INTERVIEW OF A FGM SURVIVOR

[bookmark: _GoBack]In Africa, millions of little girls, including myself, are circumcised every year for no reason because it has nothing to do with our religion, culture and society.  Our parents ruin our lives for their own pride, which is selfish and unfair.  The circumcision is done every time to all the girls in the same village.  At the same time using the same knife or razor blade on all of them.  So girls pass out from losing a lot of blood.  Wake up hours later and sometimes they die.  Girls get diseased from other girls using the same knife to circumcise them.  Later when you grow-up you’re going to deal with psychological problem.  Your emotional, you don’t’ feel comfortable in your own body.  You feel like you’re not 100% a woman.  Many women have complications delivering the baby.  Circumcised women have problems to perform sexually with their man.  Sex is important in every human’s life, especially when in relationship.  These are not the only consequences of the circumcision.  We need a law to protect little girls from being circumcised.  

I was circumcised at a young age and have no confidence because of this.  When I look at myself in the mirror I don’t feel 100% woman because there’s an important part taken away from me.  It damaged my sex life with men this must stop.  In the past, I sold my body to survive because I didn’t have any other choice and I’m not proud of it.  Even today I feel disgusted about it.  So my advice to young girls, no matter the situation don’t get involved in prostitution.  I promise there are other opportunities.

After I had returned to my mother’s village, one day I overheard my mother and her girlfriend discussing having me circumcised along with a group of other girls of a similar age in the village.  I had heard from other girls in the village that this was a very painful experience, and some had even died.  So to avoid it, I made a plan to run away to my aunt’s house on the day of the circumcision.  That day I ran to my aunt’s house and told her why I had come.  She told me that she didn’t know about this and that she would go back to my house with me to talk with my Mom about it.  She left the room to go talk with her husband and I overheard their conversation.  It turned out that my aunt did know about the circumcision, and asked her husband what she should do with me now.   He said she should pretend she was taking me to my mother’s house but take me to the circumcision instead.
I heard their plan and left the house uncertain of where to go.  I met my cousin as I walked along a path away from their house and we walked together for a ways but I didn’t tell him what was happening.  He left to go back to his house while I continued walking away, finally hiding in some bushes.  In the meantime my cousin had returned home and found his parents looking for me.  He told them he had seen me on the path so they sent him on a bike to find me.  When I heard his bike coming on the path, I thought it was someone who could help me so I went back out to the path only to find that the person approaching was him.  I ran and he followed me on foot until we came to a river and he caught me.  I tried to fight him but he was too strong.  He took a vine and tied my hands behind my back and also tied my feet.  He then tied me onto his bike and took me to the place of the circumcision.

When my cousin and I arrived at the site of the ceremony in the village, many mothers and their daughters had already gathered there including my mother, her girlfriend, three of my aunts, my cousin and about fifteen other girls my age who were also to be in the ceremony.  My mother was very angry and wanted to beat me but my aunts and her girlfriend stopped her.  The girls were lined up, frightened and crying, and were called one by one to an open shower.  Each girl was asked to lie down on the cement floor on her back.  

When it was my turn, one woman held my arms flat on the floor while two other women held my legs spread out on the floor.  A very heavy woman sat on my chest facing my head and put a thick cloth over my face to prevent me from crying out or seeing anything.  A fifth woman was between my legs with a special knife for this ceremony.  The woman with the knife makes the cut and tells the other woman when she is finished.  They helped me up and took me to another room to recover.  The pain was terrible and I lost a lot of blood.  Some girls had lost their lives in this process.  They applied a mixture of water and ground up healing leaves and a cloth bandage between my legs which was held in place by a cord around my waist tied in front and back.  Here all the girls were to remain for 2-3 weeks on mats on the floor.  The girls each had two bandages.  Every day they would wash off in the shower, wash the used bandage and put on the clean bandage.  This was repeated each day.  All the girls would remain here until all of the girls had recovered.  The last day in the recovery room, all of the girls went to the river, washed up and washed their clothes.  Many were happy and dancing on the way home, relieved to be done with the ordeal.   

I was mutilated when I was young, and my life hasn’t been the same since then.  Everyday I look at myself in the mirror and see this ugly scar that I will have for the rest of my life. I am angry and heartbroken for myself and the other innocent women around the world who were mutilated. 

I was circumcised at a young age and have no confidence because of this.  When I look at myself in the mirror I don’t feel 100% woman because an important part was taken away from me.  It damaged my sex life with men.  This must stop.  

