. I wondered what ]
my mother would say if she knew what he’d done. That was the only time §
my father raped me, but I didn’t realise then that it was rape. :

The pain lasted for about an hour but the bleeding went on for two days.
[ felt a little bit strange and lost. I didn’t know what all the bleeding wa
about. Only later when I read a book about how a woman changes when
she’s growing up did I realise that my father had broken my hymen an
that doing this is the right of the man I marry. I felt I wasn’t clean. ‘Me
don’t want to marry a woman like me’, I thought, and I knew I wouldn
be able to tell them how it happened.

Strangely, I was not worried about becoming pregnant and my fathe
didn’t seem to be worried about it either. He also didn’t seem to worry th
I might tell someone. It went on for ten years before my mother found o
about it. Some people think men who do this must be drunk, but my fathe
didn’t drink.

1 don’t think I'd be here today if I'd had my father’s child. He's are
bastard and to have had his child would’ ve been the end. I would’ve gon
mad. I believe in a woman’s right to have an abortion if she doesn’t want
child, but I didn’t know about abortion then.

Telling the Secret

I became more sure that what my father was doing was wrong when h
started threatening to kill my mother if I didn’t do it. So I told my schoo
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friend about it. T was 13 at the time. She was young like me and I don’t
think she understood what I was telling her, so she couldn’t say anything
to help me. But she promised she’d never tell anybody.

Two years later when my father raped me, I told my friend about it
again. This time she told her mother who wrote to my mother about it.
When my mother told me she knew about it, I asked her to please send me
away to another school because 1 couldn’t study any more at home. But
she wouldn’t do this because she always wanted me at home. Only later
did she tell me that finding out about it was quite a shock. I feel she
must’ve known about it before, but she said she didn’t.

[ don't know why she didn’t confront my father after she found out.
Instead, she told me to make a noise by knocking something on to the
floor when he tried to have sex with me to make him nervous that she’d
hear. So that’s what I did when he started touching me after that. It helped
a bit; he stopped coming to my room as often as before.

I made my mother promise not to tell my brothers about it. I said I'd tell
them myself when I was older. When I told her about two years ago that I
was going to tell them about it, she admitted she'd told them long ago. Tt
was a big shock to find out they’d known about it all those years. I now
understand why their relationship with my father changed at a certain point;
it was because my mother told them about it and they hated him for it.

Every time my father wanted to hit me after that, my brothers came
between us, so it was always a big fight. Once when he wanted to hit me
with a sjambok [a whip], one of them came between us and told him, If
you want to hit her, hit me first!” This brother was very big by the time he
was in standard ten [12th grade]. One time when he got very cross with
my father, he picked him up in the air, then put him down saying, ‘I’'m not
going to mess up my hands on you because you're dirt!”

I've never confronted my father by telling him, ‘You raped me’. But I did
tell him when I left my husband about a month ago that my mother had
known for years that he’d had sex with me. He was shocked because he still
thought it was our secret. He was cross about it and said it wasn’t true.

My mother confronts my father and they fight about it a lot now. She
often tells him that he ruined my life. He says I'm lying and that he didn’t

do anything to me, but my mother believes me. 'm angry with him for not
admitting it.

The Abuse Continues

A'ftef my mother found out about it, my father started hitting me when I
didn’t let him come to me. Because my mother knew, I started hitting him
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back more and more. He’d slap me in the face and I'd slap him back. That
made him more angry because he said a child must know her place, so
he’d hit me even harder. This made me hit him back harder. Once I threw
a chair at him that hit him. Another time I took a glass and threw it against
his head. I threw lots of things at him. His finger was badly hurt once in
one of our fights. When my father and I fight together, we both get hurt.
When my life is threatened, T fight back. Sometimes I ran away because he
is very strong when he’s cross and it would have been all over if he’d
caught me. But my mother always came (o get me back home. He was still
hitting me when [ was 16 or 17.

My father had a sjambok because he needed a weapon to keep the
blacks from coming into the yard whenever they wanted to. When 1 was
16, he hit me with it, which gave me big bruises. I also had a sjambok, so |
hit him back with mine. He threw me out of the house after that fight. 1
had to pack my bags and leave.

violence kept getting worse. Whenever he’s around, I still feel I have to
lock every room I'm in.

One night when I was doing the dishes, my parents started fighting
over me. My father was saying it was my mother’s fault that T was such
a bad girl. I got very angry with him. Why should it be my mother’s
fault? I am what I am and he’s the one who made me that way. So 1
picked up a knife and T said, “Stop this! It’s not my mother’s fault!” My
father had a belt in his hand and he tried to hit me in my face with it. I
ducked, and it hit my shoulder instead. I took hold of the knife and I told
him, ‘If you come near me, U'll stab you!” He came towards me, so
I stabbed him, just missing his heart. His blood squirted on to me
making my clothes all bloody. It felt so good to stab him. I'd like to get
rid of the devil. I still feel that way and I have the strength to do it. But I
also think, ‘Why should I go to gaol [prison] for killing him?’ If it
wasn’t for that, I'd have done it long ago.

With the blood still on my clothes, I ran for two or three kilometres
fabout a mile] to the home of two old friends of mine ~ Katerina and
Marius ~ and I told them what had happened. Katerina slapped my face
to try to calm me down. Then she called a doctor who gave me an
injection to control me. She threw away 'my clothes because they were
badly torn and lent me some of hers. I stayed with them for four days
before my mother came to get me. I didn’t want to go home, but she
insisted.

My father had to go to a doctor for stitches. Doctors have to report
things like this but I think my father knew him so he didn’t report it.

Many years ago my mother told my father in front of me, ‘I don’t stay
with you for love. I stay with you because you married me and now you
have to look after me’. She doesn’t have any choice. She’s tried to get a
job, but like me, she couldn’t. I think she’d have Jeft him if she could’ve.
Now that my brothers and I have left home, my parents get on very well.
But when I visit them, I know they’ll fight that evening. I think my father
is jealous of my mother’s attention to me and my brothers. He doesn’t like
children, not even Christopher, his first grandson.

Reporting to the Police

‘[ can’t take my father’s hitting me any more’, I told a friend I went to
stay with. ‘I’m going to report him to the police and go to court about it.’
After I reported it to them, I went to the doctor for an examination, and [
told the minister of my church about my father’s beatings [not the sexual
assaults]. The minister put pressure on me to take back my police com-
plaint. He said if I wanted to belong to his church, I mustn’t prosecute
my father. I asked him, ‘How the hell can you say that to me?’ He
answered, ‘You are just a child. What do you know about life?’ I'said, ‘I
know more about life than you do!” He told me to take back what I'd
said to him and to go back home or he’d throw me out of the church. He
showed no concern about my father beating me. So I stopped going to
that church after that, although I’ ve been back there over the past two
years.

My mother found out where I was staying and asked me to please stop
my report to the police and to come back home ~ for her sake. Doing that
was, and still is, the most difficult thing I"ve ever done. I didn’t talk to my
father for months after that. I ignored him as if he was part of the furni-
ture. Finally my mother said, ‘Please talk to your father, even if it’s just to
say hello and goodbye’, because the strain in the house was getting worse.
So I started saying hello and goodbye to him, but that was all.

Father’s Motivation

I think men do these things because they want to feel they are the boss.
Perhaps my father felt he wasn’t the boss enough because my mother is so
strong and strong-willed. He wanted to dominate her but she didn’t let
hlfn‘ Also, my father’s mother was the boss when he was growing up, so
ﬂ‘.ﬂS might have made him more afraid that my mother would dominate
him. But I was young, so my father could feel powerful over me.

The Violence Escalates
After 1 started fighting back, throwing things at my father, locking my §
bedroom door when I slept at night and locking the bathroom door, his §
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A Close Call School Work

I used to get about 6070 per cent for all my subjects before my mother
found out when I was 15 about my father’s abuse. I was so upset after she
knew about it that T couldn’t concentrate any more or listen to what the
teacher was saying. I also forgot a lot of things because the day after my
father had been with me, I'd tell myself, ‘Forget about it!” and I forgot
everything. When we had tests, I'd write my name on the paper and tell
the teacher I didn’t know what was going on, so I'd get nought [zero] for
them.

I wanted to leave home to go to another school so I could study properly
again, but my mother wouldn’t let me. All my marks suddenly went down
to 20 per cent and 30 per cent, and for one subject I only got 10 per cent! I
only just managed to pass each year until I failed standard nine [11th
grade] completely. My teachers knew I'd been a good student before
because I'd been in the class for the best students, so they decided to put
me in the matric class anyhow. But I failed the matric exams as well. I'd
have thought that the teachers could have seen that something was wrong
with me, if they’d cared.

I still have a memory problem. Sometimes I promise somebody I'll do
something and the next moment I forget everything I just told them. I also
forget where I put things.

A lot of women were being gang raped in Bothasig [a primarily Afrikaans J
suburb of Cape Town] when 1 was staying there last year. A car would
stop next to them when they were walking on the street and 2 man would
force them into the car with a rifle. Once when I was walking down the
street with Christopher when he was three or four months old, a car pulled
up next to me and a man with a pistol in his hand opened the car door and
told me to get in. There were three other men in the car and the leg of one
of them was outside the car on the ground. I took the door and slammed it
back very hard on his leg, hurting him, as I said, “You can shoot me, but1
am not going to get into your car!” Then I just walked off. ;

1 phoned the police afterwards and gave a description of three of the
four men. They were Afrikaans and about my age, except one was older. §
The police caught them four or five weeks later. I had to go to the police
station and look at them standing in a row from behind special mirrors
where they couldn’t see me. I was able to tell the police immediately who B
three of the four men were but I told them that I didn’t want to go to court |
because 1 was afraid the men would threaten my life when they got out of |
prison. 1 read in the newspaper that they were all put in jail for five to §
eight years.

Negative Self-Image

I could never look at myself in the mirror. I didn’t want to see the real me.
I didn’t like myself.

I was always the bad one to my father, and he blames my mother for
this. But it’s Ais fault that I changed from the girl I'd been into someone
more harsh. 1 feel I'd have been a different person if he hadn’t sexually
abused me. I'd still have been innocent. I'd still think the world is a lovely
place to live in. And I wouldn’t have been so violent. I yell a lot when I'm
angry and sometimes I feel better if I throw a glass against the wall. If my
father hadn’t sexually abused me, I think I wouldn’t have so much anger
in me.

'I’m also a very negative and pessimistic person. I see all the negative
things in myself. I often feel that whatever I do is wrong.

THE AFTERMATH OF INCESTUOUS ABUSE
Impact on Family Relationships

I feel T didn’t have a big enough childhood. Suddenly I had to be grown 1
up. 1 had dolls but I can’t remember ever playing with them. 2

I have a lot of mixed feelings towards my father as well as being very _'
cross with him., I'm also very cross with my mother because I realise now ',
that she could’ve stopped it. For example, she could’ve sent me away from
home. But instead, I had to stay in that house with my father until T |
finished matric. T had to look him in the eye every single day. I'm also §
angry with her because she never wants to talk about it. She says it’s |
private. I told her it can’t be private because it’s ruining my life.

I think what happened to me was actually my mother’s fault. My father
would never have come to me if she’d given him what he wanted. If the
woman keeps the man happy, he’ll never do things like that unless there's &
something physically wrong with him or he’s mad. It isn’t fair of me to;
blame her, but I do because I'm her daughter.

Depression and Attempted Suicides
I'm depressed a lot. I started being depressed in high school when I was
15 after my mother found out what my father was doing to me. Now, if |

\‘,Jake up depressed in the morning, I stay depressed for two to three days.
I've been depressed at least half my life.
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I tried to end my life twice. The first time was when I was 16 or 17.1 §
wanted to die because of the pressures and other difficulties T was having :
at home and at school. I had to act at home as if nothing was happening §
with my father because although my mother knew, my father didn’t know |
this. He was still trying to hit me and he kept telling me I must iron, wash ’
the dishes, the floors and the windows. My school work was getting bad.
My teachers were getting cross with me. My friends didn’t want to talk 1o §

me because my marks were so bad. Everything was going wrong in my
life.

I swallowed about 30 headache pills. T thought I'd go to sleep and die,
When 1 woke up the next morning, 1 vomited for a long time. 1 realised
this could give me kidney failure so I went to the doctor and told him wha

I'd done. He put a pipe into my stomach and emptied it, then checked my §

kidneys and said they were fine.
The next time I tried to commit suicide was in December last year

[1990}. Once again, cverything was going wrong in my life. I'd never §
been happy. Now that I was married, I still wasn’t happy. My son was §
getting his teeth and screaming the whole time. My husband was drunk a §

lot and sleeping around. His family was giving me problems. So I felt it
wasn’t worth living. I felt T wasn’t a good mother because I got cross with

Christopher for everything. I thought if T died, my husband would get a

better mother for him.

This time I drank more than 100 vitamin pills, headache pills and tran- ]
quillisers. Once again it didn’t work and once again | told the doctor what §
I’d done. He sent me to hospital again; I was there for two days. I nearly §

had kidney failure but they stopped it.

Relationships and Sexuality

My parents didn’t allow me to have just any boyfriend visit me when |
lived at home. But after my father threw me out of the house when I was §

16, 1 went out with one man after the other. I was looking for someone t0

love me and I felt I had to prove to myself 1 was woman enough to have §

boyfriends. But I didn’t sleep with any of them until I was 17. After I left

school, I started drinking at parties and sleeping around with one man after §
the other. With some, it was just one night, with others, one or two §

months. I was trying to get them to love me.

[ once knew the names of all the men I’d slept with. There were about §
20 to 30 of them in about two years. Three-quarters of them were much :
older than me. Some of them were in their forties when I was 19. I realise §
now I was looking for a father figure who'd love me for who T am. When |
men got me into bed with them, they made me feel like a woman. They
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made me feel I was perfect. But after the sex was over, they’d leave and
pever want to see me again. The relationship would last only if T didn’t
have sex with them. Afrikaner men are like that. All my boyfriends were
the same.

Sex was fine while I was having it, but I always felt guilty afterwards. I
didn’t know if it was right to be doing it without being married. I didn’t
use any birth control and the men didn’t either. I had orgasms with some
of them but not with others. Some were good lovers and others weren’t.
Then suddenly I stopped having orgasms until I was married.

When I was 19, I had a six-month relationship with a 29-year-old man
called Dawie {pseudonym]. I still wasn’t using birth control then, and after
we'd been together a few months, I fell pregnant. I was happy about it, but
I only earned R170 [£27/$57] a month as a waitress, so I realised I'd have
to marry Dawie if I wanted to bring up the child. I also wanted to marry
him because he was a very nice guy, nice-looking and with lots of money.

When I told Dawie about being pregnant, he didn’t believe it was his
baby because he knew I'd been sleeping around. / knew it was his because
when I get attached to someone, I only sleep with that person. When
Dawie and I were out having dinner in a restaurant six days later, he got
very angry and drunk and said I was trying to trap him into marriage with
someone else’s baby. He hit me and threw me against the wall in front of
everyone, then he hit me in my stomach with his fist. I collapsed and my
stomach suddenly became very sore. I saw the blood coming down my
legs. Dawie had left the restaurant but luckily there was a hospital in the
same building and a girlfriend came to take me there.

When I woke up in hospital, I realised that Dawie had succeeded in
getting me to lose my baby. I think that’s what he wanted, but I felt it was
my fault. T felt that God was punishing me for getting pregnant out of
wedlock. I was in hospital for two weeks because of all the complications.

Previously Dawie became cross very easily when he was drunk and he
had been a little bit violent, but not like the time in the restaurant. 1 just
ignored his violence towards me before that incident because I thought,
‘This is the way men are’. Most Afrikaans men beat up the women they’re
involved with. Dawie called his attack on me an accident. He wanted to
come back to me, but I told him I wasn’t interested. I didn’t sleep with
anybody for a long time after that.

Marriage

I'met Andrew when I was 20 and he was 22. I found him to be totally dif-
ferent from the South African men I'd been out with before. He really
cared for me. We were just friends in the beginning. Then suddenly he
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held my hand and the next week he kissed me. He really took his time
Then he took me to his parents to show me to them. That’s when I knew |
he was serious about me. But his family didn’t like me because 1 came |
from a poor white area and they don’t like Afrikaans people. They algq | i
said I was a gold-digger. This made me cross because I come from a very
good background. The only thing wrong with my family is what my fathe, §
did to me. 1

I told Andrew about my father before we slept together. I told him tha
he must realise I'd been very affected by my father’s sexual abuse and ]
that it would cause problems for us. I also told him that 1 was a \’Cryi 1
difficult person. He just said, ‘It doesn’t bother me’, as if he understood, §
But now I know he didn’t. [ |

Andrew wanted to marry me and take me away from home because |
was so unhappy there. We slept together two months after we started §
going out together, and we married just over two years ago when I was 21 §
Everything was fine between us for the first two months. After that,g '
Andrew started acting like my father. He felt the house was his and that he ]
was the boss. I hated it. I did whatever I felt like doing in my house and[f 4
told him he was not my boss. 2

Although Andrew started out being so different from the Afrikaans me
I’d been out with, he turned bad because of his family and his drinkin |
He’s a beer drinker who would sometimes drink two or three beers in the
morning, and he’d drink a lot more after he got off from work. |

Sex with my husband was also fine for the first two months. But then[]
fell pregnant, which I found difficult to accept. It was too soon. That
when we started having sex problems. I didn’t want sex with bim because |
my dreams and nightmares from the past started coming back. Every tim 1
my husband came near me, I thought fora second that it was my father, '
I’d push him away.

[ was so big with my pregnancy that the doctor told me it would be da
gerous for me to have sex for six months before the birth. When I was fi
months pregnant and I could feel Christopher inside me, I started losing
interest in sex. And being so big, I didn’t feel beautiful any more. Iw
also very tired a lot of the time. So my husband and I had less and less se
We only made love about once a month while I was pregnant. He w
very fed up and frustrated by this because men need sex more than us.

[ was also very tired after Christopher was born. When Andrew want
to make love, I'd say, ‘I can’t. 'm tired and the child is screaming.” 1 f
cold towards him. I didn’t even want him to kiss me or touch me 2
more. Bvery time we had sex, 1 was disgusted because he felt like
father. All the feelings I had when my father did it came back so I'd pu
him away and tell him not to touch me and to lie far away from me wh
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we were in bed. He would leave the house angry, and come home happy.
That’s when I realised he was sleeping around.

One time I found a cigarette in the car with lipstick on it. Another time 1
found someone else’s earring there. I told my husband that I knew what he
was doing. At first I'actually felt glad I didn’t have to have sex with him
any more. After that I only slept with him once or twice when I felt like it.
When I didn’t want it, I told him to get it somewhere else.

I left my husband once because our marriage wasn’t working. When I
came back to him he kept on running around with other women because I
couldn’t give him what he wanted. The few times he slept with me, he
gave me a sickness. I'm still trying to find out what it was.

We went for marriage counselling but I stopped going when my husband
went on sleeping around. By then I thought, ‘Why should 1 give it to him
when he’s getting it somewhere else?” T decided it wasn’t worth it to lie on
my back for him and feel worse afterwards. I was also turned off by his
hitting me, his drinking and all the fighting. After a while it seemed as if he
didn’t need sex from me any more because he got plenty elsewhere.

I was glad that Christopher was a boy because if I'd had a girl, I'd have
always been afraid of what my husband might do to her. I'm going to
bring him up so he’ll never do the things his grandfather did to me.

Battery

My husband started hitting me about two months after I got pregnant. He
hit me because he was very jealous. Everywhere I go, men always give me
attention. He didn’t like that because he thought of me as his. After he
bea? me, he’d always cry and say he was sorry and that he’d never do it
again. He was just like a little boy at those times. I'd forgive him and then
he’d do it again,

We were out one evening when I was two months pregnant, and a man
who was playing in the orchestra recognised me and played a lot of love
songs to me. Then he brought me wine and came to sit next to me and
talked to me and my husband. When my husband and I went back to our
hotel room, he was drunk and started hitting me. T hit him back, as I
alwa}'ls did when he slapped me around because T didn’t feel it was’ right
for him to hit me. We made a lot of noise so some people came in and
stopped him from hitting me even more. By then I had bruises on my face
?rl\(d gll over my body, my eyes and lips were swollen, and my nose felt
ke 1t was broken. Andrew had also hurt me on my tummy so I was afraid

of losing the baby again,

The people who had stopped our fight asked me if I wanted to press

C:zgtesdagainst my husband. Stupidly, I said ‘no’ because I didn’t have the
8uts to do that, but I was very cross with him for weeks afterwards.
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My husband also hit me on my stomach when I was seven months preg-
nant. Because of the heaviness of the baby during my pregnancy, I fell
about four times, and was in a lot of pain. After Christopher was born [
found out that my back had been hurt by the beatings or the falls.

Andrew hit me on my stomach again a few weeks ago because I wanted
to leave him. I folded over like this [Nida demonstrated the position] and
couldn’t do anything for a while because it took my wind away. But when
I recovered, I started hitting him back.

Post-Partum Depression

I suffered from post-partum blues after Christopher was born. The night-
mares about my father started up again when he was a month or two old. I
was very depressed. I cried a lot. All sorts of things upset me. Christopher
got me down. Andrew’s drinking got me down. His family got me down.
Andrew didn’t want to sleep with me and I didn’t want to sleep with him,
We were fighting a lot. I told my husband that I wanted to get help but he
didn’t like the idea. A doctor gave me a two-weck supply of tranquillisers
which made me feel a lot calmer and better, but she said she couldn’t give
me any more because they’re addictive.

Ending the Marriage

Andrew and I were married for two years and four months, and we were
only happy for about the first two months. When I told him I was going to
leave him, he drove off in his car and brought his stepfather and twin
brother back with him to fight his battle for him. I was alone against the
three of them. Andrew didn’t want me to leave him, but his family did,
and they wanted Andrew to have my child. Andrew isn’t interested in
bringing up Christopher. He could never do it with all his drinking. He
only says he wants the child to be mean to me. Christopher didn’t even
recognise him when he came to visit me a few days ago. He actually
screamed when Andrew tried to pick him up.

On the night I planned to leave, Andrew’s family wanted to physically
take my son away from me. Andrew had told his parents about what my
father had done to me, so they said, ‘How can someone who is disturbed
like Nida look after a child?’ They said that a sane person doesn’t do
things the way I do them. I felt very hurt and angry, and 1 took a knife out
of the kitchen drawer and I said, ‘If you take my son away, I'll kill all of
you!” I could see I'd frightened them. People are afraid of me when I'm
very cross — even Andrew is — so they left.

I told my parents that I had to leave my husband, and 1 told my father
that it was his fault that my marriage wasn’t working. I feel I'd have
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pehaved differently in my marriage if he hadn’t sexually abused me. Then
I went back home, packed my bags, and my parents picked me up and
took me to their house.

I feel very threatened now. I'm in a corner and I'll use any means nec-
essary to fight back for my son’s sake. T don’t want Christopher to become
tike his father — always drinking and jolling [partying] and with no sense
of responsibility. I had nightmares about my husband and his family poi-
soning Christopher’s mind against me. If my husband’s family had taken
him away that night, I’d never have seen him again. 'm afraid that if
Andrew gets the chance, he’ll take Christopher to Britain. Although he
has the money to look after my son, he doesn’t behave like a father to
him. He picks him up, tells him he loves him, then puts him down again,
and that’s it. English people seem cold towards children.

My lawyer has now filed for my divorce and sent a letter through the
court to my husband telling him he must pay me maintenance. Andrew
also has a lawyer who is opposing the divorce. His family is planning to
say in court that I’'m mad. They want to have me put in a mad house.
The problem is that I told Andrew everything about myself and my past
which will be used against me in court, especially about what my father
did. -

Pessimism about Future Relationships

Every time I'm with a lot of people, the men always want to take me out,
even though I'm not interested in men at the moment. Two people have
told me that it’s because I'm beautiful, so perhaps that is why it happens.
But I know they want to sleep with me and then leave me. If they want to
stay with me, the relationship doesn’t work out for other reasons.

Current Relationships
When [ divorced my husband, I didn’t want to go to my parents’ house but
it was the only place I had to go. My father kept telling me he was my
boss because T was living in his house. It wasn’t long before he said that
my child was in the way, [ was in the way, and my mother was in the way.
So I said, ‘Fine. I'm leaving!” My mother was cross with my father for
throwing me out of the house again but she had to keep quiet because oth-
erwise he would’ve thrown her out too. She was also cross with me for
leaving when my son was very ill. He had a high temperature and he was
coughing and bringing up all his food.

My son and 1 went to stay with one lady friend and then another. We
will stay here for a few weeks and then we must move again, though I
don’t know where.
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THE STRUGGLE TO HEAL

I decided to go to an incest survivor group at Safeline [a facility to help
incest survivors and perpetrators] several months ago. After being in the
group, which meets every two weeks, it became more difficult for me to
see my father. I was so angry with him I couldn’t even speak to him. But |
have to see him if I want to see my mother, which means I see him about
once a week.

I'm starting to feel much better since I've been going to the survivor
group. I haven’t been able to go for a few months now because it’s quite
far away and I have no transport. When I'm divorced I hope I can stay in
the group until I'm healed.

Everything is getting much better since I left my husband. I can feel the
change in me. I feel more ‘me’ because I know I have to look after myself
now. When [ get some money I'm going to dress myself up and put on
make-up again. I didn’t like dressing myself nicely before because I felt I
was dirty and that my life was wrong.

I want to be friends with men after my divorce. I like going out and I
hate being on my own. I don’t think I'll have more children, but one thing
I’m absolutely sure of: if I marry again, I won’t have a child immediately.

Most of my life I’ ve been unhappy and most of my life I did favours for
other people. When I ran away from my parents’ house, I only went back
because my mother wanted it. I always did things to keep her happy. Now
I’m the one who is most important in my life, and if I don’t want to do
something, I won’t. From now on, I'm going to keep myself happy, not
someone else.

AFTERWORD

I located Nida Webber in Newcastle, Natal, in 1993, and sent her my
edited version of her interview. After making minor changes, she gave me
the following update on her life.

I'm glad my story will be published because I believe it can help
someone else. But reading the interview made me very unhappy
because it made me realise how miserable my life had been. I'm trying
to be happy in Newcastle. I can only be happy if I leave my old life
alone where it was — in Cape Town.

My life changed dramatically after [ was on the MNET programme
on incest two years ago.! My entire family and many friends saw it on
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TV, and I lost my family’s support after that. It seems like they believed
my father. Up to this day, they haven’t even tried to reach me to ask me
how I am. A nephew is the only one of them who cares.

But I've found happiness in Newcastle. His name is Louis and he’s
43, He has three children aged 17, 15 and 13, We're very happy
together but I have a hard time communicating with his children. We
want to get married but we decided to wait until his children are respon-
sible for themselves in three years’ time. Louis means everything to me.
He’s my protector, my lover, my friend, my life!! I would rather die
than live without him. He understands me perfectly.

Right now I'm not having the nightmares I used to have, and luckily,
I can’t even remember them! But I'm still afraid of darkness. It makes
me frightened and insecure. I keep the bedside lamp on the whole night
when Louis works nightshift. I also don’t have eating problems right
now and I’ ve lost about 22 kilos [481bs] since I saw you.

Christopher is getting big now; he’ll be four in February [1994]. I'm
glad I kept him. He talks a lot and he’s a joy in my life. His father has
also changed for the better. He stopped drinking and he’s living with a
girlfriend now. We’ve both grown up in the last two years. The
Almighty has strange ways to teach us about life.

ANALYSIS AND DISCUSSION
Blaming the Mother

In her study of 40 survivors of father-daughter incest, Judith Herman found
that, ‘With few exceptions, the daughters seemed more tolerant of their
fathers’ shortcomings and more forgiving of their failures than they were
towards their mothers, or themselves’ (1981, p. 82). This statement clearly
applies to Nida Webber who said that she felt her mother was more blame-
waorthy than her stepfather for his sexual assaults. Her feelings are consonant
with a long sexist tradition of mother-blame that permeates the incest litera-
ture according to which it is the wife’s duty to satisfy her husband sexually,
regardless of her reasons for not wanting to do so (he may be a selfish and
inept lover, for example) (see Herman, 1981; Mrazek and Bentovim, 1981).

Despite Nida’s harsh judgement of her mother for trying to avoid
having sex with her husband, she firmly rejected the notion that she herself
was duty-bound to keep her husband happy at her expense or to submit to
his sexual desires. However, she also realised that blaming her mother was
not fair.




32 Behind Closed Doors in White South Africa

Survivors of father—daughter incest often blame their mothers evep
more than their fathers because they have internalised the patriarchal
notion that their mothers have a greater obligation than their fathers to
protect them from harm, including harm done to them by their fathers,
Because most young children experience their mothers as all-powerful, it
is difficult for them to comprehend emotionally — even as adults — how
powerless many women are in relation to their husbands. Even those whg
enjoy some power, as Nida’s mother clearly did (for example, she was
taller than her husband and very strong; she contradicted his claim to
being her boss; she managed to defeat some of his sexual advances; she
retaliated successfully the one time he beat her; she played a vital econ-
omic role in the household), are usually significantly less powerful than
their husbands. In this case, for example, Nida's mother appears to have
been raped many times by her husband, who also beat her once; she was
subjected to his constant macho chest-thumping about his right to be the
boss and women’s duty to be maids; and she felt unable to leave him for
economic reasons, despite her intense aversion to him at times.

Colluding Mothers

Herman drew the following conclusion from her study of father—daughter
incest:

Mothers who are strong, healthy, and competent do not tolerate incest.
But mothers who have been rendered unusually powerless within their
families, for whatever reason, often tolerate many forms of abuse,
including sexual abuse of their children.... Maternal collusion in incest,

when it occurs, is a measure of maternal powerlessness. (1981,
pp. 47-9)

As we will see in Chapters 3 and 4, the mother of Elsa Foster and Marie
Malan certainly fits Herman’s portrait of a woman who was unusually
powerless in her family. But Nida Webber’s mother tolerated her
husband’s raping and beating Nida despite the fact that she appears to
have been ‘strong, healthy, and competent’.

For example, Nida described her mother as strong physically, as larger
than her husband, and as returning his blows the one time he hit her. Mrs
Webber also stood up to her husband’s claim to being the boss of their
home, told him in no uncertain terms why she was staying with him and
insisted that it was his duty to take care of her. Although Nida did not
make specific reference to her mother’s health, presumably she would
have done so had her mother suffered from poor health.
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;,f:fhere are several reasons for inferring that Nida’s mother colluded in her
daughter’s abuse. After Mrs Webber was informed about her husband’s sex-
ually abusive behaviour, she merely advised Nida to knock something on to
the floor whenever her stepfather started sexually assaulting her. She also
refused Nida’s request to transfer to a school that would have enabled Nida
to get away from her stepfather; repeatedly persuaded Nida to return home
after running away to escape further abuse; and put intense pressure on Nida
to withdraw her charges against her stepfather for his beatings.

Nida said that she feels ‘totally cross’ with her mother because she
pelieves that she could have stopped her stepfather’s physical violence and
incestuous assaults. Nida concedes that her mother tried to stop the beatings
‘once or twice when I was older’, on the grounds that, “‘she’s too old for
that'. But the question is why Nida’s mother didn’t consider her husband’s
violence and sexual assaults on her daughter unacceptable at any age.

Nida offers an alternative theory to Herman’s to explain why her step-
father insisted on making her ‘his wife’ against her will. She suggests that
men with wives they cannot dominate to their satisfaction are motivated to
seek out their daughters (o satisfy their desire for a sexual power-
relationship. Herman, on the other hand, maintains that mothers only fail
to protect their daughters when they are powerless to do so (e.g., too weak,
incapacitated, unavailable or oppressed).

While these two descriptions of marital relationships in incest families
may seem diametrically opposed, both have merit, and both are useful in
understanding some of the cases included in this book. In Nida’s case, it
seems clear that her mother was capable of protecting her daughter, but
failed to do so.

There were several others besides Nida’s mother who colluded in her
stepfather’s abusive behaviour towards her. These include the minister o
whom Nida reported her stepfather’s beatings who threatened to eject her
from ‘his’ church if she prosecuted her father; the police, who appear to
have taken a completely passive stance when Nida failed to follow through
on her report to them; and ber teachers, who failed to find out why her
grades at school had plummeted so abruptly. Such institutional collusion
with incestuous abuse and other forms of child abuse is common.

Other Issues

Many other interesting and important topics are raised by Nida’s story.
Although she always refers to her stepfather as her ‘father’, there is consid-
erable evidence that stepfathers are much more predisposed than biological
fathers to sexually abuse their daughters (e.g., see Russell, 1986). In our
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small sample of 20 cases, four of the incest perpetrators were biologica)
fathers and six were stepfathers. Given that only a minority of girls have
stepfathers, six stepfathers represents a sizeable overrepresentation.

Like Nida, many incest survivors respond to incestuous abuse by
becoming promiscuous in adolescence or adulthood. Research psycholo-
gist John Briere explains that because of ‘survivors’ experience[s] of the
value others place on their sexual aspects’, many, like Nida, assume that
‘sex is the best way to initiate or sustain an intimate relationship, receive
(superficially) caring attention, or gain interpersonal power’ (1992, p. 53).
Briere goes on to note that ‘the survivor’s sexual value is often relatively
transient for many of those to whom she wishes to relate, resulting in
eventual experiences of abandonment or rejection’ (1992, pp. 53, 55).
Briere’s observations could have been written for Nida, so precisely do
they describe many of her experiences with men.

In contrast, many other survivors react to their abuse by becoming
repulsed by sex, which creates severe problems for them in their intimate
relationships (Briere, 1992, p. 34). Both Elsa Foster and Marie Malan
exemplify this response (see Chapters 3 and 4), particularly Marie whose
intense aversion made sex with her husband virtually unendurable for her.
Why some survivors follow one path rather than another is a complex
question which research has not yet resolved.

Research has demonstrated that incest survivors are at greater risk than
women with no incest history of being raped and beaten in marriage (see
Briere, 1992; Russell, 1990). Nida was beaten by her husband and by a
lover. The beatings in both cases were particularly associated with her
pregnancies. This also is a common finding in the research literature (see
Pagelow, 1984, pp. 314-16).

[ wonder how many women readers can identify with Nida’s uncompli-
cated and brazen desire to kill her stepfather, and with her feelings of
gratification at nearly having done so. If the words in the epigraph that
opens this chapter had been spoken by a man, few people would be sur-
prised. But coming from the lips of a woman and an incest survivor chal-
lenges common stereotypes of both incest survivors and women. Nida’s
violent resistance to her stepfather will be further discussed at the end of
Chapter 6 after readers have become acquainted with the stories of other
survivors who were violent resisters.

Nida’s Perceptions of Afrikaners

Like several of the Afrikaner incest survivors interviewed, Nida charac-
terised her stepfather as exceedingly patriarchal and authoritarian. ‘If my
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father tells you it’s raining outside when the sun is sk}ining, it’s raining’,
she declared. And she remarked on his repeated assertions that h? was t‘he
poss in ‘his’ home and that females were the maids. This term rings }mth
particular significance in South Africa where the role of maid is espe.mally
denigrated because maids (usually referred to as ‘servants’) are typically
plack women.

Nida also maintained that ‘Most Afrikaans men beat up the women
they're involved with’. I believe that very few English~speakiqg Sout.h
Africans would make the same generalisation about men in their ethnic
group. This is not to say that English-speaking South African men are not
patterers. Many are, including Nida’s British husband. But I suspect that
wife battering is less common among English-speaking South Africans.
This conjecture is more fully examined in Chapter 7.

According to Nida, Afrikaner men, including her boyfriends, left her as
soon as she had sex with them. Whether English-speaking South African
men are any less inclined to act in this sexist way, I do not know; none of
the other survivors commented on this manifestation of a common sexual
conquest mentality.

In the next two chapters, two Afrikaner sisters describe their lives of
abuse. Elsa Foster, the elder of the two, is particularly eloquent about her
perceptions of some of the differences between Afrikaner and English-
speaking South African men.




3 ‘Kill Me, Rather!’: Elsa
Foster’s Story

‘I used to beg Jacobus and Hotffie to rather kill me. I told them they
could do anything to me afterwards but they had to kill me first.”

INTRODUCTION

Twenty-six-year-old Elsa Foster (a pseudonym) volunteered for my study
after her sister, Marie Malan, told her about her own interview with me.
Elsa was married to an English-speaking South African with whom she
had a five-year-old son, Pierre, when I interviewed her in 1992. She
longed for more children, but had become sterile after having a
contraceptive injection. :

Elsa was born in Cape Town in 1966, the second of four children. Her
eldest brother, Willie, was a divorced 27-year-old policeman; Marie was
25 years old, divorced and childless; and her youngest sister, Beatrix, was
a married 21-year-old, with one child. Elsa resided with her family in
Parow, a predominantly Afrikaans suburb of Cape Town.

Despite doing well at school academically, Elsa left after completing
standard eight (10th grade). She was working as a ‘day-mother’ looking
after children of parents at her church when interviewed. She was also
taking care of ‘problem-children’ on a voluntary basis. Elsa’s hbusband,
Ted, who had also left school after completing standard eight, worked as a
senior telephonist at a post office.

Neither Elsa nor Marie knew their biological father’s occupation in
their early years, but he worked as a store manager at the time of the
interview (he had remarried their mother 18 years after walking out on
her). Their mother, Margaret Malan, was the manager of a department in
a hospital; she had previously worked as a nurse, a kitchen supervisor
and a laundry manager. Elsa and Marie’s parents, who had married when
they were 20 years old, had both dropped out of school after standard
seven (9th grade).

Elsa’s first stepfather, Hoffie, ran a radio repair business from home.
She believed that her second stepfather, Spike, had been a boilermaker for
a time, but he had also worked at whatever jobs he could find, such as
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caretaking and manual work. Elsa reported that he kept losing his jobs
pecause of his drinking problem.

Elsa described herself as middle class although, based on the informa-
tion she provided about her own and her parents’ occupations and educa-
tion, most sociologists would probably consider her lower class or lower
middle class.

Abraham Malan, Elsa’s father, ‘walked out on us’ in 1970 when she
was only four years old. She saw him until the age of six, so she had
«gome memory of him as a little child’, but after that, “We had no contact
at all’ until her parents’ remarriage many years later. Abraham and
Margaret’s first marriage lasted six years. Three years later, Mrs Malan
started living with Fritz Hofmeyer, nicknamed Hoffie, whom she had first
met ‘in hospital after his legs were paralysed in a car accident when he
was 16’. Mrs Malan was an 18-year-old nurse at the time and Hoffie
was one of her patients. They married in 1974 after living together for a

ear.

! After Mrs Malan’s second marriage, she and her family left Cape Town
and went to live with Hoffie's mother on a farm — a small plot of land in
the Transvaal. When Elsa was eight years old, they moved to their own
home in Welkom, a hotbed of reactionary Afrikaner politics in a province
called the Orange Free State, about two hours’ drive from Bloemfontein.
Mrs Malan finally returned to Cape Town in 1980 when Elsa was 15 years
old, and moved in with her mother.

Elsa reported that Hoffie, the major perpetrator in her story, ‘was
severely disabled” by the ‘car accident, but that ‘he was far from
incapacitated’.

Although my stepfather was in a wheelchair, he was very mobile. He
could move on the floor quicker than a child can crawl. He drove a car.
He bathed and dressed himself. He got on the bed by himself. He did
races in his wheelchair and even did crossbow shooting.

Mrs Malan’s second marriage ended in 1979 when Elsa was 14. She
married her third husband, Graham, nicknamed Spike, that same year. Six
years later when Elsa was 20, Mrs Malan’s third marriage ended in
divorce. In 1988, she remarried her first husband, Abrabam Malan, who
had to divorce his second wife in order to remarry his former wife.

Mrs Malan’s second husband, Hoffie, became a Mormon when Elsa was
about ten years old. ‘“We all became Mormons when Hoffie did,” Elsa
explained, ‘and that’s what I still am. We had no religion before that.’
However, Hoffie ‘wasn’t a very religious man; there was no talk about
God or religious practices in our home. Very few Afrikaners were
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Mormon when we first joined the church,” Elsa noted, ‘but quite a lot are § Bk o
Elsa’s sister Marie described their father, Abraham Malan, as ‘a boep . E 8
and ‘a real Afrikaner’ whose ‘whole family is Afrikaans’. Their first step- B £ '51 ?; £ £
father, Hoffie, who sexually abused both Elsa and Marie, is algg = <3 -g ©ES
Afrikaans. Although their mother is an English-speaking South African, < 5 <] @'+
Elsa described her family as Afrikaans, but bilingual. They spoke - 0 —)
Afrikaans at home until the family moved to Cape Town when Elsa wag § §
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nal grandmother because she, like Elsa’s mother, was an English-speaking L ?‘%
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Elsa and Marie’s accounts of their experiences of incestuous abuse and <] W M
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sisters, only one year apart in age and raised in the same home, reacted to 4 — §
being raped by the same stepfather in such dramatically different ways - g
Elsa with rage, bellicosity and a remarkable degree of recovery, and Marie <J E E <]E
with compliance, despair and self-destruction. This topic will be discussed Iy a g
at the end of Marie’s chapter. * < 2
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confgsmn when 'readmg about their multiple perpetrators and the multiple Q) 55 O
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ELSA’S STORY

|

Family Background

You never asked Hoffie questions and you never challenged him. You just
said, ‘Ja, Pa’ [Yes, Father]. If you asked him why, you got a double
hiding. What he said was law and you accepted it. With God you have an
option, with Hoffie you didn’t.

Hoffie was a rich man, but he never gave a cent to mum. He forced her
to earn the money to feed us because we were her kids. He didn’t believe
in using a bank so he had money all over the house. He used to have notes
rolled into those big panado [aspirin] bottles which we used to steal.

I was only five years old when I took care of my youngest sister

Basie
Stepcousin

Grandmother

1]

Ao
O

Family Tree — Elsa Foster and Marie Malan

Beatrix, and when I was eight, I started looking after Marie and my O -
brother Willie as well. My mother left home at five in the morning and g e <
only got home at six at night, so I had to do all the household tasks like <] g 7 é’ §0

cooking, cleaning and looking after Beatrix, as well as going to school. 1
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was very grown up for my age. When I was 13, I acted like a woman of

23. 1 never had a child’s life. I never played with toys. I had to be -

mother.

Menstruation was a forbidden subject in my family; my mum didn’ k

explain what happens when you get it. She gave me English books (q
read about it but I didn’t understand English well enough, so I wag
shocked to find out about it when I started menstruating at cight years
old. T was cmbarrassed about my body and very conscious of i
changes.

Hoffie was the eldest son of seven or eight kids. He had a very dom;.
neering personality. You had to do what he said exactly the way he wanted
it or he’d punish you. If I heard his car stop outside the house, I'd try to
hide, even though he punished me for hiding. Whatever I did was immater.
1al. He was a very violent and sick man.

His physical abuse started when T was about seven. His being in 3
wheelchair made it worse because although we could’ve got away, we
didn’t dare. If he said, "Go to the room. You're going to get a hiding’, we
went to the room. When he gave us a hiding he made us strip naked, then
he’d hit us with a sjambok. Being naked was more embarrassing than the
hiding, but getting a beating was my biggest fear. I got a beating with a
sjambok every day of my life.

Often he’d start by beating up my mum. Then he’d line up the four kids
in the kitchen. When my mum ran outside to get away from him, he’d take
a gun and hold it to Beatrix’s head and tell my mum, ‘If you don’t come
inside, I'll shoot your child.” My mum would come in and Hoffie would
beat her up so badly she had to go to hospital time and time again. He
often blackmailed her into doing what he wanted by threatening to shoot
us if she didn’t.

Hoffie wouldn’t let my mum spend any money on us. We didn’t know
what it was to bave sweets because he didn’t allow this. He’d beat my
mum up if she brought us a sweet. We never got gifts or new clothes
because he’d take my mum’s money. We always wore other people’s
clothes when we were kids.

Hoffie didn’t allow us to be close to my mother. We weren’t allowed to
hug her. He’d threaten her with a gun if she kissed us hello or goodbye.
He'd take the magazine out of his revolver and he’d sit and click it. It
worked on our nerves and we were petrified he’d shoot us.

My mum is a very soft person and a walkover. Everybody uses her. [
think she took Hoffie's abuse for so long to protect us kids. She'd rather
take the beatings than have us get them. But he’d beat us up anyhow,
sometimes in front of her but mostly it was behind her back.
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The main thing that made Hoffie angry with my mother was that she
couldn’t give him a child. He beat her continuously because of this. He
never accepted us as his kids and he complained that he had to raise us.
He'd speak about us to my mum as ‘your bastard children’, and he kept
relling us that our ‘bastard of a father” had left us.

Hoffie beat up my brother Willie very badly once because he had a cup
of coffee which he wasn’t allowed. We never did anything right as far as
Hoffie was concerned. We got beaten up for playing on the lawn or for
being in the lounge. Beating us was his way of getting pleasure and taking
out his frustrations. He used to line us up in my mother’s bathroom when
she was bathing. He'd block the bathroom door with his wheelchair and
start to drown my mother in front of us. Beatrix was only two years old at
the time. If we screamed or cried when he did this, he’d beat us up.

After my mum had left for work in the morning, Hoffie used to lock all
the food in the cupboard so we couldn’t eat. At night he’d get us to pack it
pack on the shelves before my mother got home. There were days when
ne’d sit and eat tins of mushrooms while we had nothing to eat all day. It
was his greatest pleasure to have us sit and watch him eat. He’d laugh and
smirk and say, ‘Don’t you want some?’ The next moment he’d tell us that
if he ever caught us stealing food, he’d beat us. But he gave us a beating at
the end of every day anyhow. If he couldn’t find a specific reason to beat
me he’d say I deserved it for anything that I might do in the future.

I was very thin and undernourished as a child. By the time I was 13,1
couldn’t cope any more. I didn’t mix with other kids at school. I never had
afriend. I had a major problem with boys. I withdrew emotionally because
I couldn’t speak about what was happening to me at home. One of my
teachers picked up on some of this and started bringing food for me every
day. I found this very embarrassing and 1 started staying away from
school.

Eventually our teachers found out we were being starved at home
because we stole food and money to buy food. One of our teachers came
to the house one day when Hoffie wasn’t there and said she wanted to see
inside the cupboards. We tried to stop her but we couldn’t. Then she asked
us when last we’d eaten and we lied that it was recently. We knew that if
we didn’t lie, Hoffie would beat us up. But she figured out that there were
drastic problems in our home so she called in the welfare department.

Some of Hoffie’s family who were at home that day told him about
what had happened, so he beat us up for getting the family into trouble.
My mum had broken down completely by then and she told the welfare
people that she was too scared to leave Hoffie. She wasn’t a person any
more, she was a wreck! She lived from day to day. She got up, worked,
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came home, took everything that happened at home, then went back g
work. She carried on very mechanically. The welfare department saig
they’d take us away if she didn’t leave Hoffie, so she finally did. I don’t
think she had a mind left by that time.

The plan was for us to slowly get things out of the house, then sneak oyt
and leave when Hoffie was out. But he came home drunk the night we
planned to leave, and he beat up my mother. He slapped Beatrix in the
face even though she’d had dental work done that day. There was a lot of
shouting, then Hoffie went into the lounge and beat up Willie very badly.
When Willie went flying across the room, my mother told us to take our
stuff and get into her car. Then she attacked Hoffie to get Willie away
from him. When we finally got out we’d had to leave almost everything
behind. I only had two dresses when we left. My mum had four kids and
she was earning only R200 [£32/$67] a month at the time. So we landed
up on the streets with nowhere to go.

Although Hoffie was a rich man, he demanded half of my mother’s
money after she left him. He also threatened to kill her, so she had to ask for
police protection. We kids were kept in boarding school for months and not
allowed out of our teachers’ sight for fear of what Hoffic would do to us.

I think Hoffie was so cruel because of his accident. He couldn’t accept
being confined to a wheelchair, so he took it out on his wife and children
who couldn’t fight him. I think beating us up gave him strength. The more
he beat his kids and wife up, the stronger and the more manly he felt.

INCEST AND OTHER SEXUAL ABUSE
Hoffie

There was no affection from Hoffie that I can remember. My memories
start with him touching me when I was seven. He came into our room
when [ was sleeping and started touching me all over, including my
breasts and genitals. I just lay there. I knew what he was doing wasn’t
fatherly love because he’d never given us that, and [ knew it was wrong.
But I just froze and pretended to be asleep. I don’t think I even breathed.
Worst of all was that my two sisters and brother were in the same room
when this happened. I had to be very quiet because if my brother woke up,
he’d blame me for what Hoffie was doing. For a long time I felt I was the
one in the wrong and that I must’ve looked for the abuse.

1 was very young when I started developing breasts. This was a terrible
problem for me because Hoffie would grab at them and my privates when
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[ walked past him. He sexually abused me about every second day, though
sometimes he touched me two or three times a day. As I got older, it kept
getting more serious. He started abusing me very badly when I was eight.
The first time he put his finger up me, it hurt terribly. The pain was worse
than the pain of giving birth. It was so sore I wanted to die. Soon after that
he grabbed my hands and forced me to hold his penis. I screamed and
begged him to let me go, but he told me it was my duty so he could make
me a woman. This made me want to kill him. I had a lot of hate in me at
such a young age.

Hoffie’s words to me were, ‘I’ll show you what a woman is supposed to
be like’. He believed what he was doing was natural and that every father
has the right to do it to his daughter. He'd tell me, ‘Every father does this
1o make his little girl grow up’. He still believes this. His words have stuck
in my mind to this day. .

The first time Hoffie did it, I felt dirty and I went straight to the bath-
room afterwards. I washed my hands with some rough salt to try to get his
stuff [semen] off, and it made them bleed. I scrubbed the rest of myseif
red, then burst out crying. But I never cried in front of Hoffie.

I couldn’t cope for a couple of days after that. I didn’t know how to act.
I couldn’t tell my mother because there was no bond between us. I just
went on as though life was normal, but I went blank inside. The abuse
didn’t develop gradually over the years. It was just a matter of weeks
before Hoffie suddenly started doing more serious things. I felt dirty and
scrubbed myself after every time.

I don’t remember how old I was when Hoffie started calling me to his
bedroom. He said he was going to make me feel like a woman, then he
started having oral sex and trying to have intercourse with me. If he didn’t
succeed in getting me into bed by hitting me with a sjambok, he’d take out
his gun and tell me he’d shoot me if I didn’t do what he wanted. Then I'd
do it — except for intercourse. He often tried to do that but I kicked and
screamed and bit him. I went berserk. When he took out his gun at these
times I decided he could kill me rather than make me have intercourse.

In all those years Hoffie only managed to have intercourse with me five
times. Twice Pieter, a friend of his, held me down. Another time, just
before we left home, he starved me to the point where I became sick. Then
he told me he’d give me something to eat if I did it. I was so desperately
hungry that he got his way. Then he gave me a dry piece of bread. Hoffie
made a prostitute out of me. Because I did it for food, I felt I was the
biggest prostitute walking on this earth, and that everybody knew this.

Hoffie made my embarrassment about my body and menstruation worse
by making me undress when I had my period. If he couldn’t get me to
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undress, he’d take out his gun and tell me he’d shoot me if I wouldn’t dg
this. So I eventually decided I had to undress. I was nine years old and |
hated myself.

I started getting very violent headaches every weekend when I was nine.
Hoffie continued to sexually abuse me no matter how bad my headacheg
were, When I was 12, I started having epileptic fits. They were so bad that
I had to go to hospital when I had one. I know now that these fits were
emotional blackouts I'd have when I couldn’t cope with Hoffie’s abuse,
I'd be unconscious for a few days at a time. The fits got worse and worse
so the doctor put me on Epilin tablets. But it was only when [ started vom-
iting and losing consciousness that Hoffie would back off. I think I started
having fits as a way of escaping him. Most of the time I'd be taken to hos-
pital, but even if I stayed at home, he left me alone when T was uncon-
scious. My fits continued until I started therapy at 17."

I thought these things were happening in every home and that this was
probably what life was supposed to be like. Hoffie kept on abusing me
until my mum divorced him when I was 14. By 16, I didn’t have any inter-
ests or hobbies any more. I didn’t feel anything and I didn’t do anything.
Eventually my mum got like that too. I was living the way she became
when she left Hoffie.

Hoffie’s Strategies

Hoffie is a very clever man. He knew where to press our buttons. He
didn’t use the same approach and excuses for me and Marietjie [Elsa
called Marie by this diminutive form of her name]. Because Hoffie knew
how much I cared for my mother and that I would do anything to protect
her, he told me he’d shoot her if I didn’t co-operate with him. He also
threatened to use my sisters. I was responsible for them and would do any-
thing to protect them. So I let him do what he wanted. I took a lot of abuse
to protect Marietjie in particular. I didn’t know then that Hoffie was also
sexually abusing her.

You can convince Marietjie to do something much quicker than me.
With me, Hoffie had to use threats, but he didn’t with Marietjie. You just
have to use a bit of psychology and you can get her to do what you want.
She’s very manipulable, whereas I'm not. I'm a fighter. But Hoffie still got
to do what he wanted with me — although not as often as with Marietjie.
He used gifts with her, but never with me. He couldn’t bribe me except
that one time when he starved me.

I didn’t understand why Hoffie gave Marietjie gifts until I was about
ten. Then I knew he was sexually abusing her — although I didn’t see it and
we never spoke about it.
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The Other Perpetrators

Hoffie’s sister’s son Basie tried to sexually abuse me, but he didn’t get
very far because he wasn’t much older than me.

By the age of nine, Hoffie’s abuse was part of my everyday life. That

car his cousin Jacobus and his friend Pieter also started having a good
party with me. They and Hoffie usually abused me together. Jacobus and
his wife were staying with us in Welkom at that time. Pieter, who was
paralysed and in a wheelchair, stayed in a caravan in the yard for more
than two years. Jacobus did it for less than a year; Pieter did it
more often and kept doing it even after he moved to his own house. But
it was only once every month or two by then because he didn’t visit us
as often.

Hoffie and Jacobus used to joke and laugh at my body and say, ‘Die
pytjies het gesteek’ [the bees have stung], when my breasts started to
develop. And ‘now she’s becoming a woman’, they’d say. Jacobus always
grabbed at my breasts and said, ‘Ooh, let me feel how far they are’, and
he’d ask me, ‘Have you developed any hair?’ and then he’d try to touch
me. But he never could have intercourse with me. I'd fight and scream
and perform when he tried to do it so he could never get it right. I used to
beg Jacobus and Hoffie to rather kill me. I told them they could do any-
thing to me afterwards but they had to kill me first. They said I wasn’t
being a woman and that I must take it like a woman because I was grown
up like a woman. They said, ‘this is what womanhood is about’. So I hated
being a woman. I wanted my old body back.

I think Pieter and Hoffie had a big discussion before Pieter started sexu-
ally abusing me. One of the first things the two of them did together was
make me watch videos. In one of them, a young Indian girl was raped by
three cowboys. In the other, a woman was raped and then cut up with an
electric saw. I vomited after I saw them and I was very sick for a couple of
days. I was sure that the Indian girl really had been raped and that the
other woman really had been cut up after she was raped. I also believed
that these things happened in everybody’s lives. If it happened on a video
and it was happening in my home, how could I say it was wrong? I
became very doubtful about what was right and wrong.

Hoffie and Pieter would block the doorway to a room with their wheel-
chairs and make me get undressed. They’d say, ‘Elsa, you know what to
do’, and I’d just stand there. Hoffie would say, ‘Start!” and I'd continue
just standing there. Then one of them would take my hand and force me to
touch where he wanted. Then they’d comment on my body like, “Your
bum is too big and your breasts are too small’, or they’d complain, ‘You
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don’t have enough pubic hair.” By then I'd be in a very emotional state,
I'd stand there doing nothing and eventually they’d force me to play with
their penises, It was gross. Still today, I won’t touch a man’s penis.

I had to take off Pieter’s urine bags when he abused me, which I hated,
He would lie on the bed and tell me to lie on top of him, but I wouldn’t,
Hoffie would then lift me up and put me on top of him. I'd be like a robot,
1 had to do whatever they wanted but I wouldn’t be the one to start it. That
made me feel it wasn’t happening to me. I can still do this [dissociate]
today.

Telling the Secret and Confronting Hoffie

After my first suicide attempt when I was 15, my mother asked if there
was anything in the past that I wanted to tell her about. That’s when I told
her that Hoffie had sexually abused me and Marietjie. She had a very hard
time adjusting to the knowledge that her kids were being abused under her
eyes. She feels a lot of guilt about it. She confronted Hoffie about it when
he phoned many years later. He said he hadn’t done anything wrong; that
he only did what every father does to his daughters. He believes that
fathers own their children and can do what they like with them. His whole
family thinks that way.

When I was 18, I went back to Welkom where Hoffie still lives, to con-
front him about what he did to me. I was still very angry with him and ]
was very bothered that he hadn’t been punished for what he did. When I
got there, I looked into his eyes and said, ‘God will punish you ten times
worse than what you’ve done to me’. He asked me what I was talking
ahout because he didn’t think he’d done anything wrong. I told him be
was a sick man and that he’d get his punishment, not in this life, but in the
next.

My hate for Hoffie disappeared after that and I no longer want revenge.
I’s in the past now. Revenge wouldn’t give me back my innocence or the
cleanliness T want. No punishment that he could get now would do that.
But on Judgement Day, he’ll be punished and I'll be cleansed.

While 1 was in Welkom, I warned any female I knew Hoffic was in
contact with about his abusiveness. I told his girlfriend who came with
him to fetch me at the station, You don’t want to get married to a man
like this. If you have children by him, he’ll abuse them.” I'll report him if 1
find out he’s been touching any child.

There was never any point to trying to prosecute Hoffie. I'd have been
willing to do this in different circumstances, but courts say that the victim

was looking for it in 90 per cent of the cases that are tried in South Africa. §

I wasn't going to go through a trial only to be made into the guilty party.
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SEXUAL ABUSE OF OTHER FAMILY MEMBERS

Elsa’s Mother

My mum told me recently that her stepfather got into her bed with her
when she was 16 years old. My granny caught him, so nothing happened,
put she still felt it had a big effect on her. After that, my grandmother
didn’t trust her husband so she slept with my mother until she was grown
up.

My mother also said she’d been molested once when she was five or six
by a male cousin. He was eight or nine at the time. He pulled her into the
bushes and tried to penetrate her, which was pretty traumatic for her.

Elsa’s Siblings

Marietjie was a real tattle-tale. If she knew about us stealing food, she’d
tell. Then we’d get a beating and she wouldn’t. That’s how the hatred
between Willie and Marietjie started. He got even more punishment than
the rest of us. He hated Marietjie and sexually abused her because, he said,
it was the only way to punish her for getting him into trouble. Also, he
was very jealous that Hoffie gave her so many gifts. He knew that having
sex with her would break her, so that’s why he did it. And he’s never apol-
ogised to her for what he did. I also hated Marietjie because I felt I was
being punished for protecting her.

Willie never touched me sexually. Although he was a year older than
me, I was bigger than him and I used to beat him up if he beat up one of
my sisters. :

QOther Relatives

My son Pierre went through a stage where he wouldn’t let anybody
besides my husband take off his nappy [diaper]. This made me wonder if
he was being abused. When he was a year and a half old, my mother and I
caught my 12-year-old half-sister Jenny playing with his penis. I freaked
out because I°d told myself that my child would never have such an experi-
ence. I beat the hell out of Jenny and nearly killed her that day. I know I
shouldn’t have handled it that way but I was so upset because I know that
sexual abuse breaks a person and takes away their innocence. I took my
son for 2 medical check-up and was told that he had a very bad infection.
My mum and I took Jenny to the Red Cross Hospital to be examined.
After that my mum caught her having sex with her adopted brother
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y. We found out that André had started
sexually abusing her when he was ten and she was five. Jenny’'s mother
was a prostitute before my dad married her [she was his second wife], and
she ignored it when her kids started having sex with each other. I think it
went on for five or six years.

My dad decided Jenny was causing too much trouble in our family, so
er mother in Namibia {a neighbouring country

André.2 so we sent her for therap

we put her on a flight to h
previously colonised by South Africal. Jenny is continuing to sexually

abuse other children in Namibia.

Hoffie’s New Life

After my mother left him, Hoffie. who was in his forties, married a 16- |
girl. There was a story in You magazine about it with a picturcof §
is wheelchair with his new wife. That young girl ruined -
Hoffie, which gave me the biggest pleasure. She stripped him of his
money, his housc and his business. But when he divorced her, he got
custody of their little girl, who must be about five years old now.
When 1 heard this, I phoned the welfare office in Welkom and told them '
I was afraid Hoffie would sexually abuse this child. 1 also told them that
he’d abused me for many years. They told me they would monitor the situ-
ation but I can’t see what will come of that. It’s so cruel. I'm sure Hoffie
hasn’t stopped his abuse, 0 that little girl will go through exactly what w
went through. And we’re partly to blame because we didn’t prosecute him
I'm angry that he hasn’t had any punishment for all that he's done.

year-old
him posing in h

THE AFTERMATH OF INCESTUOUS SEXUAL ABUSE

ss: I've blocked out the worst things that Hoffi
and his friends and family did to me. I'm positive that deep down I kno
them, but I’ve cut them out of my memory so I can cope better with lif
But my memory loss doesn’t just relate to what Hoffie did. For example,
can’t remember ever feeling happy or laughing as a child.

e two different people when I was 13, I could talk to peop
d withdraw and try to flee when

1 have a lot of memory lo

1 was hk
when Hoffie wasn’t around but T’
walked into the house. I'd sit under the kitchen table when we had visitors:

The sexual abuse has changed me and my whole outlook on life. I've.
also been affected by the mental and physical abuse. ButT've made quited
good life for myself anyhow. I've made myself cope with my proble
Yet certain reactions will stay with me for the rest of my life. I've tried
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change them, but I can’t. They are so deep they’ve become automatic. For
example, even today, I lose my temper instantly if someone walk ‘
me and smacks me on my backside. S Pt

Impact on Relationships with Men

Boyfriends
When I was 13, an [8-year-old bo
y called Mark started comi
h(?use every day. He seemed to sense what was happening in mrsll?(%ni: athcle
tried to protect me. He sat with me until my mother got home or he togk
me (;lut before.b}l‘lofiie got home. He tried to get me out of the house as
much as possible. I think he i
much & realised my fear although we never taiked
‘Mark is a very special person to me, although I have no contact with
:2:1 ;(Zimn},{tetgf:cinlle m)l'ds?le support yet he never made any demands on'
. ink I could feel that way towards a male i
el tt after
that had happened to r.ne.. I think it’s because of Mark that [ copeec;/ :ﬁl;ﬁg
abhuse betterlt.}ll(an Marietjie. Because of Mark, I knew there was somebod;
who wasn’t like all the others. And I knew he |
. oved me for who I
what he could get out of me. The letter i N,
. s I got from him were beautif;
[h%:/i;e years we were together, he didn’t do anything sexual with r;: H
- er;{ I was 18, Mark was living in Welkom where Hoffie was 'also
e kgo.m e \z,vsnted tolmarry me. We planned to get engaged and to live in
Welkor W N enIId;.lcrirlved there a girl told me Mark had a child by another
. en I didn’t believe her, she told me sh
So I packed my bags and retu ; . The rnged 1o
: rned to Cape Town. Th '
trusted in my life had done exactl else o o
y what everybody else had d
car;}e back home very broken and tried to commit suicide. enetome.!
Chik\;/(; }}],e;rs’ I;tzr I found out that Mark hadn’t been engaged or had a
. I'hadn’t had the guts to ask him if he’d decei
L expectod him o o ecerved me all those years,
y me even though he’d loved iti
for o yoars. Moark on ’ . g oved me unconditionally
. uldn’t forgive me for i
When 1 sasticad 1t ngt turning up to marry him.
for help ined our wonderful relationship, I turned to therapy
E . .
tem?g:p; li;)r Mafk, my relationships with men before my marriage were
o again ei we’d left Hoffie, I was determined no man would ever touch
o ﬁ‘,l ;OI even to ’hold my hand. As long as men stayed at a distance
becausel“;asnvytoulfm t go ou.t with a guy if I couldn’t pay for mysel%
warde T going to let him pay for me and then want a favour after-
myselt in ths vcryAc.lear to me that men only want one thing, so I never put
at position. I started having epileptic fits as soon as a guy got
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too involved with me. As soon as 2 guy heard I’d had fits, he wouldn’t
come again. | wanted them to love me for who I was, epileptic fits and all.

Sexual Harassment
I started working at Groote Schuur Hospital in Cape Town when I was 16.

I had a boss who started flirting with me, but I didn’t respond. He wanted
to have an affair with me, so he tocked me in his office. I broke everything
in there. When he opened the door. 1 threw one of the cash registers at
him. He said he’d report me. “That’s fine’, I said. He told me if I wouldn'’t
have an affair with him he could have me fired. I marched down to the
superintendent’s office and reported him.

When I returned to work after a holiday, my boss said he was going to sue
me for reporting him. I went to the superintendent’s office again and was
told that nine other girls had reported him while I was away. My boss was
demoted and moved out of the department after that, and he wasn’t allowed
to have any females working under

privacy. Since then, I'm very firm about it, even with my husband.

Therapy

Before I met my future husband, Ted, the girls in our family had sex 1

therapy, because to us, SeX Was filthy and something you didn’t talk about.
The sex therapists were adamant that because sex had not been discussed
in our family, my mum had to be there too. We were very embarrassed
when they described the sex organs and how the sex act happened, but it
was very helpful to realise that our bodies weren’t something to be
ashamed of. I think it’s because of the sex therapy that my marriage has
lasted. I don’t think I would’ve been able to have sex without it. When
Ted and I were engaged, we had therapy together because 1 still felt
couldn’t cope with sex. The therapist wanted us to postpone our Marriag
because he said I wasn’t ready for it. He kept telling me ’d never be ab
to have a baby and I'd never be able to have a successful marriage. Thi
d to prove that L was ready for marriage. I was on anti
and I found that I needed them after therapy ses
sions. Two weeks before 1 married, the therapist told me again that
wouldn’t be able to cope with sex or marriage. I stopped the therapy afte
one and a half years, and 1 haven’t been back since.

made me determine
depressants at that time

Marriage
I married Ted six years ago when 1 was 20. Before we got martied, 110

him ['d been sexually abused and that there are some sexual things I

him again. That was when 1 startedtobe §
in control. 1 knew that from then on, no man would invade my body or my 3

‘Kill M ’
e, Rather! 5

never be able to do because of it. i i
that didp’t stop us from havingl:l l{)ite 0‘;‘/2;? glrtsbllj:rizrsmndmg sboutit but
Ted 15 a very loving person whereas I'm not that ‘lovin Sexually, I’
probably a failure because I'm quite happy to never hai it e Y»‘I Iy
now thaf I can’t fall pregnant again. This is a big problem »feSP;01ally
makes him feel 1 dop’t love him. I get very obstreperous when hg ey 'It
because, to me, sex is not love; it’s something you have to do t ksays -
partner happy. If Ted can’t love me enough to accept me th ' way Lam,
he’Il have to find somebody else. I won’t give in on this Bute Way'I oo
get very depressed, especially when we’re having probleﬁxs rometimes §
ng does certain things to me that really bother me li.ke i
bghmd me and touching my breasts. I slap him for that ;Xlso ':’Ommg o
thing between us if he touches me when I'm sleeping. I'v wame maJ_OT
never to,do that. If he tells me to sit in certain positior;s Iivwa’mzd o
e’xther. 1 ll.never touch him [his penis], which is a bit u’ settcim o "hat
I've to’ld him he must never put my hand on his penis I’Hpmurc;lg lt10 hl{n-
that. I've told hl.m if he doesn’t learn not to do so.methin tt;xr lm'tor
uncomfortable with, then I'm going to hurt him the way he hg t e My
experiences havew made me very determined to be myself an‘iir o 1o 0
an;éthtn;gfl cfon’ft tleel comfortable with. I had to learn this for my 23;\};:/30
But I feel a ailure because I know my sex life isn’t .
think it will ever be. But we talk about our nom’lal en d'0“ |
;okmake my mfirrifage work. If I need more sgj(otbhleernz:;yatnl(?lll ;t‘ift‘;r;:m@d
'r]losv sex isn’t dirty even though I sometimes feel it is. e
lem,: \;réd Iethz;/e a wonderful relationship aside from our sexual prob-
Mariétjie,sghu bong very well. Fortunately, I didn’t choose a man like
parietie’s ths and, Kobus, who'd say, ‘Sex is your wifely duty’. I've
e lucky ones to have two good men in my lif .
through all the abuse. Y e fosupportime
hug}};e; ;I;es s(;iys hf: loves me I tell him I love him too and give him a
o upset I*; goesn { tf:ll r‘ne he loves me, I can’t tell him that. When I'm
isn’t true, but :;tat)i,ni(;shll ‘;;III":/:;S%‘;?’ g OndthfiS s oo o it
Ut » el was y created for a man’s use.
Son'r;llglciiewg:};ni[‘}::d,ll don’t fmd. it difficult to be very loving towards my
ot et te ove that 1 didn’t get. He'll never go without anything
that [t 0 give h’lm. Ivhave an obsession about letting him know
€ him and I tell him this a hundred times a day.

Blamed for the Abuse

Ted»was o .
about 5 yg::‘: ““‘;?fswndmg about my sex problems until he had an affair
~ £0. Then be started saying that the sexual abuse was my fault
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because I should’ve told my mother about it. He can’t put himself in my
shoes. He can’t accept that all the mental, physical and sexual abuse aj]
those years made us unable to talk. We never said anything to my mother,
We were cut off from her when we were kids. In fact, we didn’t say a word
to anvone. We accepted what was dealt out to us. Sometimes Ted can’y
hand!.e the fact that he wasn’t the first person [to have sex] with me.

The other day Ted even said that I'd looked for the sexual abuse. We
had an enormous fight about this, and I told him to get out of my life. He
wants me to tell him about the abuse in detail but then throws it in my face
when we have an argument. So I realise now that talking to him about it is
the quickest way for us to land up in a divorce court.

I was convinced when I was young that Hoffie’s abuse was my fault.
Now that I've had therapy, I want to kill somebody who blames me,
because I know I was innocent. Ted will have a very hard life if he doesn’t
stop blaming me. I told him to read The Secrer Trauma [Russell, 1986] so
he’d have a better understanding about sexual abuse, and I told him,
‘When you grow up and talk to me without being judgmental, I'll talk to
you about it again’. That’s how we work at our problems. Eventually I get
him around. But I won’t remarry if we divorce or if anything happens to
Ted because I won't give my son a stepfather.

Impact on Elsa’s Relationship with her Mother

Even today, I won't hug or kiss my mother. I think it has a lot to do with
what Hoffie did to me. Affection has become sexual for me. It feels wrong
with my mother. T think she senses that I feel very uncomfortable with
physical contact so we keep a distance from each other. But it hurts that
she hugs Marietjie and Beatrix, not me.

I can’t show my love for my mother except by going out of my way to
do whatever she wants me 1o do. I haven’t learned to say no to her. But
I’ve also never told her T love her even though she means as much to me
as my son does. I can’t say it to her because she’s never shown me that she
Joves me. I want more from her but I feel I can’t have it because she's
having such a hard time adjusting to all Marietjie’s problems.

My mother has had more than enough punishment through the years, 50
the more she can think, ‘Elsa has done a good job with it’, the easier it is
for her. 1 don’t want to add to all the guilt she feels about Hoffie’s sexually
abusing us. So I picture saying the awful things I want to say to her, but [
don’t actually say them. On the positive side, my mother and I have
become very close in the last six years. She’s like a friend now, and we
can talk about a lot of things.
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Other Psychological Consequences

Rebellion, Depression and Attempted Suicide
Altogether I tried to commit suicide four times ~ when I was 15, 16, 17
and 18. The first attermnpt was the most serious.

I was 15 when we left Hoffie. Suddenly we weren’t being abused or
controlled by anyone any more. My mother had the most terrible four kids
after that. We went wild. We beat each other up. We broke windows. We
did the most weird things. We stole. For example, we stole my mother’s
car — not because we needed i, which is why we’d stolen when we were
young — but because we wanted to be caught. We were very obvious about
our thefts. I'm surprised we didn’t land up in a place of correction.

We had a very hard time adjusting to being free of Hoffie’s abuse.
There was nobody telling us we had to do this or that. We were lost with
nobody dominating us. I pushed my mother to the limits because I wanted
her to take over that role. I'd go into a shop and I'd steal while she was
standing right next to me. I hoped she’d notice and punish me. I wanted to
be punished for Hoffie’s sexual abuse because I felt so guilty about it. So
the more my mother punished me, the happier and more satisfied I felt. I
couldn’t cope without abuse. And since I wasn’t being beaten up any
more, I went out of my way to get beaten. I drove my mother to the point
where she would get so cross she’d hit me. I was also so naughty to get
her attention. I wanted her love but I didn’t know how to ask for it.

I got worse and worse and I wanted to die, so I decided to commit
suicide. Boys had started to take an interest in me and I couldn’t cope with
it. Willie, Beatrix and I had to stay in boarding school while Marietjie was
allowed to stay at home, which I also couldn’t handle. I hated Marietjie
because I'd protected her from being abused all those years and I'd taken a
lot more abuse than she had. But she was allowed to stay with my mother
and I wasn’t. So I took an overdose of about 100 Epilin tablets [epilepsy
medication] and I was unconscious for two and a half weeks.

Although I still wanted to die when I became conscious, I also desper-
ately wanted to see my mother. But she refused to come to see me the
whole time I was in hospital. That broke me. I hated Marietjie for that too.
And it took me a long time to forgive my mother. I felt that she’d have
been there for me if she’d loved me. She tells me I said terrible things
when I got to hospital like that she hated me, but I don’t remember this.
Marietjie had already tried to kill herself, so the doctors had been at my
mother because her second child had tried to commit suicide.

When my mother picked me up from the hospital, she said, ‘I'm taking
you back to boarding school’. That wasn’t what I wanted to hear. I wanted




54 Behind Closed Doors in White South Africa

to be with her, but I couldn’t tell her that. I tried to show it by the way

acted. And I told her that if she took me back to the hostel, I'd commj ,

suicide. She asked me why I'd do that and I couldn’t answer. Then ghe
said, ‘You are pregnant!” and hit me. I wanted her to tell me she loved me
and that she didn’t care that I'd tried to kill myself, but instead she beat me
up! That's the last time she did that. By then, if she’d told me to put on my
shoes, I'd have told her to go to hell. I became very rebellious and starteq
hating her. The hate grew with the years and by 17, I was a very disturbeg
person. I couldn’t forgive my mother for the way she treated me after my
suicide attempt.

Later my mother told me she didn’t come to see me in hospital because
she was so upset by all the things she’d said to me in response to what I'¢
said to her, and that she didn’t know how to handle me. She thought |
tried to commit suicide to spite her, which was true in a way. And I con-
tinued to try to get at her for the following six years. I gave her the worst
time in her life because she’d accused me of being pregnant when [
wasn’t. T understood her to be saying that [ wanted the sexual abuse that
had happened to me. And I felt that she’d proven to me that I was worth-
less. I needed therapy to learn to be able to love again.

Marietjie then became the main person I tried to hurt because she’d
become everything to my mum. My mum spoilt her. She got what she
wanted because she’d been a sick baby. My mother felt she had to protect
her because she couldn’t cope with her problems or fight for herself the
way I could. But I also needed protection and my mother didn’t give it to
me.

My mother thinks my life is wonderful compared to Marietjie’s, but it
isn’t. There are days when if it weren’t for my son, I think I'd attempt
suicide again. I have a very hard time but people don’t seem to see it. 1
feel I have to fight because people make me fight and I have to be strong
because people make me be strong. They seem to believe, ‘Elsa coped
with it in her teenage vyears, so she doesn’t need support now’. I have to
tell myself, ‘Just keep going; in a couple of days the depression will blow
over’. But sometimes it takes me weeks to get over it, and it always comes
back.

Nightmares and Sleeping Problems

I don't like sleep and I don’t like the night. Sleeping started being a very
big problem for me after Hoffie first put his finger up my vagina when I
was nine, and it lasted until I was about 16. I had a lot of nightmares as a
teenager about being touched and raped, and I still have them occasion-
ally, like about touching a man’s penis.
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't handle a dark, quiet room because I'm terribly afraid of the dark.
Liry 16 hide this fear, but when I moved out of my mother’s house it was
vefy difficult for me to stay overnight in my own home because it brought
pack memories of Hoffie’s abuse.

1don’t sleep deeply. My husband knows that he mustn’t touch me once
pve fallen asleep because if anything moves over my body, I'm up and out
like a shot. Even if he only puts his hand on my arm, he has to go sleep
somewhere else. He tells me that my whole attitude towards him changes
after he’s touched me in my sleep and I won’t allow him close to me fora
couple of days until I'm over the fear. It’s like I'm a little girl when I'm
asleep and 1 think it’s Hoffie when somebody touches me. So I postpone
going to bed until midnight and I'm up again at six in the morning.

Self-Blame

When | was a teenager, I was convinced that Hoffie’s sexual abuse was
my fault. Sometimes I felt maybe he wouldn’t have continued to do it if
pd said something to him about it. Sometimes I feel guilty I didn’t do
more to try to stop him. Right up to becoming an adult, I kept breaking
myself down about this instead of telling myself that Hoffie was the
problem, not me. Therapy taught me that I didn’t look for it and that I
shouldn’t feel guilty about it. But I still live with the guilt at times. If only
v'd run away. If only.... But I didn’t. My fears were too great for me to do
anything.

Body Image

I was beautiful when I was young. I attracted men and I hated myself for
that. When I'm fat, like now, men aren’t interested in me, so I'm happy
being fat. I know that when people like me now it’s for my personality,
not my body. If people tell me, ‘You’re a bit fat’, I say, ‘Do you have a
problem with it, because I don’t!” I won’t let people intimidate me about
my weight. Even my doctor won’t comment on my weight any more. The
first time I saw him he said, ‘Well, we are overweight, aren’t we?” I told
him, “You're a bit overweight as well!” One of the things the abuse has
taught me is to speak up for myself because if I don’t, nobody else will.
It’s only when I don’t want to hurt someone close to me that I talk to them
in my mind instead.

Dissociation

I can talk about what happened to me as if I'm talking about somebody else
that I know. I can make myself into two people: the person who is being
abused and the person who is watching it. When I say, ‘He did this or that to
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me’, 'm saying it to the second person. Although I know the second person |
is me, dividing myself in two makes it possible to cope with it and talk
about it, otherwise I get too emotional. My mum feels that she can cope
with it if 7 can, so doing this helps both of us to deal with it. But 1 get upset
afterwards when I have to deal with my feelings on my own.

Suppression of Feelings

The sexual abuse has had a very big effect on the way I express my feel-
ings. I can talk quite calmly about what happened to me, but inside I fee|
like a volcano about to burst. T try to suppress a lot of my emotions
because I know if T let go, I've had it. So I'm petrified of letting go.1
wonder what I'll become if [ do.

Headaches and Addiction
I have violent headaches, heart palpitations and high blood pressure. The k
doctor says they’re caused by tension. I have a terrible thing about pain, so

I took more and more Syndol and became addicted for about a year. My %
headaches came back as soon as I went off them. Now I use Migrol and a

muscle relaxant that knocks me out for 24 hours. After that I'm fine fora §
couple of weeks. Lately, T only get a headache once in two months, but
they're very bad ones. 'm now trying to stay off Migrol because I think
they're habit-forming. I used to be on medication for my high blood pres-
sure and heart palpitations, but I've been off all medication for two and a
haif years now. I threw all my anti-depressants away!

Lack of Trust
I don’t trust any man with a child. T prefer little girls to stay away from -
men. I insist on this with a little problem-child I'm taking care of now. Ia
lose my temper and send her to her room if she gets too friendly witha
man. I know iC’s wrong for me to give her a negative attitude to men, but
I'd rather do this than have her experience sexual abuse. If a guy is too

friendly towards her, I kick him out of my house.

THE STRUGGLE TO HEAL

I went to see a therapist for the first time when I was 17. He wanted me ©
move out of my home because of the problems I was having with my
mother at the time. But I wasn’t very keen on his advice so 1 stopped
secing him. I went back to therapy when I couldn’t cope without it. I'to
my second therapist that Hoffie sexually abused me but it was oo difficu

‘Kill Me, Rather!’ 57

to tell him much more than that. He advised me to go to family therapy as
well as continuing to see him.

I spent nine months in intensive family therapy at the university. That’s
when my mother realised how much her kids hated her. I admire her for
her strength because she got a lot of hate from all four of us in those ses-
sions. My fits continued until nine months after [ started therapy, but I've
not had a fit since then.

I’m more at ease now and I can talk about my childhood. I now see
myself as a very positive person although I have my hitches and my
depressed times. But I'm basically very contented with life. I’'m not sorry |
got married and had a baby and I'm coping with the problems in my
marriage.

My object in talking about my weight to people the way I do is to make
them see that if you're determined enough you can make something posi-
tive out of abuse rather than allowing yourself to go down the drain.
People need to know that you can make it after being sexually abused. For
me, it’s been hard and it’s taken many years, but I'm at ease now because
I'm in control. And I'm peaceful and loving now, especially with children.

DISCUSSION AND ANALYSIS
Disability and Incestucus Abuse

Elsa believes that Hoffie's violence was related to his disability: ‘He
coul@n’t accept being confined to a wheelchair,” she said, ‘so he took it out
on his wife and children ...”. She surmised that his disability had also
undermined his sense of manhood, and that the more he beat his family
‘the stronger and the more manly he felt’. Elsa’s reasoning here could jusg
as well apply to Hoffie’s incestuous behaviour.

I was struck by the number of other disabled or unusually short incest
perpetrators there were in my small sample of 20 survivors, particularly
since I didn’t ask questions to solicit this information. For example
Hoffie’s friend Pieter was also in a wheelchair and Elsa described he;
older brother Willie (who sexually assaulted Marie) as ‘very tiny’ -
smal.ler and weaker than she. Her second stepfather, Spike, who called
Marie a whore and threatened to rape her over a period of four months
was also disabled. His legs were ‘messed up’ and he had to wear speciai
shoe§ because of an injured foot (see Chapter 4).

Nida Webber described her abusive stepfather as unusually short and
unable to physically get the better of his larger wife. ‘I think he hates
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being small’, she said (see Chapter 2). The stepfather of Eastlynne Nelsop,.
Tansley (her real name), another Afrikaner survivor in the study, lost 4

leg when he fell off a horse as a child. Eastlynne surmised that he wag

‘acting out his rage at being disabled” when he sexually abused her. The
disabilities of other incestuous fathers whose daughters’ stories are noy
represented in this volume include having a hairlip, cleft palate and speech,
impediment and being sexually impotent.

This raises the question of whether disabled men are particularly prone
to sexually abuse their relatives, or perhaps children in general. It seemg
quite possible that Elsa’s speculation about her stepfather may apply to
other disabled men; that is, in reaction to feeling their masculine egos
undermined by their disability, they may try to bolster their sense of power
by manipulating or forcing one or more of the female members of their
families into a state of sexual and/or physical servitude. This finding and
the theory suggested to explain it warrant further investigation.

DIFFERENCES IN PATRIARCHAL POWER IN AFRIKANER AND
ENGLISH-SPEAKING SOUTH AFRICAN HOMES

Because Elsa was raised an Afrikaner but married an English-speaking
South African, her descriptions of some of the differences that she experi-
enced in these two white cultures is particularly valuable. For example,
she observed that Afrikaners are significantly more authoritarian than
English-speaking South Africans. She considered the fact that Marie had
married an Afrikaner to be pertinent in explaining why her sister had expe-
rienced a tougher adult life than she had (see next chapter). Elsa also con-
tended that the family structure of most Afrikaner families is more
father-dominant and less democratic than that of English-speaking South
African families:

Afrikaner men are very domineering — more so than English-speaking
men. They think they own their wives and children. In the Afrikaner
family, the father is power, the mother is obedient, and the kids have to
fall in behind. The wives and children don’t talk back. The words of the
father are law, regardless of the thoughts or feelings of the rest of his
family. For example, my dad and Marietjie’s husband Kobus believe
they are the law and they don’t tolerate you questioning this because
they won’t accept losing their power. They aren’t give-and-take-people;
it’s, ‘I order you’ to do this or that. That’s also how they talk to child-
ren. They don’t explain why children have to do something. Their atti-
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tude is, ‘Do it because I'say so.” So the Afrikaner child learns not to ask
.why, whereas children in English-speaking homes ask questions. Sexual
_abuse isn’t spoken about in Afrikaans homes as it would be if the child
and the mother had individual rights.

The connection between the greater patriarchalism and authoritarianism
in Afrikaner families, the severity of the incestuous abuse and Afrikaners’
raéism and brutality towards black South Africans, will be explored in
depth in the concluding chapter.




4 ‘There’s a Sign on My
Forehead Saying, “Abuse
Me!™": Marie Malan’s Story

‘By that time, I felt I couldn’t do anything; 1 just used to lie there and |
him [brother} do what he wanted.’

INTRODUCTION

Marie Malan (a pseudonym) was 25 years old, divorced and still living
with her 48-year-old parents in a suburb of Cape Town when [ interviewed
her in 1992. She left school after completing standard nine (11th grade),
and now works as a data inputer in a hospital. Basic information about
Marie’s family was provided in the previous chapter and will not be
repeated here.

In addition to being raped by her stepfather, Marie was raped by two
other relatives (her brother and her stepfather’s cousin) and two much
older friends of the family (Picter and Hendrik), as well as being sexually
harassed verbally by her second stepfather, an uncle and two men at her
place of work (one of which involved sexual touching), and being peeped
at when bathing by her half-brother. Some readers may find this number of
sexual violations hard to believe. However, Elsa’s story corroborates
many of Marie’s experiences as well as many other parts of her story.
Similarly, Marie’s story corroborates Elsa’s. This corroboration is all the
more significant in view of the fact that they had barely discussed their
personal experiences of sexual assault with each other until after Marie
had been interviewed.

The issue of multiple victimisation is a very important one for incest
survivors, because of its frequency and because it so often results in
victim-blaming. This topic will be addressed at the end of Marie’s story,
along with multi-generational incestuous abuse, the impact of torture and
sexual slavery on survivors, and the dissimilar reactions of these two
sisters to the extreme abuse to which they were subjected.

I'interviewed both Marie and Elsa in the living room of their parents’
home. Marie told me that she’d had a sleepless night before our appointment.

60

et

“There's a Sign on My Forehead Saying, “Abuse Me!”' 61

isliked being asked about her experiences of sexual abuse and she was
~hensive about being interviewed in English. But ‘T want to help other
od women who are hesitant to talk about it,” Marie told me, ‘and I also

&P
?:;SSpecial to be asked to participate’. Feeling special is immensely import-

Marie, as will become evident in the following pages.

Although Marie and Elsa describe the same family backgrognd, they do
in different ways with different emphases that reflect their different ger—

:gnalities. Hence, I have elected not to edit out all of the overlapping

ant {0

information.

MARIE’S STORY

Family Background

My mom had a back operation before she had atbaby, and the doctors told
her she couldn’t have any children. She gave bxrtp to three of ,us anyway
but she had miscarriages after having me. This is why there’s a gap of
three years between me and Beatrix. My mom had to have a hysterectomy
atrix was born.

aﬂizf renom had to work a lot because my stepfather, Hofﬁe, insisted she
had to support us, so she wasn’t around during my childhood. As for my
dad, I find it hard to forgive him for leaving me when I was only three
years old.

I came to see my stepfather [Hoffie] as my father but I was always
petrified of him because he was so strict. I just did what. he tgld me to do.
My brother and sisters and I were not allowed to mix with people at
school. We weren’t allowed to bring friends home. We weren’t allowed on
my stepfather’s grass or to go outside when we got home from school. We
weren’t allowed to play in the house. We had to go directly to our rooms
and stay there. We were only allowed one cup of coffee a day. He never
explained why he made all these rules.

We moved from my granny’s house [Hoffie’s mother] to our own house
in Welkom when 1 was about seven. Because my granny wasn’t there any
more, my stepfather started beating us a lot with a sjambok when he was
cross with us. Elsa normally hit him back, but I could never do anything
like that. My stepfather also kept a gun next to him when he b'eat us. He
never used to say anything when he hit us and we didn’t ask him why he
was doing it. We just had to do whatever he wanted us to do. .

My mom was also very violent when §he was young. She als,o hit us for
any reason. One time the next door neighbour told her that we’d sworn at

R R
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him. Although I was innocent, she hit all of us. She never listened to why
we had to say. Sometimes I ran away to try to avoid a beating. That mag,
her so mad she’d throw bookcases down the stairs after me.

My mom had a maid who used to look after us and cook for us becayg,
my mom was away working very long hours. The maid would buy spinag
and make pap [maize porridge] for our main meal, while my stepfathe

would eat canned mushrooms and other luxuries. When the maid passed -
away, my stepfather was supposed to feed us, but instead he started stary. |}
ing us. 1 was about 10 at the time. When my mom came home he’d say '
that we’d already eaten. I was too scared of him to say a word; we were ] |

scared of him.

[ used to steal food from other children at school because I was hungry, &
The teachers laid a trap for me at school when I was in standard three [5t, §

grade] and caught me stealing. 1 felt so humiliated that I wet my pants,
When it came out that I wasn’t getting any food from home, a teacher
started bringing me a sandwich every day. So from then on, I knew I'¢
have something to eat. But I couldn’t take this teacher into my confidence,
I was petrified of grown-ups. Even in high school, I wouldn’t talk o
people.

We also used to steal toys from shops because we were never allowed
to have toys. We never got anything for Christmas. We had a Christmas
tree only once that I can remember. When people gave us presents, my
stepfather would always take them away from us. One guy used to give us
sweets; he also gave us a hi-fi and my brother a bicycle. My dad sold all of
these things because he didn’t allow us to have anything of our own. Once
Elsa got caught stealing some small thing from a shop and her punishment
was to stand there for a whole day.

My older brother Willie tried to kill my younger sister Beatrix when we
were young. He had a rope around her neck and he tried to hang her from
the roof. When my mom rocked up [arrived] unexpectedly, he had to stop.
Willie used to fight with Beatrix a lot. My mom didn’t know about it and
we never told her. She also didn’t know about how much we stole, or that
we used to sneak out at night and jump from the roof. Those were nice
times — the only times we could play. Only now does she hear about the
things we used to do. She says she would’ve killed us all if she’d known
what we were up to at the time.

After my stepfather kicked us out of the house, my mom found a flat in
Welkom, but she couldn’t afford to support us so we had to be split up.
Beatrix and [ went to stay with different church families, who gave us
clothes. Finally, my mom managed to find a one-bedroom flat so we could
all live rogether again.
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My mom mel Spike and married him after a few months. His legs
were messed up because he’d jumped off a building in a suicide attempt.
He had to wear special shoes because his feet were injured. He told my
mom on their wedding day that he’d just got out of jail for stealing a car
radio but we found out later that he’d been there for murder. I think he
did 10 years of a 15-year sentence. [ don’t know who Spike murdered; 1
don’t ask any questions, I just pick up what is said in front of me. But it
didn’t bother me that he’d been in jail and I didn’t care what sort of
person he was; I just wanted a relationship with somebody, especially a
an.

" When we came to Cape Town from Welkom for a holiday, we stayed
with my [maternal] grandmother. Spike didn’t bother looking for a job
here because he didn’t want to work. He just sat in his room the whole
day and watched television. The church finally gave him a job but he
used to drink a lot and they let him go after they caught him drunk a few
times.

When I landed up in hospital after a suicide attempt, we all went to
family therapy together. I begged Spike to be a father to me. 1 wanted so
much to be loved and accepted, but he wouldn’t accept us or mix with us.
My mom eventually kicked him out after eight years of marriage to him.
After their divorce, Spike started phoning every night. He used to upset us,
especially me, when I picked up the phone. For about four months he
called me a whore and said he’d rape me. I was petrified. We had to get
the police to remove him from our property. There used to be trees in the
front of our house, but we had them pulled out because he used to come
into the yard, sit down behind the trees with his long knife, and threaten to
kill us. We were terrified because of his prison record.

After my mom’s third divorce, I succeeded in tracking down my real
father. I asked a man at work who was going up to Walvis Bay [in
Namibia] where some of our family lives, to see if he could find my dad
there, and he did! When my father came to Cape Town, I didn’t recognise
him. At first my brother and sisters hated me for tracking him down
because they were mad with him for leaving my mom, and they didn’t
want anything to do with him.

I felt I was special to my father until he remarried my mom four years
ago. But now, when he has an argument with her, he threatens to take his
stuff and bugger off if she doesn’t do what he wants. He threatens us
[children] in the same way when we say something he doesn’t want to
hear. I cut myself off from him when he says that. My sisters tell him, ‘So
pack your stuff and go! You didn’t come back for us!” Sometimes I wish I
had their guts. When he swears at them they talk back to him. They
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remind him that he wasn’t around for 18 years and they tell him that Wwe're
grown-ups now and he must stop treating us as children.

My dad criticises me a lot. He doesn’t understand why I’m depresseq
Because 1 sleep a lot when I'm depressed, he sometimes says I'm Ver);
‘sleg’ [bad] and that my body is already so rotten that it must die. [ have a
lot of hate towards my dad. I blame him for leaving my mom. If they'q
stayed married, I wouldn’t have been abused.

I'met Spike again about two weeks ago after not seeing him or hearing 4
from him for years. He phoned me afterwards and told me that he loves §
me and that I was always his special one among the kids. It felt so wop. :'E
derful to hear this because I've been looking for that kind of fatherly
love. I had to remind myself that he didn’t accept us as his kids when |
needed him during the eight years that he and my mom were married. He
only tells me that I'm special now that they're divorced and he has ng
family.

SEXUAL ABUSE IN CHILDHOOD
Hoffie

It started at the same time as the hitting when [ was seven years old [one
year after he started sexually abusing Elsa]. He began by touching me.
Then he wanted me to touch his penis. I must’ve been about nine when he
started having intercourse with me. He also did it behind [sodomised her].
When he made me do oral sex, I had to swallow it, which made me vomit.
Later on he used to do sex with me every day or two.

The main thing I remember is getting very sick; I vomited a lot. After
vomiting, I felt clean inside. I felt okay, at least for a few minutes. It made
me feel more in control. But my stepfather gave me hidings for vomiting. [
also bled a lot [from her vagina].

He used to give me money and sometimes food if I did what he wanted.
Elsa and Willie were very jealous and resentful about this, Every time he
had sex with me, he told me it was because he loved me and because my
mom couldn’t give him a child. He must have been very bitter about this
to keep mentioning it. There was a stage when I wished I could give him a
child. I hated my mom for what he did to me because I felt it was her
fault. I didn’t really hate him at all.

My stepfather carried on sexually abusing me even after he’d kicked us
out of the house in 1979. He used to pick me up from my mom’s one-
bedroom flat, take me to his house, have sex with me, then drop me off at
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pome. When my mom started working night-shifts, he’d wait at her flat for
meto-get home from school.

‘After my mom sent me to boarding school, my stepfather told the
school hostel mother and father that he was going to kill my brother,
sisters and me as soon as he saw us. The hostel mother didn’t allow us to
go out of the schoolyard after that; we had to go straight to our rooms
after class. We even ate in our rooms. The hostel mother and father
reported my stepfather’s threats to the police. My mom also told the police
that he was threatening her at work. I think the police warned him about
his gun, but he was never arrested.

Everything seemed too much for me when I was 13 and in boarding
school. T couldn’t get on with others at school. I had problems communi-
cating and mixing with people. Everything was deurmekaar [mixed-up]. 1
was always in trouble about being untidy and not caring about how
I looked or dressed. I hated not having my mom around. So I took an
overdose of Elsa’s epilepsy tablets.

When I went home after my suicide attempt, I felt special because 1
didn’t have to go and sit with everybody and eat in front of them. People
left me alone. I could go to my room and study. My mom was concerned
about me, although I refused to speak to her about why I'd done it. The
school officials told my mom that I must be removed from boarding
school because I couldn’t mix with people and I needed to be with her. So
we were all sent to another school.

My stepfather still carried on sexually abusing me after that; it ended
sometime later that year when I was 13.

Keeping the Secret

My stepfather threatened to hit me if I ever spoke about the sex. When 1
was about 10 or 11, he made me watch two movies. Then I had to do what
the women in the movies had to do. In one of the movies a lot of men
raped a woman and did whatever else they wanted to her. The other movie
showed a woman being cut up alive after the men had sex with her. My
stepfather threatened to do the same to me if I told anyone what he was
doing to me. That's why I'd rather have died than tell anyone. The movies
pumped into my head that ‘this is my life’. I started to think that what was
happening with my stepfather must be normal; that it must be happening
to-other girls. So I started accepting it.

When I was a little older, my stepfather used to sit with his gun and
threaten to kill me if I told anyone. After my suicide attempt he bought me
a television set to try to keep me quiet. He continued giving me presents
for allowing him to do it and to get me to keep quiet.




66 Behind Closed Doors in White South Africa

Disclosing the Secret
I went to see a social worker after my first suicide attem

he didn’t believe me. He said I was lying and looking for attention, So
continued to keep quiet about it after that.

I'was 17 when Elsa told my mom what my stepfather had done o us,
When my mom asked me if it was true, I burst into tears but said nothip ’

then I went to my room and cried. Before that I'd always pretended thy ‘E
nothing was wrong. Although my mom knew about jt then, she didpy §
know how far it had gone. After finding out about the abuse, she sent me '

to get treatment for my vomiting.

My mom has a habit of telling anybody I meet that I've been sexually
abused, so I never bring people home. I've told her not to do this, but she
continues anyhow. Elsa also talks about it very easily now, even in frop
of males, which upsets me a lot. I walk out when she does this in front of
me. My dad doesn’t allow us to speak about sexual abuse or ahout the
past in front of him. He and I have very little communication any more,

Other Sexual Abusers

Hoffie’s Cousin Jacobus and His Friend Pieter
Jacobus began talking to me a lot about sex and going to bed and how
enjoyable it is. He did this about the same time my stepfather began touch-
ing me. He [Jacobus] showed me his penis and made me hold it, then he
paid me two rand {32 pence/$0.67]. He was the first one to make me do a
sexual act.

I must have been about 11 when my stepfather’s friend Pieter started
sexually abusing me. He knew that my stepfather didn’t give us food, so
he offered me food for having oral sex with him.

Brother Willie

Willie and my sisters hated me because I was at home after I attempted
suicide while they were at boarding school, and because I meant more to
my stepfather than they did. Willie was also jealous because of the gifts
my stepfather gave me.

Willie walked in one time when Jacobus was about to penetrate me. I
think this may have triggered his decision to sexually abuse me. He started
doing this when he was 15 and I was 13 after my stepfather had kicked us
out of the house. He mostly did it on weekends when he was allowed out
of boarding school. He’d come to my bed at night, pull off my panties and
have sex with me. He didn’t say anything, he just did it. By that time, I felt

pt. He wag the
only person I ever told about the abuse while it was still going on, BUt:
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1dn’t do anything; I just lay there and let him do what he wanted.
. me I remember saying, ‘I'm going to tell mom’. But my mom was

‘ orking night-shift then, so she wasn’t at home.

Y i(’lllie called me a whore for having sex with him and threatened to tell
! [ was a whore. This cracked me up. I had nobody to talk to about
othe’s as doing. I couldn’t take it, so I tried to kill myself again. I took
whal he errdose of Elsa’s pills than 1 took the first time. I was told lgter
o larger;t wild and turned the bed over. But I don’t remember aAnytk?mg
that twfalling asleep on my bed and then waking up in the hpspxtal in a
;)l(:s?e)r cast. Apparently I was found passed out on the floor with a broken
kn;:igys tried to avoid Willie after he sexually abqsed me because [ was
terrified of him. I couldn’t be in the same room as him any more.dAs soon
as he came into a room I was in, I'd go and lock myse;lf in my be r.oom.k

All I could do to get back at Willie was to steal things and let him take
the blame. My parents didn’t believe that ‘l would steal. They knew mlc;,( a;
the good little girl who did everything for everybody and never talke
pack. Willie knew I'd done it, but he also knew that the gro:/n-ups
wouldn’t believe him because he’d stolen a lot of money, forged cheques,
and so on. So he’d get a hiding for what I'd done. ‘

One day when we were all having lunch together’when I was in stqg
dard eight [10th grade], T was telling my granny thgtl d tleked to my ggl -
ance teacher. The next moment Willie threw a pair of scissors at me. l?e
of the blades went in one side of my arm and out the other. He did this
because he thought I'd gone to speak to the teacher about what he wzlls
doing to me, although that wasn’t true. He ran away aftgr that. My uncle
took me to the hospital for stitches, but my mom did nothing about it.

I became very close to my granny. She didn’t know ab.out the sexual
abuse, but I used to hide behind her for protection. I‘wlas with her day and
night. I even slept with her. I think that’s why Willie stopped sexually
ab?S\:Jrz‘i rslz)er.nad with Willie for many years that I wanted to Aget revenge by
phoning his wife and telling her what he’d done to me. 1 spll want t'o hurt
him. I want to tell anyone who comes into contact with him, especially a

ut the sexual abuse. A
W()Irtr’l:n(;:go s§nce Willie divorced his wife that he came back into tk}lle
family. I was so excited when he got divorced becal‘xse I was no longer the
only one in the family who’d messed up my max,'nage. Bgt hl.S retur?fto
our family has been haunting me because I don’t want him 1r3 my i fe.
Some people don’t even know I have a brother because I don’t f:laSSl y
him as a brother after what he did to me, and I don’t speak about him.
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Willie has a gun on him because he’s a policeman, and I'm petrified of
firearms and I'm petrified of him. I became hysterical the other night whey
he caught me on the phone talking to a friend. I'm scared my mom i
going to tell him that I ve been talking in therapy about what he did to me,
Sometimes I want to kill him. I want to hurt people who’ve hurt me.

Disclosure

When I told my mother about Willie’s sexual abuse she didn’t believe me,
She told me I wasn’t going to force her to choose between her son and me,
‘I love him, and that’s it!" she said. Willic has always been my mom’s
favourite. He means the world to her because he’s her only son. But Willje
blamed my mom for the beatings by my stepfather and for 14 years he told
her that she wasn’t a mother.

A Family Friend
When I was 13 and staying with my mom in her apartment in Welkom, 3
38-year-old family friend called Hendrik told me he had a new dress for
me in his car. He said he’d give it to me if I'd have sex with him. I didn't
have anybody 1 felt special to after my stepfather was out of my life, so
got involved with him. [Embarrassed laughter] It was my first new dress
and I'll never forget it. He’d give me anything I wanted in return for sex.
He spent a lot of money on me. He was like a sugar daddy to me. He
bought me a ring and sweets. 1 let him buy sweets for Elsa and the others,
but when he bought Elsa a birthday present, I was the hell in [furious]
with him. I was very possessive and I didn’t want him to buy anything
special for anybody else.

My relationship with Hendrik lasted a few months until we moved to
Cape Town. I felt a lot of guilt about it.

An Uncle

When I was 18, a group of us went to the beach one day. I met an uncle
who was in his 60s there who I hadn’t ever met before. He was a relative
on my granny's side of the family [therefore probably English-South
African]. He asked me if 1 loved him. I said, ‘Of course I do’. Then he
wanted me to prove it by having sex with him. He said he’d pay me.
didn’t answer him; I just walked away.

This experience really broke me. It reminded me of what had been
happening with my stepfather and all the others. If you love men or you
care about them, all they want is sex. That’s how it's always been with
all the men in my life. I wished my uncle was dead, and I felt great when

he died.

‘There’s a Sign on My Forehead Saying, “Abuse Me!”’ 69

Half-brother

My father has a 19-year-old adopted son, André, who means everything to
him. About two years ago we found out that André used to open the bath-
room window and watch me and my mom bathe. That is when it also came
out that André had sexually abused his sister Jenny from when she was five
until she was 11 or 12. My mom reported André’s behaviour to the welfare
department, not because he sexually abused Jenny, but because she couldn’t
handle him. They sent him to Tenderton Home [a reform school].

Sexual Harassment :

I've had problems with some guys at work who keep telling stupid jokes
about sex, and one of them kept touching my breasts when he walked past
me. It got me down but I couldn’t do anything about it. There's another
guy at work now who won’t leave me alone. I don’t know how to handle
him. He wants to take me home and he wants to visit me at my home. His
remarks leave me feeling that sex is all there is in life; it’s all men ever
want. I don’t want to report him to my boss because I'm scared I’ll lose
my job, so L just try to avoid him.

THE AFTERMATH OF INCEST AND OTHER SEXUAL ASSAULT
Impact on Family Relationships

Relationship with Mother

[ hated my mom for not being around when my stepfather sexually abused
me. She told me recently that he abused her sexually too and that he con-
stantly threatened her with his gun and stopped her from being with us.
But all I can remember is that she wasn’t there. Sometimes I’d make
myself vomit to get her attention. Then she’d take me to a doctor to get an
injection, so I'd have her for those few moments,

I'm very possessive about my mom. I don’t know if 'm special to her,
but I feel I am. It’s probably because I don’t talk back or ask her for any-
thing. I'm petrified of my mom. I want so much to move out of this house
and yet something is holding me here. I feel I've hurt her all my life. 'm
trying to make up to her now for hating her so much, by doing whatever
she wants.

Siblings
Idon’t know how far my stepfather’s abuse went with Elsa or who he
started abusing first, but there was a lot of friction between us because he

—ssdh
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didn’t give her any of the things he gave me. I feel that she and Willie and
Beatrix have always pushed me away. All my life they kept reminding me
about the gifts T got from our stepfather, and that I was always special,
especially Elsa. I was always the favourite, with my granny as well. They
also kept reminding me about Hendrik, who they called my ‘sugaf qaddy’,
because of all the gifts he gave me. They didn’t know he was giving me
these things in return for sex. 1 hated their resentment so much that four or
five years ago, I smashed the television my stepfather gave me. ,

Two months ago I gave away my whole trousseau. I decided I didn’t want
it because for me earthly possessions mean nothing, and I connected my
trousseau with all the gifts I got in return for all the things men did to me:

I envy my sisters for having children, especially Elsa. I used to stay
with her to baby-sit Pierre. I've always wanted (o be her. My mom always
says, ‘Elsa’s fine; she’s coping’. My mom tells me | should take the abuse
like Elsa has. But I know Elsa hasn’t overcome her abuse because I've
seen her taking out her anger on her son. '

I've put my younger sister Beatrix on a pedestal. She wasn’t sexually
abused;' she makes friends easily and she has all the friends she needs.
She passed her matric. She’s married and about to have her secox}d baby.
can’t stand it! She’s everything that I want to be, yet she’s very jealous of
me, and very hurtful to me sometimes.

Depression and Suicide Attempts

The abuse has been ruining my life for a very long time. [ tried to commit
suicide three times when I was 13. I already told you about the first two
times. To understand my third attempt you need to know that thére were
two very important things in my life when I was 13: playing the piano aqd
being a library prefect. One day when I was very dowp, my sister Beatrix
told the library teacher that I didn’t want to be a librarian any more, so she
became the library prefect. Then when I went to piano practice, a standard
seven [9th grade] pupil told me I wasn’t allowed to play.the piano. SO,I
felt there was no life for me any more and I tried to kill myself. This
attempt wasn’t as serious as the others and I was able to force myself to
stay awake.

The fourth time was when I was 17 after Elsa told my mom about my
stepfather’s sexually abusing us. I took another overdose six mf)nths after
my granny passed away when I was 18. Her death was a very big shock {0
me. She was the person in my life. I was happy Wben I.was. with t?er‘
During my high school years, she was the one positive thing in my life.
She was like a mother to me.
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After I took this overdose, I had second thoughts about dying, so I
phoned the therapist I'd seen. He told me to wake up my mom or he’d
have an ambulance sent to take me to hospital. I woke my mom and she
took me to hospital where they pumped my stomach. When I got home, T
just lay in my bed for two weeks. I lost ten kilos [22 lbs] because I didn’t
eat. I did nothing. The school principal begged me to go back to school,
but I couldn’t. When I started to eat, I couldn’t keep anything down. I
didn’t care about anything any more.

I had a breakdown after this suicide attempt. I became an in-patient in
Groote Schuur for three-and-a-half months. I sat for five weeks doing
absolutely nothing. I never want to feel like that again. I was furious that
wasn’t dead. I wanted to be with my granny [heaven].

My most serious attempt was last year when my husband was sexually
abusing me [to be described]. When I'm depressed, I don’t care about any-
thing. I don’t go out and socialise. On weekends I just stay in my bedroom
and sleep all day with my light and my radio on. What [ hate the most is
waking up at night when everybody’s asleep. This makes me very, very
depressed.

I've been hospitalised many times because of my suicide attempts.
Aside from the three-and-a-half months at Groote Schuur Hospital, I’ ve
been in Valkenberg {mental hospital] for three weeks and in a day clinic
for two months, and in Victoria Hospital for a week. They wanted me to
stay six weeks at Lentegeur Hospital, but I wouldn’t. I was also admitted
to Kenilworth Clinic.

Tused to pretend I was okay but then I'd get very depressed when T was
alone. I can’t stop showing my depression any more, and I'm afraid my
family won’t be able to take this.

Relationships and Sexuality

When I was 20 or 21, I got engaged to a very nice guy who I'd played
music with at school. He was the first guy I ever had a relationship with. I
allowed him to have oral sex with me but when he insisted I have oral sex
with him, I totally freaked out. I became a little girl who couldn’t protect
myself, as if I had no say. When I said ‘No’, he just ignored me. That’s
what I hated the most. When I say ‘no’ people don’t believe me. The oral
sex broke it between us. It made me feel so dirty. It was as if everything in
the past was coming back. So I broke off the engagement three months
before the wedding. It took me about two years to recover from that rela-
tionship. Then I met Kobus.
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An Abusive Marriage
Kobus boarded with us for three years. He was 26, a Mormon and a Motor

mechanic. My mom told him about the abuse which he seemed very under. '}

standing about. I liked him and felt T could talk to him. Kobus suggested
we marry, and I agreed to it because I thought he’d understand how 1 feg]
about sex and because he said he wouldn’t push me. But a month before the
wedding, I didn’t want to go through with it. I asked my mom to come tq
therapy with me so my psychiatrist could explain to her that I wasn’t ready
for marriage. But when we walked out of there she said, ‘You are not going
to change your mind a month before the wedding!” My mom wanted (o see
me married and having kids, so I married Kobus in 1991,

I was very scared on our honeymoon. We didn’t have sex the first night
but very soon I discovered that Kobus didn’t believe in foreplay. He
wouldn’t kiss or cuddle. I hated it.  couldn’t get undressed in front of him
or stay naked. I was dead sexually. The abuse had trned me totally off
sex which he couldn’t understand. He told me that I was his wife and |
should do what he wants. I told him ‘No’, but he still carried on. I had
absolutely no say. I told him I needed time and that I couldn’t have inter-
course because it was too painful. He didn’t believe me. He thought T wag
Just trying to get out of it, so he forced himself on me. Once again, I
reacied by becoming little Marie who couldn’t even talk to him.

Kobus forced himself on me once a night when I wasn’t working a
night-shift. I didn’t feel a thing but I decided I would have to let him do it
because I couldn’t stop him. Every time we had intercourse I felt so sick |
vomited. [ tried all sorts of ways to get out of it, like arranging to work a
lot of night-shifts. Kobus noticed and complained about this. He told my
parents that I wasn’t interested in sex. Meanwhile, he kept on doing it. He
wanted us to have children straight away. Although I also wanted children,
I felt I wasn’t emotionally ready to cope with them then, which he also
couldn’t understand.

I went to my gynaecologist because intercourse was very sore and I had
started bleeding. He did an operation to repair me because I was torn there
[vagina]. He said the bleeding was caused by tension. He didn’t give me
anything to help me cope with the pain; he just told me to relax. And he
said that a woman should do whatever her husband wants. I lost all hope
then that things could be better.

My husband was always in charge and he was also very possessive. I felt
I was nobody. I couldn’t speak to him after he forced himself on me but I
spoke to Elsa and Lifeline [a suicide hotline] nearly every day. I tried to
carry on and to keep going to work. When I phoned Tele-Friend, a Christian
help line, they told me there was nothing that could be done about my situ-
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afion, so there was nowhere else for me to turn. I wanted to be with my
nny because I felt she understood me and that everything would be fine if
1 was with her. I wouldn’t have any more abuse and nightmares.

1 had only been married two-and-a-half months when I attempted
suicide again last year. We were still living at home with my mother and
she started nagging me because I was so depressed. I stopped caring how
people saw me. I was in tears a lot. My work was going very badly. I was
failing in everything. One day I didn’t go to work and I took another over-
dose. My dad found me in my room and called an ambulance and 1 landed
up in Victoria Hospital. The overdose affected my bladder so I had to stay
in hospital for about a week.

I became hysterical every time Kobus visited me at the hospital, so I
asked my mom to tell him not to come. When Kobus walked into the
house after I came home from the hospital, I couldn’t cope. I felt the same
as when I see my brother ~ that he was going to hurt me again. I got hold
of my psychiatrist and he booked me into Kenilworth Clinic that night. I
had a nightmare about my stepfather while I was there. It was his abuse
that ruined my marriage.

In one of my nightmares I dream that I'm killing the people I love, like
my mom or my four-year-old nephew. When I wake up I feel so guilty for
having such terrible thoughts that I want to hurt myself. I tried to kill
myself after one of these nightmares by cutting my wrists with scissors. It
wasn’t too serious but my therapist was really angry with me. After that1
couldn’t communicate with her any more. I'm petrified of her now. I hate
it when people get angry with me.

My psychiatrist asked Kobus why he’d married me. Kobus admitted it
wasn’t because he loved me. He said his parents put a lot of pressure on
him to marry and he wanted to have children. When I returned from the
clinic, Kobus left our home and filed for divorce the next day. When he
came to get some of his things from our house, he brought the police with
him because he was afraid my parents might be violent towards him. I
became hysterical when I saw him. My mom was very distraught because
it was the first time she’d seen me like that.

What hurt me the most was that Kobus and I had a temple marriage
[Mormon] which means that you are to be together for ever, even after
death. So I didn’t only fail in my marriage and fail at being a woman. I
also failed God.

I soon started to feel that my failed marriage was my fault because I
hadn’t given Kobus what he wanted sexually. So a week before the
divorce came through, I suggested to Kobus that we go for sex therapy to
see if we could work it out. He agreed and we went to see a Doctor
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Gibson. The first few weeks were fantastic. For the first time in my life
had a real relationship. We went out with each other. We wrote letters ¢
each other. We'd never done these kind of things before. Then six monty
later we started living together again.

But again I freaked out about having to be naked and about being mag
saged. | told Kobus I knew I wouldn’t be able to expose myself in those
ways. He badgered me about having sex again and I realised I couldn’t dq
what Dr Gibson had taught us after all. Knowing it couldn’t work, |

became depressed again. Kobus became very possessive again; pe .
wouldn’t even allow me to see my mom. He also refused to go to church I

didn’t want to live like that.

Kobus wasn’t pleased when I told him I was going back into therapy. | :
went to my previous therapist twice a week and my psychiatrist once a1

week for Prozac. I told them I was really feeling down. When I'm sick of
everything. I stop taking my tablets and go into a deep depression. |
became very suicidal again so T was admitted to Lentegeur Hospital and [
didn’t want to see my husband or anybody else.

Lentegeur Hospital changed my medication because Prozac didn’t work
for me. But I couldn’t keep any food down or the new anti-depressant
tablets. The doctor at Lentegeur wanted me to stay there for six weeks but
I was concerned about being away from my job for so long. My job is the
only thing I'm living for now.

['used to feel very sorry for Kobus when he cried. He knew he had me
when I saw his tears. He'd cry and say he was sorry after he forced sex on
me, but he kept on doing it anyway. I only saw what he was doing as rape
after it was over.

Kobus spoke to our pastor about our problems. The pastor was very
supportive of me and said we should separate. This time, / walked out!

Other Psychological Consequences

Self-Blame

Being morally clean is very important to Mormons. Because [ always blamed
myself for what had happened 1o me, 1 felt I'd sinned and I was dirty and [
wouldn’t be forgiven. I feel I've ruined my life and I've disappointed God
and let Him down. 1 think the abuse was His way of punishing me.

Negative Self-Image
It’s as if there’s a sign on my forehead saying, ‘Abuse me!’ Being a
woman means being abused. [ wanted to have a sex change operation
when I was younger.
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1 feel I’ ve disappointed the people I love. I'm not what they want me to
be.

Pve always tried to buy friends, including my sisters. I still do i,
although I'm trying to stop. I used to give all my money to my sisters
whenever they asked for it so I could have their friendship.

The Meaning of Menstruation

I feel it’s a sin to have a period and it’s a sin to be a woman. I didn’t know
anything about periods until two years ago [aged 23]. I thought my bleed-
ing was a result of my stepfather’s abuse. I now get regular injections to
stop my periods because I get very depressed when I bleed. Periods
reminds me of the abuse because I bled a lot when my stepfather did it.

Relationship Problems

I've been isolated my whole life. I'm different from everybody else. I find
it very hard to talk and mix with people at work or with members of my
church congregation. I'm still terrified of grown-ups even though I'm a
grown-up myself. And since my mom started telling people about the
abuse, I don’t want to meet people because they’ll know I've been raped.
So I avoid most social situations.

I’'m still looking for a father, even though I have my real father now. I
want to lead a normal life but 1 don't believe there’s such a thing as
romance or love. I don’t want to marry again but I do want a child. I love
children and 1'd like to be for a child what my mother never was for me.
But I don’t want to raise a child by myself.

Addictions and Eating Disorders

I didn’t know that I suffered from bulimia until a therapist told me this
recently. It started with the sexual abuse making me feel so dirty.
Vomiting was such a nice feeling and made me feel cleaner. Then later on,
I kept vomiting to get my mom’s attention. .

I used to be extremely thin until standard eight [10th grade]. I kept my
weight down until my husband started abusing me. In the last two years,
I’ve put on 30 kilos [66 Ibs]. I lose weight, then pick it up again,

I’ve been addicted to Redupon [an appetite suppressant] as well as laxa-
tives. I got off both about four years ago, but I went back on Redupon
recently when my therapist, who I'm seeing twice a week, went off for
three months to have a baby.

My dad is always criticising me for eating and being overweight and he
caught me eating between meals a few times. I stopped eating with the
family after that. I hate eating in front of people. This makes my dad very
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upset because he’s very into the family eating together and sgying grace
before mcals. To punish me, he said he was going to lock me in my room
so [ couldn’t get out.

I've just been through a period of starvation, but I started eating again
when I saw a fantastic lady last week about my bulimia. I don’t fee]
alone with the bulimia any more. [ cried when 1 told her about vomiting
and she was crying with me! 'm now eating cream-crackers so 1 can
keep my weight down, and Ive started meeting in a group with other
bulimics.

Nightmares and Flashbacks

I have flashbacks sometimes, especially when I've been talking about the
abuse. I'm very frightened of going to work when I'm having one. And as
1 told you, I still have terrible nightmares about what my stepfather did to
me. They ve come back since I've had to be in touch with my feelings
about the sexual abuse [because of therapy]. It's as if the abuse is happen-
ing all over again.

I also have nightmares in which I cut off my breasts because 1 don’t
want to be a woman. I don’t want men to look at me. I have nightmares
every time someone hurts me, especially if it’s a man. In my nightmares,
get abused by the people who abused me or hurt me. Although my dad
didn’t sexually abuse me, he rapes me in my nightmares.

Stealing

Two yiars ago I stole about R500 [£80/$167] from my mom, then T left
her a note and went to town. I didn’t want to go home after that, but my
mor wasn't angry with me when I returned. I'd have preferred her to be
angry. If one of her other kids had done this, she’d have been furious.

I don’t know why [ steal. I’ve stolen Redupons and laxatives and
shoplifted. When I get the hell in with myself, [ steal tiny things cven
though 1 could pay for them. I was caught for shoplifting the other day, but
I didn’t get into much trouble for it.

Academic Performance and Work

School Work, 1 used to bunk [skip] school. I couldn’t study or learn
because of all the abuse. I couldn’t remember anything. I only got 3 per
cent for my final exams in standard six [8th grade], so I had to repeat the
year. [t was hard to accept this failure. I had to go to a guidance teacher for
;mlp when I was in standard eight [10th grade] because my work was
pathetic. My granny helped me to study and got me to write down things
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to help me remember them, but I went blank as soon as I walked into the
classroom, particularly for tests.

Job Problems.  T’ve had a lot of problems at work. On my last job, I'd do
everything to try to please people. I'd take on too much work, then, when
I couldn’t finish it, I'd take it home and work on it through the night.
I'd 1ake tablets to stay awake and tablets to go to work the next day, so
eventually I landed up in hospital.

My boss was very understanding about my needing time off for therapy.
But the people T work with don’t want me in the office because I don’t talk
to anybody. Twice now T've been in such a state that 1 couldn’t work, I
had to sign a form to say that I won’t get depressed or upset at work any
more. After I returned from the hospital, I had to sign another form
warning me that I'll be fired if my difficulties at work continue.

Religions Disillusion

I couldn’t believe that my stepfather would go to church with us while he
was sexually abusing me. After a while I totally withdrew from the church
and 1 still don’t want to go. [ hate God. If He’s in control of everything, 1

can’t understand why He let so many terrible things happen to me.

THE STRUGGLE TO HEAL

When Elsa told my mom about my stepfather’s abuse, I was sent to see
Elsa’s therapist. I couldn’t understand why I was sent to a man. He even
resembled my stepfather! He knew I’d been sexually abused by my step-
father but I couldn’t speak to him about it so I just talked about my school
work.

I was the eldest in a therapy group I attended about three years ago.
There were sexually abused children in it from the age of five to twelve. 1
couldn’t believe how nice it was to work with children. I'd never before
looked back and seen myself as a little girl. When I started speaking to this
therapist about my sexual abuse for the first time, I had a very hard time
talking about it. I was all closed up. I felt that my therapist, like others,
wouldn’t understand my feelings and see it from my point of view. I felt I
was in the wrong because I reacted so differently from Elsa. But finally it
all came out. Because I'd always blamed myself for what happened to me,
my therapist told me to look at an eight-year-old child and ask myself,
‘Did she look for the abuse?” That made me realise that I couldn’t have
done anything to stop it. From then on I started feeling it wasn’t my fault.
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The therapist I see now is really fantastic. Most of my pay goes q
therapy, but tha’s OK. I'm very impatient to be better. I always used (n
ignore feeling hurt or terrified or angry but now I'm trying to recognigo
and accept these feelings. And I always used to try to be perfect but né :
I’m rebelling against everything and breaking all the rules. For examp}e“{
started drinking coffee and smoking when 'm not at home, although n;
religion forbids it (my parents confiscate my cigarettes if I smok y
home), o

I phoned Rape Crisis one day and they put me in touch with a woma
called Susanna who was also sexually abused by her father. She has beez
Wonderful and she means a great deal to me — more than my mother. She
listens and hears my feelings. I feel I've really changed since I met her. |
don’t feel as alone with my problems any more. I keep phoning hér
because I can talk to her and 1 feel she understands me, whereas 1 can’t
talk to my mom.

A Two weeks ago, Beatrix gave my brother Willie a letter [ wrote asking
him why he sexually abused me. I also told him that I'd spoken about it to
others. He showed Elsa my letter and told her it wasn't true. But he’s
avoiding me, which is great. When a friend of mine confronted her brothe;
about sexually abusing her, he raped her again. Ive been scared of Willie
doing that to me.

Until my husband abused me, I thought I'd forgiven my stepfather for
what he did to me. Then I realised I was still sitting with all my hurt and
anger. I plan to phone him and talk to him about the abuse some time
because I feel it’s the only way I'll be able to break away from it. Every
VW I see reminds me of him because he had one. I want this kind of
reminder to stop.

I love horror stories, especially movies. I substitute my stepfather
Willie, and all of the others for the characters in the stories so that it‘;
;hem being cut up and killed. My church says I'm supposed to forgive, but

can’t,

DISCUSSION AND ANALYSIS

Incest and Revictimisation

I'ncest su.rvivors who were sexually abused by many different perpetrators,
like Marie Malan, are even more likely to be blamed for the abuse than

survivors who were sexually abused by only one perpetrator. The more
perpetrators there were, the greater the blame tends to be. For example, a
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udian-influenced clinician might see Marie as consciously or uncon-
y placing herself in vulnerable situations out of a masochistic desire
to be sexually assaulted. Such interpretations are not only cruel; they also
reveal a total failure to understand children’s powerlessness and the
dynamics of incestuous abuse.

One of the most definitive findings in my probability sample survey of
930 women in San Francisco is that incest survivors were much more
likely to be raped by nonrelatives? than women with no incest history
(Russell, 1986). They were also significantly more likely to be raped and
peaten by a husband, sexually abused by an authority figure and subjected
to pornography-related sexual abuse (Russell, 1986). Clearly, revictimisa-
tion of incest survivors is a prevalent phenomenon. While any kind of
victim-blaming interpretation of these findings must be firmly rejected, it
is important to try to explain this phenomenon called ‘revictimisation’.

Researchers David Finkelhor and Angela Browne (1986) hypothesise
that there are four major trauma-related factors common to victims of
child sexual abuse: traumatic sexualisation, powerlessness, betrayal and
stigmatisation. The application of these four factors helps to explain why
incest survivors are particularly prone to revictimisation.®

Traumatic sexualisation ‘refers to a process in which a child’s sexuality
is shaped in a developmentally inappropriate and interpersonally dysfunc-
tional fashion as a result of sexual abuse’ (Finkelhor and Browne, 1986,
p. 181). There are two seemingly opposite responses by many incest sur-
vivors to traumatic sexualisation. One is to become promiscuous (as Lara
Newman did. See Chapter 5). This reaction often results when incest sur-
vivors cope with sexual abuse by learning to divorce sex from their feel-
ings of love, caring and intimacy. Sex becomes a commodity ~ something
they can use in a detached way to obtain rewards. Incest survivors who
become prostitutes often exhibit this response pattern.

Aversion to sex in relationships that are otherwise desired is the other
common response to incest victimisation. Marie, for example, found most
sexual acts with her first fiancé and her husband repugnant. Elsa’s reaction
was similar, although less extreme. Elsa was able to tolerate sexual inter-
course with her husband whereas for Marie, intercourse was always
painful and violating. Marie was also manifestly traumatised by simply
being naked with her husband. Fellatio was completely horrific to both
these women. Their aversion to these sex acts was clearly related to their
childhood experiences of incestuous abuse.

Like Marie, women who are averse (o sex are very likely to be raped
in their intimate sexual relationships. Most men assume they have the
right to have sex with their wives when they want it, and they are legally

Fre
scious!
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correct in this assumption in many countries.* Marie’s husband Kobus,
for example, felt entitled to rape her on a regular basis. Men engaged in
sexual relationships outside of marriage also typically believe that once
they have ‘possessed’ a woman sexually, she loses her right to reject
their advances. These observations help to explain why adult incest sur-
vivors like Marie are frequently raped by the men with whom they are
intimately involved.

Powerlessness, the second major trauma-related factor suggested by
Finkelhor and Browne, refers to the process by which ‘the child’s will,
desires, and sense of efficacy are continually contravened’ (1986, p. 183).
The powerlessness engendered by incestuous abuse typically involves the
body space of a child being repeatedly invaded against her will. Two of
the consequences of this powerlessness are the child’s perception of
herself as a victim, and a lowered sense of efficacy. ‘Having been a victim
on repeated occasions may make it difficult to act without the expectation
of being revictimized’, Finkelhor and Browne explain (1986, p. 192).

Marie’s body and psychological boundaries had been violated so
severely and frequently by her stepfather and other perpetrators that her
sense of efficacy appears to have been completely shattered. When her 15-
year-old brother Willie descended on her for his pound of flesh, she ‘just
lay there and let him do what he wanted’ because ‘by that time, I felt ]
couldn’t do anything’. Nor was Marie subsequently able to reject men’s
unwanted sexual advances with conviction or assertiveness (for example,
her first fiancé and the sexual harassers at her work). ‘“When 1 say “no”
people don’t believe me’, Marie complained. Inability to resist sexual
overtures in a predatory family and society tends to result in more frequent
victimisation.

Marie was also intimidated by her stepfather’s threat to do to her what
the men in two pornographic movies were portrayed as doing to two
women (one of them depicted rape followed by mutilation and murder) if
she disclosed his sexual assaults. “That’s why I'd rather have died than
tell anyone’, Marie explained.

A child’s feelings of powerlessness are typically exacerbated if the
person to whom she discloses her experience of sexual abuse does not
believe her. In Marie’s case, the social worker who was the first person
she told about her stepfather’s abuse charged her with ‘lying and looking
for attention’. Her mother also disbelieved her when Marie revealed that
Willie had sexually assaulted her.

Besides traumatic sexualisation and powerlessness, incest survivors typ-
ically feel betrayed and stigmatised. Betrayal in this context refers to the
dynamic in which ‘children discover that someone on whom they were [or
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are] vitally dependent has caused them harm’ (Finkelhor and Browne,
1986, p. 182).

A common consequence of betrayal is an impaired ability to judge the
trustworthiness of others. This impaired capacity makes survivors more
vulnerable to subsequent abuse, both sexual and nonsexual. In Marie’s
case, she trusted that Kobus, her husband-to-be, understood her antipathy
to sex and that he would be patient and gentle with her. Instead, he
eschewed physical affection and “foreplay’® and raped her throughout their
brief marriage. Marie’s repeated victimisations gave her no basis for learn-
ing to distinguish men who are trustworthy from those who are not. Elsa
was more fortunate in being loved and wooed by a suitor (Mark) who
made no sexual advances towards her. Nevertheless, it was Elsa’s inability
to trust this apparently trustworthy man that ultimately destroyed their
relationship.

The ultimate betrayal that is committed when a parent sexually violates
his/her child adds greatly to the child’s feelings of powerlessness. It is
much more difficult to reject a parent, particularly a father ~ the supreme
authority and power in a patriarchal family. This is all the more true when
children are taught, as Marie and Elsa were, that ‘he [the father] is the
faw’.

Stigmatisation is Finkelhor and Browne's fourth and final trauma-
related factor that is commonly experienced by survivors of child sexual
abuse. It refers to ‘the negative connotations ~ e.g., badness, shame, and
guilt’ that are communicated to the child by the perpetrator and/or inferred
from the abuse experiences ‘that then become incorporated into the child’s
self-image’ (Finkelhor and Browne, 1986, p. 184).

In general, whether or not incest survivors disclose the experience, they
are likely to internalise the notion that they have lost their ‘purity’ and
have become ‘damaged goods’. Feeling dirty was one of the manifesta-
tions of Marie’s feelings of stigmatisation. She even enjoyed vomiting
because it ‘made me feel cleaner’. And she would try to scrub herself
clean after her stepfather’s sexual assaults.

According to Finkelhor and Browne, feelings of isolation and a sense of
being different because of the sexual abuse cause many survivors of child
sexual abuse to gravitate to various stigmatised levels of society. Marie
specifically mentioned that she had been ‘isolated my whole life’. She
described her isolation at school and at work, her lack of friends as an
adult, her discomfort with all ‘grown-ups’, and her isolation among her
siblings who felt intense jealousy towards her.

Marie also said she felt ‘different from everybody else’. For a long time
she believed she was the only one in her family who was being sexually
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abused and she surmised that there must be something wrong with her o
account for this. ‘It’s as if there’s a sign on my forehead saying, “Abuse
me!” she declared. Marie’s feelings of being different, isolated and bad are
likely to have contributed to her inability to protect herself from unwanted
sexual experiences and her submissive behaviour in abusive relationships.

Other significant manifestations of stigmatisation in Marie’s case are
her extreme sense of guilt, badness and shame. ‘T'd always blamed myself
for what happened to me’, Marie admitted. ‘I felt I'd sinned ... and [
wouldn’t be forgiven.’” Indeed, Marie believed that being incestuously
abused was God’s punishment for her presumed badness. Self-blame con-
tributes to despair and self-destructive behaviour (such as attempted sui-
cides) rather than generating resistance and rage, and makes it more
difficult to fend off predatory individuals.

Marie’s sense of badness was no doubt intensified by the victim-
blaming that her relatives heaped on her. Her second stepfather called her
a whore and threatened to rape her; her brother called her a whore and
repeatedly raped her; her uncle treated her like a whore by offering to pay
her for sex, Jacobus, Hoffie’s cousin, gave her a few pence for oral sex;
and Hoffie and Hendrik paid for her sexual submission with gifts. Marie
appears to have been too beaten down in her childhood to feel outrage at
being branded a whore.’

Marie’s shoplifting places her at risk of being arrested and incarcerated.
Were this to occur, it would add to the stigma she already experiences as
an obese, bulimic and psychologically fragile woman who has spent a con-
siderable amount of time in mental hospitals.

In addition to Finkelhor and Browne’s four trauma-related factors, other
factors can be significant contributors to revictimisation, such as a child’s
personality or temperament, her ordinal position, the role she plays in the
family and how her parents treat her compared to their other children. For
example, Marie’s intense desire to be special recurs throughout her story
like a theme song. It presumably contributed to both her sense of powerless-
ness and her valnerability to betrayal. For example, when she was 13 years
old, she said she was willing to have a sexual relationship with Hendrik, a
38-year-old family friend, because ‘I didn’t have anybody I felt special to”.

Closely related to Marie’s desire to be special was her desperate yearn-
ing for love. This also increased her powerlessness, and hence her vulnera-
bility, to Hoffie’s and others’ sexual victimisation. ‘He said he was doing
it because he loved me’, Marie reported. ‘I’ve always wanted love and I'd
do anything for it

One of the extraordinary ironies in Marie’s story is the combination of
her repeated sexual violations and her repeated claims to being ‘special’ -
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special to Hoffie, to Spike (‘I was always his special one among the kids’),
to her real father before he remarried her mother and to her beloved grand-
mother. Although Marie described her brother Willie as her mother’s
favourite, she also described herself as special to her mother because ‘I
just do what she wants me to do’. It appears that Marie's parents and
others rewarded her for qualities that made her more vulnerable to sexual
assault. It is clearly very dangerous for a female to be submissive and co-
operative in an environment pervaded by predatory males.

Some people interpret submissive behaviour by victims towards their
perpetrators as a sign of indifference, lack of trauma, or even enjoyment.
Marie’s story demonstrates the spuriousness of these interpretations.
Although she was not able to resist Willie’s repeated rapes assertively, she
was so disturbed by his hostile and sadistic treatment of her that she
attempted suicide.

This analysis shows how incestuous abuse can disarm the child,
adolescent or adult survivor, rendering her more vulnerable to other
abusive individuals.

EXPLAINING COPING DIFFERENCES BETWEEN ELSA AND
MARIE

Although Elsa was also sexually abused by four perpetrators, she, unlike
Marie, was immensely assertive in her resistance to their attacks. This may
explain why she was subjected to far less sexual abuse than Marie — in
both the number of perpetrators and the severity and frequency of the
sexual abuse.

Elsa suggested several intriguing explanations for her and Marie’s very
different reactions to being sexually abused by three of the same perpetra-
tors (Hoffie, Pieter and Jacobus).

What made me very determined and very aggressive about Hoffie's
sexual attacks is that I had the responsibility as the eldest daughter to
protect my two younger sisters at a very young age. Because my mum
never stopped working, this responsibility continued through my
teenage years. I think my mum’s giving me so much responsibility at
such a young age is what got me through all this.

Also, my mum didn’t protect me the way she protected Marietjie. I
believe that if a parent — after finding out that her child was sexually
abused ~ provides her with total protection and allows her to do anything
she wants, the child becomes weak.” A sexually abused child wants her
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protector to give her total attention, o feel sorry for her and to make her
feel she’s a very important person. When a child doesn’t have that ~ as |
didn’t — she has to learn to take care of herself. T had to choose between
becoming a very pathetic person or fighting back. I think I made it through
all those devastating experiences because I had to fight for myself. My
mother was involved with Marietjie, not me, because I was considered the
strong one. ‘Elsa will get through it’, my mother used to say.

1 think a child’s personality also affects the way she responds to
something like this. I have a very determined personality while
Marietjie is the opposite. For example, when we were children we were
supposed to go home right after school, but I sometimes stayed and
secretly participated in sports. I'd tell my parents when I got home that
the teacher had kept me at school because my homework wasn’t done.
Marietjie is like my mum whereas I'm more like my dad. My mum is
very soft — a walkover who is used by everybody. People also walk over
Marietjie. She isn’t the fighter that I am. She’s learned from the abuse
that you do as people say, and she accepts everything that gets dealt to
her. She’s still like that today. She hasn’t learned to say ‘No’, whereas 1
fought back from a very early age. Like Marietjie, 1 was very unhappy
about what Hoffie and the others were doing to me, but I was deter-
mined that they wouldn’t do it with my permission. By fighting, I some-
times succeeded in stopping them. If I want something in life, I do
everything I can to get it.

Also, Marietjie had a harder life than I did because she got a husband
who was a double of Hoffie. Kobus was very nice before they got
married, so I didn’t think he’d behave the way he did. In contrast, Mark
gave me unconditional love for all those years without making any
demands. I think he has something to do with the way I turned out.

Elsa’s provocative theory that daughters who are required to be surro-
gate mothers to their younger siblings (typically oldest or only daughters)
are more likely to be fighters who militantly resist their sexual perpetra-
tors, deserves research attention. (Both Nida Webber and Elsabé
Groenewald were also violent resisters who were oldest daughters [see
Chapters 2 and 6]). That there may be a relationship between the relati‘vely
powerful role of the ‘little mother’ and a child’s response to sexual v1qla—
tion seems highly plausible. Elsa’s hypothesis that too much protection
for an incest survivor has an infantalising effect that undermines her
capacity to heal also merits further research.

If eldest daughters who are pressured into surrogate mother roles are
more likely to manifest aggressive resistance towards their abusers, this, of
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course, does not necessarily spare them from being victimised (as is
obvious in Elsa’s case). Indeed, feminist researcher and clinician Judith
Herman found that 80 per cent of the survivors of father—daughter incest
in her study were eldest or only daughters (1981, p. 79). Many of these
girls were pressed into service as surrogate wives as well as mothers. In
Elsa’s case, she successfully resisted her stepfather Hoffie's attempts to
force her into a wife role on an ongoing basis, so he coerced his second
more compliant daughter into being a more regular sexual ‘partner’. As
resistant as Nida and Elsabé also were, they were less successful than Elsa
in escaping a surrogate wife role. This only goes to show that a child’s
resistance, no maiter how determined, is rarely a match for much bigger
and stronger male adults.

THREE GENERATIONS OF INCESTUOUS ABUSE

Although the notion that incest tends to cluster in certain families is often
exaggerated (perhaps because many people prefer to believe that most
families are immune from this abhorrent crime), there is sound evidence
for the existence of incest-prone families. Psychologist and researcher
Kathleen Faller, for example, reports that ‘mothers in situations of intrafa-
milial sexual abuse are frequently found to have been sexually abused as
children’ (1988, p. 105). And psychiatrist and researcher June Goodwin
found that one or both parents of a quarter of the incest survivors in her
study had also been incestuously abused (1982, p. 4). Clearly, the
extended family of Elsa and Marie is an example of such a family. The
Malans provide a case study of a family suffering from at least three gen-
erations of known incest victimisation involving (among others) Elsa and
Marie, their mother and Elsa’s son Pierre.

Faller offers many possible explanations for two or three generation
incestuous abuse in which mothers are victims. She notes that some form
of maternal ‘incapacity’ is a frequent characteristic of such families, for
example, mothers with serious drinking problems, mental illness, mental
retardation and/or physical incapacities (1988, p. 106). Faller suggests
that, “These kinds of problems mean that the mother is not available as a
protector and in addition that she may not be a gratifying partner to her
husband’ (1988, p. 106). Of course, she may not be a gratifying partner
because ke is not gratifying or even tolerable to her, in or out of bed.

In contrast to the kinds of ‘incapacities’ mentioned by Faller, Mrs
Malan’s inability to protect her children appears to have been caused by
at least two other factors: her role as exclusive breadwinner which
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necessitated her working very long hours outside the home, and the fac;

that she was a victim of such severe battering and torture by her husbang
that her life was repeatedly at risk and, according to Elsa, she became a
broken shell of a woman. Torture often has this effect.

Mrs Malan apparently told Marie that she (Mrs Malan) had also been
sexually abused by Hoffie. Presumably, this means he raped her. Research
and common sense suggest that wife rape typically reflects or causes g
poor marital sexual relationship (see Russell, 1990), thereby serving to
increase the likelihood that some fathers will seek sexual gratification
from one or more of their children.

However, the focus on the poor parental sexual relationship that is fre-
quently found in incest families often reflects an inappropriate mother-
blaming approach to multi-generational incest families. Faller rightly
emphasises that,

The perpetrator is the person who does the abusing, not the mother or
the child. While his behavior is motivated by multiple factors, the
underlying cause is whatever in his personality or functioning compels
him to engage in sex with children. The propensity to abuse may be
enhanced by cultural supports, environmental factors, maternal dysfunc-
tion, marital discord, and sexual dysfunction in the marriage.... But the
sexual abuse would not happen without there being an adult who has
sexual desires toward children and the willingness to act upon them.
(1988, p. 115)

Goodwin reports that ‘In at least 30 per cent of families with more than
one child, multiple children are involved in the incest’ (1982, pp. 3-4).
Hence, although the quantity of sexual abuse that occurred in the Malan
family is unusually high, multiple victimisation is a well-known feature of
many incest families.

THE IMPACT OF TORTURE

There are undoubtedly many instances throughout the world in which
fathers have treated their daughters as savagely as Hoffie treated Elsa and
Marie ~ or even worse. Nevertheless, the physical, psychological and
sexual brutality to which he subjected them, on his own and with his two
companions, is extreme. Without a doubt, it qualifies as torture: ‘the Sys-
tematic and deliberate infliction of acute pain in any form by one person
on another, or on a third person, in order to accomplish the purpose of the
former against the will of the latter’ (Amnesty International, 1973, p. 31).
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Amnesty International distinguishes between physical and mental
ﬁure, maintaining that: ‘In general the effect of physical torture ... will
‘the same on any human system’ (1973, p. 32). On the other hand,

_mental or psychological torture ‘usually depends on the value system of

the victim for its effect’ (1973, p. 32).

. Both physical and mental torture occurred in Mrs Malan’s family. The
value system that causes women like her to stay married to their torturers
is often much more effective in locking them into this institution than the
value systems of hostages, or prison or concentration camp inmates. High
walls, barbed wire, guards and locked escape-proof cells are needed for
prisoners and concentration camp inmates precisely because their value
systems are usually inimical to those of their torturers (for a fuller analysis
of battered womien as torture victims, see Russell, 1990; Russell, 1994c).

Children are even more constrained than tortured wives by their phys-
ical dependence on their real or surrogate parents, as well as by laws
which make it illegal for them to physically escape their families unless
they can convince a court of law that they have been the victims of physi-
cal or sexual abuse. This is not to say that the value system of children is
unimportant in such situations. They typically learn that their parents must
be obeyed and loved, and that their parents.are supposed to love and take
care of them. These values intensify their mental suffering when their
parents are cruel and rejecting.

Hoffie’s methods of physically torturing his children included starvation
and repeated beatings over many years. In addition, because he refused to
provide them with any financial support, he was responsible for their
becoming homeless and being separated from their mother, albeit tem-
porarily, because of her inability to support them on her meagre salary.
Hoffie also subjected Elsa and Marie to years of rape and other forms of
sexual abuse — alone and with his two collaborators. Although their
brother Willie was also a victim of Hoffie’s torture, he became a perpetra-
tor as well; he raped Marie in an attempt to destroy her and also attacked
and wounded her with scissors. Similarly, Mrs Malan also played a role in
the torture by beating up Elsa and Marie.

There is always an emotional dimension to physical torture. The emo-
tional aspect of the torture was magnified for the Malan children because it
was their stepfather, not an unrelated person, who tortured them. The fact
that Hoffie forcibly prevented their mother from being able to protect them
or even to show affection towards them also intensified the heinous nature
of the torture.

Other examples of the mental torture to which Hoffie subjected his
children include his frequent threats to kill them; his constantly terrorising
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them with his gun; their having to witness him repeatedly beat and
threaten to kill their mother; their being forced to watch him attempt
(probably feigned) to drown her in the bath while forbidding them to cry;
their having to see the pleasure he took in starving them and taunting them
as they watched him eat; their having their gifts confiscated by him and
sold for his own personal gain; their being manipulated by his divide and
conquer tactics (such as his gift-giving to Marie) thereby creating
immense hostility between the children.

In addition, Hoffie forced Elsa and Marie to watch extremely violent
pornography; intimidated them into keeping quiet about their years of
sexual victimisation; and took delight in forcing Elsa to parade in the nude
in front of himself and Pieter while they ridiculed her body and sexual
organs.

Torture victims tend to regress in highly threatening situations. They
frequently internalise their torturers’ views because the torturers have
the power of life and death over them. The victims typically become
more attuned to their persecutors’ moods and needs than their own
because it is the torturer’s will that prevails in these relationships. This
may partially explain why most incest survivors blame themselves
and/or their mothers rather than their perpetrators for their traumatic
experiences. Elsa was so convinced that she was bad and worthless and
deserved the torture, that she actively sought punishment from her
mother when Hoffie was no longer in her life. Indeed, it was at this time
of relative freedom from abuse that she undertook her most serious
attempt to kill herself.

Elsa provides a fascinating description of her and her siblings’ reactions
to their sudden liberation from Hoffie’s persecution. Perhaps she and her
mother would have been less bewildered by it had they been able to con-
ceptualise Hoffie’s reign of terror as torture. Most people probably have a
much better understanding of wild and undisciplined behaviour by newly
released prisoners of war, hostages or concentration camp inmates than by
children newly released from a family that had been ruled by a sadistic
father who had tortured them. This may be because the notion of torture is
rarely applied to intrafamilial behaviour, no matter how cruel it is.

Marie and Elsa’s stories show the devastation that can result when men
with power over their families choose to abuse it and are not accountable
to anyone for their behaviour. Hoffie believed he had the right to sexually
abuse his daughters, rape his wife, starve his children, beat up and torture
his whole family, threaten their lives, and kill them — if he so desired.
Marie, Elsa and their siblings were trapped for many years in a home that
had become a torture chamber. Their stepfather was the sadistic master-
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torturer; their mother and brother Willie — victims, calloborators and
perpetrators.

SEXUAL SLAVERY

Hoffie's extreme sexism was manifested in his oft-expressed view that
females in his family, no matter what their age, were obligated to serve his
sexual needs. This amounts to a belief in a father’s right to make sex
slaves of his children, or, in Elsa’s words: ‘that fathers own their children
and can do what they like with them’.

When eight-year-old Elsa screamed and begged Hoffie to stop forcing
her to hold his penis, she reported that ‘he told me it was my duty so he
could make me a woman’. When she resisted being raped by him and
Jacobus and pleaded with them to rather kill her first, “They said, “This is
what womanhood is about.”™

No wonder Marie didn’t want to be a woman (she said, ‘being a woman
means being abused’). No wonder she wanted to have a sex change opera-
tion; had nightmares in which she cut off her breasts, and felt it was a sin
to have a period and to be a woman. And no wonder Elsa, like Marie, felt
‘at times that I was only created for a man’s use’.

Although Hoffie was the most savage of the Afrikaner perpetrators
described in this study, several of the others were also brutal and author-
itarian, and also manifested a sense of entitlement to have sex with their
daughters. There were no comparable cases among English-speaking
South Africans.

Marie and Elsa read earlier drafts of each other’s stories. Despite the many
negative things they said about each other, they did not convey any partic-
ular distress about this, nor about the fact that their stories would be pub-
lished. Their brother Willie also volunteered to be interviewed for my
study on the grounds that he too had been a victim of severe child abuse.
Not surprisingly, he objected to being portrayed as an incest perpetrator.

Having presented the stories of three Afrikaner women, the next chapter
will be devoted to the account of an English-speaking South African incest
survivor who was sexually assaulted by her grandfather.
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“If T had to describe myself in one word, I'd say, “I'm a whore”.
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as well as the association between incestuous abuse an
tion by therapists.

When Lara came to my home for the interview, she was demurely
dressed and wore little or no make-up. Her appearance was fresh and
natural — which, together with her behaviour, gave quite the opposite
impression from the compulsive flirt and seductress that she describes
herself as having become. She related very well and warmly to me as a
woman, in contrast to the male-identified picture that unfolds in the
following account.

The reader should be alert to the dissimilarities betwee

and the stories of Nida Webber, Elsa Foster and Marie Ma
to be related to ethnic differences.

d sexual exploita-

n Lara’s story
lan that appear

LARA’S STORY

Family Background

Ilove my dad. He’s super. He’s brilliant. But he never used to hug and kiss

us much. My mom was also never into touching. Her hugs have been limited

to occasions when we say hello after she’s been away a long time or when

we say goodbye. If my mother has hugged me ten times in my life, that's a

lot. And she never complimented me when 1 was growing up. She’d always

criticise me, saying things like, ‘You're too fat.’ was very clever at school,
an ‘A’ student. 1 tried so hard to get her to say, ‘Lara, you’re the best!’

My mom and her two younger sisters had a very strict upbringing. My
grandfather [Lara’s perpetrator] brought them up with weird ideas about
sex and didn’t allow them to have boyfriends or to wear make-up or to go
out. My mom also brought us up very strictly. She only allowed us sweets
on a Friday night, and we only got a small amount of pocket money, not
because my parents couldn’t afford it, but because my mom didn’t believe
in spoiling us.

When I bathed, I had to take off my pyjamas next to the bath and put a
towel around me when | got out so nobody could see me naked. I was
never allowed to touch anything below my waist. My mom thinks child-
ren’s sexual exploration is disgusting. How ironic that my grandfather
taught her that sex is bad and that she must be good, and then he raped me!

’ My mom never told us girls anything about sex. She still hasn’t told my
Sisters the facts of life, although Courtney is 16 and Melissa is 18. By the
umF:»She got around to broaching the subject with me when I started my
period; I'd learned about sex firsthand as well as at school.
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My mother taught us to ‘respect your parents’. I treat them like Gog
and I don’t do anything to juggle their world. [ don’t like my mom but [ dq
respect her. I feel like I'm her mother sometimes and that I have to protect
her.

My mother told me that my grandfather was very charming when she
was growing up. Although he was married, he used to go out with a lot of
women. He was very, very vain and dressed to appeal to women. He'q
wear cravats and paisley scarves, and he dyed his hair when it turned grey.
He was successful with women but he got to an age where it became
harder for him to get them because he wanted 20-year-olds. His womanis-
ing didn’t prevent my mom from putting him on a pedestal. Although he
died 11 years ago when I was 12, she has always talked a lot about him. [t
used to get on my nerves to listen to her tell me what an amazing man he
was when 1 knew he was a complete pig.

Incestuous Abuse

As a child, I absolutely adored my grandfather. We had a very special rela-
tionship. He was always telling me, ‘You are such a pretty little girl. You
are my little girl. You are my special little girl. I love you.” I'd do anything
he wanted me to do. If he said, ‘Jump’, I'd jump. If he said, ‘Sit’, I'd sit.

My family often spent Christmas at my grandparents’ house in Durban,
After lunch we all had afternoon naps. I was lying asleep on a bed one day
when I was four-and-a-half years old, when I was woken by the feel of
something behind me. My grandfather, who was 60 years old at the time,
had his hands in my pants and he was feeling me. When he put his fingers
inside me, I told him, *Stop doing that. You’'re hurting me.” ‘No, I'm only
tickling you’, he replied, as he carried on fondling me. Then he took off
his pants and put his penis behind me. I can’t remember if he sodomised
me that time or entered me vaginally from behind, but it was extremely
sore. All the different times mesh into one and it’s difficult to distinguish
the first from all the others.

The sodomy was the most painful thing he did. I think the vaginal pene-
tration was only partial while he did full anal penetration, which is why it
hurt so much more. I remember quite a lot of blood and my knickers being
stained from the anal intercourse. Maybe it was also caused by the tearing
of my hymen. The pain was as severe as the pain I felt from tearing when I
gave birth to my children.

The first thing 1 did after he raped me was to go 1o the bathroom to wipe
myself, because revolting sticky stuff was running down my legs. My mother
taught us to be very clean so I was very disgusted by the yucky feeling.
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I don’t know if my grandfather did anything to me before 1 was four. 1
remember him fondling me when I was sitting on his lap, but T can’t
remember whether that was before or after the sodomy. I find it difficult to
put things into time frames when I think back.

When I was about five I had an operation which my mom subsequently
told me was to have my urethra widened. I used to think — and still do —
that my grandfather had hurt me so badly that the doctors had to repair my
vagina.

I always saw my grandfather as a big, ugly man, though he thought he
was very debonair. He often kissed me with his tongue in my mouth,
which I hated. It made me feel like throwing up. It sickened me even more
than vaginal penetration. And I remember his disgusting yellow nicotine-
stained fingers inside me.

Tused to wear nylon panties with lace along the edges. The lace used to
get stuck up my vagina and it’d cut against me when he started touching
me. Then he’d pull my panties down and put his fingers inside me. It was
very sore but that didn’t seem to bother him. Or maybe he thought I was
enjoying it so it couldn’t be sore. He didn’t think of me in terms of what /
was feeling but in terms of what he was feeling. I know I made him feel
good because of all the times he produced icky stuff.

He used to make me suck his penis. It was so revolting I want to vomit
when I think of it. T used to kneel in front of him and he’d put it in my
mouth. Then he’d push it right down my throat. He taught me how to suck
properly by pushing my head with his hand and saying, ‘Do it like this.” I
learned to do it really well and I still do it really well. I don’t know if he
came in my mouth; I don’t want to remember that.

When I was between the ages of four and twelve, my family would visit
my grandparents in Durban for holidays twice or three times a year for about
two weeks at a time. My grandfather would do it to me every day or every
second day, and sometimes twice a day. This continued for eight years with a
break of one year when he and my grandmother went to live in East London.

What throws me is that I had such a special relationship with him before
he started abusing me. I think I'd have handled it a lot better if a stranger
had done these things to me. But I loved and adored that man. As well as
continually telling me how special I was to him, he’d say, ‘I'm only doing
this because I love you so much.” I came to feel it was our secret and that 1
was so special to him because he abused me. That is where a lot of my
feelings of guilt come from. It was sore and it was messy and it was sticky
but it was OK because I was his special little girl.

Idon’t think my grandfather was at all bothered by what he was doing to
me. And I don’t think it ever entered his head that he might be harming me.
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Me and my sisters would get many more sweets when my grandfathey
was around. He'd say, ‘Shall we go to the shops and buy some sweets?
What sweets would you like? Would you like an ice-cream and chips as
well?” When I did anything sexual with him, he’d give me sweets, chips,
ice-cream or money. Eventually I realised what I had to do if T wanted
these treats.

When I was older, I wanted a tape recorder. After having sex with my
grandfather, 1 said, ‘Shall we go to the shops now?’ He bought me the
tape recorder, then he did it [sex] again when we got back home. After that
he bought me tapes for having sex with him, but mostly he gave me things
to eat.

I loved it so much when my grandfather started cuddling and kissing
me. He was the first person to do that. I had long hair when I was little and
he used to stroke my hair and make me feel really special.

I was very big for my age. I was the size I am now when I was 11. I still
wear the same clothes: And I started developing breasts when I was ten or
eleven. I used to feel really good and special when my grandfather used to
touch them. He’d say, ‘I want to watch you shower.” I enjoyed him watch-
ing me as I soaped myself all over. Afterwards he’d take me and do what-
ever he wanted with me. I liked the foreplay, the touching and the
stroking. So even though what he did to me was so revolting — and this is
where I have a lot of conflict - I started liking it. He made me feel good in
some ways and bad in others.

When 1 became an adolescent, my grandfather suddenly stopped
calling me his little girl and started saying, “You’re my woman.” He also
kept telling me, ‘You’'re the best.” I was flatiered and horrified at the
same time.

My grandfather was really powerful and he used to manipulate me with
his power. I felt I was his victum. But as I got older, I realised that / could
manipulate him. I started doing this a lot. T knew that I had something he
wanted. He wanted me to be his good little girl, so I had to act the part. In
the last three years of our relationship I began to feel I was in charge. For
example, when I saw him getting hard, I'd say, ‘I want to do this quickly’,
or ‘No, I’'m not ready yet. Let’s go to the shop first.” And he’d say,
‘Please’, which I loved. He never said that when I was little, he just did it.
Getting him to say, ‘Please’, was a thrill. I know that I’ve become a
manipulative person because of this.

I started reading trashy paperbacks when 1 was 11, and I suddenly put
two and two together. My grandfather was doing the same things to me
that I was reading about in these books. I began reading about incest and
thinking, ‘Hang on. My grandfather’s doing this to me in real life!’
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My grandfather had a shop in Durban where people bet on horses. He
took me there once when I was wearing shorts. After fingering me he
made me walk in front of all the men in the room while he stroked my
breasts and said, “This is my girl.” Some of them said things like, ‘You're
so lucky to have this girl.” T felt absolutely mortified with all the men
looking at me. Then, as I walked past them, they all touched me. My
grandfather was saying, ‘“This is mine. You can’t have her.” I hated it.

One time when I was 11, my grandfather had me on his lap while he
was drawing. After a while he stopped drawing and started stroking me,
which felt nice but dirty. Then he wrote on a piece of paper, “You have
such beautiful legs; I want to stroke them, and I want to kiss your cuat and
stroke your butt.” Then he said, ‘I want you to read this to me.’ I got brave
and I said to him, ‘You're a dirty old man! Why are you saying this to
me?’ He started crying, which gave me the biggest thrill I've ever had in
my life! Then he said, ‘How can you call me that? I love you. I'd never
hurt you. You're mine, and no other man is ever going to have you.’

I was taught at Catholic school that if I prayed for things, I'd get them.
So every night I prayed, ‘Please let my grandfather die’. One day when I
was 12, my mother told me and my sisters that my grandfather was very,
very sick and that she had to catch a plane to visit him in Durban. I was so
happy when my dad told us, ‘Your grandfather has died’, that I cried. But
I also felt very guilty. I thought he’d died because my prayers had been
answered.

My grandfather didn’t sexually abuse my sisters. They were still very
young when he died {5 and 7 years old]. But he probably wasn’t content to
just have me for a few weeks each year. I have a very, very strong suspi-
cion that he abused one of my cousins who lived in Durban. She’s about
20 now and I see a lot of me in her. She also went through a stage when
she was very promiscuous. When I'm older and I've got to the stage where
my mother’s word isn’t law any more, I'll go to Durban to speak to her.
Right now my mother wouldn’t tolerate my doing this.'

Secrecy and Disclosure

Ldidn’t tell my mother what my grandfather was doing to me until this
year. I think he knew I wouldn’t tell her when I was little. When I was a
bit older, he told me it was our secret and that my mommy would be very
angry if she knew about it, and I always believed him,

I never used to argue or fight with my mother. I was a real mommy’s
girl who never did anything wrong. ‘Lara, go to your room and tidy up’,
she’d say. ‘Yes, mommy’, I'd reply. My mother also used to tell me, ‘You
must be honest and tell the truth.” She still has difficulty understanding
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why I didn’t tell her what was going on at the time. 1 think the idea of
being good overrode the importance of being honest. I was my mother’s
good little girl at all costs.

When I was about seven, a girlfriend and I were playing ‘show and
tell” with her brother. My friend’s mother found us and told my mother
about it. My mother beat me very hard —~ from my friend’s house into the
car and then again from the car into our house. Then she locked me in
my room. That experience reinforced my feeling that I couldn’t tell her
about my grandfather. Her adoration of him was another reason. |
thought it’d devastate her if I shattered the image of him she’d built her
whole life on.

Lauren was my best friend when I was in standard one [3rd grade]. She
had a very liberal mother who gave Lauren a book on the birds and bees.
When Lauren told me what she’d read I told her, ‘That’s what my grand-
father does to me.” She said, ‘Don’t lie! Only mommies and daddies do it
Once again I learned that I mustn’t talk about it

When I got home that day, I fished around in my parents’ drawers and
found a book on sex education that had things in it like, ‘Sexual inter-
course is the act of a man penetrating a woman’s vagina.” I wrote this
down on a picce of paper, then, when I was at school the next day, I said
to Lauren, ‘Come up fo the dustbin to sharpen your pencil, and I'll give
you something.” After reading my notes she threw them into the dustbin.

One of the teachers found them and gave them to the principal. The
principal called me into her office to scold me. “This is totally vile, my
girl’, she said. ‘How could you do this? Sex is something between a
married couple and you're not supposed to talk about it. [ know what kind
of woman your mother is, and if [ told her about this, she’d be horrified
and disgusted. Your mother has not brought you up like this. What has got
into you?’

I thought, “Well, if you'd like to know what’s got into me, you’ve just
forbidden me from telling you!” All these experiences kept giving me the
message, ‘Don’t talk about it.” I’d be building up the courage to tell some-
body and something else like this would happen to make me decide,
‘Don’t say a word.’

I met Brian, my husband, when I was 13 years old. He was the next
person [after Lauren] I told about my grandfather, He was very understand-
ing even though he had no knowledge of incest. He knew exactly how to
treat me, and he still does. He told me, “Tell your mother’. I said, ‘Are you
mad?” Every year after that he’d say, ‘Will you tell your mother now?" 1
was so screwed up this year [1991] that I didn’t care about my mother’s
feelings like I usually do. That’s why I was able to tell her about it.
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I opened up the conversation with my mother by saying, ‘I have some-
thing to tell you, but I don’t know if you already know.” Then I told her
that my grandfather had sexually abused me without telling her any of
the details about what he did to me. If I'd told her about the sodomy
she’d have had a coronary. She asked me why I thought she might have
known about it. I said, ‘That operation you took me for when I was little,
I remember being under anaesthetic and the doctor hurting me down
there [genitals] very, very badly.” She asked me, ‘Do you think I"d have
taken you for a gynaecological operation at that age and not told you
what it was for? Isaid, ‘Yes, I do.” My mom denied this emphatically.
When I asked her to tell me the name of the doctor she said she couldn’t
remember it, nor where the operation was done. ‘Very convenient!” |
thought.

My mom said what I told her couldn’t be true because she would’ve
seen the blood. She said that when she lost her virginity on her honey-
moon, she screamed when my father penetrated her, and that she was
horrified because the bed was full of blood. She also said that she never
left my grandfather and me alone for several hours when I was little. But
abuse doesn’t have to take many hours. ‘If you're telling me the truth,
there’s a problem’, my mother told me. ‘And if you’re making it up,
there’s a problem, because it'd mean you are really sick.’ I think my
mother does believe me but she doesn’t want to believe me because she
absolutely worshipped her father.

I used to tell my mom when I was little that I was very sore down
there [her genitals]. I remember the burning sensation more than any-
thing else. My mom didn’t believe in going to doctors, so she’d say,
‘Not to worry.” Then she’d lie me down on the bed and take a little tup-
perware bowl of bicarbonate of soda and warm water and wipe my gen-
itals with it to stop the stinging. And she never knew that I was being
fucked [said with great scepticism] even though my genitals must have
been red? She kept doing this all through my childhood but claims she
never noticed any redness.

I used to have infections like cystitis for a couple of weeks after my
grandfather fucked me. It used to burn like mad when I went to the toilet. 1
used to pinch my bladder to try to delay having to urinate. My mom would
say, ‘Stop acting and looking for attention and go to the toilet!” I'd start
crying and I'd go to the toilet and it would burn terribly. I think the infec-
tion never got a chance to clear properly because I was continually holding
my bladder. I always had an infection of one kind or another.

My mormn told me that if T breathed a word to any member of the family
about what I’d told her, she wouldn’t see me or speak to me again. ‘Lara,
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it’s bad enough that you’ve told me’, she objected. ‘You’ve ruined my
life!” “Who the hell does she think it is who’s been fucked all these
years?!” I thought. ‘And it was her father who did it to me!” T said,
‘You're telling me 1 ruined your life because I told you, and at the same
time you’'re asking me why I didn’t te]l you!’ I hate my mother. I could
cheerfully throttle her sometimes. If she didn’t know about the abuse, then
she’s a lot more stupid and naive than I thought. But if I fully accept that
she did know, I think I might kill her. I really do. I absolutely cannaot toler-
ate her condoning such a thing.

I told my sister Melissa about it but Courtney still doesn’t know. I told
Melissa when I was having a lot of problems and I thought, ‘If I don’t
explain what’s going on, she’ll think I'm scatty.” I was also worried that it
had happened to her but Melissa says it didn’t. And she accused me of
lying when I told her. I hate her for not believing me. I still feel very, very
bitter towards her for this. I wish she’d understand that if I"'d made it all
up, my life wouldn’t be such a disaster.

Up until about a year ago, I thought I should keep what happened to me
to myself. It’s only in the last three months that I’ve told all my best
friends about it. People’s reactions make it hard to talk about it because
people don’t want to hear. It makes them uncomfortable. It’s a dirty
subject. They feel burdened by it and don’t know how to talk to you ?fter~
wards. They start watching what they say. I have to educate my friends
about how to handle me. And they’re apt to start thinking, “This woman
must be fucked up.’

My mother doesn’t think my children should ever know about vyhat
happened to me, but I plan to tell them when they’re old enough. I believe
they have a right to know.

Sexual Abuse by a Therapist

I started therapy when I was 21 after my daughter was born because I
couldn’t handle having a daughter. A friend said I must be suffering from
post-natal depression so I went to see Chris Kruger [a pseudonym].z, a psy-
chologist who was twice my age. He was married to his second wife when
1 went to see him at his home. I told him, ‘I'm supposedly here for post-
natal depression and I was raped by my grandfather.’

I loved Chris from the beginning because I felt he understood what had
happened between me and my grandfather. I was totally overwhelmed by
him for the first couple of weeks. He was so attentive and caring, and he
understood what I had gone through. He’d always say, ‘Yes, I under-
stand.” That’s what I fell in love with. He was the first person who under-
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stood my feeling dirty. But he also kept asking me about sex. ‘Do you
masturbate? How often do you masturbate? Do you like masturbating?’
By the third session of therapy, I landed up in bed with him.

I suppose 1 should say that I was innocent and Chris took complete
advantage of me. But I act so flirtatiously when I'm around older men that
they probably think, “This girl really wants it.” Did I want him? God, No!
He’s really revolting. He’s old and fat with thinning hair. He has big jowls
and rheumy eyes. He has many repulsive manners. He’s enough to make
anybody vomit. He's someone you look at and say, ‘Well, he must be some-
body’s son!’

Even in the first session, Chris spoke about himself. He told me he’d
been in the army and that he’d spent a lot of time on the border of South
Africa and Namibia. He talked a lot about the atrocities on black women
that the soldiers there engaged in. He spoke about women being hung
from trees and having their breasts cut off and about women being tied up
on beds and being raped by the soldiers coming through the border. Even
now as I talk about it, it makes me want to be sick.

Eventually Chris told me, ‘I can’t do therapy with you because I love
you and I think about you all the time.” When he asked me around to his
place one afternoon, he told me his police buddies had been trying to get
him to talk about something, so they’d put something in his drink, which
had made him want me. His wife wasn’t home so he took me to his
bedroom and fucked me for hours and hours. Eventually I said, ‘I really
have to go home to my husband and children.’ Knowing he’d made it hard
for me really turned him on.

Chris was very sadistic. He started subtly using what I'd told him about
my grandfather to hurt me. For example, I'd told him about the humiliat-
ing time upstairs at my grandfather’s shop. When I was in bed with Chris
later, he asked me, ‘Do you ever think about that time when your grand-
father touched you in front of all those men?’ It made me feel like absolute
shit. A man can do anything to me when I feel like that. When I so much
as remember that incident, a man could come in here now and put me over
this table to fuck me and I'd say, ‘Go for it!” Chris must have realised the
effect it would have on me.

My husband didn’t know I was having an affair. I found the secrecy
quite thrilling. It was a replay of the secrecy of my relationship with my
grandfather when I was little. But when Chris started talking about heavy
political stuff, I became more scared than I'd ever been before, For
example, he told me he was involved with the Civil Cooperation Bureau
(CCB)* which was hired to kill David Webster.* As our relationship pro-
gressed he used to threaten me by saying, ‘Don’t tell anyone about this
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because if you do, the security branch [political police with a reputatiop
for ruthlessness] will find out and they’ll harm your children’. He also to}g
me all sorts of weird things like that a friend of his in the police force wag
asked to do something to Nelson Mandela when Mandela was released
from prison. His friend wasn’t willing to do whatever it was, and two days
later, this man’s daughter was killed.

Chris said that he’d been offered a contract to kill Nelson Mandela,
Alan Boesak and Archbishop Desmond Tutu.’ He told me, ‘If I accept the
contract, you can go with me afterwards to the United States’. I was totally
appalled by what he was saying, and I thought, ‘If he really does these
things and I'm involved, I'll die’. I would have committed suicide because
I could never live with being involved in things like that.

I got deeper and deeper into Chris’s stories until I felt totally enmeshed
in them. I had gone to school at a Catholic convent where we read a lot of
banned books so 1 knew that people can just disappear never to be seen
again. This made me all the more scared. When I talk about this stuff, |
think, ‘No wonder they [presumably doctors] want to put me in
Valkenberg!’® This was a replay of my not being able to tell my mother
about my grandfather because I didn’t think she’d believe me. I was
caught in a trap with Chris and I couldn’t get out of it because if I told
people what he’d told me, they’d say I was wacko.

My affair with Chris lasted about a year and a half. We had a lot of sex
during that time. It ended in May last year [1990] because an old friend of
my family came to visit me. When he saw me he said, ‘My God! What is
wrong with you?’ I was grey. I had circles under my eyes. I was shaking
with fear because of Chris’s warning that the security branch might go
after my kids. I was afraid that my phone was being tapped [this was a
common government-sanctioned practice in South Africa]. I became a
nervous wreck while I was seeing Chris.

THE AFTERMATH OF INCESTUOUS ABUSE
Being a ‘Bitch’

I was a bitch when I was a little girl at school. I was really sick and cruel
and sadistic. I wanted to get back at everybody. I used to say to girls in
my class things like, ‘Someone is going to put you in the electric chair
and shove cotton wool up your nose and up your bum and then they’re
going to switch on the current and all the blood is going to spurt out of
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you.
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Groomed to be a Whore

It wasn’t so much the loss of my physical virginity that was traumatising;
it was the loss of my innocence. I feel that I've become purely available
for men to have sex with.

When I was very young, my grandfather started showing me his books
and magazines with pictures of lots of nude women in fishnet stockings
and no panties. There were a lot of open legs and open crotches. He made
me pose in seductive positions like the women in the pictures. He’d show
me the pictures and say, ‘Do you see how pretty this girl looks? You must
sit with your arms on your hips and your legs spread open like she does.’
Then he’d make me do just that. Or he’d show me a picture and say, ‘This
is what I'm going to do to you, and this is what you must do.’

When I look at pictures of me as a little girl, I'm sitting with my legs
wide open more often than not. Little girls don’t naturally sit like that. My
daughter doesn’t sit like that. He trained me into it. Often I still automat-
jcally sit with my legs up and my hands on my knees. It worries me that it
excites me quite a lot when I talk about this, and imitating the pictures
used to make me feel exciting.

When [ was about ten, my gran [grandmother] and grandfather had to
move to East London, so my parents and I went to Durban to help them
pack. When my mom and dad left with my gran to go to my aunt’s house,
my grandfather took his books and magazines out of a cupboard to have
me look at them with him. The flat was bare. All the furniture had been
moved out. The game was for me to take off an item of clothing each time
I sat down. When he had me lying on my back on the dirty floor, he put
his penis into me. My back got scratched by the dirt on the floor and after
he came I was all wet and sticky and there were no towels to wash with.

Because my grandfather used to bribe me with sweets and ice-creams to
Jet him have sex with me, that’s what I've become used to. ‘If you fuck
me, I'll buy you a packet of jelly tots’, he’d say. I still expect men to pay
for sex. I don’t say this to them in so many words, but I make sure that
they pay for what they get in some way or other. I also reward myself
with something to eat if I'm good, because that’s how my grandfather
used to reward me.

A lover of mine called Jeff, who was married and had two kids, sent me
flowers and promised to give me an angora sweater recently. I'm not
seeing him any more because I promised my husband I won’t have any
more of these relationships. But since Jeff screwed me, I wanted him to
pay me by giving me the sweater. When I told my husband about this, he
said, ‘T don’t know why you can’t see that you’re letting him buy you’.



102 Behind Closed doors in White South Africa

That’s when it hit home that my grandfather had bought me. That's how
cheap I was. He didn’t start that way. Perhaps if I hadn’t taken his zifts, i
I'hadn’t put up the ‘For Sale’ sign, he wouldn 't have bought me.

Wanting that sweater shows that I feel used when I have sex. Ay the
same time sex makes me feel powerful because I make men come. When |
have an orgasm, all I say in my mind the whole time is, ‘/ am making thig
happen.” No man has ever made me come. When men try to make me
orgasm, I tense my muscles and tell myself, ‘Stop. Don’t have it noy
because he’s trying to make me have it. Do it a little later when / make it
happen.’

Lonly feel in control when it’s a use/abuse situation. This Juxtaposition
of being in power and being a victim doesn’t make sense. I feel I'm ip
power when leading up 1o sex, but the minute penetration happens, I see
my grandfather and I'm a little girl again. I wonder what the hell is hap-
pening to me and I don’t feel in charge any more. Then, when 1 feel it
building up to the man’s coming, I take the driver’s seat and I make him
come and I feel powerful again. But afterwards I feel used; a victim. [
know he would’ve come anyway. I know he could £o and ejaculate with
someone on the docks. But my ego likes to think that it's only me who can
do this for him.

If T had to describe myself in one sentence, 1'd say ‘I'm a whore.” My
image of a whore is of a woman who is totally available. I feel like I'm
Just a usable commodity for any man to come along and say, ‘Cheers!
Look what we have here. Let’s turn you over and do it.” When I have an
out-of-body experience like when my grandfather’s buddies gawked at me
and he told them I belonged to him, I turn into a complete whore. Men can
do absolutely anything to me then. They can hurt me. They can put it in
anywhere and 1 won’t stop them. I just lie there and say, ‘Do what you
want’,

I'think I'd be a prostitute if I hadn’t married Brian. AIDS fazes me a bit
but having sex with many men doesn’t faze me in the least. 'm very good
at sex so why should it go to waste? I might as well give it o as many men
as possible. Being good in bed has always been my identity because that’s
what I've known for fonger than I've known anything else. [’ve been
trained to be a whore. [ know all the tricks of the trade. When | say this to
my husband he gets very uncomfortable and unhappy. He doesn’t like to
think about me screwing at four years old. I feel I was born for it.

I'd love to get rich off having sex. When I was thinking of leaving my
husband, I contemplated moving to a flat in Cape Town and becoming a
prostitute. Not a street walker. I'd nab chartered accountants and attor-
neys. I'd be very good at it. I'd lose some weight and wear sexy black
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lingerie. I get such a thrill from being in charge and being in power and
making a man totally want sex. Then I’d say, ‘OK, I'll give it to you when
'm ready. I'll do it if you wait for me.” I said this kind of thing a lot to my
grandfather in the last three years when I became more powerful. Making
men cry and making them say ‘please’ gives me power. That's what it’s
about. Power, not sex.

My husband told me the other day that I flirt all the time. I don’t con-
sciously do it. Posing seductively is normal to me because of my grand-
father’s training. It’s like being a circus animal. If you train them hard
enough, they’ll remember what they have to do. My posing gets me into a
lot of trouble because men have been taught to react to the signals I've
been taught to act. I really hate men for this. What my grandfather did has
screwed me up completely.

For the sake of my ego I'd like to think — and for a long time I did think
~ that my grandfather wasn’t just attracted to little girls in general, but
that he was attracted to me; that I had some overwhelming allure. The
thought of him having other girls would have shattered me completely
while our relationship was going on. When I look at old photographs of
me when I was small, I try very hard to find this overwhelming allure, but
Ican’t.

But now I feel I'm like a fairy with a magic wand who has the ability to
say to any man, ‘You're going to fall magically in love with me and
you're going to be totally obsessed with me.” And the weirdest thing is
that so many men have been. I had an affair with my husband’s brother,
lan. This must be about the worst thing I could have done to my husband.
lan is still totally besotted with me. He started carrying a gun in his brief-
case and visiting me every day to check that I wasn’t with anyone besides
my husband. He’s told me that if he finds me with anybody else, he’ll
blow both our brains out because he believes I belong to him. Both Ian
and Jeff have told me they're obsessed with me, which makes me feel
powerful.

Jeff took me to see a movie called Last Exit to Brooklyn. In one scene
there was a girl who was always paid for her relationships with men. She
loved a guy who gave her what she thought was money, but it turned out
to be a letter saying that he'd really loved spending time with her. She
must have felt slapped in the face like I do in such situations, So she got
drunk and went into a bar and said to all the guys there, ‘Come and get it!’
Then she went and sat in a car and a row of men lined up to use her. And
she said, ‘Yes, fuck me! I'm the best fuck in Texas.’

I started shaking and crying when I saw this movie. I identified so
strongly with that woman that I walked out. I feel I could go to Cape
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Town station and say, ‘Here are tickets. Each draw a number and come
back and try to fuck me to death.” That’s how I want to die because I’y
used to that kind of treatment.

The Impact on Family Relationships

I don’t remember my dad in relation to the abuse at all; all my feelings
centre around my mother. I hate her more than I hate my grandfather. She
was supposed to be looking after me, but she never did. She says thingg
like, ‘Can’t you remember the happy times when you were a child?’ No, |
can’t! The incest probably happened to me less often than the picnics and
the happy times, but it seems as if my whole childhood was a slow-play
movie about being raped.

I spent a long time hating my gran and thinking, ‘If my grandfather
could fuck you, he wouldn’t be doing this to me’. But eventually 1 started
feeling sorry for her and I realised that my feelings about her were stupid
because whether or not she’d offered her services, he wouldn’t have
wanted her because she was fat and old and ugly. He wanted young, thin
and pretty.

Marriage

Brian asked me to marry him when I was 13. [ slept with him for the first
time when I was 16; he was the first man [ slept with — not counting my
grandfather. He made me pregnant before we were married so I had to
leave school before 1 completed matric. When it came to sex, Brian was
very gentle. He taught me that sex isn’t love and love isn’t sex, but that
sex can be an expression of love. That isn’t the kind of love I had when 1
was little. My vagina never gets sore with him because he really puts my
needs first.

My husband is the first person I had an orgasm with. It wasn’t from
penetration; I found that I could get the same feeling that I got from mas-
turbation by rubbing myself against him. I masturbate quite a lot and I get
a lot of release from it. Now that I've sorted out a lot of things with my
husband, I’ve been making love with him a lot more often over the last
couple of months, so I don’t masturbate as often as I used to, and my
orgasms have been getting more intense as I get older and more
experienced.

I feel very, very lucky to have Brian. He’s very warm and cuddly and
understanding. But I also find my relationship with him scary because it’s
so normal and he really loves me unconditionally. He doesn’t try to buy
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me. He doesn’t only care about me sexually. If I said to him tonight that I
don’t want to have sex with him for six months, he’d say, ‘I won’t like it
pecause I'll miss having your body, but if you don’t want to, that’s fine by
me’. That scares me because I'm not in control when a man is willing to
forgo sex.

I act like a little girl with my husband sometimes. I do silly things like
run outside in the rain without any shoes on and eat ice-cream before
dinner. He says, ‘Lara, you're not five years old any more.’ I tell the kids
not to eat sweets before supper; meanwhile I eat them because I feel a
need to be a little girl sometimes. My husband is almost like my daddy.
When 1 was having all my affairs and coming home late, he got quite
upset about it, but all he said was, ‘Is this the time to come home?’

One night I came home at 4 a.m. and I said to my husband, ‘I think I'm
in love with Jeff.” Then I phoned Jeff at home and asked his wife if I could
speak to him. He came to my house at 4.30 in the morning and I told Brian
[ was leaving him. Brian said, ‘But Lara, we’ve been so happily married
for so many years’. I said, ‘Oh, please! T had my first affair when I'd only
been married to you for six months.” He was totally devastated. I threw
everything in his face. I really wanted to hurt him. I told him, ‘Tve
screwed around plenty of times. This marriage means nothing to me!’

My husband sat there totally calm and said, ‘If this is what you really
want to do, then you must do it. But I first want you to sort out your
problems because what you want to do now has to do with what hap-
pened to you as a child. No matter who you run away with and no matter
where you run to, you’ll never be able to run away from your child-
hood.” He then suggested that I go into therapy. I realised that night that
my husband really loves me. He didn’t say, ‘Take your bags and go!’
Instead he took me to bed and we made love like we’d never made it
before. And afterwards he cried and cried and said, ‘I don’t want to lose
you. I love you so much. But you can’t see it. And you can’t see what
you're doing to yourself.’

But Brian does get upset and angry with me sometimes. For example, it
was my birthday on Friday and Jeff sent me a bunch of 23 pink roses. My
husband said, ‘1 want those out of my house, now!” But mostly he’s very
patient with me. And when I can’t cope, he always looks after the kids. He
sees that they’re fed and clothed and taken to school.

When Brian kisses and touches me it feels nice, like it used to feel with
my grandfather. I think it’s a natural physical reaction to feel good with
physical touch on a body level. But it’s so frustrating that I can’t feel it on
an emotional level. Last night I told Brian, ‘I know that I love you but I
can’t feel it.” Occasionally I feel fond of him, but that’s all. The only time
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I can feel love is when I'm making love. I hate my grandfather most of all
for taking away my capacity for emotion. '

Since 1 married, I"ve had three sexual relationships with men wh‘o are
twice my age. The one I had sex with a couple of rpomhs ago rem{nded
me of my grandfather. My mother-in-law was horrified when she fougd
out about these relationships. She was also fondled when she was a child
and she says she’s now totally anti-men so she doesn’t gxmderstanq how I
could become so promiscuous. People forget that being promiscuous
doesn’t mean that you're loving sex to bits.

[ don’t feel bad about having had affairs. I was being ba‘d Fo my
husband but T was being good for the men I had affairs with. This incon-
gruity is a replay of what happened in my childhood when I was a g(?od
éirl for my grandfather but to my mother — had she known what was going
on — I was being a bad girl. It was confusing. I didn’t know what was
good and what was bad any more because if I was good for one, then |
was bad for the other.

I made my grandfather cry. I made my husband cry. And 1 rpade Jeff
and Tan cry. Brian, Jeff and Ian cried when I told thfzm I was leaving them.
I absolutely love to make men cry. It’s enough to give me an orgasm.

Sodomy

I still have a thing about sodomy. My feelings inside my body are mainly
concentrated around my rectum. When I think about my grandfather’s
abuse, my rectum clenches. It bothers me that the guys in my las‘t couple
of relationships have sodomised me without my feeling it. When it started
to get painful, I switched off. Then they can fuck me to death and I
wouldn’t notice. ‘

Although I don’t like sodomy, whenever it occurs, it’s always gt my
initiative. My whole being is centred in my anus when I have anal inter-
course. It makes me feel very, very vulnerable. My \A{h()l.e bod.y feels
totally open. There are no confines. It feels as if everything is oozing out
of me. I hate it. I feel 'm a litde girt again and I can feel the pain. Who am
I, and who is he? I have no identity at all. There is only the pain.

My husband has sodomised me a few times because IA virtually begged
him to. If you get men to a certain point, they’ll do anything. I put lubrxcz?-
tion on myself when I have anal intercourse with my husb;md. But I don’t
do this with other men so it’s bloody painful. It’s dry and it burns.

When I was having sex with one of my lovers, I turned over on tg my
stomach and told him I wanted it that way, so he sodomised me. Wk’ule he
was doing it, he asked me, ‘Are you liking this?" I said, ‘Of course. Butl
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was crying because it was so sore. And he said, ‘You feel like when you
were little. You think I’m your grandfather.’ I said, ‘Yes’, but in my mind
I said, ‘Yes, Grandpa.’ ,

In replaying my past through sodomy, I think ’m trying to get back to
the feelings I had when I was little so I can somehow reclaim something I
lost because of the abuse. 1 feel I've lost so much.

Other Psychological Consequences

Feeling Dirty
I always feel dirty. I can see the dirt on me. I scrub myself raw every
morning. I shower two or three times a day, but I'm never clean.

Flashbacks

I relive what happened to me in my mind every day and my memories
wake me every night. It’s often little things that bring the memories back.
For example, my grandfather often gargled with TCP [a disinfectant]. He
must have had a thing about halitosis. When I smell TCP, I vomit immedi-
ately. When I was younger, my mother used to make me gargle with TCP
when I had a cold. When it made me throw up, she’d say, ‘See how good
it is? It’s bringing up all your phlegm.” Meanwhile I was heaving because
I was thinking of that man.

Self-Blame
Intellectually and from an adult perspective, I can see that my grandfather
was the perpetrator, but the real me inside thinks it was my fault. I feel
guilty of being naughty. There must have been something about me, some-
thing about the way I sat, something that I did, that made my grandfather
rape and abuse me. And there’s still something about me because my ther-
apist, Chris Kruger, also landed up in bed with me.

I feel I should be punished because I was so bad. I don’t believe people
when they say that I'm not responsible.

Self-Destruction

I have a terribly self-destructive pattern. Sometimes 1 try to do as many
bad things to myself as possible. I've crashed my car on purpose about
five times. I take my hands off the steering wheel and the car drives into
something. All I think about at these times is that I'm going to get hurt. I
feel I deserve to be hurt. Sometimes I mutilate myself. A couple of months
ago I kept scratching and cutting myself all over. I made little nicks in my
flesh and watched myself bleed. And I try to make myself fail at things to
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hurt myself. I love studying and working but I have sabotaged my career
and everything else.

Depression and Breakdowns o
I’ve been hospitalised for severe depression. Psychiatrists have put me on
anti-depressants, but nothing has helped. I'm fairly_ normal now.'but two
months ago I went totally wacky, totally out of my mind. I was on pills and I
was high most of the time. I slopped around and didn’t dress myself prqperly.
Then one day I cut my hand breaking a window to get into my brqthemn—law
Ian’s house when he was suicidal. When [ got inside, I started crying because
of the pain even though I hadn’t cried for four years. I gtill carf’t remember
exactly what happened but Ian tells me that I spoke like a little girl apd
crawled around on all fours. I remember saying, ‘I promise I'll be a good glrl.
I promise I won’t be naughty any more. Please tell me I’ve been a good girl.’
Tan had to take me to a doctor for sedation. The doctor wanted Fo put me
away in Valkenberg [a mental hospital]. He said it wasn’t fair on my
family for me to be behaving like that. But instead of Yalkeflberg, I landed
up in the Kenilworth Clinic where I was put on etamine. I %l never forget
the message I got from this experience: ‘Don’t feel. It offends us.’ Defxl
with your feelings quietly in a corner.” Since then, even when I'm in
therapy, I tell myself I must calm down and pull myself back.

[nability to Feel ‘
Not feeling is a very big problem for me. I can describe exactly what I felt

when my grandfather abused me, but I can’t feel it. Sometimes I think. it’s
going to take something major like losing a child to make'me f'eel again. 1
describe what happened to me as if I'm reading a shopping list, without
emotion. I cried a bit about it in my third session with Chris, but I haven’t
cried when I talk about it since then. I hated to give my grandfather the
pleasure of thinking that I felt so much about what he did toAmc when |
was little that I can’t feel now. But he’s winning. I have two children and a
husband whom I love but I never get a really warm feeling about them.
But the idea of feeling again is also very scary because I'm afraid of what
will happen when I start to feel again. ‘ ' .

My best friend at school was a nun who I fell n.qadly in love Wl’lh. I
thought then that I had very strong lesbian tendencies but now I think [
loved her more as a mother and that she loved me as a daugbter. I started
to feel again during my relationship with her. I felt safer with a’ womar.
There was no pressure. There was no ‘Let’s go to be@’. I c’culdn t do any
of my old tricks. That's the last time I remember feeling. I'm very scared
that I’m never going to be able to feel again.
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Identity Problems

I'm my husband’s wife and my children’s mother and my mother’s daugh-
ter. But I don’t have a clear idea of who I am as a person except that my
grandfather raped me. That’s the only identity I have that’s concrete and
clear.

Everyone says my sisters are so sweet, so good, so kind. Maybe I'd also
have been a sweet, kind, gorgeous little girl if I hadn’t been fucked
around. I wonder who I would’ve been and what I would have done if all
the abuse hadn’t happened to me. I don’t know if I can reclaim my origi-
nal identity because I don’t know what I was before. I feel there’s a whole
part of me I don’t even know about.

I'm even scared of being free of the abuse. I’ve hung on to the damage
and the ways I've coped with it because I’m used to it. It's like being
given a broken vase. You know what it looks like when it’s cracked. What
will it look like when it’s fixed? Will it ever be OK or will they put it
back together skew? If I'm whole and I’'m free of it, who will I be?

I don’t even feel that my body belongs to me. It’s just something that
Pm in, that I carry around with me, that T put clothes on in the morning,
that I wash and I dress and I feed. I don’t feel any love for it.

From Victim to Abuser

There’s something I've never told anybody. I've never even mentioned it
in therapy. When I was about nine and my sister Melissa was about three,
I used to bath with her. I'd tell her, “You’re my baby and you must do this
to me’. Then I’d hold her and make her suck my breasts and touch me
there [genitals]. I'm really worried that this might have harmed her. She
hasn’t said anything to me about it, but then I haven’t asked her.

I've also had a hard time having a daughter. That little vagina. I
changed her nappy when I had to, but I still don’t know how I did it
without pricking her with a pin because I didn’t look at her. When I watch
my two-year-old daughter now, I sometimes hate her. I can see why
people abuse their children if they’ve been abused. I feel like taking a pole
and ramming it up her vagina and saying, ‘This is what happened to me.
I'll do this to you so you’ll know what it’s like.” I'm so jealous of her for
being so lucky. She has everything including a father who is fantastic with
her. It isn"t fair. I think, ‘You little bitch! You’ve gotit and I never had it
I've never felt that way towards my son.

I'm really worried sometimes about what I might do to my daughter. I get
these funny moods when my brain almost trips and I often become very
aggressive and very violent. I try to get my children away from me at such
times. I phone my mother-in-law and ask her to fetch them because I don’t
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know what I might do to them. Although I try to do everything I can to
make my children as happy as possible, if I hadn’t gone into therapy and if I
hadn’t read as much about the effects of sexual abuse, I think by now I’d
probably have abused my daughter so she’d have to live the way I had to.

Psychic Murder

What my grandfather did has not just damaged me. It feels like he took my
life. He stamped on it. Then he chewed it, put it in the fire, spat on it and
said, ‘Now that your life is screwed up, live it!’ That’s the destruction he’s
left me with. It has affected every little thing that I’ve done. It affects me
from when I wake up in the morning and I start scrubbing myself with dis-
infectant, to when I go to work and T can’t get in a lift with a man, to
when a man tells me at work to do something I don’t want to do and I
don’t have time to do but I say ‘ves’ because I can’t say ‘no’ to him. It has
damaged me as a mother because I'm scared of raping my child. It has
damaged me as a wife because I can’t love my husband. I suppose the
only positive legacy that my grandfather has left me is that 'm very good
at sex.

THE STRUGGLE TO HEAL

Aside from seeing Chris Kruger, I've done a lot of therapy in the last two
years. | wouldn’t have been able to talk to you about the sexual abuse like
I've talked today without therapy. Because I've talked a lot about it now
and I've been in a self-help group at Safeline {a facility that assists sur-
vivors of child abuse] with other incest survivors, I’ve realised that I'm
not the only one who feels like a whore and who has all the other feelings
I’ve told you about.

DISCUSSION AND ANALYSIS
Incest and Abuse by Therapists

Although Lara did not marry a man who resembled her perpetrator, as
many incest survivors do, she found herself in several extramarital sex.ual
relationships with much older men like her grandfather. Besides being
much older than she, Chris Kruger, her first therapist, was also married,
physically repulsive (to her) and sadistic like her grandfather.‘While
Kruger enjoyed frightening Lara with his horror stories and assassination
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plots, her grandfather found pleasure from raping her as a child under the
guise of love and humiliating her in public to impress his buddies.

There is considerable clinical evidence that incest survivors are particu-
larly vulnerable to sexual abuse by the male mental health professionals
who treat them (e.g., Herman, 1981; Janice Russell, 1993). Feminist psy-
chiatrist Judith Herman states, for example, that, ‘Like other men, the ther-
apist may find himself becoming excited by the victim’s narrative of
forbidden sexual activity’ (1981, p. 186). Furthermore, ‘The male thera-
pist, because of his tendency to identify with the offender, also runs the
risk of becoming sexually involved with the patient, either in fantasy or in
reality’ (Herman, 1981, p. 186).

Many therapists, particularly those who subscribe to Freud’s sexist
QOedipal theory, blame female victims for the incestuous abuse to which
they are, or have been, subjected (Herman, 1981; Masson, 1984; Rush,
1980; Russell, 1986). The victims are perceived as seductive or as
desirous of a sexual relationship with their male perpetrators, no matter
how young they are or were at the time, and no matter how much they
demonstrated their opposition. For example, child psychiatrist and psy-
choanalyst Lauretta Bender and her junior colleague Abram Blau went so
far as to argue that the child was the initiator of sexual relationships even
in instances when ‘physical force may have been applied by the adult’
(1937, p. 524). Those capable of believing such outrageous victim-
blaming nonsense may have little difficulty in holding such patients
responsible for sexual abuse by their therapists as well.

Herman provides the following additional explanations for the vulnera-
bility of incest survivors to this kind of betrayal by their male therapists:

Like other men, the therapist may consider the incest victim ‘fair game’.
Since she has engaged in forbidden sexual relations, he may see her as
already corrupted and therefore may imagine that he cannot do her any
further harm. The patient, for her part, may display a kind of ritualized
erotic behavior which excites the therapist and permits him to believe
that she really wants to be seduced. After all, she has been trained to
stimulate and please men, and she often knows how to do this very well.
She may indeed believe that any man can be seduced, and that no man
can possibly care for her without a sexual relationship. Since she often
has a very low opinion of herself, she will not consider sexual involve-
ment too high a price to have to pay for the therapist’s attention. In
short, the same traits that render the incest victim susceptible to
repeated abuse by other men also render her particularly vulnerable to
seduction by a male therapist.
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Once entrapped in a sexual relationship with a therapist,. the pati;m
relives the betrayal and disappointment that she first expgnenced with
her father. The outcome can only be a disaster for her. (1981, p. 187)

Although there is no way of knowing whether Herman’s analysis‘ accu-
rately captures Kruger's thinking, her explanations for the vulnerability of
incest victims to male therapists is strikingly applicable to Lara.

Incest and Prostitution

Herman wrote the following insightful passage about one of the ways in
which father—daughter incest relates to prostitution:

The actual [incestuous] sexual encounter may be brutal (')r tender,
painful or pleasurable; but it is always, inevitably, de§truct1ve to the
child. The father, in effect, forces the daughter to pay with her bpdy for
affection and care which should be freely givenj In s0 (#)}ﬂg, h‘e
destroys the protective bond between parent ar}d child and initiates his
daughter into prostitution. (1981, p. 4; emphasis added)

Although the betrayal involved in fatherfdaughger incest is typically
greater than in grandfather—granddaughter mcesF, it seems reasonable to
assume that Herman's analysis also applies to 1n§estuous grandfathers.
However, rather than focus on fathers as johnsZ 1 will suggest some (?f the
reasons why incest survivors are much more likely to become prostitutes
than women or girls who were never incestuously abused.

Several studies of female prostitutes have found that many of them
were sexually abused as children (Bagley and Ygung, 1987, ~'lames and
Meyerding, 1977a, b; Silbert and Pines, 1981). Wx.th regard to mcestu?us
abuse by biological fathers, stepfather.s, adoptive fathers and fods.ter
fathers in particular, psychologists Jennifer James and Jane Meye.r ing
found that a quarter (25.5 per cent) of the 136 female strce% pf"os‘tltu.tes
they surveyed disclosed having experienced this form of victimisation

. 1383). \
(WIZ’]C;:nIzrast. 4.)5 per cent of my probability sample of 930 women in ?a;}
Francisco were sexually abused by a father or father figure (Rgsse}ll,
1986). If we use my study as a kind of control group Qf women in t ef
general population, it becomes apparent thgt over five times as many[o~
the female prostitutes in James and Meyerding’s study had been inces :n
ously abused by a father or father figure than was the case for the w‘(;mbe
in my survey. In explanation, James and Meyerding sp.eculate that, d?oss
used sexually at an early age in a way that produces guilt, shame, an
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of self-esteem on the part of the victim would be likely to lessen one’s
resistance to viewing oneself as a saleable commodity’ (1977b, p. 41).

Lara, who articulated feeling dirty (resulting in feelings of shame) and
responsible for her abuse (guilt), clearly suffered from a debased self-
image. ‘I feel like I'm just a usable commodity for any man to come along
and say, “Cheers! .... Let’s turn you over and do it”’, Lara explained.
These are not the words of a woman who engages in sex with many differ-
ent partners because she finds it so pleasurable. They are the words of a
woman whose past abuse by her grandfather has trapped her in a compul-
sive, self-destructive role of sacrificing herself to service men’s sexual
desires. ‘I feel that I'm purely available for men to have sex with,” Lara
said. Despite the bitterness conveyed by this statement, she also consid-
ered being good at sex as ‘the only positive legacy that my grandfather has
left me’.

David Finkelhor and Angela Browne also suggest that feelings of stig-
matisation cause some incest survivors to gravitate to prostitution because
this identity and way of life affirms their feelings of badness and satisfies
their self-destructive urges (Finkelhor and Browne, 1986). This observa-
tion may help to explain why Lara was so drawn to prostitution; she
believed she deserved to be hurt and saw to it that she was (consider her
compulsion to initiate anal sex, for example).

Although Lara did not actually become a prostitute (that is, get paid for
sex), she exhibited many of the attitudes and behaviours — whether real or
feigned ~ that are common among prostitutes. For example, she was com-
pulsively flirtatious and sexually provocative: she found gratification in
being an object of men’s desires: and she had a singular aptitude for
seducing and pleasing men sexually. Lara also relished having multiple
sex partners, took pride in ‘being a good fuck’, and wanted to be remuner-
ated for having sex with men.

Lara describes how her grandfather trained her to develop these atti-
tudes, aptitudes and behaviours. For example, he taught her to expect
rewards in exchange for her sexual submission (he ‘used to bribe me with
sweets and ice-creams to let him have sex with me’). When Lara realised
that her grandfather was paying her for sex, she started to manipulate him
into giving her larger gifts. On becoming an adult, this lesson manifested
in Lara’s need for gifts from her sex partners to compensate her for feeling
sexually used by them.

Incest survivors like Lara who react to their victimisation by becoming
promiscuous can often tolerate the risky and abusive lifestyle of prosti-
tutes more readily than women without such a history. After all, being
a prostitute often has much in common with being an incest victim. In
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addition, some of the same coping strategies that survivors develop in
order to be able to endure their traumatic experiences of sexufil violation
also enable prostitutes to bear their lives of sexual abusg and violence. For
example, many incest victims learn to dissociate’ du.rmg acts of sexual
assault thereby distancing themselves from their physical and/gr psycho-
logical pain. This defence mechanism is equally helpfull to prostitutes.

Prostitute survivor and political activist Evelina Giobbe reported that
30 per cent of a group of prostitute survivors divul.ged ‘thatAthei’r pimps
regularly exposed them to pornography as a seasoning technique’ (1993,
p. 2). Lara’s grandfather, like many other incest perpetrators, also gsed
pornography to train her to behave like a dutiful male—deﬁned‘ sex opject.
Although he was not a pimp, since he didn’t seek financial gain by
farming her out to turn tricks, the way Lara’s grandfathgr trained her
gratified not only his own desires but those of other men with whom she
subsequently had sex.

Despite Lara’s feelings of powerlessness with her grandfather .and sub-
sequently with other men, she found a way to empower herself in sexual
relationships, even with her grandfather. During the last thre§ years ,Of her
relationship with him when she became a little more powerful, she’d say
things like, ‘OK, I'll give it to you when I'm ready’. ‘

Instead of rejecting her prostitute persona after her grandfather died,
ara acted out various manoeuvres that made her feel less powerlessy, sugh
as seducing men (‘I get such a thrill from being in ct}arge apd bemg. in
power and making a man totally want sex’), encouraging their ()bsess'we
adoration of her, demanding some kind of payment for sex, and hurting
and rejecting men. ‘ .

Herman noted that some of the survivors of father—daughter incest in

her sample

embraced their identity as sinners with a kind of defiance and pride. As
initiates into forbidden sexual knowledge, they felt themselves to
possess almost magical powers, particularly the power to attract men.
(1981, p. 97; emphasis added)

This description fits Lara to a tee. Many prost.itutes have testiﬁeq 10
feeling powerful in the same ways that Lara articulated. Such trans@nt
emotional ‘power’ does not, of course, enable them to redress the exploita-
tive imbalance of actual power relations in prostitution. ‘

Lara married an unusually kind, understanding and longﬂsuffefrmg man.
Brian appears to have been extremely unpossessive and sugportlve of her.
This may be a key reason why Lara has not become a prostitute (although
she still may; she was only 23 years old when interviewed). The fact that

The Making of a Whore 115

Brian was a successful businessman may be another factor. Poverty obvi-
ously drives many girls and women, including incest survivors, into
prostitution.

In short, Lara’s story shows the traumatic basis for her attraction to
prostitution and the constant repetition of this trauma in most of her other
relationships with men. As an adult, Lara actively initiates the recurrence
of painful and traumatic experiences like her grandfather’s anal rapes,
despite the intense self-hatred and physical pain that results from her com-
pulsion. Her description of her feelings during sexual acts reveals the
enormous complexity of the power dynamics she experienced as well as

her extraordinary capacity to recognise and express all the nuances
involved.

The Realities of Prostitution

Lara’s notions about prostitution are highly romanticised. Trading sex for
money is inherently violating and psychologically damaging for women.
Given the high rates of violence to which prostitutes are subjected by their
pimps, their customers, rapists and serial killers, as well as the police,
and given their vulnerability to AIDS and other sexually transmitted
diseases, their work is also frequently physically damaging and sometimes
fatal.

In a study of 130 prostitutes on the streets of San Francisco, psycholo-
gist Melissa Farley and prostitute survivor Norma Hotaling have docu-
mented some of the violence reported by these women, as well as the high
prevalence of Post Traumatic Stress Disorder (PTSD) - a psychological
disorder associated with severely trabimatic experiences — they found in
this population (Farley and Hotaling, 1995). Forty-one per cent (41%) of
their prostitute sample met the criteria for a diagnosis of PTSD (p- 5).
Many of their respondents also reported being subjected to extreme levels
of sexual and non-sexual violence. For example:

® Over two-thirds (68 per cent) reported having been raped since enter-
ing prostitution; almost half (48 per cent) had been raped more than
five times while engaged in prostitution; and close to half (46 per cent)
reported having been raped by one or more customers (p. 3).

& Eighty-two per cent (82%) ‘reported having been physically assaulted

since entering prostitution’; and well over half (55 per cent) reported
having been physically assaulted by one or more customers (p. 2).

® Eighty-three per cent (83%) ‘reported having been threatened with a

gun, knife or weapon since entering prostitution’ (p. 2).
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e Close to half (49 per cent) reported having ‘p()mograph'y mz;(;e of
them while they worked in prostitution’; while almost a thx,rd (32 per
cent) reported that ‘they had been upsg by customers g(;tempts
to make them do what had been seen n pornographic videos or

e I[I’lrc;i?lztftzss z(ilr)e a)lso disproportionally targeted by sena‘l l((jllllf{:rs arﬁj
other misogynist murderers (Caputi, 1987; Radford and Russell,

1992).

Because many prostitutes favour decriminalisation, well—mez(iinmg ;i:?-
gressive people often assume that' they shoulq therefo.rlf(: lent orsr(;ferxist
policy. Obviously, those engaged in illegal 'behawouF are li e l))/ f)p or it
to be made legal, and those employe(} in a par'tlcular job catnnthem
expected to argue for its demise, even if the job is d‘estr.ucqve d0 N noi
Hence, the fact that many prostitutesfadvooe}te{ decriminalisation do

an it is the best policy for them or for soclety.
me;:olstti‘tsution is ar!: institution that ex;)‘loits.women, many of wh?m h;\{;
already been severely sexually victimised in chl’ldhooq. T?e no 1;);11 hat
societies need this institution presume§ that men’s desires orbsex o s
vices, no matter how debased, destructive or dangerqus, must fe sa mums.
Merely seeking to rehabilitate and relabel thc.: social lciernnt}(/i (;)- vprospade
(as ‘sex workers’, for example) is not‘wh‘at xs: needed. In a mon,l.;76 th)é
and Hotaling note that legalising prosutupon 'WO\’lld further nsrrfxa niejm .
harm, exploitation, and human rights v101_at19ns that ‘they ?cu et 1t
their study (1995, p. 7). Normalising prostitution also normzlx‘ 1zc’sS haured
of women’ (Farley and Hotaling, 19?5, p. 8). Farl?y ~and‘Hovta ing )|
tions to legalisation are equally apphcabk tf) decrlmmahsatmn.t e and

I believe that prostitution should remain ﬂlegal', ar?d that hcus o.?dnes o
pimps should be incarcerated for' sexual exploitation. T e w1C thé)m ¢
practice of punishing the victims, mste.ad‘ of those who vx;nmlske 1aws, N
blatantly sexist. It reflects the fact that it is largely men w omj clawe
suit their interests. This is one of many forms of'dlsﬂcnmmz(ii 0 ugam
women that does not belong in any sometyAthat aspires to gender fqrced z')r

Since the majority of prostitutes — possibly al.l of them'».arf(:i 'oto by
driven into this role by poverty, entrapment t?y pimps, so?lalllse mmional
a history of incestuous abuse and/or othe‘r kinds of physwg or en:o o
violence or abuse, arrest and incarceratlor} ar,e cruel and f;napgﬁn% i
ways to treat them. One of Farley anq Hotaltxkng s rr{l;):‘iizxvgv]g; ::;mwd ne

i 88 per cent of the prostitutes tney in ©]

ltiletsa\ili‘;ltzi 1o E:ave prostitutiop immediately (p. 5.). I}r]\ add;zzg(,i?szz

cent said they needed job training, 78 per cent said they n
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place to stay, 48 per cent said they needed personal counselling or support,
and 28 per cent said they needed protection from their pimps (p. 5).
Funding must be found to meet these needs.

Clearly, if Lara were to become a prostitute, it would indicate the degree
to which she would remain a prisoner of her grandfather’s training, thereby
aggravating, not healing, the many problems she still lives with today.

VIOLENCE IN AFRIKANER AND ENGLISH-SPEAKING SOUTH
AFRICAN HOMES

Brutal as Lara’s grandfather was in raping her anally when she was only
four years old and repeating this act many times thereafter, he was not
otherwise physically violent towards her. Nor did Lara mention her father
ever being violent towards her or to her mother. However, Lara did
describe one incident when her mother beat her very hard on learning that
she was engaged in sex play with her girlfriend and her girlfriend’s
brother. Severe as was the sexual violence of Lara’s grandfather, the mag-
nitude of violence in Lara’s family of origin was nevertheless significantly
less extreme than in the homes of Nida Webber, Elsa Foster and Marie
Malan, and Elsabé Groenewald (to be described in Chapter 6). The
absence of paternal despotism in Lara’s family is another notable ethnic-
ity-related difference.

This is not to say that parents and grandparents in English-speaking
South African homes are never very violent or authoritarian. But judging
from the 20 interviews with incest survivors and my own first-hand
knowledge of English-speaking South Africans, I believe that there tends
to be significantly more violence in Afrikaner homes, and that paternal
despotism and patriarchal attitudes and behaviour also tend to be more
extreme in the Afrikaner community.

On the other hand, there appears to be greater emotional distance
between Lara and her parents, particularly her father, than was the case for
the Afrikaner survivors and their fathers. Emotional distance, like viol-
ence, tends to have very negative consequences. Lara appears to have been
quite deprived of physical affection from both of her parents which pre-
sumably increased her vulnerability to the apparently loving, seductive
manipulations of her paedophilic grandfather.

Scientifically sound studies are needed to evaluate my impressionistic
observations about some of the salient differences in the families of

Afrikaners and English-speaking South Africans.



6 The Divine Right of the
Father: Elsabé
Groenewald’s Story

‘Because I'm his daughter, my father seems to think that what he did to
me was fine — that this gave him the right to do whatever he wanted.’

INTRODUCTION

Thirty-six-year-old Elsabé Groenewald (her real name) is an Afrikaner
who lived with her Afrikaner husband, Louis, and their two daughters, 12-
year-old Marlése and 7-year-old Monique, at the time of the interview in
1993. Elsabé and Louis owned a home in Goodwood ~ a predominantly
Afrikaans suburb of Cape Town.

Elsabé is the third child of eight, and the oldest girl. She has two older
brothers, four younger sisters and one younger brother. Her eldest brother,
Johan, who was five years older than she, committed suicide in 1985 when
he was 34 years old. Her second brother Hennie was raised by their grand-
parents. Thirty-five-year-old Maria is one year younger than Elsabé, fol-
lowed by Miriam (34), Elize (33), Thys (29) and Lena (27).

Flsabé matriculated from high school when she was 19, after which she
worked in the newspaper business for many years - in advertising, market-
ing, photography and journalism. She quit her job at the end of 1990
‘when everything came crashing down’, and became a full-time house-
wife. Elsabé, who described herself as working class, said her husband
also matriculated from high school before joining the police force, where
he still works.

Elsabé described her parents as ‘very Afrikaans’. Her husband is an
Afrikaner who works in a profession in which few English-speaking South
Africans are employed. Elsabé mentioned that she has few English-
speaking friends.

Elsabé’s father left school after standard six (8th grade); her mother,
who is retarded, dropped out of school some time earlier than this. Mr
Groenewald’s main occupation was as a shunter and guard for the South
African Railways. Although Elsabé described her father as having ‘quite a
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Jot of money’ and her mother as having ‘the most exquisite clothes you
can imagine’, she said that they were ‘dirt poor’ during her younger years
‘pecause my father blew the money on booze’. Because she felt inferior
about being poorer than the other children at her school, Elsabé felt she
had to prove herself by fighting a lot.

Elsabé was born in 1956 on her family’s farm near a small village called
Clanwilliam. Her family moved to Stanger, Natal, when she was five years
old. “We’ve lived all over the place’, Elsabé told me. ‘After Natal, we moved
to the Karoo [a large semi-desert region} where we lived in different small
villages most of the time - Leeu-Gambkalike in 1967 when I was 11, then
Prince Albert when I was 12, and Victoria-West near Hutchinson when I was
13.> Elsabé€ described these villages as ‘the kind of places where you don’t
talk about things like incest because people don’t believe it happens there’,

Elsabé’s family moved from the Karoo to Hermon in the Cape Province
when she was 14. Later that year, her father kicked her out of the house
and she went to live and work in a place called Wellington. Then, when
she was 17, she moved to Paarl where she completed her last two years of
high school. At 20, she moved to Goodwood where she still lives,

When asked about her religious upbringing, Elsabé said that she and
her siblings had been raised without any. ‘official church upbringing’.
However, she described her mother as ‘very NG [the Nederduitse
Gereformeerde Kerk, or Dutch Reformed Church in English] now’. ‘As
for my father, one day he’d go to the NG Church and the next day he’d be
in a drunken stupor.’

Elsabé defected to the Apostolic Faith Mission after her parents cast her
out of their home in 1971. ‘The Dutch Reformed Church was too uptight
for my liking’, Elsabé explained. ‘I’ve stayed a Christian since then, but
I'm with a charismatic faith called the Lighthouse Fellowship now.’
Elsabé has become very religious and ‘the Lord’ clearly plays a major role
in her life. Her concept of Christianity prompted her to expect Christians
to be virtuous and loving people.

Elsabé’s story provides a vivid portrait of an Afrikaner father who feels
entitled to have sex with his daughter. Even in old age, he remains unre-
pentant about having forced her into a long-term sexual relationship with
him. Elsabé’s account takes us back to the question raised in the introduc-
tion regarding the connection between some Afrikaner men’s sense of
entitlement to dominate and exploit black South Africans and the females
in their homes.

About the interview, Elsabé said, ‘I never thought I'd get upset if I had
to tell my story again, but it’s been a shock to put myself back into that
pain’.
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ELSABE’S STORY

Family Background

One of my great grandfathers opposed a corrupt -South Afrlcsan ghO\:frr}?‘;w
called Willem Adriaan van der Stel. He was bénlshed from outl : r(;ca.
for many, many years. All throu;_lgh my ~famlly tree, my people had a
i iri be that's where 1 got mine. .
ﬁg?gv‘;% Zigll; tl::ljrir)l]t on my legs and stomach when‘ I was einght months o}id.
[Elsabé raised her skirt to show me the large, plamly visible sga(rjs ?tr’ls :(:
legs.] The story is that my mother or my father put fire to my ; ihér o
use asking them about it because my mother always says my fa
; says it was her. - o
a“i;;e :(\:/t?\};i qizlyretarded. If you look into her eyes someumej i’s 1131«:
Jooking into a blank space. She never showed. that she ‘llove hme.Evei
eldest brother Johan was the most important one in the fami y lto er. Even
though I did better academically than he did, my parents always
his. .
exiucfslsyf?;atlised recently that what happened to me, and the thlli z::d
‘ation in my home, was evil. When 1 went to sch‘ool my mugn w‘o’ g
my younger brother and sisters after me to yel{, Ge‘brandef egeéu pumed
legs]. That's how far gone she was. An.d she ‘d lock t’he. 00 E’Od o
and go away for a couple of days at a ime \:\nthout IeavnTgfany o 10
us. She was afraid we’d eat all of i; ?nd there’d be none left for my .
for food and steal fruit. ‘ ‘
SOVZfVSe:aIdth:tii boarding school at 13, 1 was very uncertain of. mys;]elf ;?dri
didn’t get on well there. But as time went by, I st@ed to reahs; tlato h;:de
was nothing wrong with me. L used to beat up lotsyof boys at s¢ doo o ek
my upset and to put fear into them so th;)(/{ ':O}tlgn t: t[e}f:h?:; sx:he;nilo()k "
ers and sisters because we were poor and didn av ok
‘Lo having enough to eat and having school clothes [school uni
%éirr;xtj irel lllx\seu:ﬁ;lw%)m in gouth Africal. T only had one dress but no shoes.

Mother’s Assaults n
My parents assaulted and abused me and didn’t allow me to be my own

erson. My mother really hated me. She used to beat me with anything sfhe
Ic)ould éet hold of, like a hose-pipe or the thick sticks that were used for

flags on the railways that my father brought home. She’d hit me in such a

it’ ers out of joint. She half-killed me with a broom
way that it'd put my fingers out of joint. Sh \ )
oncye Another time she threw me behind a cupboard after 1 d passed ou

from the hiding she gave me. I came to about three hours later.
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I was the one in the family she went after. Once when we were sitting
talking in the kitchen at the old coal stove in the middle of winter, my
sister Maria was playing with a ball when she accidentally threw it in my
mother’s face. Everybody burst out laughing because my mother looked
so shocked. I was astonished that my mother didn’t hit Maria. Had it been
me, she’d have killed me.

My mother would also lock me out of the house in the middle of winter,
even when it was snowing. There was a little outside room where we used to
keep our coal. Sometimes she’d punish me by kicking me out there for a
long time without any food. She would’ve killed me if I'd gone back into
the house, so I'd sit there and get black from the coal. When she wasn’t
looking, my sisters and brothers would smuggle food out to me. They knew
they’d get a hiding if our parents found out they were feeding me.

When my mother kicked me out in the summer when we lived in the
Karoo, I’d go out into the veld [open fields]. The wild dassies [small rock
rabbits] got so used to me they wouldn’t even bother about me. There was
an old man living out there who gave me carrots and milk and honey. 1
found the old grave of an Englishman when I was out in the veld. People
told me that at dusk he’d rise up from his grave. I wasn’t scared sitting out

there at midnight, but I became so afraid and lonely sitting in the middle
of nowhere after I heard this story that I wished I'd die when the sun
started setting. Based on what I knew about the Anglo-Boer War [the war
between Britain and the Afrikaners] at the age of 11, I thought the
Englishman would kill me if he saw a Boer [Afrikaner] like me.!

I always had a soft spot for my mum despite her constant meanness and
violence towards me. I'd always go that extra mile for her. I wasn’t that
bothered by her beatings because I understood that she felt threatened by my
presence. But it caused me to snap one day when I was 13 or 14. [ was
sitting under the fig tree studying when my mother came out and told me to
scrub the floor and the table. I told her I was studying for exams and asked
why she didn’t make use of the maid. She responded by going to fetch a
stick to hit me. I got up and pushed her against the wall and said, ‘Don’t you
ever hit me again!” That was the only time I ever attacked my mother. She
ran out the gate to go and tell my father what I'd done. I knew he’d beat me
for what I did because he always took every chance he got to get at me. I
was so fed up with my parents that day that I went to fetch my father’s big

hunting gun. I nearly killed him that day but my brother stopped me.
Father’s Violence and Abuse

My father is nearly seven feet tall. A lot of people were afraid of him
because of his size. He's very intelligent but he’s a horrible, egotistical
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man with a mean, devilish quality about him. Now that he’s staying with
my sister with no job and no pension, he just lies around her house. He
thinks he’s God’s gift to this earth. He even chases my sister and her
family out of their own home when he gets drunk.

My father’s father was a sweet old man who I liked very much. He
never raised his voice and 1 never felt threatened by him, so I don’t know
where my father gets his attitudes from. His mother, who I was named
after, was very abusive and quite threatening, but my father was very fond
of her.

There’s something very evil about my father. He was a violent pig,
especially when he got drunk — which was quite often. He'd beat up
whoever he could get hold of. He hit my mother as well as us children. |
remember very well when he started hitting me. I was four years old and
he was drunk. I was very, very small and I was terrified of him when I was
young. There was no pattern to his assaults except that he was usually
drunk. Liquor was the first thing he’d buy when he had money. He used to
hit me and my eldest brother Johan with his fist, then chase us out of the
house. Sometimes we had to stay in the veld for days on end, sleeping out
there, until he was sober enough for us to go back home.

There was a big field across from our second house in Stanger, Natal. [
was sitting there one day at dusk when I was eight, and an old black man
passed by. 1 called him and said, ‘Listen old father, do you want to earn
50 cents [8 pence/$0.16 cents]?” This was a lot of money at that time. He
said, ‘Sure’. While pointing at my home, I told him to ‘go into that house
tonight and kill that man and that woman, and I'll pay you tomorrow
morning’. I can still see the way that man looked at me before he walke.:d
away. I was a bit relieved he didn’t do it because I was afraid he might kill
my brothers and sisters as well. N

My father’s mother died on a Saturday when I was 11. We were living
in a small village of about 20 houses in the Karoo at the time. After attend-
ing my grandmother’s funeral, Johan asked me to go with him that night to
play games in a hall. My father told us to be back by midnight, but we got
home a bit late. My father didn’t mind my brother being late, but he was
very mad with me. He was sober that night, but that didn’t stop him from
hitting me with barbed wire. Johan nearly killed my father when he hit me
with the wire.

Parents’ Extramarital Affairs

1 was nine when I became aware that my father had other women. When
my mum was in hospital having my youngest sister Lena, I was awakened
in the morning by what I thought was a baby’s cry. I thought my mother
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was back and I ran to my parents’ bedroom. When I opened the door I saw
that an Indian woman who worked for us was in bed with my father.

Another time when I was about 12 or 13, my mum was in hospital after
trying to commit suicide. My father was with another lady called Miss
Swanepoe] at the time. They’d go to parties together. Looking back now, I
realise that he must have had many other women. I remember him picking
up blond women when we went to Beaufort West together.

My father lost interest in having sex with my mother. I think this is
what pushed her over the edge and caused her to try to commit suicide.
Because he went around with other women, my mother felt she needed
other men. So, as far back as I can remember, she was always going off
and leaving us for days at a time. Johan and I had to look after the younger
children when she disappeared. I remember a man friend of my mother’s
with curly black hair. Even though I was very young, I knew something
was going on between them because he’d come to the house at odd hours.
I also sensed this with other men who came to see her. They’d give us
children money and tell us, ‘Go and swim’, or, ‘Go to the bioscope’
[movies], or, ‘Go and buy sweets’.

Father’s Violence towards Mother

My father beat up my mother a lot. One time he threw a huge meat knife
at her. It missed her and stuck in the pantry door behind her. Another time
when I was 11 and my parents were having an argument, my father
wanted to chop up my mother with an axe. My younger brother and sisters
were terrified and fled for their lives, but I never left my mother alone with
my father when he was in this kind of mood. He was very drunk and
yelled to me that he wanted the axe, but I kicked it under a bed so he
wouldn’t find it. He called me into another room and told me again that he
wanted the axe. My mother was pleading with me not to give it to him.
Although 1 told him I wouldn’t give him the axe, my father eventually
made me so mad that I said, ‘Fine! Here’s the axe. Kill my mother. And
when you’ve finished with her, you'll have to kill me because otherwise
I'll tell the police that you knew exactly what you were doing. Either
you'll be hanged or you'll sit in jail for the rest of your life knowing that
you left your children without a mother or a father.” He left my mother
alone after that.

Being a Fighter

I've always been a fighter for as long as I can remember. Although I was
afraid of my father when I was small, I never let him know it and I’d yell
at him instead. When things were very bad before I even started sub A
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[1st grade], I'd lie in bed or sit outside and look up into the sky and think,
‘Maybe the Lord planted it in me to fight’. I'd also remind myself that
“This can’t last for ever’.

My brothers and sisters weren’t aggressive like me, except for my
youngest brother Thys; but that was many years later. I don’t know why |
was the only fighter. T was that way even before I had to behave like ap
adult when I was eight or nine.

When I was five and my brother Johan was 10 and much bigger than
me, he started chasing after me to hit me. I managed to find a rake and pug
it down with its points facing up. He stepped on it and got quite badly
hurt. I'm sure God must have given me this strength otherwise I don’t
know how I'd have managed. I always found some way to protect myself
— except with my parents. And when I got a bit older, I always got back at
my father one way or another. For example, one time when he was going
to hit my little brother Thys, I climbed into a fig tree and waited for him,
When my father passed by, I jumped down, then kicked, hit and bit him
before running away. He would’ve killed me if he’d got hold of me that
day.

My greatest concern was to stop my father from hurting my brothers,
my mother and my sisters. Even when I was young, I used to attack my
father when he went for any of them. I'd go for him with my feet, my
hands, everything! I'd also kick him or hit him when he beat me. 1 gave
him as good as I got. Johan tried to help me, so he also landed up in the
line of fire.

If I couldn’t get my father immediately, I’d get him later. After he hit
me, he'd walk around for days watching me. It gets very, very hot in the
Karoo, and one summer I put a pound of butter in an enamel plate and left
it on top of a tank where it boiled in the sun. Then I climbed on to the tank
and waited for my father to come home for lunch. When he passed by the
tank, 1 threw the boiling butter on his head, and it burned him all over his
face.

I love cats and I had two of them when I was about seven. When my
father got mad he’d want to kill them, so I often had to hide them. When
he wanted to kill them one day, I got very angry and started yelling at
him. He reacted by chasing after me as I tried to run away from him. I was
running on the stoop [porch] when I saw a hose-pipe, so I ran to the tap
and tu;ned it on. Water spewed all over the stoop and my father slid on 1t
and broke four ribs when he hit a wall. .

Although my father assaulted my brothers and sisters, he always hit me
first. It seems that he wanted to control me, to force me to submit to him,
but I wouldn’t. I remember looking at him one day when I was 11 or 12
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and realising that T wasn’t afraid of him any more. [ think he singled me
out so much because he hated my lack of fear.

When my father came into the kitchen drunk one day, Johan crouched
in the corner in fear. T hated to see my eldest brother do that, and I thought
to myself, ‘7 won’t crouch for my father!” Even if he wanted to kill me
today, I'd never do that. When my father punched me that day I just stood
there and yelled at him, ‘You can kill me, but I won’t crouch in the
corner!” This made him furious.

Another time when I was 12 or 13, my father was driving me and the
other kids somewhere. He was drunk and nearly smashed into a petrol
[gas] tanker that was going in the opposite direction. So I told him to let
me drive home, which he did. But he was very abusive, yelling at me
while I drove. After we got home and I started making his lunch, he said,
Tl see you on your knees before me before I'm through with you!” I was
furious with him for trying to get me to submit to him again. ‘Not as long
as [ live will you see me on my knees before you or any human being!’ I
swore. He jumped up and twisted my arm, nearly breaking it as he tried to
force me on to my knees. It was very sore, but I told him, *You can break
my arms and legs, but I won't kneel before you!" I could hear my arm
cracking when my mother walked in. She stood up for me for the first
time; she took off one of her high heel shoes and hit my father on the head
with it.

Once when I was 13, I waited for my father to pass through the wooden
gate attached to the huge concrete walls around the house. When he came
at around half-past twelve, I shot out a piece of concrete wall just behind
his head with a .303 [gun]. I could’ve killed him if I'd wanted to because I
know how to shoot, but I just wanted to make a point by giving him the
fright of his life. He was screaming and pleading with me for his life
because he knew how angry I was with him, and he promised he’d never
touch me again. A little while later, he jumped me from behind and nearly
killed me. He hit me very, very hard on the mouth with his fist. It didn’t
heal for a long time; you can still see the scar on my lip.

The Final Straw

Ichallenged my father all the time. For example, one time when T was 14
and we were living in Hermon in the Cape Province, my aunt [father’s
sister] came to visit us unexpectedly. She asked my father why he was
drunk and he said it was because of me and my mother and the rest of his
children. I said, ‘It has nothing to do with us. It’s because you don’t have
any backbone and you're too weak to face the world.” Then I got up and
went to make tea. My father came after me and nearly killed me. As soon
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as [ could get away from him I started running and he chased me ()q: of the
house. Mv&'moﬂmr didn’t try to stop him, she just yelled at me, ‘Get out,
and don’t ever come back!’

That's when I left home. [ ran away to Wellington and started working
at the South African Dried Frait Corporation. The magistrate got me the
joh because the people I went to stay with were friends of his. Thc manag-
ing director of the corporation knew I wasn’t 16 [the age required for the
i()g] and that I planned to go back to school after a year. He was very
‘swc,::t to me and gave me a huge office and told me I was his Scc,rgtzxry All
I had to do was sit there, phone my frieads and make coffee f:or him. A

My parents separated not long after they threw me out of the houx¢ in
1972, and divorced a year later. The police phoned me when T was 1610
tell me that my father was in prison for not supporting his kids, so 1 bailed
him out and gwot him a job. He disappeared after that, eveniually landing
up in the Transvaal. My sister Mirtam wcm'thcrc to bring lnm back here 1o
live with her family where he's been ever since.

INCESTUOUS ARBUSE AND PARENTAL VIOLENCE

The first time that I remember, T was about four years old. My father
called me into the founge when everybody else was asleep. He n}adL‘ me
stand next to him and told me to feel in front of him. 1 touched hlp’} there
and 1 felt a huge stem. It gave me such a fright. That memory 1.01‘1‘11105 me
even now. Then he got down on his knees and pressed his thing against
mie. Before long he took me into another room and told me I‘hud‘to stay
with him. Then there was the awful pain as he pushed himself against me
and tried (o penetrate me. I remember it as clear as dayligm -

My father usually made me undress, then he’d rub himself »ztgmnst me
and do other things that 1 can’t remember except for the pain. He was
always silent at these times. 1t happened quite often, perhaps uhput two (jr
three times a week, and always when he was sober. Every morning I woke
up in so much pain, T used to cry and cry. 1 co‘uldn’t wee becapse ()f:tl};c
pain from vaginal infections. I remember waking up one day in temw,e
pain and with a high fever. T couldn’t understand why my mother couldn’t
see what was happening. .

I can remember my father having full intercourse with me when I was
12. but 1 can’t remember when he started doing that. He was a ter]rlibly
angry man. He was never tender towards me. On.c time when I was 11 0;
12, 1 looked up into his face while he was dox‘ng it zm'd I saw such ha‘;e 1e
his eyes. Both my parents hated me. It was quite a relief when they hit m
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and chased me outside because it meant that I didn’t have to g0 to bed
with my father.

I was 13 when my father told me I must move into his bedroom and
stay with him like a wife. He and my mother had stopped sharing a room
by then. This made the whole situation even more terrible for me. I kept
telling him that he could use my body as much as he wanted, but I didn’t
belong o him and he couldn’t destroy me. I lived with him for a year like
that until he kicked me out of the house when I was 14.

My father tried to do it with me once more after that. Just before he
split up with my mother when I was still 14, he came to visit me in the
hoarding house I'd moved into in Wellington, and he wanted to get into
bed with me. I told him to get out.

Trying to Make Sense of Father’s Abuse

My father is a very arrogant and self-centred man who thought he was
God’s gift to women. Because I'm his daughter, he seems to think this
gave him the right to do whatever he wanted. He's never told me he’s
sorry for what he did to me. And I think he beat us up because he was
afraid we’d see his weaknesses. Showing weakness made him ashamed.
Men aren’t supposed to be weak in the Afrikaner home.

When I was small, I just accepted what my father did to me [sexually].
When I got older, I thought he was messing around with me because of
my mother’s affairs, so I blamed her for it. But then I found out about iy
father’s affairs —~ my mum also told me in a letier recently that he’d had
lots of other women — so now I think he used me when he didn’t have any
ladies around. I remember that he left me in peace sometimes like when he
was busy with the Swanepoel woman. He couldn’t care less whether he
has sex with women or girls.

About a year after my parents divorced when I was 15, I'saw my father in
Cape Town. He was living with another woman and he told me not to be
afraid of him because, ‘My sausage is for this lady only’. I could have kicked
his teeth in for thinking I would let anything like that happen with him,

I'm the only one of the girls in my family that my father molested. I
always thought that if I didn’t agree to do it, he’d turn to my brothers and
sisters or he’d hurt them physically. Later, I couldn’t care why he was
doing it to me as long as he wasn’t messing around with my sisters. That
was the most important thing to me because I loved them so much. My
father must’ve known from the way I went for him when he assaulted any
of them that I would’ve really hurt him if he’d ever touched one of them
[sexually].
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Sometimes I'd look at my sisters and wonder if protecting them wag
worth me allowing my father to do what he wanted with me. ‘Don’t they
deserve to feel what I feel?” I asked myself. Sometimes I look at them
now and think they’ve been quite privileged to have escaped what I had 1o
put up with.

[ always used to wonder if there wasn’t something I could’ve done 1o
keep my' father away from me. But by the time I could’ve done some-
thing. the damage had already been done. After all, what could I do
when I was four years old? Maybe when I was 14 I should have really
hurt him badly.

My father showed up when my mother, who had remarried, visited
Louis and me on the day we got engaged. After I walked my father to the
corner and kissed him goodbye, he became vulgar and slapped me on my
face because he still felt T belonged to him. It didn’t upset me because |
knew he couldn’t touch me any more. Some time before that he’d told me
that I'd find myself a rich husband and he’d be something in my past. But
he wasn’t ready yet to let me go.

The Secret Becomes Known

Although my father didn’t tell me not to tell what he was doing to me, I
understood that I couldn’t talk about it. I was very upset that I couldn’t tell
my mother after he did it the first time.

When I was seven, somebody told me that a girl who lived a few blocks
away from us was being molested by her father. I thought we were the
only two people on earth who this was happening to. Every time I looked
at that girl I felt sorry for her because I knew what she was going through.

We lived in a small Karoo town when I was 12 where people must have
known what my father was doing to me. When a guy I quite liked told me
that somebody had told him that my father was having sex with me, I went
berserk because it felt so shameful. I didn’t deny it but I told him to go
away and never come close to me again. When I came home one snowy
night, T found him sitting with my mother in the lounge. Maybe she was
the onc who told him. Anyhow, when he heard me coming in the back
door he ran for his life into the snow.

After working for a year at the Dried Fruit Corporation, a social worker
helped me to go back to school. I wanted to go to a normal school but she
said the welfare department wouldn’t allow this because 1'd been sexually
active, so they sent me to an industrial school instead. I'll never forget her
words — ‘sexually active’. I was so mad that she’d think that way about
what I'd gone through.
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Husband’s Reaction

My eldest brother Johan committed suicide about six years ago when I
was 30. I was still hurting about it when I told my husband about how
my father had molested me. He didn’t say anything; he just got up and
left the house. I was devastated by his reaction. He was the first person
I'd told and I thought he’d at least give me some sympathy. That very
same night he had a sexual relationship with another woman who was
staying with his brother. I felt shattered and utterly lost when I found out
about it. It brought me closer to the edge. He said he did it because I’d
hurt him so much for so many years and he wanted to get back at me.
He’d never gone with another woman before and he’s never done it
since.

My husband said it was my fault that my father molested me. He still
blames me for it. He believes that I wanted sex with my father. This was
the worst thing he could have said to me. If he was to say it now, I’d laugh
at him because I know there’s no way I could’ve asked for it. I was four
years old! How could I have asked anybody to do that to me even when 1
was /4 years old? It’s stupid to believe such a thing, but I didn’t realise
this at the time.,

My husband gets mad at me when I talk to people about what my father
did to me. He doesn’t want to hear about it and two or three times he’s
told me, ‘Just shut up, you who had sex with your father!” His mother
fooled around a lot, so he thinks that’s what women do, and why should I
be different? As a policeman, he comes across a lot of 13- and 14-year-old
street prostitutes. He thinks, ‘They’re such young women and they’re
already doing it!” He doesn’t think about what might have happened to
them to bring them to do that. Because I'm so strong, he thinks I should’ve
been able to stop my father one way or another.

Siblings’ Reactions

I had always assumed while it was happening that I was the only one my
father was doing it to, but later I started wondering if this was true. When I
asked my sisters the other day whether he had ever tried anything with
them, they said no.

If I feel that the moment is right with one of my brothers or sisters,
then I tell them about it. But when I was young, I thought they’d tell me
I'was lying. When 1 finally told some of them about it, they didn’t react.
It was like, ‘So what? It’s no big deal.’ I think now that they must’ve
already known about it, but they deny this. They knew he was drinking
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and beating me and Johan, but to them, my father was perfect. They
know now that I'm telling the truth about him but they don’t want ¢
discuss it.

My brother Henunie only found out about it a couple of. years ago
because he was raised by our grandparents and went to boarding school,
and although he and I have always had a very close relationship, I didn’y
have a chance to tell him because somebody else was always around.

Mother’s Reactions

I spoke to almost everybody about my father’s molestation except my
mother. I wrote to her recently about it because I couldn’t speak about jt
over the phone. I told her I was very sorry I'd never tqld her ahf)ut it
before, and that whatever she may think, I never invited my father
to have sex with me. If I could offer an excuse, I'd say that at first |
didn’t know what was happening. I didn’t understand that his so-called
way of expressing love was very wrong. I didn’t know when I was four
yea;rs old how parents are supposed to express love. Ijater, when [
understood it was wrong, I did it to stop him hurting my sisters. I asked
her to please forgive me if she thinks I'm guilty of anything. I also asked
her why she never did anything to stop it, because 1 know she knew
about it. '

My mother wrote to tell me that she’d known about it af1d that she had
reported it to social workers and policemen who told her I'd have to have
a check-up with a doctor. She said she didn’t want to put me through the
shame and embarrassment of being examined by a doctor. She also told
me that she loved me and was sorry about what my father did to me. She
said she knows it wasn’t my fault. I think she has been affected b){ the pro-
grammes on TV that say that molested children aren’t responsible. But
she isn’t intelligent enough to figure out for herself why I'm not to blame,
so I can’t be sure she’ll continue to think this way. She can sud‘dcnly get
into a violent mood and I can’t vouch that I won’t blow my top if I see her,
But I know now that she loves me, and I don’t want to try to getlher more
involved in this whole business because it'd be like puiling a little child
into 1t. ‘

I think my mother thought what happened with my flai,her was more of
an insult to her and her position as a wife than as a terrible experience for
me. I think that was why she hit me so much. She always feh‘ competitive
with me, which is why she always challenges me on evgrythlr.lg, ar‘\d also
why she gets mad that I now have such a good relationship with her
second husband.
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Confronting Her Father

My father knows now that everyone in the tamily knows what he did to
me. I've warned him that if he ever touches a child again, I'll go to the
police and tell them everything and he’ll spend the rest of his days in
prison. He was surprised when I said this. ‘How dare you say a thing like
that!” he scolded me. ‘You don’t understand and you never will!’

OTHER SEXUAL ABUSE IN THE FAMILY

I have a feeling that my mother was sexually abused as a child, but she
always talks about her father as being perfect so I've never asked her
about it. I liked my grandfather and he never tried anything with me, but I
think he might have tried out my sister, Maria, though she won’t admit it.
A lot of women who’ve been molested seem to feel that sex is the only
thing they’re good for. Maria still thinks that submitting to sex is the only
way to keep a man happy. She’s a very sweet person but she has a deep
fear of men. She was (00 afraid to tell her second husband when her
daughter failed at school.

I think my father molested a niece of mine when he went to stay with
my sister, Elize, in Hartenbos. After three months with her, Elize suddenly
told him to get out. Whenever I spoke about it to anyone in the family
they wouldn’t tell me what he’d done. I think they know I'd have a big
reaction if they told me he’d molested Elize’s daughter, so they just said,
‘Trouble, trouble, trouble’, and that he couldn’t behave himself. I'm sure
my father has touched other girls too. I’ve heard persistent rumours about
him doing such things.

My sister Miriam told me recently that she wants to help a woman and
her little girl, but it’s not possible now that my father is staying with her
because he won’t leave the child in peace.

SEXUAL ASSAULT BY OTHERS
Sexual Abuse by Father’s Friends

Mr Retief, a friend of my father, tried to molest me when I was about
Seven or eight years old. My father and my brother Hennie and I were vis-
iting Mr Retief when he was sick in bed. My father left to go somewhere
and Mr Retief sent my brother away, then he asked me for a glass of
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water. When [ brought it to him, I saw he 'was naked. I’startefciﬂrunning
away but he came after me so fast tha} I realised 1 wou?dn t be dhe 10 get
out of the front door in time, so I hid in a cupboard until my brother came
bai;'hen I was 12, Mr Sarel, a 30-year-old sin‘ger \yho was anothgr of my
father’s friends, always wanted me to sing with him. Although 1th\§/asn t
true, he kept telling me how well I sang. I was very happy about t 41Tkz-md
wondered if 1 could become a Barbara Mandrell. When we wa:e wia Amgl
home together from a social event(i%nifiay, be showed me his penis.
ick im 1 - balls so he never did this again. ‘

klclk\i/daf 1(: lt?lcfhff;:n of Wessels de Villigrs, ~who was 3159 a ffleni .of my
father, one hot afternoon. I went for a swim in the dam with hl? 151 gutl-
friend and a bunch of other people. Wh?n he came over to w er;:h w;\s
standing in the water, I moved away a bit but he c?me af'ter 1‘1116 : Sin e
bumped against me and I discovered that hg must’ve taklzn 13 :Sa[li:}e
[bathing suit] off. I got out of the dam as quickly as I could, an as

the end of that.

Protecting Her Daughters

I've told my kids about sexual assault but they’ve nevef been aftraltd gf 12
Even before I told them what had happened to me, they d come dot e e;rrxn
if something uncomfortable happened to them. Marlese u;e Sﬁe o
pocket money by selling jewellery fgr a, man 'wh.() llvgd near y‘I She and
Monique didn’t trust him so they dldfl t go inside hfs hous:‘.d e now
found out that he molested his own ch}ld. Once or twice he ;1 t E,m
Marlése like trying to hug her and 1ry1r'1g to put hlS’ head on ft:;l ubr: “31/
She didn’t like it so she told me about it. I k.ne\fv this was JUSI' eb f[i[
ning of something more serious, so I called l.nm in and as¥<ed’ h;l;\ a‘to(md 1
He said he was just joking with her. I told him that shle didn’t ;1 el 0 .
reminded him that she was a child, and I told Marlése to rat erN;g o
clean Maria’s house if she wanted to earn extra pocket money. ej);o o
are very aware of sexual abuse and they %mow that they can com

about it or go to their father if 'm not available.

THE AFTERMATH OF INCESTUOUS ABUSE
It felt as if T was locked up somewhere and there was nothing aside from

the abuse. I wouldn’t admit to anybody for many years that this expe;lrxi:m?
was destroying me. I don’t know if I'll ever be completely whole.
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haven’t spoken to anybody who has experienced this kind of thing who is
able to get totally free of it.

Sexuality and Relationships

According to the Bible, if you have sex you are joined as one and your
spirits become one. I wanted to keep my body clean and to be holy for my
future husband, but my father forced himself on me, The thought of
becoming emotionally and spiritually one with him really threw me. My
body, which should’ve been kept for my husband, was taken from me
against my will. A clean body isn’t much to be able to give your husband,
but I couldn’t even give my husband that much. Now I understand why [
felt so filthy all the time. I still feel bad sometimes about having lost my
virginity before I was married.

In the Dutch Reformed Church they teach you the ten commandments
and tell you, ‘Don’t whore around; don’t sleep with another man’. The
church considers it whoring around even if your father forces you to
have sex with him. So I felt very guilty. And according to my stupid,
immature ideas, I believed I had come between my parents. This made
me feel terribly guilty towards my mother but I also hated her for not
helping me,

I didn’t want anything to do with sex until I met a guy called Charl
when I was 19. He had exactly the same personality as my father. I didn’t
realise the similarity at the time and I allowed him to use me. I only found
out he was married after I fell pregnant. He was on a special assignment
from England, and his wife and kids had stayed at home. When Charl
found out I was pregnant, he laughed and said I should’ve taken precau-
tions and that he was glad he was married.

What was so strange was that my mother knew that Charl was married
but she never told me. She actually made appointments for us to g0 out
together. Then, when I told her I was pregnant, she told me not to bring
my bastard into her house. Where was I going to go, and what was I going
to do, I wondered. I took an overdose of pills that night, but they weren’t
very strong so they just put me out for a couple of hours. I don’t think I
really wanted to kill myself; I think I was trying to get rid of the child or to
get attention from my mother,

When my son was born, my mother made it obvious that she couldn’t
care less about him. I tried to look after him for three months. When [
couldn’t manage any longer, I paid somebody to look after him, but I soon
found I couldn’t afford this. I didn’t feel I could say to Charl’s wife, “Your
husband needs to support this child’, because she and their five children



134 Behind Closed Doors in White South Africa

weren’t to blame. So I had my son adopted. But I still miss him very
much, especially on his birthday.

I didn't go out with a guy for a long time after that. When [ started
going out again, I didn’t have sex. A doctor I went out with said to me,
‘Elsabé, even if you said “yes”, I wouldn’t have sex with you because
you're so innocent’. I could be such a big phoney! When I started having
sex with two or three guys the year before I met Louis, I found that they
liked me for the sex.

A woman who was a lesbian came into my life when I needed some-
body to love me. She wanted to get physical but [ never allowed her to, [
knew I would feel very sorry about it afterwards because it wasn’t what |

wanted, so I'm thankful I didn’t do anything with her.

Marriage
Louis and I got engaged and married in 1979 when I was 22. For some

reason 1 didn’t have dirty feelings about sex with Louis. Our sexual rela-
tionship was all right, apart from the usual ups and downs. Maybe it was
helpful that I was used to submitting sexually to a man.

After having a child out of wedlock and then having Marlése, I went toa
gynaecologist who told me that part of my hymen was still stuck inside me.
He had to do a D and C to remove it. I was very upset to think that it was still
inside me after all I'd been through. It seemed like a very bad joke. Although
my son’s birth was natural, I had caesarean sections for my two daughters.

My husband loved me from the beginning of our relationship, but 1

couldn’t figure out why he - or anyone else — could love me for myself. So
slowly but surely I destroyed my marriage. Because I didn’t want him
love me, I'd tell him about my past boyfriends and make-belie
boyfriends. I didn’t realise what I was doing at the time. My husba
couldn’t take it so being young, and not knowing how to deal with it,
hit me. I used to think that there was nothing wrong with a husba
beating his wife, and 1 even thought T may have been looking for it, b
later I realised I didn’t deserve it.

Sometimes I’d hit my husband and threw things at him. After we'd b
married a while I’d go for him every time he said something I didn’t i
I'd beat him and he’d beat me in return. I did everything a wife was
supposed to do. I also told people that my husband beat me so they’d fe
sorry for me and blame him. ;

My stepfather wouldn’t even talk to my husband because he had bea
me up, and he still won’t today. He's such a nice-guy Boer farmer, b8
never hit a woman. The traditional Boer is very gentle. His only ambiti
is (o see there’s food on the table for his family. I told my stepfather

m
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I'd hit my husband, and he sa;
' ‘ , said, ‘I couldn’t idn’
to be hit by him. You're a woman, not a hittirf;fg::gs’& You didn't deserve

asked me to do something, I'd do t
me to be with my friends?’
I'was always running down
; my husband, i

was. I'd go on about it night after night i weeh s i bow bad he
blew up and gave me a smack when we
Alana. She said, ‘That’s it!’ [ ;

na. ) ! ust k i
Christian, and I never told Ajlana \efvp}: b oo the
‘You're coming with me now?!’

punch like a real
at had gone on before. She said,

looked at myself and T saw what [
and tell all those people that I'd hit my husband first ali along

the coloureds and blacks

. ~ who he can’t
iac:far;;i calling him the worst words .
itotl. He doesn’t get upset th: i
for him to hit me. ’ st

- Strangely enou
: gh I never thought that
ren. I've always trusted him. He’gs never o o snand WOUI('i e child

thought police force’s social worke .
cheei!’ Smhz ahsl;(iza;ﬁ had ever molested my children. I trhoetrlg;lt(e(‘iVI\I/1IT !t“
’ IS question jus ) ’ ’ at a
My husband was upset whnejnuglt tb Ccauge 've been molesied.

: Id him ab
Upset about it. But m ; about my son, and h
. y daughters were ha ' ©
l?rqther, and they hope to meet him one dgf Y when Told them about their

d — s'wearing at him to his
you can imagine, and he just laughs
Y, so I must’ve pushed him very far

Other Psychological Consequences

Repression and Denigj
foralong time I m

ade myself forget all the sexual things my father did to

Estil ’
I'don’t remember 4 lot of them except for the pain
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ras 28, 1 felt that [ shouldn’s
+ Christian in 1984 when [ was 28, I:L:\[ é o him ang
After 1 became a Christia ather did. So 1 forgave ¢
Aft/cr I' h.,;]mup!\‘ about what my father Shdu[ im sorry I'd hated him
have any b tﬁ)mplctciy over it. I even told him 1  \1 WJN still walking
as ¢ . Jidn’t realise 1 was ¢
thought I wa for what he did to me. I didn’t rea 1\; nother as the
. Se Vears L self and my 1 as
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> asked me how . . *. I never
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them filled. I'd ajsq ask my daughter Marlése 10 g0 and fetch th
tion. | Stopped caring whether or not my

pills. They couldn’t understand why I too
started changing.

€ prescrip-
children saw me Swallow the
k them or why my personality

Everything came 0 a head about six months ago. Nothing was working
any more, so I tried 1o commit suicide by drinking down 60 sleeping piljs.
I’s a miracle | didn’t die. Even though my husband knew 'd taken an
overdose he didn’t ake me to the doctor or 1o hospital. We didn’t commy.
nicate much at that time, but I know that I'd hurt him and the children so
much that perhaps he thought my dying would he the best thing that could
happen.

Uslept for three days after my overdose, Wheg [ woke up I realised that
I'was still bothered about what had happened (o me as a child and that 1°g
been lying to myself abouyg being over i, | finally understood that I'g have
to come to grips with ;. | couldn’t run away from it any longer. And 1 had
to face my true seif and recognise that P'd only been pretending that |
loved people and that I was such g £ood person. And | knew I had 1o tell
somebody about jt,

The terrible thing was that | had to see my fat}
because I saw a Jot of Miriamn and he was living with her, When I went o
my brother-in-law Gert’s birthday party aboyr ayear ago, my father asked
me to dance with him,. | accepted because jf would’ve upset everybody if
I'd said no, byt dancing with him was very hard for me, That was the first
time in my life that I could admit to myself that I hated my father.
Christians aren’ Supposed to hate,

Only then did | realise that | hated myself and held myself guilty for
what had happened with my father, even though the
could’ve got him 1o do what he did to me. I had to g]
him even though i Upsetme a lot. When I'didn’t have anybody to listen to
me, I talked (o the Lord. I'd tell Him about the anger and hate [ felt
towards my father, especially the hate.

My children didn’t understand why I tried to commit suicide sg |
decided (o (el them why I was the way I wag, They’d seen me as a very
Strong  person until 1 started falling apart two years ago. 1 told
them abouyg my father molesting me and thag I'hadn’t been abje to deal
with it before and that I'd never gone for help. 1 1olq them
Was that g messed up their lives for nearly two years. I knew that g
put them through the grinder. | didn’t hit them byt | had abused them
erbally. ¥ warned them that I'd continye having a hard time dealing

With it ang asked them to please stick it out with me, which is what
they’ ye done.

1 nearly every day

It was no way |
low myself (o hate
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Psychosomatic and Physical Ailments

Before I attempted suicide, I very suddenly started having bla;l;:)utz.ol‘\ﬁy
children had to phone the emergency rescue guysAfor be:ip. ‘“h:i h1I ﬁ
some tests on me, the neurologist said I'd had an epileptic La bu;g v
never had one before. The fits happened three or four Flmes ! yt
stopped after my suicide attempt when I started remembering more abou
i e.
WhIa;l::/}el: fz?l[:lz:)::;d;? ontlher psychosomatic and physical problems. I have
headaches. Sometimes I haven’t been able to walk. I had to‘(l;avz sd};);sst
terectomy a couple of years ago because I had so many fibroi 1s.a And lat
year one of my ovaries had to be removed and they had to‘ cle n gd e
other one. They’ll also have to remove one of them .sor'nedtldn.](;:. 1 hada
operation for a hernia, but although I.kept myself quiet an di ndidngt dz
hard physical labour to aggravate it, 1‘t seems that the operation
much good as my hernia is now back in its full glory.

Recent Relationships within the Family

iblings ‘
ifllb lglfiest brother Johan killed himself in 1985‘wh<?n he was 34 because
heycouldn’t handle finding his friend hanging in his lgarsgc;dl was; \(/ie;ly]

i did this because I felt they’d wasted :

mad with my parents when Johan 1
i ’ 1t that way, but I used to

i on him. I'm sorry now that I ever fe : :

tf}::Z;rthma(t)I;lee}’,d messed up my life. He meant everything to my parents t\;{ho
thought he had a strong personality but he just crumbled if something

challenged him.

Mother and Stepfather ’ N ‘
M())/ mother is one of those bitchy types of women who are always afraid

that other women will take their men. After she diyorccd mtyht:athctr,a ;lh&;
i i : is a farmer. At first I didn’t trust hum at all.
married a beautiful man who is a .  firs . e
i 1 went with him into the veld {open S
felt threatened by him when “ peldsl
i S d wouldn’t do anything
-ame to realise that he really loves me an o any
gelllrtrs ;1: 1 <o now I really love him and we have a good relationship. I call
e ’ had.
im “father’; he’s the only father I ever ‘ 3 t
hl[;\l/ly mother told my stepfather about what my fatherddld toﬁr}nc, ttz)li\t/ ;:1;18
i He’s even kinder towards me than
only made him love me more. oware
i i : ten tells me how much he loves me.
his own two children and often te When we
§ de to both of us. That's w
e back from the veld, my mother was ru ,
(r:::;ised that she’s jealous of our relationship and she doesn’t trust us.
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My [step]father gave me some of his late wife’s jewellery which should
belong to his own children. It shows how much he cares for me. And he
really understands me. I used to g0 to visit him and my mother now and
again when I was working about 200 kilometres {77 miles] from where
they live. When my husband phoned me there about four years ago, my
mother said to me, ‘Why don’t you tell him that you’ve been whoring with
your father?’ She was still holding my father’s molestation against me.

When I became an adult, I couldn’t really blame my mother for all her
violence and abuse, like locking me out of the house. She didn’t really
know what she was doing. I feel sorry for her now; she’s so insecure.

Father

I don’t believe my father thinks he caused me any suffering. He knows
about my suicide attempt but he thinks I did it because of my husband, not
him. If I could face my father now with the truth of what he did to me and
how much he has destroyed me for 35 years, I think he wouldn’t know
what I was talking about. To him it was Just a physical act.

But I believe deep down my father must have a sense of guilt otherwise
why does he shut up the minute I walk into the room, even when he’s in
the middle of shouting at my sister? He doesn’t shut up for anybody else.

My father is very afraid of me. I'm the only one he’s afraid of. Some
time ago he started running Miriam down when he was drunk. I said, ‘You
shut up!” and he did. When Miriam has trouble with him she asks me to
talk to him. When I walk into their home he’s like a baby. He knows he
can’t intimidate me and that I see right through him. My brothers and
sisters are all afraid of him, but I'm not. If somebody has threatened you
with a gun for 14 years, you'll not be afraid of them later on.

I've now forgiven my father for what he did. Knowing that there's
nothing I can do about it has helped me a great deal with my attitude
towards him. When you lose an arm, you just have to deal with it. I can’t
avoid him now that he's living with Miriam because 1 can’t stay away
from her. I even took him into my home for two weeks when Miriam and
her husband wanted to go on holiday and didn’t have anywhere (o leave
him. It was quite a risk with my two little girls. They don’t like or trust
him at all. They talk to him because they see me talking to him and they
know that I've forgiven him.

My father is actually very talented. He draws beautifully and he makes
music, but it’s all gone down the drain. He’s not disabled, but he’s a
pathetic human being. After my mum left him, he got worse and worse.
He kept losing jobs. He Just lies in bed without moving all day and every
day. He doesn’t help in the house or outside. He doesn’t do a thing.
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’ j i ich is hard for them because he eats so
Miriim(;nf:aem}iygsoutpgg(s)g 152’20“(,)%64‘:)0] from somewhere anq hg went to
?)K»lvcn ‘with it and drank himself stupid. He didn’t go hoxflcdulntlilfgxrs I:;({)}r:;g
was finished. But when he doesn’t have morﬁz,::yd?:jlt ; ;1:1 o [0,

’ [ power over s .

: do'ntktli?elt;n rilefigtlxeernk;aes dpies, though to be quite honest, I’d save him
Tf?gi:‘ c:ying igf I could. After all, he can’t do anyfhing to hurt ;ne emi'n r:g):i.
He's too afraid even to talk back to me and he’s not W?\Fthq eing )
He’s a toothless, bearded old man, so why worry about him

THE STRUGGLE TO HEAL

i i i last two years. I didn’t have the
z s a fighter until I gave in the ! ‘
I'Wzsoilgxaeyluxuri to cave in before that; I had to keep going ‘bscause o(;
::: husband and children. But eventually my past caught up with me, an
" it did. ' ’
I rr;%vlz;i ;bl:: to change after my suicide attempt because I dldhat1§t 1(T)lf
aying. By breaking me down the Lord showed me who I am, \;v z:\th zt 1
I;;‘iiy wﬁcre I'd land up if I didn’t change, and I'm gratefulll tl(1):)8e ga.ys
i isati he answer to all my prayers a e
believe these realisations were t o o da
;1(; nights that I sat here crying and praying, ‘Lord, show lrget l:s;l;itl ,xdxtmd
Somebody phoned the social welfare department a_n@ to e
0mmit suicide. Months later, the social wor.ker visited me to as za o
F? (’:l?hat was the first time I had to talk about it. The welfarc; fie%za]; n:v o
e L 1 ed by becoming frien
took my children away but I was sav :
?:2 r;zcic;l woryker. I agreed to talk about what had happened to mehlerrll 2;
up set up by the social welfare department. I was very happy.wCe !
%r'(l)rfed that other women had been through the same kind of expetrllerzi o
Ie;\ad [ also saw a psychiatrist once a week for two months, but she
ing for me.
dolééhggfor;e estranged from a lot of people because I hated mg()s;}l,f wagg
i : ~. 1 realised that I'd been hurting every
I’d built a wall around me. _ D et
; s — both in my family and among my 1ir T osee
Sx:f:f\?e:rn;zalked about what my father had done to me, I d‘ So s;() ;rtx (r);ee;
. I was saymng, LoO .
> hat a very strong person I was 3 at
o LO‘\‘/‘;CI)I’I Wfaztlher forymolesting me.” 1 also fooled myselAf into pelxe:;lr;%;
f}f/):fitrongy but T was lying to myself. I'd made all the ;lght noiszz e
i ; : ke, but I wasn’t dealing with my rea
istian is supposed to make, but 1 wasn't acaling "
C:g;iu%l‘nh;s strigge thing is that when I started being honest about w
a : . . -
happened, I stopped smoking and using pills.
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After a while, I had to realise that my father is a human being as much
as L am. Ive also done things that have hurt others, Maybe I still do. What
he has done may be worse in my eyes than what I’ve done, but I have o
separate what he did from him as a human being. I came to realise that
Christians aren’t supposed to hate because hate is such a destructive force.
It eats away at you all the time. Holding on to it would’ve destroyed me,
so I had to rid myself of it. I don’t know where I'd have been today if I'd
nurtured that hate every day while sitting at home alone with the children
away at school. I'm not going to pretend T like my father. He knows [
don’t. But there’s no hate in me for him any more, only pity. And although
he’s old now, he may still want to change.

Strangely enough, I wouldn’t want my past to have been any other way.
Because of it, I've learned to be a different kind of person from my sisters
and brothers. It made me a stronger person than they are. It made me have
to struggle. There’s pain but also a new kind of freedom. I'm on the road
now, and I don’t mind telling my story publicly now, not even to
newspapers.

My husband and I had very bad fights about twice or three times a
week. But I've changed and things are very different between us now. He
thinks I changed because of seeing the psychiatrist, but I think it’s because
I came to terms with myself and what happened to me.

I'have so much peace in me now. Sometimes the old anxieties and fears
return and I feel I'm only hanging in by my teeth and that I’m not going to
make it through the day. But I feel very comfortable right now. I was
never easy-going like this before. Bad things sometimes turn out to be the
best thing for you. My best friend, who's very sensitive, told me years ago

that she felt I was hiding something deep down in myself. The other day
she said to me, ‘Only now are you really human’.

AFTERWORD

Six Months Later

Part of my inner healing has enabled me to become very much my own
person, strong and sure of myself. But not before discovering that T was
afraid of people, including my husband. I suppose this was the last of the
psychological gates that had to come down. Something happened between
me and Louis — we became strangers. As close as we were before, the sep-
aration today is just as big. Louis has now started divorce proceedings. Tt
wasn’t because of any sudden conflict. We're like good old friends now.
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i : my relationship with Louis was one of

o anolﬂl,ez/eglrl?fr: (ti:l:tc Z: ngersoyn, not a husband. The i'dea'that I n.ee-d
A c{)abl S(;mething out of my dark past. One thing is ,certam. I
y mi}“ od a n >;0 set my emotional pace. Maybe one day I'll marry
don‘ - mat For now I'm free — emotionally, spiritually and physi-
3231"’ g:c{:bfhzod‘ivorce is over and done with, I'll have to start a brand
cally. ! ‘ "
ﬂe\"f e “'2} he t?aa tiié“ ai?iggietgai?r?glomyself for my new liff:‘ Whatever I

: ’m Wamng’bpca)tlxse I'm certain that God wants me to do it and that He
d(} P, bf? debecause of it. He was, is, and always will be, the ﬁrst. love
e ‘glon ? have two wonderful and beautiful daughters, afld friends
thmy gflialc:ossz oceans for me. For now, it leaves me with nothing else to
who w

desire.

ANALYSIS AND DISCUSSION

Elsabé as the ‘Little Mother’

Elsabé was the oldest daughter in a family wit]'1 a mother W[:lo \:,:\fié?g?};
d battered by her brutal and sexist hgspand. sp .
B rchers have reported that mothers in mcestuousl faml’xes
o ma‘r'l){ r‘ese: acitated, or for some reason emotionally .unavallable to
?;Zi(r)fliixslb:n’dlsn:ng children (Herman, 1981, p. 45). According to Herman,

The families adapt to this stressful situation by reasmgn'xrx;ge r;laamniyI ;)fn::;
*s traditional obligations to the oldest daughter. amily may

o, ly on this daughter for a large part of the housework an

Core an r? , motional support and comfort. For the daughter, the dgty

Carfe ]af?]dhe(;rfzther’s sexual demands may evolve almost as an extension

E)of hl;r role as ‘little mother’ in the family. (1981, p. 45)

It is hardly conceivable that Elsabé was already acting as ﬁht?fn 21122::3 g;
ily when she was four years old (the age slvme was firs ed by
e ot Wb t she clearly did take on the role of protecting her you lg
h.e y .fathe’r), b rS oung age. Her mother was either unfit and/or umjnl 1n)g
Slbh“gf; ‘;:'a vees yo}rllsibility. Indeed, Elsabé even became hf:r mother's p;}(,e
:0 ftzlrhi: :frxie;p despite the hatred, violence and emotional abuse
ec ,

ther from

' her. ‘My greatest concern was to stop my fa ‘

ey brothers, mmy ther, or my sisters’, Elsabé explained. ‘Even
t ny mother, or my sisters’, B :

hurting my brothers, my e o

m;mn% sz young, I used to attack my father when he we

whe
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Elsabé kicked it under a bed so he wouldn’t find it, adding that, ‘I never
left my mother alone with my father when he was in this kind of mood’.
Whereas Nida Webber’s mother did not fit Herman’s portrait of the
weak, incapacitated or unavailable woman often found in families where
father—daughter incest occurs, Elsabé’s mother does fit this profile.
Herman also points out that, ‘Mothers who have been rendered unusually
powerless within their families, for whatever feason, tolerate many forms
of abuse, including sexual abuse of their children’ (1981, p. 47). Herman’s

husband’s sexually abusive behaviour. Elsabé noted that her mother was
suicidal when her husband withdrew from her sexually, and that Mrs

Like many other incest survivors who are thrust into this little mother
role, Elsabé was even willing to submit to her father’s sexual abuse
because, ‘1 always thought that if | didn’t agree to do it with him he’d turn
to my brothers and sisters or he’d hurt them physically’.

Elsabé appears to be convinced that she was the only child in her family
whom her father abused sexually. Her sisters also denied having been
molested by him. It js very common for incest survivors to believe that
they were the sole victims. But they are frequently wrong in their beljef,
Even if it were true that Elsabé was the only target of her father’s preda-
tory behaviour while she remained at home, it is very improbable that such
@ man would have refrained from sexually assaulting one or more of his
other daughters after Flsabg left home at the age of 14.

The Fighter

Elsabé described herself as having ‘always been a fighter for as long as I
Can remember’. And what a fighter she was, despite the fact that her major
opponent was an unusually large, vicious, capricious and murderous marn,
T always got back at my father one way or another’, Elsabé said, with
pride. Her Strategies included throwing boiling butter on his head, causing
him to slip and break four ribs, shooting at him and thereby reducing him
to screaming and pleading for his life, and offering 50 cents [8
pence/$0.16 cents] to an old man to kill him and her mother.

Elsabé frequently defied her father’s orders with remarkable assertive-
ness and courage. When he tried to force her to kneel, she boldly
exclaimed: “You can break both my arms and both my legs, but I won’s
kneel before you’. And she stuck to her guns despite the fact that she
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could hear her arm cracking. Another time wh;n hfr father wzixs1 punctl)lmgI
her, she said, ‘I just stood there and yelled at him, “You can kil mg,, u;
won't crouch in the corner!”” She also dared to tell her father that she
didn’t belong to him and that he couldn’t déstroy her. ther's soxual
The discrepancy between Elsabé’s agqmes@nce to her E‘lt er] \ e?
abuse and her assertive resistance to his physxcgl and emgtlona t‘a uesd tls
very conspicuous. Whether or not her explanatlpn that she con }Ilturs’ io
submit to his sexual demands in order to ‘stf)p him h}lrtmg my 31§ ( ) ls(
deemed satisfactory, it is important to refrain from ’mterpretmg ter ac
of resistance to her father’s sexual assaults as a s;gn.of conien E(})r in
indication that she was not severely traumatised by his attac s.11 s\a]\ice
makes it clear that she would much prefer to be struck than se});ua y (;
timised: ‘It was quite a relief’, she said, ‘“fhe? my parents 1tbn:je a.nth
chased me outside because it meant that [ didn’t have fo g0 *tlo ehe\t:ag
my father’. It is also clear that she was able to be assertive w 'en 132 earg
sexually abused by other adult males. In or}e case when she wasd hiz‘se}f
‘old, she even kicked the balls of her father’s friend who expose
* ?eh;ve never before read or heard account§ by incest sur‘\gvotr?nttx}?;
match the degree of violent resistance and physical coura_gf; evi enth;n to
stories of Elsabé, Nida Webber and Elsa Foster. Whether it as ar(ljythat g,;he
do with their being Afrikaners, I do not know. Elsabé memloneted ot she
had always been a fighter from.a very young age.ané szgg:ast  that i
might be part of her family heritage. She also mamtau;le. ; lalt)er o
who has been threatened with a gun fqr 14 years loses 't eir <.:ar1 tdoes.
However, it is abundantly clear that this experience or its equivalen
i in everyone. . o
no;toxgtrgéerii?\z::nberedythat Elsa Foster attributed her ﬁghtxqgtzysérlil u;
part to the protective role she played towgrds her y?ungerhs;sm(;ther’s
family with an absentee mother. She.also believed that it was ‘eeness o
failure to respond to her abuse with empathy anc_i protbictly jeos (e
forced her to “fight for myself” — in contrast to her sister, ?ne,ﬁons it
babied by their mother (according tq Elsa). Both Fhese exp a?ar ons e
apply to Elsabé, who was also cast n the older—fsxster protec ore e e
whose mother also failed to protect her, desplte being awa C
husband’s incestuous attacks. Fur:]her research is needed to eva
idi Isa’s thoughtful hypotheses. '
val’;igyxx?ifillizngness of ill three of thesej ﬁght-ing women to use tlgl; ;;:z:i
names in this book is an additional manifestation of 'thel.r cou}*ggz.as -
be that they feel more open to speaking out and bgmg 1dic)nt\1)V g e
survivors because they fought back so determinedly? a
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answer, their militancy in this context-did not spare them from experienc-
ing devastating pain and trauma as a result of their abuse.

Violent Resistance

I wonder how many women readers identified with Elsabé’s many acts of
violence against her father, or Nida Webber’s act of stabbing her step-
father close to his heart, her enjoyment in doing this and her continuing
desire to kill him. Had Elsabé and Nida been males, only a few people
would probably be surprised or Jjudgemental about their acts of violent
resistance. But because they were adolescent girls at the time, some people
might find themselves being more critical of, or challenged by, these
women’s heroic stories.

Most people accept or even respect men who use violence to defend
themselves when attacked, as well as men who initjate violence against
targets that are deemed acceptable (such as people who are defined as ‘the
enemy’, whether in peace or war). In contrast, most people are shocked by

violent behaviour in women and girls, regardless of the context. For
example, feminist writer Dee Clarke notes that:

The very possibility of female rage and revenge is frightening and
shocking to us —~ more shocking and frightening than any image of
female enslavement, suffering, or death.... The image of a woman
killing a man — not for his or the reader’s obscure sexual satisfaction,
but in cold vengeance — is blasphemy. (1992b)

Women have been ‘turning the other cheek’ for centuries. This non-
violent response has failed to stop the continuing escalation and increasing
savagery of male violence against women. According to Clarke, growing
numbers of women in the United States are questioning the belief that
‘female violence ... will only escalate male violence’ (1992a). A feminist
button made by activist Nikki Craft reads, ‘Men don’t take us seriously

because they’re not physically afraid of us’. Clarke expresses the same
idea.

Men commit the most outrageous harassments and insults against
women simply because they can get away with it they know they will
not get hurt for saying and doing things that, between two men, would
quickly lead to a fist fight or a stabbing. There are no consequences for
abusing women. (Emphasis in the original; Clarke, 1992a)

‘If the risk involved in attacking a woman were greater’, Clarke con-
cludes, ‘there might be fewer attacks’ (1992a).
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Feminist scholar Janice Raymond has also observed. that, ‘Women are
expected to react and pick up the pieces of violer‘xcve against women but not
to act offensively’ (1990, p. 5). The rape crisis centres and battered
women’s shelters epitomise this tradition. Raymond notes, for e.xam;‘)le,
that after Marc Lépine committed femicide against 14 women engineering
students in Montreal in 1989 simply because of'thexr gep@er, no one
appeared to worry that women might retaliate. ‘Natlonal, rel'lgnous, racial,
and ethnic terrorism generates public expectation of reprisals, but not
gender terrorism’, Raymond points out (1990, p 5). ' A

In recent years, films such as Fatal Attraction and Basic Instinct have
attempted to demonise women who attack men. In contrast, the': film
Thelma and Louise, which touched a nerve in many women, heromxg:d
the two women characters for their violence, gspécially the fatal shooFmg
of a rapist. The belief that killing a rapist is justified was expressed ina
real-life situation in Johannesburg, South Africa, when wcm.len, terrorised
by a local serial rapist, put up posters of a woman holding a shotgun
accompanied by the caption: ‘Men and Women Were Created Equal, and
Smith & Wesson Make Sure it Stays That Way’ (Margaret Auerbach,
personal communication, 10 Septembfiri 1993). » L

In a speech commemorating the victims of Marc Lépine, well-known
feminist writer Andrea Dworkin expressed regret that. she had Ln(?t reacted
to attacks on her with greater, perhaps even lethal, v1olenc.e. Like many
women’, she told her audience, ‘T have a long history of violence agalr{st
me, and I say, to my increasing shame, that anyone who has hurt me is still

i d’ (1990).
Wax;}‘;i a\i/(z;i:en (whosi lives are in jeopardy because they are unable to
escape abusive relationships kill their abusers, they .shoul-d not on;Iy tzﬁ
supported. They should be heroinised. JoAnn th.tl.e is one Nor
American woman who was championed by many politically left. people
for killing a prison guard after he raped her in prison. Had her'raplst been
her father, her brother, her husband, her lover, her c'late, her friend, or her
political colleague, rather than a prison guard, few, if any, of these people
ken up her cause. ' .
WOIUIbde:]iz\\]/ee t:ve sth))uld be celebrating girls and women who .kll] their
abusers, rather than patronisingly trying to explain away their acts as
indicative of momentary or long-term insanity or the so—caned battere'd
woman/child syndrome. As criminologists Alhson Morris and A‘nla
Wilczynski point out, explanations for crinynal acts by ?‘v.ome.n ?’?
sought within the discourse of the “pathological andxthe 1rrat10n? )
(1994, p. 205). The same applies to women’s acts of violence. the ac
that women who kill their abusers often have to suffer heavy conse-
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quences for their behaviour is all the more reason to heroinise them for
their courage.

Most politically progressive people understand that the liberation move-
ment in South Africa had to resort to violence in pursuit of justice and
equality. Freedom fighters for this cause who successfully executed
violent acts against colluders and other human symbols of apartheid were
commended or heroinised by supporters and participants in the movement
for so doing. Female ‘freedom fighters’ who use violence against males
who commit atrocities against women and girls should also be com-
mended. Since the male-dominated justice system serves by and large to
protect rather than to punish male perpetrators of sexist violence, it is
understandable that women would seek justice by other means. It is not
reasonable to have one standard for those who have employed violence to
fight social abominations such as apartheid or Nazism, and another for
women who fight male supremacy.

The Divine Right of the Father

Just as females are typically viewed as the property of males in patriarchal
societies, children are almost universally seen as the property of their
parents. Some fathers assume their property rights include the right to
sexual access, particularly to their daughters. Author Louise Armstrong

" maintains that an incestuous father must have ‘a sense of paternalistic pre-

rogative in order to even begin to rationalise what he’s doing.... He must
have a perception of his children as possessions, as objects’ (1978, pp.
234-5). For example, one stepfather who sexually abused his daughter in
my San Francisco study told her when she was 14 years old, ‘I’ve been
your father since you were three. I've been a good father. You owe it to
me’ (Russell, 1986, p. 229).

Judith Herman also identifies a feeling of entitlement as characteristic of
incestuous fathers: '

Implicitly the incestuous father assumes that it is his prerogative to be
waited upon at home, and that if his wife fails to provide satisfaction, he
is entitled to use his daughter as a substitute. It is this attitude of entitle-
ment — to love, to service, and to sex — that Sfinally characterizes the
incestuous father and his apologists. (1981, p. 49; emphasis added)

Since Herman’s study was based on a sample of incest survivors in
therapy, this statement may not apply to all, or even many, incestuous
fathers. However, it definitely fits Elsabé’s portrait of her father. For
example, Elsabé reported that her father felt entitled to require her to move
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into his bedroom ‘and stay with him like a wifg’ when she was 13 get?s
old. It is difficult to believe that the whole family was nqt awario ‘}15
new arrangement, given its blatantness. Because shg was hxs. dauhg tfar;n e
seems to think what he did to me w?s .ﬁnf,j — that this gave him the right to
nted’, Elsabé explained. .
do/:/c}::z:)t:(;iiighti \g\‘sabé, her father also felt e.ntitl‘ed to haye sex yvxlth f)t?xer
women and children. For example, when hl.S wife was in hospltaTgmngf
birth, Elsabé found him in bed with the Indlfm fiomestlc worke;. o 1sb(3
course, was another gross act of sexual exploitation. E\{en thoug . sabé’s
mother also had affairs, this was after her husband lost mteresF 1% e;{ sexu-
ally. She was so upset by his rejection that she.attem?t?d suicide. He, on
the other hand, did not appear to care about her mﬁdehn?s. . cted
When Elsabé threatened to report her father to the police 1f he;;:o tehs :,P
any more children, he was outraged: ‘How dare you say a thing hl‘lg ah.
he objected, as if he had no reason to be ashamed about all the children he
ha(/i\zit)‘;da::l}igizu;gabé, her father also felt entitled to her obed%ence art))d
submission. He went to great lengths to try to coerce hfer mtot su t
servience. When Elsabé defied him, he nearly broke her arm in an attemp
kneel. .
© g;;;;gzreiribed her father as being ‘a violent pig’ who fel‘t ent}éled tg
physically attack all members of his family, Partlcularlyhi'lls. w1f§saar;é
Elsabé, and especially when he was dgunk. T};,l'ssl:,cilfl;dfﬂthlt;?i Blsabe
1 wire and planning to chop up hi :
;\;1\§:rzki)larobcicziisiolns, Elsaﬁé mentioned that her father would h}%:ve klll(lc;df
her or her mother if he could have got hold of them when at the pea
hlSErlzigé’s father also felt entitled to financial support anld c:lotr;eislt;ccl
service by his daughter Miriam and her husband. Ifor examp e,'the taem
to make any financial contribution to thz.am \:vhxle vaxnlg wi e he.
According to Elsabé he just lay around her sister’s hogse be lzvii]g ot
was ‘God’s gift to this earth.... He even ct’mases m,y sister and her y
out of their own home when he gets drunk'! Elsabé raged. L ecause
Elsabé’s father presumably felt entitled in a.ll these ways simply
he was the father in an Afrikaner nuclear family.

Incest in the Afrikaner Community

Elsabé maintains that there are two kinds of Afrikaner men: the ‘tradi-
E of ’

tional nice-guy Boer’ who is ‘very gentle’, like her stepf‘%ther, gnd th(e1
dominating Boer patriarch who feels entitled to act in dictatorial an
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exploitive ways in his family. Elsabé believed the latter type of Afrikaner
to be in the majority: ‘Most Afrikaans men are so full of themselves and
their male roles’, she said, contemptuously. Her own father was clearly an
extreme example of the tyrannical Afrikaner. Elsabé described him as
‘mean’ and ‘devilish’ and ‘a very arrogant and self-centred man’ who
thought he was ‘God’s gift to women’.

‘Men should not be weak in the Afrikaner home’, Elsabé declared.
When she dared to tell her father that ‘he was a weakling and amounted to
nothing’, her parents kicked her out of their home des
(14 years old).

On being asked how prevalent she thinks incestuous abuse is among
Afrikaners, Elsabé surmised it to be ‘very common’ because the father has
so much power in the Afrikaner family. “You tend to draw people to you
who’ve had the same experience as you’, Elsabé explained, *so I' ve mainly
heard about fathers, fathers, fathers. Maybe Afrikaner fathers think it’s their
duty to show their daughters the ropes’, Elsabé suggested. She said she
knew a man ‘who said he’d rather show his daughter the facts of life before
any other man does. That’s the way these very patriarchal men think.’

Elsa Foster also believes, ‘“There’s definitely a lot of sexual abuse going
on among Afrikaners’. Because she, like Elsabé, has become outspoken
about her incest experience, many other women have also spoken to her
about being sexually abused.

Kathy Schultz (her real name), a lesbian incest survivor interviewed for
this study, was sexually abused by her much older English-speaking twin
stepbrothers. Having worked for many years at the Rape Crisis centre in
Cape Town, she was unusually knowledgeable about incest, having coun-
selled many survivors in the course of her work. Like Elsa and Elsabé,
she believes that incest is very prevalent in the Afrikaner community:

pite her young age

I come from a predominantly Afrikaans family where the tradition is
that you honour your mother and father. It’s not acceptable for an
Afrikaner girl to tell her mother or anyone else that a member of her
family is abusing her. That’s why it’s impossible to accurately assess
how much incest is going on. But I believe an incredible amount of it is
occurring in the Afrikaner family. Most Afrikaner women I've spoken
to have been abused by uncles or fathers or brothers. Knowing the pain
that I went through, I can’t stand the thought that there are millions of
other girls and women going through the same experience as me.

Incest is definitely spoken about less often in the Afrikaans than in
the English-speaking community. This could be because the family tra-
dition among Afrikaners is so strong, and because they are more
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dominated by religion and the NG Kerk [Dutch Reformed Church}, and
because they are less open-minded.
All the survivors 1 interviewed who expressed an opinlgtll on th;, :tre;:/a:;
i i ikaner community believe
f incestuous abuse in the Afn. ve ;
]veenrceh(i)gh — although not necessarily higher than among English-speaking
Souyth Africans. This issue will be further explored in the next chapter.

7 Conclusion: Paternal

Despotism in Private and
Public Life

“You can’t have a democratic state without having a democratic
family.’
Gloria Steinem, 1995!

AUTHORITARIAN AND BRUTAL TREATMENT OF BLACK
SOUTH AFRICANS

Before launching into an unflattering portrayal of white South Africans, it
is necessary to emphasise that a small number of Afrikaners and English-
speaking South Africans have dedicated their lives to the struggle for
racial justice in that country, and some of them have lost their lives for this
cause. The simplistic portrayal of all white people as extreme racists and
all black people as noble enemies of injustice is all too common outside of
South Africa. Readers should bear this in mind as they read the following
pages because it becomes too cumbersome to repeatedly refer to ‘many’,
‘most” or ‘the vast majority’ of Afrikaners and/or English-speaking South
Africans every time these groups are mentioned.

Although the authoritarian and brutal treatment of black people by
Afrikaners has been voluminously documented, the fact that Afrikaners
are more implicated in this behaviour than English-speaking South
Africans is less widely known outside the country. While the vast majority
of white South Africans have shared the desire to maintain white power
and privilege, there have nevertheless been significant differences in the
ideas of Afrikaners and English-speaking South Africans about how to do
this, as well as in the extremes to which they have been willing to go in
attempting to perpetuate white interests.

The Afrikaner patriarchs? held the reins of power in South Africa for
more than 40 years. They believed that they were God’s chosen people
whose divine mission was to establish control over the indigenous people,
whom they viewed as inferior heathens ‘damned to servitude’ (Giliomee,
1979, p. 92; also see De Villiers, 1987, p. 310). ‘United by a belief in the
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God-given nature of white supremacy over blacks’, most A.fr'ikaners
‘viewed the state’s monopoly of force and authority over the individual ag
adivine gift’ (Danaher, 1984, p. 66). Whether or not these religious beliefs
served to generate or to intensify Afrikaners’ racism, 0( merely reflect
their political interests, is an old debate that I am in no position to resolve,
More importantly, religion and politics were so thoroughly 1ntggrated for
Afrikaners that trying to separate them is a questionable enterprlse:

Although sharing the Afrikaners’ view of black people as inff:nor hea-
thens who needed to be converted to Christianity, English-speaking South
Africans have been far less inclined to draw on religion to justify their
racial prejudices and politics. Perhaps their sense qf superiority has been
so firmly in place for such a long time that they did not fee[‘the nech to
turn to the Bible for justification. Whatever the reasons, the fact remains
that English-speaking South Africans have been significantly less fanatical
in both their religious and their polhitical beliefs.

While English-speaking South Africans have deplored the extAreme
manifestation of Afrikaner racial politics, they have nevertheless enjoyed
the benefits of white privilege that the Afrikaners’ policies preservgd‘
While portraying themselves as blameless critics of apartheid, they relied
on the Afrikaners to do the dirty work of maintaining white supremacy. It
is obviously impossible to know whether English-speaking South Africans
would have become more fanatical about their racial politics had they
been the dominant force in the South African political scene afterl 194}5:

Not only have Afrikaners been primarily res-ponsible for maintaining
white privilege and power in recent years by virtue of the fact that they
governed the country from 1948 until 1994; they have also d;monstrated a
fervent sense of righteousness and devotion to this task. This has enabled
them to feel justified in their heinous acts of exploitation and savage
behaviour towards black South Africans. o ‘ .

The policy of apartheid that the Afrikaners devised is a unique manifes-
tation of racism peculiar to South Africa. It is also the most extreme form
of anti-black racism ever articulated and systematically implemented py
white people in the twentieth century. Two examples of blatant racist
statements made by representatives of Afrikanerdom over th‘e years may
help to convey their fanatical pro-apartheid and sexist meptahty.

G. F. van Froneman, Nationalist Party Member of Parllamen't \flho later
became the Deputy Minister of Justice, Mines and Planning, said in 1969:

This African labour force [in the ‘white’ areas] must not be burdened

with superfluous appendages such as wives, children and dependents
who could not provide service. (Bernstein, 1975, p. 12)
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The Dutch Reformed Church — the largest of the Afrikaner religious
denominations - endorsed the following statement in 1974:

That families in many cases cannot live together is true but it is also true
that they are granted the opportunity to visit each other — provided of
course they are willing to comply with the relevant regulations and they
do not disregard this privilege. (Bernstein, 1975, pp. 12~13)

As these two quotations make clear, black Africans were treated as
expendable units of labour. When the ‘white’ economy did not need them,
they were forced to return to their so-called homelands regardless of their
family ties in the ‘white’ areas. If they remained in the ‘white’ areas illeg-
ally, they were under constant threat of arrest and deportation. The inhu-
manity of this policy becomes even more evident on knowing that the
‘white’ areas constituted 87 per cent of the land in South Africa.

Apartheid, then, was essentially a policy of institutionalised brutality
entailing poverty, unemployment, hunger, malnutrition and starvation for
many black South Africans. One African woman, recently abandoned by
her husband, described her situation as follows:

Before he left we used to take turns to look for work because the child-
ren can’t go to créche because there’s no money. Sometimes they lie
awake at night crying. I know they are crying because they are hungry. I
feel like feeding them Rattex {poison]. When your children cry hunger-
crying, your heart wants to break. It will be better if they were dead.
When I think things like that I feel worse. I’s terrible when a mother
wants to kill her own children. (Wilson and Ramphele, 1989, p. 97)

Not only was the violence of apartheid systemic and thoroughly institu-
tionalised, but it was manifested in countless vicious acts at all levels of
society, from high government officials to the ordinary man on the farm.
For example, Audrey Coleman, an activist in the Detainees Parents’
Support Committee in 1987, reported that the security police often used to
detain apolitical African children to frighten them. In one instance she
knew about first hand, the police had picked up a 13-year-old African boy
they saw walking barefoot in the street, and questioned him about the
stoning and burning of a house. When he denied having done either, they
told him that if he didn’t admit to these crimes, they would keep him in
prison for ten years. On reiterating his denial, they detained him for nine
months, never notifying his parents about his fate (Russell, 1989,
pp. 89-90).

Another example is provided by Afrikaner journalist Rian Malan who
feported an incident in which an African man, Dennis Mosheshwe,
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accidentally intruded on a gathering of Afrkaners who were partying out-
doors one afternoon. Because he was ‘insolent and surly’ and swore at one
of them, another of the men, Augie de Koker, goaded on by other party-
goers, ended up torturing him to death. Malan described Mosheshwe’s
corpse as follows:

There had been bleeding from the nose and ears. There was no skin on
the soles of the feet. His ribs had caved in on one side. One hand wag
twisted like a claw. The ears were partially torn off the head.... The
face was a mask of coagulated blood. The lips were swollen; the nostrils
ripped off the upper lip. (1990, p. 110)

Among his other vicious acts, de Koker had jumped up and down on
Mosheshwe’s genitals. He had also tried to lynch Mosheshwe but failed
because he was too drunk to get the rope over a tree branch (1990, p. 110).

According to Malan, there is even an Afrikaans word — kafferpak,
meaning a ‘kaffir® hiding’, to describe this kind of savage beating, ‘of the
sort whites have been administering to blacks since the day we set foot on
this continent’ (1990, p. 111).

It is no exaggeration to describe apartheid as an entrenched reign of
terror and deprivation for black South Africans.

AUTHORITARIAN AND BRUTAL BEHAVIOUR IN THE
AFRIKANER FAMILY

In her analysis of white settler societies from their origin in South Africa
in 1652 until the end of the nineteenth century, South African historian
Cherryl Walker emphasised the connection between the Afrikaners’ patri-
archal beliefs and their religion. She maintained, for example, that

The hold of the Dutch Reformed Church, with its fundamentalist
reading of the Bible and rigid adherence to patriarchal ideology,
remained a strongly conservative force ... in the Afrikaner community.
(1990, p. 318)

More specifically, Afrikaner patriarchs used the Bible to justify men’s
‘God-given’ right to rule over women and to monopolise political power
(Cronje and Venter, 1958, p. 57; also see Walker, 1990, p. 317). Although
the trend towards secularisation that typically accompanies industrialisa-
tion has undermined the influence of the Dutch Reformed Church in the
contemporary Afrikaner community (as is evident to an exaggerated
extent in the Afrikaner families described in this book*), this does not
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mean that the patriarchal and racist attitudes institutionalised in this reli-
gion have not remained embedded in Afrikaner culture.

Whereas the Christian denominations to which English-speaking South
Africans subscribe (Anglican, Catholic, Methodist, Presbyterian, etc.) are
also very patriarchal, religion has never been as central to their lives as it
has been to Afrikaners. While most English-speaking South Africans dis-
approve of women who deviate from traditional sex roles, they have been
less apt than Afrikaners to see such women as ‘sinners’.

Afrikaners have long considered it to be the duty of Afrikaner women o
treat their husbands with reverence, to be the helpmates of their men, to raise
the children and supervise the household, and to be willing to sacrifice their
sons and husbands to preserve the divine right of die volk (the Afrikaner
tribe) to rule over black people (Cock, 1989, p. 64; Cronje and Venter, 1958,
p. 54, 57; Walker, 1990, p. 317). Afrikaners have also considered it to be the
duty of their daughters to obey their fathers (Cronje and Venter, 1958, p. 54).

The exceptionally hierarchical relationship between parents and child-
ren in the Afrikaner family is reflected by the fact that even today, ‘it is
rare for the young to address either parent with the egalitarian jy [you]’
(Seegers, 1990/91, p. 7). The following examples of paternal authoritari-
anism described by Elsa Foster (Chapter 3) and Nida Webber (Chapter 2)
would be highly unusual in English-speaking South African homes:

You never asked Hoffie questions and you never challenged him. You
just said, ‘Ja, Pa’. If you asked him why, you got a double hiding. What
he said was law and you accepted it. With God you have an option, with
Hoffie you didn’t. (Elsa Foster)

If my father tells you it’s raining outside when the sun is shining, it’s
raining.... My father is the boss and you are the maid. (Nida Webber)

Perhaps the divergent histories of the Afrikaners and English-speaking
South Africans can shed some light on the different degrees of authoritari-
anism in the families of these two white ethnic groups. Historian Robert
Shell, for example, who differentiates between patriarchal and paternalis-
tic family forms, maintains that the paternalistic family mode of manage-
ment brought to the Cape by the early European settlers — the forebears of
the Afrikaners — was transformed over time into a more patriarchal mode.
In contrast, the British settlers who arrived over a century later in 1795,
imported their more paternalistic family form with them (1994, p. 411).
According to Shell, the patriarchal family ‘was more chauvinistic, more
starkly based on sexual differences’, and women and children in the patri-
archal slave owning families ‘were on almost the same low level as the
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slaves and servants’ (1994, p. xxvii). Although control in paternalistic
families was also vested in the father, ‘the mother could more easily
assume some spousal authority’ (1994, p. xxvii).

Whether or not these historical differences have continued to shape the
families of white South Africans in the twentieth century, the stories of the
Afrikaner incest survivors presented in this volume expose the violent and
tyrannical behaviour of their fathers in the privacy of their homes. Elsa Foster
and Marie Malan’s stepfather Hoffie, for example, starved his children,
humiliated and raped his daughters, raped his wife, beat up and tortured all
the members of his nuclear family, and repeatedly threatened their lives. He
fashioned his home into a kind of mini-conceatration camp.

Elsabé Groenewald’s father also repeatedly beat, raped and threatened
to kill her, constantly tried to force her to show deference, and threw her
out of the home to fend for herself when she was only 14. He also sav-
agely attacked his wife and intended to axe her to death on one occasion.
One of Elsabé’s parents tried to burn her to death when she was a baby;
Elsabé’s mother also hated, beat and humiliated her, and frequently sup-
ported her husband’s violent attacks on Elsabé.

Nida Webber’s stepfather raped his wife, taped up his daughter’s mouth
to silence her when he raped her, physically assaulted her many times,
threatened to kill her mother if Nida didn’t submit to his sexual abuse, and
treated her like a servant. There are undoubtedly many instances through-
out the world in which fathers have treated, and continue to treat, their
daughters as, or more savagely, than these three men. Nevertheless, the
physical, psychological and sexual brutality of these Afrikaner fathers
towards their daughters, as well as towards their wives (except in Nida’s
case), is extreme.

It is true that parents, especially fathers, in English-speaking South
African families are also authoritarian, But as Elsa pointed out, they tend
to be significantly less so than Afrikaner parents. Incest survivor Eastlynne
Nelson-Tansley (her real name) agreed with Elsa on this matter. ‘Based on
my experience in Afrikaner culture,’ she said, ‘Afrikaans men express
their aggression more readily than men from British backgrounds, and
they are also more authoritarian. The English-speaking South Africans are
more “hands-off”, but [ think there’s a lot of emotional abuse and neglect
in these families’.

By ‘hands-off’, I understand Eastlynne to be saying that English-
speaking South African men are less violent than Afrikaner men.
Whether or not this is a correct interpretation, 62 per cent of the 13
Afrikaner incest perpetrators in my small study of 20 survivors subjected
their victims to severe or very severe violence as well as incestuous
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abuse, compared with only 20 per cent of the 10 perpetrators who were
English-speaking South Africans (see Table 2 in the Appendix). The
Afrikaner perpetrators were also more likely than the English-speaking
South Africans to possess or use a weapon in connection with the abuse
(see Table 2 in the Appendix).

In using the term ‘hands-off’, Eastlynne may also have been referring to
the fact that English-speaking South Africans tend to be less physically
affectionate than Afrikaners. Lara Newman, for example, remarked that
her parents hardly ever touched her. Although she adored her father, and
her parents remained together, she barely mentioned him in her narrative
about her life. It seems reasonable to infer that he was distant and removed
from Lara. This kind of emotional and physical distance on the part of
parents towards their children is quite common in English-speaking South
African families.

Although the Afrikaner parents in this book were also not described as
physically affectionate, I have often heard Afrikaners characterise
English-speaking South Africans as distant and physically unaffectionate
compared to Afrikaans people.

Unlike Elsa and Marie, the English-speaking South African survivors in
the study enjoyed some right to free speech at home. In addition, there
were no cases in this ethnic group that even came close to the degree of
terror and persecution described by Elsabé, Nida, Marie and Elsa. When
Bridget Carter (a pseudonym), an English-speaking South African sur-
vivor of brother—sister incestuous abuse, asked her father not to kiss her on
the mouth again, he quietly complied — not just on that occasion but from
that time on. When Lara chided her abusive grandfather for the way he
had treated her, he cried. It is impossible to imagine the fathers of Elsabé,
Nida, Marie and Elsa reacting in a similar fashion.

However, this comparison is complicated by the fact that there are
significant social class differences between the families of the Afrikaner
and English-speaking South African survivors in this study. All nine of the
English-speaking survivors were middle class whereas five out of the nine
Afrikaner survivors, including the four whose stories are told in this
volume, are working or lower class (see Table 1 in the Appendix). Many
United States studies have shown that violence within families tends to be
more severe in the lower class (e.g., Strauss et al., 1980).

The class differences between these two white ethnic groups are not just
coincidental, however. Most of the English-speaking South African popu-
lation is middle class, whereas a large percentage of Afrikaners are lower
class. Therefore, it is reasonable to compare the behaviour of Afrikaners
and English-speaking South Africans despite the class differences noted.



158 Behind Closed Doors in White South Africa

In addition to greater authoritarianism, the fathers of the Affrlkaner
women interviewed also revealed a sigmﬁcamly grea.ter sensi o o;;vnetr};
ship of their wives and children than did the Enghsh—speah mgH c;(fxi
African fathers. For example, Elsa reported that her stepfz:lt erl,.k o teh
believed that ‘fathers own their children aqd can d’o what tl eg ’1t ety;/il '
them’, and that ‘his whole family thought like that’. {\nd Elsa E e;;lx d‘?d
that, ‘Because I'm his daughter, my father seems to think that wBat. e 2
to me was fine’. We are accustomed in the United States and frgz:;;\b é)
incest perpetrators denying chargeslof abuse, ‘but the father; 0 s t(;
Marie and Elsa had such robust feelmgsbofh en?:)t:iment that they

r than deny their incestuous behaviour. ' ‘

dei?r(iikr;:;f fathers ap);)cared to enjoy more power in their lllf)r;les an}i to
feel more entitled to sex with their daughters than did Eng ll)sljssgg t }?a%
South African fathers. For example, Hoffie appears to.have el: ]T e
female members of his family were duty~bour}d t.o be hxs sexual s a W.hen
told Elsa, ‘Every father does this to make h1§ little girl grow ;le .to er
eight-year-old Elsa screamed and begged Hoffie to stop forcing e; o
his penis, he told her it was her duty so he could make her a :0!22 t‘hem "

Elsa resisted being raped by Hoffie and Jacobus and ;?leade \ivx
kill her first, they told her, ‘This is what womanhood is about. Cmove in
Similarly, 13-year-old Elsabé’s fa}her told' her tha}t she .mliis ove into
his bedroom and stay with him like a wife. Being hl’S Tz;\ugsans,e e
believed, ‘gave him the right to do whate\{er he w§nted : ef ense of

entitlement expressed by these two fathers is a manifestation o
i authoritarianism. ‘
Se);lusctiiigd}{p;rtri:‘nalcontends that there is a direct link betw;en r:.lale domi-

nation in the home and the occurrence of father—daughter incest:

As long as fathers dominate their families, they »\l/ill have the power to
m;ike sexual use of their children. Most father‘s Wlll gh.oose not to ex?rli
cise thhis power; but as long as the prerogative is implicitly granted to a
men, some men will use it. (1981, p. 202)

i / ieve adi-
Herman explains in the following passages why she b'ehevcs ’the.at;rCh'11
tibnal division of labour between males and females in the patri 2

family also promotes incestuous abuse:

Whereas male supremacy creates the social conditioqs ‘that fa\ffoqutt‘l;i
[ 1 hter incest, the sexual division of la
development of father—daug o
ical conditions that lead to the same resuit.
creates the psychological con : me T fole
supremacy invests fathers with immense powers over th.enr chﬂdlrlen, e:scn
cially their daughters. The sexual division of labor, in which wo
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nurture children and men do not, produces fathers who are predisposed to
use their powers exploitively. The rearing of children by subordinate
women ensures the reproduction in each generation of the psychology of
male supremacy. It produces sexually aggressive men with little capacity
to nurture, nurturant women with undeveloped sexual capacities, and
children of both sexes who stand in awe of the power of fathers.
Wherever these conditions obtain, father-daughter incest is likely to

be a common occurrence. In any culture, the greater the degree of male
supremacy and the more rigid the sexual division of labor, the more fre-
quently one might expect the taboo on father-daughter incest to be vio-
lated. Conversely, the more egalitarian the culture, and the more the
childrearing is shared by men and women, the less one might expect to
find overt incest between father and daughter. The same logic applies to
particular families within any one culture. The greater the domination of
father, and the more the caretaking is relegated to the mother, the
greater the likelihood of father—daughter incest. The more democratic
the family and the iess rigid the sexual division of labor, the less likely
that fathers will abuse their daughters. (1981, pp. 62-3)

If Herman's analysis is correct, as I believe it is, father-daughter incest
can be expected to be more prevalent among Afrikaners than among
English-speaking South Africans.

According to Nida, most Afrikaner men ‘think that they should be the
bosses in their families and that women must be the maids’. She described
the sexual division of labour in her own family of origin as very traditional
and rigid. ‘My father believes it’s a woman’s duty to wash the floors and the
windows, to iron, and so on’, Nida complained. Her story provides many
examples of her stepfather’s zealous commitment to these sexist notions.

As previously mentioned, when mothers are unable or unwilling to play
their traditional role, the eldest daughter is typically forced to take it on.
For example, because Hoffie refused to contribute to the financial support
of his stepchildren, his wife was obliged to work long hours outside the
home. Instead of Hoffie, who worked at home, assuming the responsibility
of child care and housework, Elsa was forced into domestic service at a
very young age. Similarly, because Elsabé’s mother was mentally disabled
and irresponsible, leaving her family for weeks at a time, the responsibility
for child care was thrust on Elsabé at a very early age. As recently as
1993, Marike de Klerk, the Afrikaner wife of former South African presi-
dent de Klerk, declared that ‘A woman is there to keep her man high’. Her
sexist pronouncement reflects the widespread acceptability of women as
servants in the Afrikaner family.
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In Chapter 6 I discussed the tendency for daughters who play the “little
mother’ role to be forced to become ‘little wives” as well. This tenQency also
suggests a connection between rigid sex roles and father—daughte.r incest.

In summary: Afrikaner fathers are unusually powerful, patriarchal and
authoritarian, with a robust belief in their right to dominate their families
and to behave violently towards them, coupled with strong feelings of
ownership and entitlement to domestic and sexual services. These ob.ser_
vations provide yet another basis for expecting incestuous abuse — Pamcu-
larly father—daughter incest — to be especially pr(f:valent among Afrlkanfzrs.
Elsa’s suggestion of ‘a connection between the incestuous apuse of child-
ren and the widespread acceptance that the father’s word is law’, com-
bined with her observation that Afrikaners are more prone than
English-speaking South Africans to subscribe to this authoritarian norm,
leads to the same conclusion. . 4 .

Interestingly, when selecting only the most traumatic experience of inces-
tuous abuse reported by each of the 20 survivors interviewed, 78 per cent of
the Afrikaner perpetrators were fathers compared to 38 per cegt of the
English-speaking South African perpetrators. However, glthough this differ-
ence in percentages is large, it cannot be considered~ reliable because of the
small sample and the unscientific manner in which it was selected..Fur‘ther
research is needed to verify whether Afrikaner men are really more inclined

to sexually abuse their daughters than English-speaking South African men.

In conclusion, this exploratory study offers tentative support for the
hypothesis that the greater authoritarianism and propensity fqr violence of
Afrikaner men as compared to English-speaking South African men has
resulted in more brutal manifestations of this crime among Afrikaners than
among English speakers. In addition, many reasons were offere(.i for expect-
ing that incestuous abuse may be more prevalept among ,Atfrlkaners thgn
among English-speaking South Africans. A rigorous natlonal' study‘ is
needed to evaluate the validity of my tentative conclusions, lvc%udlng
attempting to ascertain whether the prevalence of incefstuous abuse is indeed
more prevalent among Afrikaners than English-speaking South Afrl?ans. '

Some possible reasons why Afrikaner men have beeq S0 brufal in their
racial and sexual politics will be examined in the following section.

THE AFRIKANERS’ RACIST AND SEXIST POLITICS

Self-Interest

The reasons Nida’s, Elsabé’s, and Marie and Elsa’s fathers violated, tor-
tured and terrorised them are different from the reasons that Afrikaner
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men chose to exploit, torture and terrorise black people. With black
people, Afrikaners, most of whom were peasant farmers, were initially
engaged in an intense power struggle for land. With their access to supe-
rior weapons, the Afrikaners eventually succeeded in defeating, then con-
trolling and exploiting the indigenous black peoples. Enormous cultural
differences between the Afrikaners and black ethnic groups combined
with racism to make any form of integration anathema to the Afrikaners,
who presumably believed that if they did not maintain their superordinate
position, they would probably become a powerless minority group at the
mercy of a vast majority of black Africans. To them, democracy meant
loss and powerlessness, possibly annihilation.

However, Afrikaners’ peasant background had much in common with
Africans’ way of life. Both these peoples also lacked the education, skills
and cultural experience to compete effectively with English-speaking
South Africans when the economy shifted to a more industrial base in the
early twentieth century. Hence Afrikaners were much more motivated than
English-speaking South Africans to impose legal restrictions preventing
Africans and the members of other black ethnic groups from competing
for jobs.

Afrikaner fathers are not engaged in the same kind of power struggle with
their wives or their children. Children’s dependence on their parents or other
adult caregivers is biologically based and therefore inevitable. Culture plays a
very important role, however, in magnifying or reducing the power disparity
between parents and children, as well as between parents. As previously
noted, this inequality is particularly marked in Afrikaner families, making it
more likely that the fathers who enjoy this power will abuse it.

But there are also many similar reasons motivating Afrikaners to keep
black men and women, as well as white Afrikaner women and children,
subservient. Doing so enhances Afrikaner men’s feelings of power and
superiority. Afrikaner men also profit economically by barring women and
black people from well-paid, prestigious and powerful occupations. In
contrast to the legal restrictions imposed on black people, religion and tra-
dition, not laws, have sufficed to keep most Afrikaner women from com-
peting with their men in the job market or in public life.

Afrikaner men also benefit by keeping women and black people as their
servants and sexual servicers. Black women, particularly those employed
in white homes and on white-owned farms, have frequently been subject
to rape and sexual exploitation by the white ‘haas’® and/or his sons (see,
for example, Russell, 1990, Chapter 12). Elsabé, for example, found her
father in bed with the Indian domestic worker when her mother was away
giving birth. Many Afrikaner men also believe they are entitled to sexual
access to their wives whenever they so desire, and, as we have seen, some
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feel entitled to treat their daughters — women in the making — as servantg
and sexual servicers.

The Militarisation of Afrikaner Males

The militarisation of Afrikaner males, all of whom were required to spend
two years in military service (reduced to one year in 1990), has had pro-
found implications for their treatment of women and blagk pe(')p.le. T}}e
primary purpose of this militarisation was to preserve white perlnge' in
the face of black demands for justice. Although the army was sent.outmde
South Africa’s borders to destabilise neighbouring countries, particularly
Marxist-controlled Mozambique and Angola, and to attaclf black South
African refugees who resided in neighbouring territories, it was mostly
utilised to quell black resistance within South Africa. ‘ .

While English-speaking South African males were also conscripted mfo
the army, more of them served as officers and mz?ny wejre able to avoid
being drafted in one way or another.® Not only did Afrikaners form'the
backbone of the army, but they aiso greatly outnumbered English-
speaking South Africans in the police force. . o

Afrikaner men, already dehumanised by their soc1ahsat19n as males
(e.g., only sissies cry), have been further dehumgnised by their tr'amlng to
kill black people, many of them fellow South Africans. As Canadian peace
researcher Barbara Roberts has noted:

A soldier must learn to dehumanize other people anc‘i make ‘the‘m into
targets, and at the same time to cut himself off 'from .h1s owfn feelings of
caring and connectedness to the human commugl.ty. His s’vaw?l and' com-
petence as a soldier depend on this process. Military training is socialisa-
tion into masculinity carried to extremes. (Cited in Cock, 1988, p. 10)

Consider the degree of dechumanisation necessary to perpetrate the kind
of atrocities described by the former army psychologist who sexually
abused Lara Newman, for example: hanging black women from trees,
cutting off their breasts, and tying them on beds so that large numbers of
soldiers could more easily rape them (Chapter 5).

A white South African mother lamented:

We allow the might of the army to swallow the boys we, as moth;rs,
have spent eighteen years turning into civilised human beings (S}C),
caring and considerate of others (sic), and in two years turn them into
efﬁciént, largely unthinking, killing machines. (Cock, 1989, p. 64,
emphasis added)
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Although soldiers everywhere are trained to kill, it is probably unique to
South Africa for every able-bodied member of the ruling group to be
subject to conscription. In addition, soldiers in most other countries are
trained to kill people deemed enemies in foreign states, not the oppressed
peoples in their own countries.

Since Afrikaner supremacy was maintained through the barrel of a gun,
there were very few restrictions on ownership of firearms by white males.
Afrikaner men owned, on average, at least one gun each (Hofmeyr, per-
sonal communication, 20 November 1992). Many of them also owned and
used sjamboks — long animal-hide whips frequently used by the police for
‘crowd control’.

Ostensibly, Afrikaner men owned weapons to protect their families
from die swart gevaar (the black peril). Some of them also used these
weapons to threaten and coerce members of their families to do their
bidding. For example, Nida mentioned that her stepfather had a sjambok
‘because he needed a weapon to keep the blacks from coming into the
yard whenever they wanted to’. But when Nida was 16 years old, her
father used it to whip her (see Chapter 2). Even when these men do not
actively threaten their families with their weapons, the very fact that they
possess them can be intimidating, especially for those who have witnessed
them being used on black people.

The Effects of Oppression

Obviously, apartheid has been immensely damaging to black South
Africans, both materially and psychologically. Those who have been sub-
Jected to particularly brutal treatment — such as severe poverty, forced emi-
gration, banishment, beatings, torture, incarceration, solitary confinement,
the torture and assassination of loved ones — have been even more severely
injured. Damaged human beings are easier to oppress and people who are
deprived of adequate education and Job skills are more easily dominated.”
Similarly, sexism has damaged women and girls both materially and
psychologically. When this harm is compounded by the long-term destruc-
tive consequences of incestuous abuse (as well as rape, beatings, torture,
and/or the misogynist murder of loved ones), the victims have typically
suffered from even more severe consequences. A poor self-image, feel-
ings of worthlessness, self-destructive impulses, eating disorders,
relationship problems, and so on, seriously handicap many survivors’
development and achievement, to say nothing of their health, happiness
and fulfilment. These injuries often make it more difficult for women to
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compete in a male-dominated society, thereby making it easier for men to
maintain their positions of power over women.

This study provides examples of the deterioration in academic perfor-
mance that frequently coincides with the onset of incestuous abuse. This
abuse often continues to have a destructive impact on survivors’ educa-
tional and occupational goals and performance. For example, one survivor
stated that, ‘My mother told me I didn’t do well at school after the time
my father started doing oral sex on me’. Another reported, ‘I was not
achieving at school so I dropped out in standard eight [6th grade}’. A third
said, ‘My academic work went down completely as a result of my father’s
abuse’. Marie described the severe job problems she experienced because
of her inability to concentrate, her excessive desire to please and her
repeated psychological incest-related crises that often made it impossible
for her to work at all. Nida’s school performance plummeted after her
mother learned about her father’s abuse but did nothing to stop it. From
being one of the best students in her class, she ended up failing her final
high school examinations.

Some incest survivors also marry young in order to get away from the
abuse at home. In my San Francisco study, incest survivors became
mothers at a significantly younger age than women without a history of
incestuous abuse (Russell, 1986). Maternal responsibilities, particularly at
a young age, can make it even more difficult for women to realise their
career and creative potentials.

The more handicapped survivors are in obtaining work skills or in
retaining their jobs, the more dependent they are on finding and staying
with a partner who can support them. This, in turn, often traps them into
remaining in abusive relationships. Nida might well have left her violent
husband sooner had she acquired job skills that would have enabled her to
support herself and her child. Without such skills she was dependent on
the charity of friends to house, clothe and feed her and her son when she
finally left her husband. Subsequently, she had few options open to her
besides trying to find another husband. As Herman has so eloquently
stated: ‘For those who aspire to an image of free womanhood, incest is as
destructive to women as genital mutilation or the binding of feet’ (1981,
p. 125).

Summary
Research indicates that Afrikaners have been significantly more extreme

and vicious in their racial politics than English-speaking South Africans.
My research also suggests that they have been more extreme and vicious
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in their sexual politics, as manifested in their incestuous behaviour. I have
pointed out some of the ways in which Afrikaner men’s treatment of
women and black people are similar and motivated by the same ideologi-
cal and economic factors. This analysis, combined with the stories of the
Afrikaner incest survivors interviewed for this study, suggests that a
significant relationship exists between Afrikaner men’s authoritarian
racism in the public domain and their authoritarian sexism in the private
domain.

Future research will have to determine whether Afrikaners’ racial poli-
tics is a manifestation of their sexual politics at home (as is implied by
Gloria Steinem’s quote at the beginning of this chapter), or whether their
sexual politics is a manifestation of their racial politics, or some combina-
tion of these two possibilities.

THE CONNECTION BETWEEN RACIAL POLITICS AND SEXUAL
POLITICS: AN AFRIKANER’S ANALYSIS

S. L. du Toit, an Afrikaner professor of psychology, also maintains that
there is a connection between the racial politics of Afrikaners and vio-
lence in their homes. As will become evident in the following pages, his
reasoning and analysis constitute a stunning example of how racism and
sexism can distort the perception of facts as well as theory.3

Several South African studies have documented that Afrikaner men are
more inclined than men from other ethnic groups, including English-
speaking South Africans, to perpetrate ‘family murder’ or ‘familicide’ (du
Toit, 1990, p. 289; Graser, 1992, p. 183).° Du Toit defines familicide as
occurring when ‘the father or mother kills the rest of the family, and then
commits suicide, or at least makes a serious attempt to do so” (1990,
p- 288). In fact, it is mostly the fathers who do the killing. !0

Du Toit considers the Afrikaner father’s ‘feeling of responsibility for
the family’ to be ‘the essential and characteristic feature of the South
African [Afrikaner] family murderer’ (1990, p- 294). ‘Because he [the
father] sees himself as the person who determines their lives, he feels he
should be able to solve all their problems’, du Toit contends. This ‘creates
a situation wherein he [the father] feels that their lives depend on this [his]
responsibility’ (1990, p. 297). Hence, when he is hit by hard times, such as
unemployment or ‘a feeling of hopelessness’ because of his ‘unmanage-
able respousibilities’, he murders his wife and children.!! Du Toit ciaims
that the peculiar ‘brand of familicide’ found in South Africa ‘occurs very
seldom in other Western countries’ (1990, p. 289).
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Du Toit arrived at his conclusions by studying the available literature
and newspaper accounts about familicide. He considered the following
kinds of statements, of which he cites only four, as evidence for the

- Afrikaner father’s strong sense of responsibility for his family: One father

said: ‘T want to save the children and take them with [me]’; another left a
note declaring: ‘We love each other, all must go together’.

According to du Toit, the intense sense of responsibility felt by these
fathers also characterised the first Dutch settlers, whom he erroneously
refers to in typical white South African fashion as ‘the founders of South
Africa’. He argues that these settlers ‘assumed guardianship over thef local
population’ and therefore ‘did not massacre the indig.enous population of
the entire country in significant numbers, as was done in many other coun-
tries colonised by whites’ (1990, p. 296). It appears that du Toft considers
his early forebears as noble, if foolhardy, for their allegedly unique way of
handling indigenous black South Africans. ‘

Equating guardianship with a sense of responsibility, du Toit argues that
this sentiment has played a vital role in the way Afrikaners ﬁave‘treated
black people throughout the ages. More specifically, he maintains that
‘Guardianship preceded apartheid and directed its course’ (1990, P- 296).
He goes on to claim that Afrikaners assumed the right to determine the
lives of black people ‘for everyone’s good’ (1990, p. 296), and that most
whites considered this ‘natural, and even as the will of God’ (1990,
p. 296). While conceding that the assumption of such a right i§ ‘abhor-
rent’, du Toit nevertheless offers the following whitewashed ‘white man’s
burden’ perception of apartheid.

Although brutalities have been committed through the ages, no govern-
ment has ever before taken the risk to subject people to such control. ...
The author [du Toit] ventures to suggest that [other] authorities in the
past shrank from that degree of control over the lives of people t?ecausc
of all the encompassing responsibility it would create. South Africa was
perhaps the first country to discard the wisdom of the ages by undertak-
ing the right to determine the lives of other people with its consequent
burden of responsibility. (1990, p. 297)

Du Toit’s racist romanticisation of Afrikaners’ treatment of black Sf)uth
Africans would bring a happy smile to the lips of former prime mims.t?r
Hendrik Verwoerd, the architect of apartheid, were he still alive. Du‘ Toit’s
effort to ennoble his people’s treatment of black people is typical ‘of
Afrikaners and English-speaking South Africans alike. The view that white
South Africans brought civilisation and Christianity to pagan blaf:k
‘savages’ and provided them with education, housing and other social
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services, for which whites have received no acknowledgement or gratitude,
was a favourite refrain of white South Africans before former president de
Klerk was pressured by a failing economy into a policy of reluctant reform.

Du Toit goes on to argue that the Afrikaners’ presumed right to deter-
mine the lives of others ‘has filtered through to the family life patterns of
some families’ (1990, p. 297). So, while Gloria Steinem maintains that the
power structure of the family determines a society’s political system, du
Toit contends that the causal relationship goes in the opposite direction.
He also raises the question of ‘whether the phenomenon of the extended
suicide [familicide] manifested at {the] micro level could be manifested
too at [the] macro level, in the form of a national suicide’ (1990, p. 297).
Some Afrikaners believe this is exactly what happened with De Klerk’s
alleged capitulation to black people that culminated in the end of white
rule in South Africa in 1994,

Criminologist Roland Graser’s in-depth study of nine family murders ~
six involving perpetrators who were fathers, and five of whom were
Afrikaners — does not support du Toit’s observations and analysis of
familicide (1992). Graser’s case-by-case analysis of the motivations for
the five Afrikaner murders is completely inconsistent with du Toit’s over-
responsibility theory. According to Graser, for example:

The trigger event for this family murder appears to have been the insults

which his wife hurled at him [her husband] shortly before he shot her
and the children. (1992, p. 37)

The major precipitating factor of this family murder is clearly the fact
that Mrs Parsons had left her husband and that, in spite of his continu-
ous pleas for her to return, she had refused to do s0. (1992, p. 23)

Mr Parsons was reported to have said to his sister-in-law: ‘My wife is my
wife and my children are my children and they shall not leave me. I will
rather die together with them before that happens’ (1992, p. 21).

A third case involved a classic battering husband (Mr Keet) who had
beaten his wife savagely on several occasions and had frequently threat-
ened to kill her and their young daughter. The assaults and murder threats
were reported to the police, who did nothing. According to Graser, ‘The
most obvious precipitating factor was Mrs Keet’s leaving her husband and
refusing to return to him’ (1992, p. 46). .

These examples hardly fit du Toit’s notion of men who murder their
wives and children because of an overdeveloped sense of responsibility for
their families. On the contrary, these tragedies suggest the same sexist moti-
vation so frequently reported in other countries (see Radford and Russell,
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1992). Most men in patriarchal societie§ continue to Vif‘:W Fheir.wf:_viz as
their property. Such men often respond with outrage if .thexr wives :im ;{a an
end to their relationship, especially if the breakup is unwanted. e(;u;e,
women who exercise this right risk being beaten, raped and murdered by
their husbands. When husbands are sufﬁcif:ntly depressed or depenfient (y),n
their wives to wish to end their own lives in response to such rejection, the
woman and children are likely candidates for famllu?lde, .

Perhaps the Afrikaner patriarchs’ sense of et?tltl'ement‘ to contro ttle
lives of black people that was legitimised in pub.hc life until very r:ccenhy
is also manifested in their greater sense f)f entitlement to determmi t g
lives and deaths of their families. There is a great deal of truth to Lor
Acton’s observation that ‘power tends to corrupt and absolute power cor-
rupts absolutely’ (Cohen and Cohen, 1960, p. 1).

CONCLUSION

In South Africa, as elsewhere, sexual violence ?gginst fen_1ales,‘ mlclludmg
incestuous abuse, has been privatised and FiepOllthlSCd. It is typ1c<1:ahy s:a;n
as ‘merely’ a personal problem. Instead, ¥t sf'louldA be recogmshe t e;t :‘i
manifestation of sexism has been‘ instltutxonalllzseq th‘roug out ou’S
Africa, just as racism and homophobia haYe been. anglmg l(])utfwrorrr)r;inas
subjugation from other forrlns ofl f)p.;l)lresg(;?air:jdsgsirtnmg the fo
atter as political is illogic st. ‘

pel:;g:a;cfrz((j):;le ;ccountspin this volume' show tl'.xe devastat{og thattltcan
result when men rape or molest their rc?latxvets, particularly their augf t s;fr
Sexually abused children are trapped in their homes at thfa mercy gor e
perpetrators as surely as incarcerated ‘mmates are trapped in pr1so;1 t ai(e
locked wards of mental hospitals. Chlldrep are trapped by latvs tl at mion
it illegal for them to leave their homes without their parents gegm;zzdai
They are trapped by economic dependence. They are t_ral?pe f}/ soctal
policies that frequently ignore, discount or pumsh child victims ohm -
ous abuse, even in instances where these crimes are repQrted tq the a;t)p o
priate authorities. They are trapped by values that consxdgr chxl.dren 3\,&-
the property of their parents, and Yalucs that honour ‘far'rui)}'l .pr}vasz/ution
the well-being of those who have little or no power within t is 1?5 i kmce;
They are trapped by sexist values that dismiss parental phy;;lxca‘ \ilron oo
as ‘discipline’ and, in the case of sexual abuse, that blame the victt

a]'iI(‘)h\ZHflagctltthat men are typically the primary ?readwinners alscf-d mz;k;st 61:
extremely difficult to intervene constructively in cases of father-daug
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incestuous abuse that are reported to authorities. When fathers are con-
victed for this crime, the family loses its primary source of income. This
frequently has dire economic consequences for the rest of the family.
Because of the high stakes involved, incestuously abused daughters are
often betrayed by their economically dependent mothers who side with
their husbands (see, for example, Faller, 1988). Hence, the economic
power of males helps to shield incestuous fathers (in particular) from
receiving the punishment they deserve. Instead, betrayed and victimised
daughters are often punished by other family members for disclosing such
abuse. This reaction tends to intensify these girls’ feelings of powerless-
ness as well as their fathers’ sense of power, and frequently leads to the
resumption of the sexual abuse (as occurred with Nida Webber, for
example) (Herman, 1981).

In cases where the authorities have become involved, the victimised
daughters are often removed from their homes and forced to live in institu-
tions or foster families where they are at great risk of being sexually revic-
timised. As Herman points out, ‘Once a girl has been branded as an incest
victim, many men will find her sexually interesting and treat her like
public property’ (1981, p. 138). Hence, Herman continues, ‘It is not
unusual for the daughter to be subjected to sexual attentions from foster
fathers and other members of the foster families’ (1981, p. 138).

The stories of Elsabé, Nida, Elsa and Marie reveal what some Afrikaner
men are doing in the privacy of their homes. These abusive fathers
behaved like petty dictators who believed they had the divine right to
repeatedly rape and beat their daughters. These young girls were treated
far more brutally in their homes than most white South Africans who have
been incarcerated in prison, whether for political or criminal offences.

The five incest survivors whose stories have been told in this book are
among a growing number of women who are willing to expose some of
the vile secrets of white South African men — secrets survivors have been
forced to lock up in their bodies and psyches for many years. Their stories
show the devastation that can result when men with power are not
accountable for their behaviour. The tyranny of white people over black
people in South Africa has gone hand in glove with the tyranny of men
over women and girls. And as John Stuart Mill so wisely noted over a
Century ago, ‘It is perfectly obvious that the abuse of power cannot be
very much checked while the power remains’ (1970, p. 217).




Appendix: Tables on Russell’s
Sample of Incest Survivors

Table A1 Information on Sample of Incest Survivors by Ethnicity

Demographic Factors

Afrikaners

English-Speaking
South Africans

Total

Mean Age at Interview
Mean Number of Siblings
Survivor is Eldest Child
Education
Some Tertiary Education
High School Graduate
High School not Completed
Social Class
Middle Class
Lower Class
Sexual Preference
Heterosexual
Lesbian
Current Marital Status
Married
Divorced or Separated
Single
Number of Children Raised
0 Children
1 Child
2 Children
3 Children
Religious Background
Dutch Reformed Church
Anglican
Roman Catholic
Methodist
Baptist
Mormon
Apostolic
No Religion

N=9
29 years

3
3

3
3
3
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Table A2 Information on Incest Perpetrators and their Abuse, by Ethnicity!

Afrikaner English-Speaking
South African
Perpetrators Perpetrators
1. Type of Relative
% (N) %
Father 54 2) 38 ((1\2?
Stepfather l 5 1 (1)
Brother 8 ) 50 (€)]
Stepbrother { ()] { 2
Grandfather ()} 10 El ;
Uncle 15 2) 10 )
Qousm i5 ) (0]
Father’s
stepcousin 8 () ()
Tetal 100 (13) 100 (10)
2. Age of Survivor at Onset of Incestuous Abuse
% (N)
Before 5 years 31 4) ‘Zg ((128
6-10 years 31 “4) 30 3)
11~15 years 38 5 30 3)
Total 100 (13) 100 (10)
3. Frequency of Incestuous Abuse
‘ % (N) %
1-5 times 38 ()] 2(0) (g;
6-20 times 23 3) 20 (2)
21~10thmes 8 H 30 (3)
> 100 times 3 @) 30 (3)
Total 100 (13) 100 (10)

4. Duration of Incestours Abuse that Occured More than Once
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% (N) % N
< 2 years 30 (3) 2§ ((2;
2-10 years 60 (6) 75 6)
> 10 years 10 n 0 (D)}

Total 100 (0 100 (8)

cont’d
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Table A2 continued

Afrikaner English-Speaking
South African
Perpetrators Perpetrators

5, Severity of Sex Acts (determined by the most serious sex act(s) perpetrated)

% (N) % (N)
Intercourse,
oral/anal
penetration 46 (6) 50 (g)
Fondling 46 6) 30 3)
Other sexual
touching g8 () U (V)]
Non-contact
sexual abuse (8} 20 (2)
Total 100 (13) 100 (10)

6. Severity of Force or Violence Used by Perpetrator (whether or not
associated with the incestuous abuse)

% (N) % (N}
‘ 50 (5)
No violence 23 3)
Some 15 (2) 30 (;)
Severe or very 62 (8) 20 )
severe
Total 100 (13) 100 (10)

7. Weapons Ever Used by or Known to be Available to Perpetrator

% (N) o (1\31;

54 (D) 30 (
;25 46 (6) 70 0
Total 100 (13) 100 (10

1. For those incest survivors who were victimized by more than two relatives, ét_ns
analysis is limited to the two perpetrators whose abuse causqd them thg mpst flS—
tress. The degree of trauma resulting from the abuse is the criterion for

determining priority. o )
Information on the ethnicity of two perpeirators is missing for Table AZ2.

Notes

1

INTRODUCTION: OPENING THE DOOR IN WHITE SOUTH

AFRICA

I

2.

10.

11

12.

The Human Sciences Research Council in South Africa partially funded this
study.

Girls and women sexually abuse relatives in a small percentage of cases.
Although many boys are also sexually abused (mostly by male relatives),
the vast majority of incest victims are female, and the vast majority of incest
perpetrators are male (Russell and Finkelhor, 1984).

Afrikaners are white South African descendants of the early Dutch, German
and Huguenot settlers. (See Glossary for this and other unfamiliar South
African terminology).

For a discussion of the politics of white feminists conducting research on
black South African women, see Russell, 1995e.

The offspring of such intermarriages usually identify themselves as belong-
ing to one of these groups rather than describing themselves as having a
mixed heritage.

In both these cases, the incestuous abuse continued after their arrival in
South Africa, otherwise they would not have been included in the study.
The interview with one survivor who immigrated from Zimbabwe was
excluded for this reason.

The exception was due to a faulty tape recorder.

Shorter versions of two of the five cases have been published (Russell,
1993a; Russell, 1993¢; Russell, 1995d), as also were two cases that are not
mcluded here (Russell, 1995a; Russell, 1995b). i

Interestingly, two out of four of the black incest survivors interviewed also
had no objection to using their real names. Both of them were so-called
coloured women.

Although I identified myself as a white English-speaking South African at the
beginning of this chapter, I found it necessary to consult with another member
of this heterogeneous group regarding what term best describes us, When in
South Africa, 1 used the term ‘English South African’ without focusing on the
fact that many people in this so-called group do not have British ancestry. My
consultant, Kenneth Carstens, recommended the term ‘English-speaking’
South African as more appropriate, especially for an international readership.
Many of the politically active coloured people have rejected this label and
refer to themselves instead as ‘black’ or as *so-called coloured”.

This is not to say that Western nations are dealing with the problem satisfac-
torily. Indeed, they are currently in the grip of a major backlash initiated by
the false memory movement.

For a thorough documentation of this statement, see Russeli, 1995c.

The categories included in this definition also apply to relatives who are
half, rather than full, blood relations.

Most of this section was previously published in Russell, 1995¢.
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16. The pound and dollar value of rands does not refiect their buying power

ithin South Africa. o )
17 gcl)tr a more detailed description of the authoritarian and sexist system of

justice in South Africa, see Russell, 1995e.

2 “IT FELT SO GOCD TO STAB MY FATHER’: NIDA WEBBER'S
STORY

i isi i tuous abuse in South Africa in
initi a television documentary on incestu ' ‘
b Iléglln?rtxe\f/hich three of the women I had interviewed told their stories. It was
shown on the MNET channel many months later.

3 ‘KILL ME, RATHER!": ELSA FOSTER’S STORY

iatri i intai at the simultaneous

" ceumence ﬁé’?né’;yﬂ;‘ff;%‘ui‘é“fn??ﬁyf‘s“féﬁc’é‘fé’;‘fi'é%&gztgzvegy o
IaTl\lO:i )f (:)r;dtit:ieogss;s‘gc%ogsvs‘;isnalocf:tizl, ltl}?;( st?riti\:g?sn ;ixtp:r;igigéeral]i:fi irczr;:
085, 104). Gooawin also mentions that allsix of thea
teegxear;eerrlsc had eith;:r thregtencd or attexr}pted suic;d;e’ (1982, p. 172). Elsa
e pied half-broher - the adopted son of her biologicl

father by his second wife.

4 “THERE’S A SIGN ON MY FOREHEAD SAYING, “ABUSE
ME!"": MARIE MALAN’S STORY

1 In 1993, Marie found out that Willie had also sgxual}y apused B‘ea.tnx.' t
2A Since s;:xual assault by relatives is the criterion for dxfferen!;natmg mtce;e
A ;urvivors from women with no incest history, rape by relatives mus
excluded from this comparison.

3 My application of Finkelhor and Browne’s theory to explain revictimisa-
' icated i 986.
ion is more fully explicated in Russell, 1 o ‘
4 ;;Ozclfmtries whgre wife rape is illegal, like Britain, South Africa and many

states in the United States, the criminalisation of mgrit;il rape isU sSuAl\l 1\'::?(;
i i X, an expert on marital rape in )
tively new. (According to Laura X, a ’ rital rape in USA. wi'e
is sti i in 33 states ‘if she’s asleep, drunk, gg~ , uncon
rape is still not a crime 1 ity I
i i le to consent due to a particu
scious or otherwise legally unab T disabitity.
is i i hen force or weapons are used 1
illegal in all 50 states only w ar m
;rsnissifn of the rape’ [Allen, 1996, p. 1].) Many of the cx{xzens ofkthgfﬂe Z(t;out
tries are ignorant of these legal reforms, and for those who kn
(394 i h
them, attitudes cannot be expected to keep pace v'vuh the law. al touching is
5 ‘Foreplay’ is in quotes because this word implies thgt sexu o
. just a prelude to intercourse. In reality, what men consider foreplay 1
the climax of pleasure for women (see Hite, 1976).
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6. While some progressive people reject a pejorative view of prostituted women,

the term whore was clearly used in a denigrating fashion in Marie’s family.

5 THE MAKING OF A WHORE: LARA NEWMAN’S STORY

1. Over a year after this interview, Lara told me that she had found out that her
grandfather had raped her cousin much more frequently than he’d raped
Lara. Living in the same city gave him much greater access to Lara’s
cousin, who, Lara said, continues to experience many severe problems as a
result of these assaults. Lara noted that her cousin had the same phobic reac-
tion as Lara to the smell of a disinfectant called TCP (Lara’s reaction to be
described shortly). This detail authenticates both of their experiences. Lara
also learned that her grandfather had molested other young girls in his
neighbourhood. These discoveries ended her illusion that she had been the
only little girl in her grandfather’s life.

2. Lara said she wanted to prosecute Dr Kruger for sexually exploiting her
when she turned to him for help, but her efforts have so far proved un-
successful, so his name has had to be changed.

3. The name of a covert unit of the army used for assassination and dirty tricks.

4. David Webster was a well-known anti-apartheid activist who was murdered
by the CCB.

5. An earlier version of this chapter was rejected by the The South African

Sociological Review in 1993 in part because of this politically sensitive
information. In find it reprehensible that an allegedly progressive journal
would opt to suppress this material.

6. Valkenberg is a notorious mental hospital in Cape Town.

7. The term ‘dissociation’ refers to a psychological defence whereby an indi-
vidual is able to split her/himself off from her/his bodily experiences. Many
incest victims dissociate during the sexual assaults.

6 THE DIVINE RIGHT OF THE FATHER: ELSABE
GROENEWALD’S STORY

L. Elsabé’s intense fear reveals the deep animosity and suspicion that charac-
terises the relationship between Afrikaners and English-speaking South
Africans, particularly in the past.

7 CONCLUSION: PATERNAL DESPOTISM IN PRIVATE AND
PUBLIC LIFE

1. ‘Women of Vision’, a PBS-TV programme based on personal interviews
with several women writers, which aired on 4 April 1995, is the source of
this quotation.

2. 1 use this phrase from time to time as a reminder that white women have

also been excluded from playing a significant role in shaping government
policies in South Africa.
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12.

Notes

The word ‘kaffir’ is a derogatory word for Africans equivalent to the word
nigger in the United States. o . . .
The religious background of four of the remaining six /_\fnkaner survivors
in my sample was Dutch Reformed Church (see Appendix).
‘Baas’ is Afrikaans for boss — the term of address black people are expected
to use for all Afrikaner men, not just their male Afnl_&anqr err‘lploygrs’. Young
Afrikaner males are often referred to in the d_lmmunve: Baasie’. Black
domestic workers are expected to call their English-speaking mztle employ-
ers ‘Master,” and their female employers"Mada'm’. Employers dz‘aughters,
are typically addressed with ‘Miss® preceding their ﬁrst names, and ‘Master
preceding the first name is considered the appropriate form of address for
’ sons. .
mp}ngr;others, for example, all managed to avoid being drafted without
i ty.
aOnfyc((j)lufrﬁs?,llsc))lme people respond to adversity, incluqmg very extreme adver-
sity, by becoming even more exemplary humgn bemgs, for example, many
of the individuals who fought against apartheid despite the _horrendous suf-
fering this brought them (see Russell, _1989, fo; many moving examples of
extraordinarily courageous women antl—apaﬁhexd activists). N
Du Toit's racist and sexist article was published by the prestigious South
Africa-based Oxford University Press as recently as 199_(1
The murder of wives and children by their husbands is the only form of
violence against women that has attracted more than a token amount qf
scholarly attention in South Africa. But the,mlsogyny exprcs§ed in ttfns
crime — frequently motivated by the busbapd s anger towards his wife for
leaving him or threatening to leave hlm -is tot_ally obscurgd by the‘ terms
‘family murder’ and ‘familicide’ used in this hteratu.re. Misogyny is also
erased from several male scholars’ analyses of this phenomeno;x. For
example, although J. A. K. Erasmus fpund ‘the loss of a love-object to
strongly prevail in most cases of fgmihc:@e’, he does not -address the m;;(;gﬂ
ynistic implications of this finding (C{ted by du Tc?xt,’ 1990,{ p. )
Nevertheless, the literature on familicide, most of it in Afnkaans, is
extremely revealing in unintended ways _about tk}e re.latlon‘shxp between
Afrikaner patriarchs’ racial politics andill']elr behaviour in their hon}es: |
In a 10-year newspaper survey on famihcldes_from 1978’ to 1987, criminolo-
gist Roland Graser (who uses the term ‘family murder’) found that 67 pei
cent of the perpetrators were males and 33 per cent were females (persona
ication, 30 March 1995). '
BOJ“ ;“n(:li?lrclﬁttt:s that other writers suggest that ‘Pressure from .out.S{de t}u?
country, such as sanctions, might precipxtgte desperate.acts by mdmdug sl
{i.e., familicide] (1990, p. 290). This dublogs explanation revea}s a typlclg
white South African tendency to blame outside forces for undesirable reali-
ies elop there. o )
E;‘;thr:)aér?}ivandr:nost recent draft of the South African co‘nstntunon bans dis-
crimination ‘directly and indirectly’ on grounds qf race, gender‘, sbe')](,
marital status, ethnic or social origin, color, sexual oner'ltat}on, age, dlsa. il-
ity, religion, conscience, belief, culture, }anguage ar}q buth' (San'I* ranfzsgz
Examiner, 1996, p. A13). While this uniquely ambitious list of ngms (1hat
guaranteed by the new constitution is commendable, the fact remains o
racism, sexism and homophobia are among the forms of oppression
remain deeply entrenched in South Africa.
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The intent in this book is to tear away the veil of secrecy that surrounds incestuous
abuse in white South Africa by presenting five in-depth personal accounts of this
heinous form of sexual exploitation as told by the survivors, Each of these accounts
includes an analysis of important incest-related issues raised by the survivor's
story, Another objective is to explore the connections between the often cruel sexi-
al exploitation of girls by their white male relatives and the brutal exploitation of
black people by white men in South Africa.

The stories in this book will open the doors of white homes in which incest has
securred — doors that have been closed until now - to expose some of the best-kept
secrets of these white South Africans. In doing so, Dr Russell hopes to add a new
dimension to our understanding of the white South African mentality.

Diana E. H. Russell is Professor Emerita of Sociology at Mills College, Oakland,
California, where she taught sociology and women’s studies for 22 years. She is
author, editor or co-editor of 13 books, most of which are about sexual violence
apainst women. The Secret Trauma: Incest in the Lives of Girls and Women wor the
1986 C. Wright Mills Award for outstanding social science research that addresses
an important social issue. Dr Russell was born in South Africa, and spent the first
20 years of her life there. She was active in anti-apartheid politics in the early six-
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Africa, based on interviews with women political activists, was enthusiasticaily
received by leaders and participants in the liberation struggle. She has been a politi-
cally active feminist since 1969. She has lectured widely about the political situa-
tion in South Africa, rape, incest, child sexual abuse in general, pomography,
emicide, and all forims of viclence against women.
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