Real Stories – Hear Our Voice Women
These words represent some of the thoughts, feelings and stories of the 

Hear Our Voice women who have faced different types of problems and 
abuses in their lives. 
The willingness, ability and confidence to talk about their experiences 

is developed through weekly workshops that provide an appropriate 

environment in which to raise and considers such issues whilst also 

encouraging the skills required to be in front of an audience, 
perform and talk about personal experience.  

A film of these women can be viewed in the videos section.

ALICE – ‘LOVE’

There is no one who can explain love, for it is a foundation made by God. And the word of God is love.

When I meet strangers it makes me think so much of love, because it is through love that we can share things and welcome one another into our lives. And the word says God is love.

I can compare love with a day, for the sun rises and brings light in all corners of the world. When love enters in one’s heart all the body is empowered to love, for God is love.

Love, is it true in daytime, old and young, its light passes anywhere, for there is no darkness anywhere, for the word says God is love.

When we depart, our hearts miss one another and our bodies feel loneliness but the word says God is love.
My prayer is to live with the word, for even if I do you wrong you forgive me and love me more, for the word says God is love. 
VERONICA
When I was born everyone in my family was happy. My parents brought me up very well and I lived in a safe and happy home. Then my parents died and I felt everything had gone. I was still a child. I had lost everything and within me something died. I stopped going to school and I looked for work. I found a job as a house girl. I worked my job but I lived a sad life, knowing my unhappiness would never cease as I always thought back to the time when my parents lived. I cried as I worked. They were hopeless tears for a hopeless life – a life that was to give me my child.    

A happy time? A happy moment? But it was a forced child. The rich man. The man in the house where I worked. I just wanted to do my job, earn some money, try and rescue myself but I found only destruction. Violation. Infection. But I thank God for sparing the baby I know hold, for letting it have the health that was taken from me. So I ask. What are they going to do to help? What are they going to do if you are just a child, a child, naïve and innocent, but your parents are taken from you, what are they going to do? That was the beginning for me, the moment they were gone all I had was gone and I cry for what I lost, what I went through and what I know have, the life I hold. I have tried to fight for my rights, my right as a Kenyan woman but without help, what can I do? What are we going to do to get our rights?    

JOYCE

I was brought up by my parents and educated up to primary school standard 8. After that my parents were unable to pay the secondary school fees and I started working on our farm growing cabbages, carrots and other things. I did this for two years. Then my Aunt called me to her home in a place called Limuru and I stayed with her, helping her in domestic work. She found me a job in a flour plantation and I worked there for a number of years before going to work in Langata in Nairobi. This is where I met my husband and we married. I stayed with him for one year before I became his wife. He took me to his home in Nyeri and I was given a piece of land by my Father-in-law and without wasting time I started working on it. I grew maize, beans, potatoes and other crops and fed my children with them without any problems. 

But then many things changed. My husband sent me away with my children, wanting nothing more to do with us. I was forced to turn to well wishers and they provided me with the help they could. With my children I returned to my family, to where I was born, to our farm of cabbages and carrots. My memories were there. It felt safe, but it couldn’t erase the problems I faced. He abandoned me and he abandoned his children. I look into the future now for the hope that comes, to know there is still hope in my life. I feel its strength. I know it to be so.

LUCY
I passed my exams for secondary school but my parents could not afford to send me. My mother tried to raise some money by selling some small cabbages but the business was not going well. A friend gave me the chance to work in Nairobi as a house girl and I was employed by a couple with two children. After some time the couple separated and the woman left. I was left in the house with the man and one day he raped me and I fell pregnant. The wife came back and discovered I had conceived a child by the husband and she beat me and told me to go back home, go back to where I came from. So I left with my unborn child and went back to my parents. 

They do what they can to help but they are unable to support my child as they are too poor. I wanted a better life, I wanted to work to sustain myself when poverty cut my education short but I was left with a child to support and no job because of rape. I love my child because I gave birth to her, she came from me, she’s part of me, she is mine to support and nurture, she is owed that, it wasn’t her fault. I try to see a light in the future and see the help that I know exists for me, the help that will let me find justice.

