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Foreword

“They took diamonds and threw them in the dirt. And we were still dia-
monds. And when they picked us up, we were still diamonds. Still unbreak-

able, still strong.”

Yusef Salaam

Rape has long been used as a tool of war. Occupying armies
rape women as a method to terrorize and destroy populations. Under
international law, conflict related sexual violence is characterized as a
war crime and a crime against humanity. But it is still committed all

over the world to this day.

As someone who likes to get into the root cause of a
problem and not dilly dally with simple solutions that offer nothing
but a handyplast to wounds, I like to think of conflict related sexual
violence not a phenomenon on its own but part of the very structure
of our society. It is a result of years of patriarchy and a culture of
impunity that it has created. Social structures are set up in such
a way that the victims of rape and sexual violence are themselves
stigmatized instead of perpetrators being punished. This can also be
seen clearly in modern day campaigns such as the #metoo campaign.
Whenever we speak about sexual violence it should be clear to us that
rape is rarely the result of uncontrolled sexual desire, but rather a way
to exert power. It is also a war to instill fear and dehumanize an entire

community. It is a way to render entire populations voiceless.



I am delighted to write this foreword because it means that
a dream we have had for the past 3 years has finally become reality.
It means that women in Nepal who have been subjected to brutal
sexual violence during Nepal’s 10-year long war have spoken. Have
broken their silence. Have chosen to not be silenced. Our work with
survivors of conflict related sexual violence is a continuation of our
long standing work on conflict: ‘Memory, Truth & Justice’. A multi
media project using art, audio, video, poetry and photo medium, the
project seeks to preserve and dignify their memories by recording
testimonies from survivors and families of the victims, and by sharing
them with the community at large with a purpose of education and

remembrance.

Hundreds, perhaps thousands, of Nepalese — usually
women, usually impoverished, and usually from marginalized
communities — suffered sexual violence during the war. Women
survivors of sexual violence not only face psychological, emotional
and physical damage but also social stigma which prevents them
from speaking or share their stories. Many of them still suffer from
the effects of that violence today, in the form of enduring medical,
psychological, and socioeconomic harm, and many are in situations
of considerable material need—a need compounded by the failure
of the Nepalese Government to include provision for survivors of
CSRV in its Interim Relief Program.



Voice is a human right and all human beings have the right
to speak and be heard. We believe that giving women the space to
speak, to share their stories, to create a safe space where they will
be supported, where they will not be judged and where everything
will be kept in utmost confidentiality will help them heal collectively.
Through the power of written words, we will get their stories out,

anonymously.

Their poems have the power to change a narrative. It has

the power to heal the nation.

Pooja Pant
Director
Voices of Women Media
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| have become a poet

13 February 1996 - 21 November 2006. Nepal’s 10-year
conflict in its path to assert its plural identities - cultural, lan-
guage, ethnicity - has wronged the very same young girls,
adolescent gitls and women, who have lived with multiple
identities meshed in diverse Nepal. Rape, a heinous crime against
humanity was committed against these young girls and women
living in Nepal. Despite numerous attempts by Nepal’s human
rights community, sexual and gender based violence committed
against individuals during this 10-year people’s war has not struck
a chord with the political parties. It has failed to be a political issue.
This has silenced the individuals who want to speak against how
their sense of being was brutally violated. They are silent as they are
fully aware of what the consequences on their socio-cultural realities
will be should they decide to speak. What is the number of these
voices who have been silenced, who have chosen to remain silent?

This is a question to be revisited time and again.

There is information that the Truth and Reconciliation
Commision of Nepal has received 400 complaints related to
sexual and gender based violence committed at the time of the
conflict. Women Rehabilitation Centre Nepal (WOREC-Nepal) and
Advocacy Forum (AF) jointly organized a women’s tribunal on
the same issue at National Human Rights Commission (NHRC)

in December 2014. Similarly, all non-governmental organizations



who look into human rights violations and abuses committed by
both the State and the then Communist Party of Nepal-Maoists
(CPN-M), especially women human rights organizations have
documentation of these incidents. Some of these cases had gained
both national and international attention. Post the Constituent
Assembly Elections in 2006 and 2011 some of these women who
experienced such atrocity have gone on to be not only the MPs of the
Constituent Assemblies in Nepal but also the State Minister. More
importantly, CPN-M who had an impressive number of women
cadres and leaders alike in its party built through their promises of
gender equality, has become one of the strongest political parties.
Yet, there seems to be an unspoken pact to look out for each other’s
back amongst all of the existing political parties, including the
State and the then CPN-M, to remain silent on the issues of rape
committed by both of the parties during violence led either by
the State or the then rebels. In other words, remarks such as ‘it has not
happened in our country’ rings their denial, indifference and non-
acceptance of the issue swept under the carpet. Some of the women
human rights professionals were also a leged of being influenced by

non-nepali perspectives.

Two decades have passed since these incidents took place,
yet, women who ill-experienced this crime, including their

witnesses, have to remain silent. Voices of Women Media (VOW),



while canvassing this reality, came across eleven women who wished
to let others know what happened to them through poetry. I accepted
VOW’s request to be the facilitator for these eleven women, despite
feeling that perhaps 1 am biting off more than [ can
chew. 1T had to facilitate their expressions which were sad,
resentful, angry, skeptic and hopeful. It spoke of their struggle with
themselves and people around them, the stigma they face and
determination to seek justice. Will discussions and facilitation do
justice to their decision of choosing poetry as the medium? They
were speaking about their experiences, yet, wished to exercise their
right to confidentiality with each other and with everyone who
would read their poems. They wanted to acknowledge that they
were subjected to violence against their dignity, but while doing so,
they wished to decide to what extent they would share at this point
of time. All of this had to reflect in their writings. We also had
to be mindful of the fact that facilitators' perspectives should not
influence their writings. They also wished not to let each other know,
among the other participants, the details they would share with us.
All of these will be public one day, but we will have to wait for that
day. Till then, their writings is what we have to know what happened
to them. Considering all of this, they wrote and when they heard
each other, they were pleased and proud. “We thought and said we
don’t know how to write, but here, I have become a poet now.” They

became poets with a purpose.



It is hoped that their desire to voice their silence and its ill
tides, their desire to break this silence, and their courage to express will
be embraced by all of us - human rights defenders, lobbyists for social
justice, individuals against war, and above all the State and all of the
political parties. We would also like to urge the poets who, through
their writings have always stood for those deemed ‘voiceless’, to
interrogate the systemic culture of silence imposed on these women,
and support their longimpendingjustice. These poems are courageous
steps that ask us to initiate the process of creating an environment
where they can demand justice. When these courageous exclaims of
‘T have become a poet’ march along with others seeking justice, all I

humbly request, is that we do not deter from standing next to them.

I am indebted to Voices of Women Media, and the eleven
poets of this anthology for trusting me with this responsibility.
I am thankful to Pranil and Prajwal for not resenting my time
with these poets. My gratitude to Gita Rasaili and Pooja Pant for
being there to pick me up at times. I would also like to mention
that creative expressions of the poets Nibha Shah, Ujjwala Maharjan,
Bikkil Sthapit, Jerusha Rai, Susan Maskey, Pawan Gole and Usha
Titikshu that enriched our discussions. Thank you for those

wonderful poems, lyrics, videos and photographs that encouraged us.

Pranika Koyu
Poet
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My story is veiled in this kurtha scrap. Why
| drew this kurtha also has a story. Similar
to Kurtha pieces being stitched together, |
know that along with mine, stories of my
friends too need to be sewn together. Only
then can we get justice.
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Gita

I Want to be Happy

My woes are plenty.
Where should I go to voice them?
Who should I tell?

I cannot share all my pain.
No one can feel the pain in my heart
And this burns deeps in me.

I am sad to have kept this pain in me.
The day my vagina bled

After beatings from the army,

Sorrow and pain flowed as anger in me.

I am not at peace while I share this with you.

I want to be happy forever.
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This house has neither doors nor windows.

| am the individual who is locked inside this
closed house. Just like the colours in here,

I have a lot of pain. | am suffocating in this
house. All of us are locked up in the same
way. Now, we want to step out of this house.
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Kinjala

Who Will Stand Beside Me?

I was a thirteen-year-old

Wandering around the village market,

My eyes delighting in the glitters.

I suddenly saw the army and police vehicles.

Fear gripped me and I wet my pants.

The first thunder after that was in prison somewhere.

‘til today, when I look at my cheeks,

I see the scar — a memory left by the police officer’s boots.
I know not if that police boot still has my skin meshed in it

But my scar is here for me to look at every day.

I menstruated in that prison cell for the first time.
Even now, every month when my cycle begins
And my vagina hurts,

I wish to kill that demon.

If only he were in front of me.

Who should I share my pain with?

[ listen to myself; [ cry on my own,

And then I move on.
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My confidence has increased. | am strong.
| think, | must speak.
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Manisha

Determination

Your hatred

Destroyed my house,

Disappeared my husband,

Erased my laughter,

Knocked off my sanity.

Therefore, I do not think good of you.

I

Become crazy

When

I recall that day,

Whenl remember my husband.

What happened and could have happened,;
My life knows,

My tears have dried, yet, hope is there.

I am not weak YOU should understand.

I will not spare you.
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Roshani

Struggling Dark Days

Sir,

My world was prettier than heaven, dearer than a dream.

I also had a husband who loved me very much.

The dacoits snatched my husband,

What could I do when the gods frowned upon us, the couple.

Sir,

A life devoid of colour, as strenuous as a mountain I lived.
Thoughts of my three sons made me smile on the outside and cry
inside.

I thought,

This must be what was written in the stars for me

And learnt to live my life.

Sir,

I did not know the whereabouts of life,

My ignorance became their bliss.

I cannot count how many times [ was exploited.
Some said: “I am your greatest well-wisher”,

I found out after a while that the world is nothing but selfish.

qo | # offeh : drem g



Sir,

I did think of ways to die

But then it is not easy to die is it?
All this I experienced

And I learnt to live.

Listen Sir,

I knew nothing of writing a poem, a story,
But I decided that my life should be known,
Hence, I scribbled these letters.

These words speak of my life struggle, please understand this.
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Ao dfa feFS | 9 | e wa WY | afesl
¢ | REer ¢ | fawaRier 98 | iy 9g |

These five days have enabled me to speak. |
have become strong. | have become an artist.
| can trust and be trusted. | became a poet.
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| dropped out of the school because of
what happened to me. | have learnt a lot
on the tables of this workshop and it has
made me courageous.
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Rashmi

What Would I Be?

This, a story from seventeen years ago,

I cannot tell, neither to her nor to anyone else.

She took up arms and left;

I on the other hand, went to school.

She delivered justice;

I, a tenyear-old, was under surveillance.

Those army men standing on our way to school

Would blow the cigarette smoke at us, the school girls.

One of them attacked me at my home and bit me like a
snake.

While my tears flowed together with the blood,

I bid farewell to school forever,

In fear that he and his friends might come again

To let my blood and tears flow

In my room, the terrace and everywhere.
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I left behind

Firstly my school,

Secondly my home.

Now [ am a twenty-seven-year-old wife of someone
And if he comes to find out,

Will I have to leave behind my children too?

I cannot help but wonder...
If that soldier, in search of my elder sister,

Had not found his way to me,

What would I be today?

Chronicles of Silence : The Smoldering Embers
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| was broken, like this glass. | was empty and
vulnerable, like this glass. Fear had filled my
heart. Now, | feel that we are like a half full
glass. We need to fill it, and only then can we
move ahead. My courage has increased after
meeting with these friends.
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Prabina

Age Does Not Matter

In the conflict

I lost my son;

While he tried to escape,
While we helped him escape.
Despite countless efforts,

In the conflict,

I lost my son.

In the conflict

I lost myself.

Those eyes did not see my wrinkled skin,
All they saw was a red cotton sari

And loosened my blouse’s strings

While their hands caressed my breasts.

Those eyes did not see that my son is their age.
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Remembering his dead son,
My husband,
Staring at his wife stripped naked,

Died in silence.

Conflict does not see age,

I have learnt.

As I have listened to us eleven,

I understand that justice needs time and support.

I am now energized to walk on the path to justice.
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They all became my witness. This is where

| felt-an unforgettable pain. | had not

" spoken till now but now I am standing tall
and determined. | will speak of my pain

and tell other friends to speak as well.
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Nisha

I Cannot Forget

Date, day, time, I remember a bit
But what happened that day
is imprinted in me exactly as it was,

I CANNOT forget that day.

I happily walked that road to meet my parents,

Not once, but many times,

That day too, I was walking unaware of what lay ahead.

That road — a passage through a jungle to reach the village — is

long gone,

But I CANNOT forget it.

A beautiful lake by that roadside is a silent witness.
In that lake,

I have played with water,

I have fished even,

But now, | CANNOT look at it.
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A nightgown with a pattern of blue against green,
So elated I had been to stitch it,
It bore my wrath as I tore it into pieces and threw it away.

That nightgown I wore only once,

But I CANNOT forget it.

No, I CANNOT forget any of this.

When all that happened comes back to me,
My heartbeat still races

In fear and ire,

and goosebumps spring up all over.

In silence, I soak in the tears,

No, I CANNOT forget all of this.
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Prijala

Oye #### @@ @@ !

Oye ###### @Q@@@1!
Do you not have

Sisters,

A mother and sisters-in-law??
Why did you forget them all

And attempt to rape me?

Had you not seen you wife’s3 body?
How did you dare to rape me?
I was a nursing mother of a one-and-a-half-month-old baby,

How did you find my post-partum body?

You are a demon,

Let my dignity curse you.

May your body be infested while alive,

May you be immobile in trenches of urine and feces

And decay each moment.

You who attacked

The dignity of mine and many other,

You who wiped vermillion® off many women,
You who orphaned many children,

You who hunted humans,
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You who hunted women'’s lives,
You who targeted our happiness,

Come back here once.

Where are you hiding these days?
If I ever find that hole,

I will drag you outside and play
The game of cat and mouse.
Wherever you hide,

You will not be LET OFF,

You will not be FORGIVEN!

HitH#H#HH = first name of the violator, @@ @ @ = surname of the violator.

Original poem refers to elder sister-in-law.

In the original poem, a crude synonym of the word ‘wife’ has been used by Prijala.
The scarlet and common red powder that married Hindu women wear on their
forehead while their husbands are alive. Wiping off a woman’s vermillion means
killing her husband or informing her that her husband is dead. In this poem, Prijala

used this to indicate that husbands of many women were killed by this person she
is calling out to.
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| will speak against injustice. | will not
leave you. | can speak now.
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| had been living in fear till today.
Now I will not be scared any more.
I will not die for nothing.

It will only be after | get justice.
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Manju

I Will Fight for Justice

What was my fault?
What did I do?

How will I get justice?
Who will give me justice?
Who should I tell?

Who will give me justice?

Will you help me get justice?

My heart is in pain all the time.
I hawe little children...

How will they study?

How can I nurture them?

At times, | feel like dying.

But how can I?

Where will my sons go?

But NO, I will not die now.
[ will fight for justice,
I will die after getting justice,

[ will die after punishing that sinner.

Chronicles of Silence : The Smoldering Embers | 33



gy ATl

ST,

f7 wgg® que?
H ER JANDI G 3T
foem oW IR
Ie-g% el g1 I
T & wgg® U
H ER JANDI G 3T

P @1 @re Riadls gHl BRAl
Hed g A BIO-DHIG] Al FEA IR
T e, A, wF fRgE /& A

7 A g9 b fa=er

fEmRIT AT ¥ IRTGHT HRBpRISS drad]
TEJY M H R YD G AT
PRUIEERE

BRI IRIRAT 3T

HEIRICIIFIC
HERCIEISRIERCTIN

gl IJERTIE GO

3y | A4 &ffeh : b g



R [ FaRe o1 ga
q =T mhre
O HieEes WM Haa
)1 SifEreT gon

3T e wgg® dqug

R el fBa-fear s 9 3 A oA
7 o 4 vee foR awel g sad
M, TWR$H g T D FaRaR
TEI A A

AU g 7 ONE a8 @Sl AT

Chronicles of Silence : The Smoldering Embers | 3Y



TR ERAT RIS @ WReT 81 W
P AOE | THIH M 7 BR MY g |
WA BEG A 379 |

They beat me saying, “Maoists eat at your
home, right? Please don’t cry mother.

I have returned home.

Now, | will fight from home.
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Rima

Mother, Don't Cry

Mother,

Why are you crying?

I have come home today
Carrying blue bruises all over,
Making it difficult to sit or stand.
Why are you crying mother?

I have come home today.

“Why do Maoists eat in our home?”

They asked while beating me black and blue.

But mother, I was not the only one in their prison;

I was not the only one imprisoned.

I survived the torture and chaos every day and night.
I have come home today,

Don’t cry mother.
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The ones called the police,
Beat our poverty,

All over my body, mother,
Supp'ressed our voices,
Scratched our faces;

But those dogs could not sniff
The rage in me.

Their hunger could not devour

The hatred in me.

Mother, why do you cry?

Even though they ripped me apart for three months,

Faces of those demons are imprinted in my heart and mind.
I have promised myself, mother,

I will show the world their lowliness.

Don’t cry mother, please,

I have returned alive to fight for justice.
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We all must speak. The workshop has
given me confidence and courage. | will
speak for myself and friends like me.
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Samjhana

Never Should We Remain Silent

My dear friends,

This is an incident that goes back to the people’s war.

The sun scorched bright when the Yamraj® Army came to my home;
The storm that followed took everything away.

They changed their clothes and took turns raping me;
Blindfolded, my eyes filled with tears.

My dear friends,

[ was alone, now we are eleven.

Let us make the country aware,

We should not spare the rapist Yamraj Army.
Let us all get together and punish them just.

5 YamRaj — god of death in Hindu mythology
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There is an ongoing discussion in the Nepali
literary field exploring the intent and context
of individuals writing poetry. What kind of
space will these eleven poems carve in such
discussions?

“I too have become a poet”. This pleasant
expression of women has encompassed their
plights, which we believe needs to be embraced
and synergized by contemporary poets of
Nepal. Therefore, four poets — Poet Nibha
Shah, Poet Swopnil Smriti, Poet Saurav Karki,
and Poet Kriti Adhikari — whose poems reflect
human sensibility and critical thinking, were
requested for their commentary on the issues
raised by the poems of our eleven women poets.

Our requests were accepted and here we
present their poems.
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Nibha Shah

Tikuli

Is a woman a body or a blouse?
A woman's body is a blouse
That gets ripped to shreds

And thrown

If a sound comes off
Women being torn

They are Nirmala, Rasila.

If a sound of a woman being torn
is silent, then,

It is the sound of silence

The sound of silence

Cannot be heard

It get buried

under the soil

I am hopeful

That these sounds of silence

will tear through the earth and come out.
You will see it, poem,

That fire, that lava

Perhaps, my eyes may not see it
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In lakhs, millions,

Those sounds of silence

Will come in continuum

In the shape of a flaming torch.
You will see them, poem.
Perhaps, I may not see them

I may not hear them

But you will;

The sound of women being torn

Next to the furnace where iron is forged

Tikuli : The round colorful sticker that women wear on their forehead is called Tikuli
by Tharu community living in far western region of Nepal.

Nibha Shah is a powerful presence in Nepali literature. Till date, she has pub-
lished three anthologies - InkalabJindabad, Kalapaniki Draupadi, and Mansara.
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Kriti Adhikari

A Plea

For a decade,

The blood drops splashed not only on the ground,
Not only on the warriors

Or just their clothes.

The drops scattered like gunshots,

Reaching homes, families and neighbours.

The temerity to celebrate delusional victory through vaginas
Were not only limited to World Wars, old wards, civilwars
Of our neighbouring countries

But also happened in our motherland Nepal.

Hawing taken an oath of national service,

Who gave them the order to snatch the organs of their very

Own mother’s children?

I keep thinking now and again

How my sisters” dissipated hearts cry when remembering
Those incidents,

Do the rapists get goosebumps or not?

Or, did they tear apart so many soft hearts

That they do not remember

Whose scream had how much pain?

Or, do their boots have uncountable scratched cheek skin
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That they don’t remember

On whose cheek they have left their boot marks?

Or, did they not see the person and just saw the cotton
Sari,

And did not listen

When mothers or sisters asked

If they had mothers and sisters at home?

How expensive is this fruit of justice

That it is only with rich and powerful people?

People who bit poverty in my sisters” bodies

Scratched faces

Muffled the voices

Remain in peace in their uniform while they are alive.
But when my sisters’ painful past memories

Hurt the unhealed wound like a whip,

Justice sits on a tall table with its hands folded

Upto where their hands of plea could never reach.

I am threatened to not speak the truth with these very
Things.

Here, it is easier to stay quiet

Than to ask for justice

It is less painful to shed tears alone
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Than to share experiences.

But, I have learned from my sisters,

Never give up,

The wounds are still there unhealed,

Agony is still there, fresh,

Anger is still there, red.

Let's try this instead,

Let’s be together and see what happens when we shout together
Whether the legs of the chair of those who escaped
After kicking us

Would break or not.
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Swopnil Smriti

Story of an Old She Tree

This is a story of an old one-legged she tree

A centipede crawls inside an ear and

One's universe trembles

A sharp wind swishes inside a fragile hole of your own body
And there - she trembles

Bees in angst of ground wasps

Arrive in search of new hives

But Malsapra is guarding the hole

A snake chased by a mongoose flies in

But the same toad they had first tried to swallow

Lies next to the hole — his eyes staring hard

Startled, they change their direction

This is a story of an old she-tree standing on her one leg
Her old body has one small hole

And that has a large story to tell:-

Back in childhood, in spring, youth,

Ome-pecked woodpecker had pecked softly

Ah! It had run all over her youthful body then

A sweet sensation

A dreamy ripplewave!
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This is a feeling of natural love

That each of the woodpecker's pecks would

Send a sweet earthquake all the way to its roots,

Deep inside the soil

Branches were as playful as ants in hordes and tither,
Lowe as colorful flowers would bloom way up to the sky
And smile

Though one legged,

A wish to walk far and wide was there!

A desire to swallow the Earth's entire atmosphere in one go
But the pain of getting your only leg stuck in earth

Felt like only a step has been taken towards the sky!

This is a story of an old she-tree:-

One winter,

A twolegged human carrying an axe came.
His two hands held me tight

And he started to climb

His way up to young belle's legs

Nature was terrified to see such stubbornness from a man,

Earth was scared seeing this mindset of a man,

And man
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Started to clasp me tightly, forcefully.

The woodpecker flew away in anger

And cried out all around the forest

- Bad man! Bad man!

Man forgot man

And tried to insert his head

Inside the woodpecker's hole, but could not.

He tried to insert his hand, leg, but could not

H tried inserting an axe's handle, and it went through
Carrying inside with it all the ill thoughts.

She tried running away but onelegged tree could not.
Creation was embarrassed and could only tremble.
Branches, leaves, flowers

Could only rain hatred!

This is a story of an old she tree standing on one leg.
A man's poison can be so venomous

That Spring never came to the tree then after

So lowly can a man's intent be

That the same man is standing

In front of the same old she tree

Carrying an axe!
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Saurabh Karki

You can say that I am lying

... and then they

Continued to pee on my face.

But before that

They tore my childhood along with my red kurtha
My dreams were left behind

Along with the slipper in the jungle

They scratched my lips

My cheeks

My chest

Through force they continued to prove their masculinity

When I would cry in pain
My sobs became a rebel song
When I could tolerate no more, I made a fist

My fist became a symbol of change

... and then, they

Continued to pee on my face.
But before that

They tied my hands,
Blinded my eyes
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And pushed me into the pit.

Innumerable cigarette butts scarred me

Forcefully proved that I was a terriorist.

I, a 14~yearold child

Who neither had any objections to this country’s system
Nor dreamt any big dream of change

All I had wanted was

To go to school

To learn ABC

And walk my own life’s path.

But they inserted
A hot rifle inside my young vagina

And declared with pride — victory over a rebel.

... and then they

Continued to pee on my face.
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It continues to scare me like a nightmare does

Each moment, it suffocates, continues to startle.

I try not to remember ...

I try to walk — legs get stiff

I try to look around — images get blurred

Neither fingers become a fist, nor courage gets awakened
Nor do I find those days

In which I can collect and live my dreams.

Even my breathe is not my own.

You can say, that, [ am lying.

But that flag

Stained with my red blood

Carries black and blue bruises

Those soldiers’ boot rained on my body

Why does it mock me

While swaying in one of those smooth vehicles speeding by?

... and even till today, they

Continue to pee on my face.
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Gita Rasaili

Notes of a Comrade

20 years ago,
Hands pinched the nipples of a 70 year old;
Can I handcuff those hands?

A 10qearold girl who knew not of rape

Used mud to wipe her bloody shin and thighs.
Can [ tell the girl,

Now a woman,

That she can write all the aching within her
Without fear,

That she need not tear the pages,

That she can pour out all that anguishes her heart.
That if anyone finds out it is her

Her children will not be taken away

Her husband will not leave.

Can I tell her?

She still cries thinking of her husband
Who left her after finding out,

Saying she brought dishonor to him.

Her children lost their father.

What can I do to stop her tears flowing?
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I know

you have faith and hope in me,
But

Can I be

Your friend,

Your daughter,

Your sister,

Energy, courage and confidence,
Your voice,

Spearheading this struggle for justice?

I question myself,
Tortured within

My heart burns

Since I heard your story,
Since I saw you,

Since your cries reached out to me.
I have been restless,

My emotions haywire,
My chest is heavy,

My eyes in tears.

My pillows are soaked,

My voice croaked.

w3 | W e e g



My lips tremble,

My hands shaky.

I do not see pages of books,

All I see is you.

The bloodstained trousers,

The torn petticoat,

Are all that I see.

You, who stayed far away from others,

Thinking they would smell

The blood and white discharge seeping from your vagina

Yes, I see only you.

I have been wondering:

If your agony hurts me so,

How must it be for you?

How wounded are you?

How many years have you writhed in pain?
How long have you hidden your tears?
How many pillows have your tears soaked?
But,

You told me that you cannot even cry aloud

When your think of your pain.
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How much are you burning up inside?
How agonizing it must have been for you?
While our eyelashes got wet

I did feel it all too well.

How everything blew away:

Your childhood, future and dreams.

For me, it is only a day.

If your hurt could burn the guilty
Maybe, your future would not have been ashes today.
Yes, I want to ask myself

Will I be able to soothe your pain?

Yet here you are,

Determined to walk

On your own bloody path.

You have shown courage to speak
Against your oppression.

While I can be your strength

I do not know

If your rapists

Will be punished or not.
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The silent witnesses of your rape

Those ponds and lakes, rivers and brooks,
Garden and fields, house and sheds

Are silent even now.

But I will not remain silent.

Who will back us up

In this struggle for justice?

The question remains.
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Conflict-related Sexual Violence
(CRSV)

Sexual wiolence during Nepal's 10 year
conflict between Maoists and government forces has
remained largely undisclosed. Female bodies became
a focus and a tool of war in violent power struggles.
Soldiers on both sides raped and sexually victimized
thousands of women during high intensity periods of

armed conflict in pure exploitation.

During the conflict, women were killed,
wounded, tortured, experienced sexualized wviolence
including rape, forced prostitution, were imprisoned,
separated from their families, internally displaced or
driven into exile and faced significant psychological
impacts. Large numbers of survivors of CRSV in Nepal
continue to suffer from medical problems resulting from
their assaults, including chronic pain and infertility.
Survivors also all but uniformly face ongoing threats of
social stigmatization and ostracism due to their assaults
to others risk being rejected by their communities, poten-

tial partners, and even close family members.

Let us hope that work like this plays a role
in changing the culture of impunity and victim-blaming

that plagues our societies.
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VOW Media

VOW Media wants to contribute to a
world where women enjoy their basic rights and live
with dignity, equality, and justice. We are a non-profit
organization that is committed to providing women
from marginalized communities with innovative media
and technology tools to enable them to voice their own
lives, to empower them and strengthen their voices.
The advancement of women's leadership capabilities
can be fostered by the creation of a positive selfimage
and a stronger sense of identity through the use of art,
media, and education. We believe that by reflecting
on and personalizing women’s individual experiences,
we can stop violence inflicted on women, change social

norms and fight against discrimination.
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VOW Media Team

Director : Pooja Pant
Office Manager : Anita Karmacharya
Program Officers : Ankeeta Manandhar

Gita Rasaili

Communications Officer : Bikkil Sthapit
Communications Assistant : Nagma Mali
Finance Officer : Bhawani Silwal
Office Support : Ram Maya Shrestha
Intern : Fiona Gilligan
Poetry Workshop Facilitator : Pranika Koyu
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