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  Foreword




  I, Rebone, pledge to respect and protect the sources of the entries in my diary, who made it possible for this book to be brought together.




  




  I understand that failure to respect and protect the women portrayed in these narrations would compromise their integrity and erode their self-esteem and dignity.




  




  I feel that in al the difficult circumstances, be them biological, psychological, social, environmental or otherwise, that these women face everyday of their lives, they are, in every ounce as human as I am, and I cry against their degradation in al forms.




  




  And I understand that reproducing their stories in a way that would be circumstantial y and constitutional y defaming, such as in other media like film, play or novel, could be subject to my authority and supervision.




  




  Prostitution is both a scourge and a God-sent solution to many problems. No matter how radical or detestable one is, I protect the sources of my entries.




  




  




  




  




  Therefore the real names of these characters, or in some instances, their last names, have been changed.




  




  It depends through which lens you peer at prostitution.




  The views contained in this book are original.




  




  Author: Rebone MOKOPANE, August 2005
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  Hello out there. My name is Rebone. I am thirty-four years old and work at a factory in Mokopane, South Africa. Most people will remember the small town of Mokopane by its former name of Potgietersrus. I work as a Laboratory Technician in the Quality Control department. Our factory is situated approximately 1.5 kilometer out of town, to the north.




  




  Naturally, it is quiet, and there is virtually no traffic when I drive home after my afternoon shift ends, or when I go to start my night duty before 23H00.




  Mokopane is a town in perpetual slumber. Except, of course, for the odd truck on the way to deliver raw materials to a lackluster factory. Or a patrolling police van. By this time when I leave home, my two kids – a six and half year old boy and a four and half year old little girl, would be long sound asleep. I plant our mandatory, ritual good-bye-night-see-you-‘morrow-kids soft kisses on their tender cheeks. The following morning I have to be home before they leave for school.




  




  I’ve been working at this company for fourteen years now. My first ever job since I graduated from college.




  




  




  




  I had not been hopping around changing jobs. But I’ve stayed at many different addresses throughout my fourteen-year career with this company. But I have found that over the fourteen-year period, I invariably use the same roads now and again to the industrial area.




  




  So that means I pass the same houses, the same shops, those same factories, the same security guards. Given so much exposure to the same roads, I happen to notice every minor change as a regular user. Some people would say it is quite boring using the same roads everyday. I’d counter that it is not boring. Over time one happens to be engrossed in the little ritual of using the same streets and it eventually mutates into something else, like a hobby. So habitually, even if you meant to take a different street this time around, you’d find yourself in the same street that you meant to avoid.




  




  Moreover, as a veteran of the same streets, I happen to notice, and be interested in the little things that ordinary people take for granted. And then I take interest in the people that I see everyday on my way to work. Naturally, as an inquisitive, observant person, I become interested in the things, and the people that I see on my way to and from work. Sometimes the images that I see would be recurrent ones that it virtually becomes inevitable to file mental notes and analyse the situation that my eyes are forced to encounter on these roads.




  You’d be right to challenge me that some of the things I see are of no substance to the reader, and are therefore easily forgettable. Like the things one would not bother perusing. Such as noticing, for instance, that this steel structure-making factory had its gate repainted after eight years. Not quite useful.




  




  But my life during those times parading the streets to and from changed dramatically when into my focus slipped in an interest and desire to know more about the only robust and characteristic feature of the night scene. These objects of my interest – the feature that indeed print indelible images in many people’s minds




  – were, like scavenging owls on the prowl, coming out in full force when darkness fell, and fading rapidly before the first rooster crows in the early hours of the morning.




  




  These are women who prowled the streets during the night. These were women of unusually way-ward streaks who preferred to refer to themselves as




  




  




  




  ‘working the streets’ or ‘rounding the streets.’ These are women who are hated by every section of society.




  These are the women who everybody regards as filthy and of degraded morals. These are the women who are sworn at and considered to be built up of less fiber of human conscience. These, yes, are the women who husbands and wives would drive past them without feeling an obligation to hold themselves ashamed of such unfathomable things as human beings. To even feel obliged to acknowledge that they lack the ability to accept that something got to be shouted about this situation.




  




  These are the women many in our communities attribute to a variety of societal and family maladies.




  They are accused of spreading sexually transmitted diseases. Of dysfunctional family structures. Of societal disintegration.




  Of exacerbating moral degeneration. Of ruining teenage life. Of increasing teenage promiscuity in the population. Of being the cause of overall disrespect and abuse of women in general. These are the women who are ultimately, solely blamed for the creation and the sustenance of female related stereotype prevalent in many abusive and irresponsible men.




  




  




  




  




  Amazingly, the clergy wouldn’t be caught with their pants down admonishing the occupation and tolerance of such women in our society in the most strongest terms. Other than cursing them as examples of rotten apples in society. If they do, it is with hushed, selective tones. How can the clergy spoil their fun and pursue such unpopular debates? Their strong equivocal involvement lacks the spiritual basis on which they could fall back on and claim: See, it is written that it shall not be so.




  




  No. After all, Samson went to Gaza. What did he do there? He found a prostitute. And spent the night with her. Samson, a man of God. What did he do the whole night with the prostitute? Quote her scriptures? Ask her to repent? Advise her that God would punish her in the last judgment if she doesn’t change her ways? And Samson was not even admonished for his erring ways.




  Shhhh…. Not a word.




  




  Just one of the supporters of the most ancient profession since the beginning of time.




  




  Anyway, back to the irresponsible men. Irresponsible men are men who would not think twice about beating up and starving their girlfriends or wives.




  




  




  




  Disadvantaged ones. The most vulnerable ones without job prospects. Without hope for a better life.




  On purpose. And come lunch time, he would boast about it to his friends; at the bar, too, where the likes of them lurk, he’d impress his friends. Irresponsible men abuse not only their wives and girlfriends. They abuse also little innocent girls, ravaging them, and raping them. They pounce on unsuspecting little girls like hawks they are.




  




  Irresponsible men encourage within their bodies and minds constant feelings of excitement and extreme arousal at the prospect – or even the slightest possibility – of feeling a little girl’s tender, young throat under his powerful hands. A throat that had not witnessed a handful of summers. And getting supreme, almighty high excitement at slitting the innocent girl’s tender throat. With a steak knife. Just a tender, routine clean cut. Without flinching. Or batting an eyelid. And use the same knife to cut out a chunk of beef for barbecue.




  




  And, amazingly, get paid out of it. And laugh. Yes, laugh when the warm, harmless blood gurgles out of the severed veins and splatter on his arms and shirt.




  Paid by the incomparable thrill. The sick satisfaction.




  




  




  




  The kick; the necromanial blood-sex-satisfaction – call it what you like – of seeing a helpless, young victim, blood spurting from the slit throat, writhing, twitching her last kick, dying in agony. And eventually, more than likely, he’d seek another victim, repeat the orgy of pursuing sick excitement, and replay the DVD




  images of the abuse that he had saved in his sick mind.




  




  Innocent little girls. No need to wonder, and, with multi-punctuated agony, ask why?




  




  Just because she was a little girl. Just because she was going to grow up into a mature, full-fledged woman. A sister, a mother. Your sister, your mother. My sister,




  … my mother. Just because all women are cheap.




  Because he foolishly ignores the intrinsic worth the life of a woman holds. Just because he doesn’t value and respect something that he so cheaply – be it morally, affectionately, financially or otherwise –




  supports or co-habits with. Or meet in the fringes of the community.




  




  Just because all women are cheap, he does not have to worry about his abusive behavior. Why worry? Why feel remorse? A woman can be changed just as often as an abusive man changes his underwear in a month.




  




  




  




  Without an obligation – a feeling of natural, deep-set respect. Hell, his mother was just as well battered and kicked around by his father when he returned from the mines. And she was looking wide-eyed, below the safety of the kitchen table. Poor woman. With nowhere to find refuge. And battering, like that, when it finds a shut mouth, escalates. When it doesn’t find a mind crying for justice and respect, it gets worst by the day.




  




  Abusive men know – what they’ve been taught – that the soul of a woman could be bought and owned and ravished, to an extent that the buying power of the buyer will allow him to enjoy. In the streets in our towns. For far much less than a wife’s troubles and obligations back home. A little package – hassle-free.




  Abusive men are men who fulfill their sick fantasies in gratifying their perverted desires in the manner of feeling in control – being the supreme animal. The top dog. The main dog of the one thing so cheap and filthy it does not affect and blot, not in the least, his conscience. And tomorrow… tomorrow… he’d do it again. And again. To his mother.




  




  For it’s a man’s world. As the famous soul sensation, James Brown, belted out hurting all those years ago.




  




  




  




  It’s a man’s world. But it becomes nothing, empty – without a woman or a girl. Perhaps true in the medieval era. Man can build bridges and planes and roads, but without a woman or a girl he’d do nothing.




  But not in this era. In this day and age, the world belongs to a woman. And in my book the clothes I wear have been designed and sewn by a woman. The car I drive had been built by a woman. The train I board is driven by a woman. The food I eat have been tended to by a woman in the remote, most rural reaches of the land!




  




  I say this is a woman’s world! This is a woman’s age!




  And I say that we don’t have to realize this only when we have the next woman deputy president! Hell, I am responsible for the health of millions of our people painstakingly analyzing the food ingredients that we consume any given minute… and we still say it’s a man’s world!




  




  Abusive men in society are oblivious to the fact that (I doubt that they are oblivious. I hold this belief that it’s a naturally adopted defense mechanism that hampers their ability to feel and reason as responsible citizen: all men are prone to such weakness no matter how activist they are about women’s issues. They have this latent indifference in them that makes them all the same species) every time he swears at a young girl, or his wife, he swears at his mother. Every time he beats up a little girl, or his wife, to punish her mostly for the deed that the poor thing didn’t do – he beats up his own mother and punish her for simply being a woman who has given birth to him.




  




  Every time an abusive man abuses, rapes – harass and painfully, forcefully penetrates a young girl or his wife, and leave her bleeding, broken in spirit, shattered in life – he actually abuses, harasses, painfully, forcefully penetrates and leaves shattered and broken in spirit his own mother!




  




  And no man, bearing witness, stands up, crying, and says NO! No man feels the pain and shouts that it is ENOUGH!




  




  For every woman in life is a mother of the nation.




  Every woman is a mother of an abusive man or abusive husband. Because men – the beasts we call men – collectively, by virtue of their maleness, do share a common arrogant wayward streak. And so every time a little girl or a wife gets hurt – every woman gets hurt, too. With the hurt magnified to gigantic proportions. Every time a little girl or a wife is beaten up and left bleeding, with torn blouse and exposed bra, with bruises all over – every woman absorbs the pain.




  




  And likewise, when every girl or woman or a wife gets raped, every woman in the nation is raped. Every time the beast we call man calls a girl or a woman a bitch, he also calls – refers in no uncertain terms – to his own mother….




  




  Back to the women in the streets. These women, who fascinated me, are, justly or unjustly, blamed for these problems. These are the women that we, one way or the other, abusively, uncaring, for want of better expression, call prostitutes. We do this – this blanket name-giving, without really seeking to analyse and understand the reasons that lie behind such a profession.




  




  But these women beg to differ!




  




  Perhaps, I found, in their line of profession, in the nature of their raw deeds, we should afford them the benefit – the privilege – of being different. For they prefer to call themselves sex workers. Sex workers because the anticipation to expect a fulfillment of payment obligations by their clients – call it a contract; however unreliable verbal contract is – is indisputable.




  




  Year in and year out, on my way to work, for these past fourteen years, I have passed countless of these women who were prepared to brave the worst winter chill, the unrelenting summer rains, and the scary shadows to peddle their trade. In the early years in Mokopane they were quite a few. As the popularity of working the streets as a quick and easy means of acquiring a living grew, so did the number of women who enlisted to prostitute themselves.




  




  These women chose to prostitute themselves, exposing their lives to untold dangers in the open streets and fields. They did so despite the huge, indelible stigma associated with prostitution. Their numbers grew in direct proportion to their ability to save face and shed embarrassment about their unwelcome profession. The ability to be callous and indifferent. So it became imprinted in my mind to worry about these women.




  




  In a sense, I became concerned as to who these women were, and what brought them there. An urge to get to learn and understand what lay in the core of their lives.




  




  




  




  I desired to peel their top layers off one by one and peer and analyse the inner workings of their minds in a quest to understand what makes them take the biggest decision a woman can – to hang their lives publicly in shame so they can be abused, ravished, tarnished, broken, called names…. In essence, what makes a prostitute’s life tick.




  It did not happen to me, blame me, to keep a diary of these people early on. Note how I say ‘these people,’




  as if they do not belong to our human race. Which in essence is half-true – for what kind of living creatures drag themselves so low….




  But recently, as my fascination with them grew, I saw the potential of creating a grass-root understanding of these women from diverse backgrounds, which could, perhaps, help address some of the problem women in general face.




  




  For a woman is in constant battle. In the home, she is scorned to be inadequate. In the workplace she is prejudiced against. She is perceived to be a disgrace and every reason for the company’s shortcomings, contrary to proven initiatives. At work she is deemed to be only as half-intelligent and ill-capable compared to her male counterparts, and still be rewarded, in some occupations, according to that belief. In the public service offices she is thought to be spoilt and thriving on temper tantrums and fits while waiting impatiently for that pay check. And in the streets, she is thought to be a prostitute. One way or another, a woman walking in the street unacceptably late, maybe to the nearby café, definitely has to be thought of as a prostitute.




  




  So I lament the thought that I cannot freely walk, after night fall, proudly to anywhere I wish in town – alone




  – without my partner to cushion me from evil thoughts, before I could be accepted as a decent woman of chaste morals. Even then my partner becomes trapped in that cross-fire of blanket accusation – he invariably becomes that lowly son-of-a-bitch who had contracted himself to the services of a prostitute. His wife.




  




  The understanding of ‘these people’ could perhaps help in challenging the custodians of our moral reservoir – comfortable leaders, to stop making all the noise like empty tins they are. Those who shout high, seeking a few seconds of fame and damning the likes of these women to hell. And forgetting, surprisingly intentionally, these women’s trade partners. It could challenge them to get in the streets – in these women’s shoes – and do something about it other than make noise and acquire fame.




  




  But then what happens when the custodians of moral ground themselves are accused of being indifferent to sex-workers’ plight? After all, the founding fathers of public custodians – famous tele-evangelists – could not resist regular visits to brothels, prostitutes clubs, for their satisfaction. The result is a deep slide into moral decay.




  




  The following brief accounts of women who prowl the streets are not attempting to create a fictional narrative of these women. Instead they serve to interpret the entries in my diary. In other words, these are true life stories that nobody wants to hear. For, these narratives are not like the masked accounts of sex-workers flighted on programs like Debra Patta’s Third Degree and SABC’s Special Assignment. These are naked, blunt realities of our lives that seek to touch and hurt –




  yes, offend – you, the reader. Only when you are offended could you perhaps decide to stand up and do something about our evening national flowers.




  




  These are the kind of narratives that interest psychologists and social workers only in the closed, comfortable boundaries of academia. So I’ve attempted to put these stories in a format that could be appealing and therefore be of use to the layman –




  ordinary men and women out there who have perhaps no access to this kind of knowledge as a tool that directly or indirectly affect them in their towns.




  




  These narrations are not interesting to read. The stories of these women are filthy. They are all about what our elder folks advice us against when we grow up. They are filled with crude entries that conservative people would most certainly find sensitive, offensive and unsettling. But nevertheless, these women’s stories have to be told; someone has to do it no matter how uncomfortable or unglamorous it is. Other writers did it before, and there always has to be the first. And some people get hurt and disappointed in the process.




  




  The women who are portrayed in this study talk dirty.




  Real dirty – not ordinary bathroom humor. They are used to it. And they excel in their talk. They call a spade a spade. It is so desired within their profession to perfect and master the tools of their trade. And language, be it spoken, body movement or the language of money in their customers’ wallets, is essential for their survival. They have to sing the tune that their clients’ wallets understand. Which, unflinchingly, reek of obscene statements and an emphasis on mention of private body parts no one would rather hear.




  




  The way the dialogue between the author and the sex workers was conducted – which is raw – I am not sure if there is a publisher out there who would like to publish this material. I would not be surprised and greatly disappointed in that regard. It is, I acknowledge, as I did the very first time I recorded this, unsuitable for print. And publishers are not looking for this kind of material to turn out a profit.




  




  But then the greatest dilemma is: to wake up from our slumber and prejudice – to regard these women as people and respect and stop abusing them, their stories need to be heard. That’s a stalemate. Who is going to narrate their stories? Some nutty professor on a talk show who would blabber on and on about a pattern of abuse and neglect in the family? Who is going to make sure that one of our social maladies that would rather be confined to the backwaters, is brought out in the open so that people from Mokopane, across the country, and indeed in the world, could access it?




  




  I had, in my interviews with these women, followed more of less the same procedure and standard questions for each and every one of the sex workers. It might not be exciting. This is not a novel. It is neither a collection of short stories. I repeat: it is an interpretation of entries in the diary. So some entries might be short, others longish and less appealing to read.




  




  I’ve lived to keep track and follow-up on some of the women I see almost daily. Invariably they are still there – on their usual territories – forgetting all else and continuing with their work.




  




  It has been difficult for me, and mostly emotionally draining for my family, to have to take up my valuable time, especially since I was about to finish my first novel, to talk to these women in an attempt to understand the depth of their problems and share them.




  It is heartrending to meet with a stranger and open your heart wide for them. Sometimes during our discussion, (here I’d use the term interview only reservedly, as the women now considered me their friend.) we’d sit and talk for hours. Particularly when business was slack. They call it prospecting other areas. That means their regular customers would have ventured to try other women outside my friends’ territories.




  




  




  




  




  Sitting there for hours it happens that I could not remember exactly every answer to the questions I posed to these women. Most often the interviews were disguised as a form of ordinary harmless discussion. I was concerned that if I made it formal and jotted everything down right there and then, the women would be suspicious and become offended. And then they’d avoid me. Rightly so – because they deserve the respect and dignity in all its totality.




  




  No matter how filthy and low they had dragged themselves in the pigsty, that respect and dignity as human beings is due to them. It became necessary to be friends so that they could trust me. Oftentimes some of them thought I’d be in business, too – what with prowling the streets after them up to one in the morning! So I adopted a disguise. I was whoever any of these women thought I was for the sake of harmony.




  Although my attire would out of kilter with the business specialists’ attire.




  




  Later on, because the discussions became long, I resorted to the use of a mini cassette recorder concealed in my bra. It helped. I found that it became much easier going through the tapes and reconstructing the conversation again. That way I was relieved of writing long entries that I had memorized.




  But the tape recorder had its problems, too. It was not safe for me to keep the tapes. I was afraid they could fall into the wrong hands one day and be interpreted in a wrong light. Things of this nature are bound to happen. Sooner or later. Besides, I have a six year old son and a daughter who is turning five soon, who are growing up rapidly. Imagine if I neglected the tapes and my son and daughter laid their hands on them in five to ten years’ time!




  And, although my partner knows I am a writer, he would have a lot of questions to ask even though he gives me hundred percent support in my writing ventures.




  




  So I destroyed the tapes. After I had finished gleaning everything I needed from them, I made a neat bonfire on my barbecue area and burnt the tapes. And have peace of mind.




  




  The result is that this is an exact portrayal of the suffering, neglect, abuse and trial and tribulations of the women in the streets.
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  MEET SHIRLEY MOLAPO. Shirley is 26 years old and stays at Ga-Mashashane, a picturesque village outside Mokopane. The village, a jewel in geologists’ eyes, is built in valleys surrounded by hillocks, with man-tampered tors interspersed here and there. The village’s history goes back several hundred years, with old, disused European style houses and church paying testimony to the bygone mission era.




  




  Shirley controls her territory with other two girls on the Mokopane library corner opposite the old PTK, short for Potgietersrus Tabak Koporasie. She is an active woman, and her mouth constantly flows with dialogue. She talks too much – and very loud. She is wearing a micro-micro mini skirt it is difficult to imagine her sitting down. Her beautiful orange top fits her snuggly. Shirley is tall – so tall and skinny – 1.8m by my estimate, and I swear she could’ve cracked it as a model. When I first saw her I pictured her on the ramp strutting her stuff. She could have the world revolving around her finger. She could be in demand both locally and internationally.




  




  




  




  




  When I asked her if she had ever tried modeling, she says she had a chance once, but she offered to sexually pleasure a talent scout from Johannesburg who was flabbergasted by her unnatural beauty. He was recruiting for a national contest sponsored by major clothing and jewellery stores. The talent scout promptly dropped her from his shortlist. And that was the last she saw him. The calls stopped coming in. But Shirley says she doesn’t care or regret it one bit.




  Shirley laughs a lot and claps her hands loudly every time she laughs. I remark that she is quite a character, but she tells me this is not her normal action off the streets. She doesn’t behave like that, no. It is a valuable marketing ploy that she learnt on the job. And it works, she says. She tells prospective customers where she is. Men can hear her laugh loud and clap her hands, and they know that’s got to be prostitute. And they come to her. It is a trademark that she protects fiercely. Not all girls use this marketing ploy.




  




  Back at home Shirley stays with her mother and father who are in their fifties and still work. Her father is a high school principal, and her mother a furniture retail saleswoman. She has three siblings. Two sisters and one brother. Home is a six-room, tiled face brick house with a garage and backrooms. Shirley has her own room in the main house. The backrooms had been converted into sleeping quarters for her nineteen-year old brother.




  




  Shirley doesn’t have to look after anyone financially.




  She spends whatever she earns in whatever way she sees fit. But her parents, and siblings, doesn’t know she prowls the streets at night. She doesn’t have children, and she doesn’t dream of having any. She has been in this business for six years now. She calls herself the veteran of the sex trade, Mokopane Region (she emphasizes).




  




  Shirley says she got into the sex trade by biological default. She had a boyfriend when she was eighteen.




  But he didn’t come close to satisfying her sexually.




  Soon she crossed him, and it was the same story. She was, and still is, she says, wild. She eventually ended up sleeping with up to eight men in a week just to quench her wild sexual desire. She didn’t enter into prostitution to make money. She has all she ever needs. But she is tough on business. Business is business, and the rules of business hold. Customers have to pay upfront. She tells me that that way – out there in the streets, she could fuck whenever she wants. Prostitution provided her with a disguised answer for her wild sexual drive that is hard to satisfy, and that would be impossible to do at home. Talk about a fucking license.




  




  Shirley says she climaxes on average five times every time a man in the streets uses her. She is thrilled by the experience of a stranger roughing her up and thrusting so hard, without seeing his face. She is quick to climax, she says. If she slept with five men in one night, then she’d be sure to climax about twenty-five times. And that’s what she wants. That’s what drives her. That’s what puts her in the streets. That’s what makes her heart throb. And it is the main reason why she failed her grade 12.




  




  Shirley used to spend the whole night exhausting herself with different boyfriends, neglecting to study.




  And come class time, she couldn’t concentrate. She slumbered half the day and couldn’t hear what the teachers were saying. And then I ask her why she hadn’t consulted a doctor to treat and suppress her wild sex libido. She tells me she got some pills over the counter at the chemist’s and used them. What did the pills do – she asks me – they drove me mad! They increased her sexual desire twice as before.
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