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Introduction:
Hear our stories
We present here eight narratives, told through visual art and in words, of
women who are family members of men killed in the Marikana Massacre.
These stories came from a workshop with the women held by Khulumani
Support Group, over the weekend of 19 and 20 May, 2013, while the women
were in Rustenberg attending the Marikana Commission of Inquiry.
The deaths of 34 strikers at the hands of heavily armed South African police,
on the 16th of August 2012, rocked viewers across the world. These scenes
and thirty years ago – events that South Africans, our elected government,
and people across the world had demanded must never, ever happen again.
Then, at Marikana, it did happen again.
The lives of the women who speak in the stories have been intertwined
with the men who were killed: they shared the men’s needs and struggles,
their children, their decisions, their dreams of the future. Yet with all
the attention that the world has given to events at Marikana and the
aftermath, these women have been left silent. Even while the government
has accepted that they attend the Commission of Inquiry, so that they can
“see truth revealed,” they have not been asked to speak of their own truths
about what happened, about their knowledge and concerns.
One of the family members at the Commission, in a discussion with
Khulumani Support Group in February, commented that the Commission
treated them “like trees or stones,” silent, bearing witness, but with
them, leaving “a hole in my life, and in my heart”.
In these stories, the women speak of their lives – each one different, but
each shaped by the mines and the migrant labour system that we inherited
from apartheid. They look at how those killings hammered their lives, their
families, their plans. And they look at what must be done, to continue their
lives beyond the tragedy and loss of Marikana.
We believe these women must have the right, and the space, to speak for
themselves. We believe that we as a society must listen to what they know,
and experience; for this awareness forms a part of who and what we are as
a society today.
And we believe that this is a work in progress. These women’s voices are
breaking a smothering silence; but once broken, we cannot allow that
silence to return. These eight stories tell only a part of the on-going
journeys these women have walked; and there are many people walking
alongside of them, who also have stories that need to be told, that we need
to hear.

Agnes Makopano Thelejane
I don’t know how I am going to talk about the drawing here. I am Makopane
Thelejane. I am a daughter of Mrs Jane and Mr Julius Xokwe, from the
same Pabalong village in Matatiela of my husband, Mr Thabiso Johannes
Thelejane, who was killed by police in the Marikana Massacre on the 16th of
August 2012, in the killings that are known throughout the whole world.

police. As I draw them here, as many as they were, as many bodies as they
were, with the blood shed that they shed around them. I ask the question:
why did they do this to our loved ones?
until Standard 6. But my parents could not afford to pay for my education
after that.

When I got the news of my husband is dead, I put my hands above my head,
as you see me in this picture. I could not bear the ache in my heart.

I grew up in the same village as my husband. I know his work history: He
started as a mineworker while he was young, before even he went to
initiation (circumcision) school. He worked for different mine companies,
starting with Stilfontein Mine in Klerksdorp -- he was working there when I
married him. This mine industry had drained his energy and his blood.

shocked, amazed, unable to believe that; with a stabbing pain in my heart
that nearly took my life. I kept thinking about my children who are still
young. My son and daughter, and my grandson, what would happen to them
when they received this terrible news?

I used to visit him at Stilfontein. When I went there, I was not allowed to
stay with him in the mine hostel, as only men were supposed to stay there.
He used to rent a place at Khuma location so we could be together. But we
were also not allowed to stay there either, because of apartheid laws. I was
beaten and arrested by police on several occasions when I was visiting him,
police stamped my pass with seven days notice, to go back to Matatiela.
My husband got work at the mines through TEBA (the mine employment
agency), who would send him to work at different mines. He could not get

When my
husband was
going to work,
leaving me, he
told me that they
are going to a
meeting, where
they are going to
be addressed by
the union. He
hoped to hear
from the union
whether they
had managed
to come to an
agreement with
Lonmin, whether
they were going
back to work
tomorrow, and
how much they
would get paid.

help; he was promised help, but it had not happened.

I am left with the burden of raising my children, and of doing whatever
was going to be done by my husband. Even now, as we sit here listening to
this commision, we are in a state of poverty, we are hungry, we don’t have
anything to give to our children. I am still saying I don’t know who is going
to take this burden which I have.
Here I feel I should say, Oh God, you are the one who knows me, who will
help me to survive, and take me through this journey. As I show you in my
picture, there is the house which we had already started, and a fence and a
tank of water; these are the things my husband had mentioned that he was
going to do for us. He counted these things as if he knew he was going to
die.

I was in Rustenburg with my husband Thabiso Johannes Thelejane when
they went on strike for better wages, asking to be paid R12,500 per month.

promised, mentioned and dreamed to build together with us.

would be able to afford our basic needs as a family.

promises and the dreams. The new life which I want to see my
family having is that one which I showed you, in that picture; I
put some houses on top, the type of house I would like to see,
the type of life I would like to live. I’m also thinking about doing
a project, because without some kind of sustainable work to do,
without an income, I won’t survive.

Then the pain of the date the 16th August 2012: I won’t forget the day, the
pain is hard, sharp, it is not healed. I have a memory of my husband when
early in the morning he left me on that day. When my husband was going
to work, leaving me, he told me that they are going to a meeting, where
they are going to be addressed by the union. He hoped to hear from the
whether they were going back to work tomorrow, and how much they would
get paid.
When they went there on the mountain: in my mind I think it was done
purposefully, to put them together in one place, in order that they can be
killed. To me, when I look at the way they were killed, I am asking why
they were never taken and put in a combi or bus and sent back to the
Eastern Cape, instead of being killed.
So in my drawing I have drawn these police on my side, who killed my
husband. He was lying amongst those people who were shot by these

We have a grandchild whom my husband was helping with
education. I tried to draw the school which is nearby us there,
although I am not a good artist I was bringing that school into
my picture. I kinow that the grandchild will come and tell me
all what is needed to go to that school, the pants he needs.
He will ask me to help with that, and he will ask where is the
grandfather, because his grandfather was going to come home
to give him some pants. Before I can answer, I will look above,
hold in my tears, and I will answer him. I will say, you know the police,
and he will say, yes. And I will say, the police are the ones who killed your
grandfather.

I know that the
grandchild will
come and ask
where is the
grandfather.
Before I can
answer, I will look
above, hold in my
tears, and I will
answer him. I will
say, you know the
police, and he will
say, yes. And I will
say, the police
are the ones
who killed your
grandfather.

The company
claims that my
husband was not
a permanent
employee, as he
started work with
Lonmin in 2011.
Lonmin denies that
he was working for
Lonmin; they are
forcing me to go to
a contractor whom
they claimed was
his employer for all
those years.

Nkoyeni Songtress Notukile

The Lonmin
Company have
refused to pay
out my husband’s
employment

Now I am here in Marikana attending this commission with the other
families of 34 victims of the Marikana Massacre. I am standing here not
knowing what to say as I am moving in and out of this commission. I don’t
know what I am going to combine to make life – I don’t know, these police,
what can I say?
I don’t stop thinking about the incident. It was worse, when I saw the video
on Friday the 17th May, which answered our questions: who did this and
why? How did it happen?
Sometimes I feel I’m stopping there, I don’t have the power to continue.

other family members of deceased miners. The company claims that my
are forcing me to go to a contractor about whom I do not know anything,
who they claimed was his employer for all those years.
Other families here have been paid out according to the years of
government refuse to admit that the mine companies are under one boss,
and blood to the mines. They fail to exercise fairness, ubuntu and justice.
They refuse even to check my husband’s work records in the mining sector.

Anyway I won’t
give up. I will ask
Khulumani and my
lawyers to help me
and raise this issue
with Lonmin, government, and anybody else who can
help me. I will put
on my husband’s
my human rights.

and the mine industry as a whole, would be very happy to see workers
working hard for no income, nothing, as long as they themselves become
richer, while workers become poor and poorer, and die with poverty as their
reward.
Indeed, my children and I are excluded from the package of promises made
to the families of those killed in the massacre, that the government and
making the promises, there were no conditions that separated us out; it was
said all families are going to be helped.

Anyway I won’t give up. I will ask Khulumani and my lawyers to help me

I am an adult lady, called Songtress Nkoyeni, a child of Emdumazul location,
in Ngqeleni in the Eastern Cape.
I never went to school, as my family were in poverty. We were raised by my
mother, while my father went to work at the mine mine in Namaqualand.

The name of my father was Mlala Mthinjwa; we did not know why he did not
come back to us. We heard that he went to work at Greenacre construction
in Gauteng.
Phumzile Sokhanyile was the third child in our family. He was born in 1964,

Phumzile and his mother were buried both on the same day.
were going to lead us out of poverty by working in that mine industry, they
were going to eradicate our suffering. I did not know it would be this way,
when the sun set during the day, and our lives became dark.

Phumzile was a child who was very humble, a helper. He was forced to leave
school and go to work when he was still young. He started work in Natal on
the sugar cane farms; from there he went to Boksburg, to the mines. For
many years, we depended upon him. as the only one who was working.
We’ve got these questions. This incident occurred in August, 2012. We
My brother Phumzile found our father in Gauteng. My father was ill, and no
longer able to work. We did not know what happened, what was the story,
what made him ill. He told us that he lost his health in the long years that
he worked in the copper mine. My father died after that long illness.
And so we were left with only my mother, where we had to sit down and
make plans to build the home, to raise the other children. I went on with
Phumzile, helping each other, trying to support our family. Our mother was
also helping us with pension money.
In 2007 I worked hard and found a place to start my business, manufacturing
the red bricks which are called ‘mampara bricks’. I sell these bricks to get
money to put food on the table.

Phumzile
Sokhanyile met
his death in the
tragic events
at Marikana on
the 16th August
2012. With
other workers,
he was shot
dead by the
police, while
they were
demanding their
human rights, to
earn R12400 a
month to make
our lives better.

Phumzile was working in the mines. He used to help us, sending us money
when my mother’s pension had not yet arrived. It was not easy at that time
for him, because he also carried the burden of his own family, to support his
my business. I could not earn enough to put money into my bank account,
although I did open an account for the business.

government and all who are here at this commission, what are our children
eating today? Nothing has been given to them, to these families who
depended on the men who died, men who sent back money each and
every month, as they knew their families had to eat. The commission and
the government only knows that we who we are here at the commission
are eating --yes we can see here we are treated in a good and respected
manner, we are sleeping in a hotel, and eating. But our concern is our
children at home. You do not care for our family at home.
I’ve got a grandchild of my mother whose name is Songeso. The Sokhanyile
family last received a food parcel from Sassa (pension payout social
development) on the 18th August 2012. From that time, after that month
until today, when I ask what they have to eat, they tell me they are still
eating from that food parcel.
We were promised as the Sokhanyile family that our mother was going to be
buried together with Phumzile, and that those costs would be covered. But
we as a family have had to pay the Gwelisa Parlour’s costs for my mother’s
burial.

On the 13th august Phumzile told me that he was going to boost my business
bricks. He could see that if I could continue with this business, it would
proud to see our business growing in his home.

government for all the families of those who
were affected by the tragedy of that Marikana
that the families can put something on the
table, while this case is going on, when we

But Phumzile Sokhanyile met his death in the tragic events at Marikana on
the 16th August 2012. With other workers, he was shot dead by the police,
while they were demanding their human rights, to earn R12400 a month to
make our lives better.
On the 17th Aug 2012 we received this incredible news of his sudden death,
killed by the SA Police. The whole in the family felt hammered by the
shock, we could not believe what we heard.
Phumzile’s mother – my mother-- passed away when she received the news
that her son had been killed. The old lady could not survive that pain.

And to the commission, I am saying: we are
sitting here, as the truth is going in and out...
we need help, we need justice, we need the
truth, because we want to know. Although we
know on our side that the police have done
this.

We ask you this:
Lonmin, the
government and
all who are here at
this commission,
what are our
children eating
today? Nothing
has been given to
them,our concern
is our children at
home.

I say to Lonmin: To
us, especially to
me, these events
look like you been
planning for a long
time to destroy our
family, to keep us
down in this hell of
poverty.

planning for a long time to destroy our family, to keep us down in this hell of
poverty.

in Rustenburg at the time of the massacre, still asking to be reinstated at

dying in this desert. Why did god take us from where we were, and put
us in this world where our children and our husbands became targets of
swords? Our children, our wives and husbands... It is better now that we
can go back to Egypt.” Then Moses and Aaron bowed down in front of all
the congregation. They asked Yeshewa, the son of Nun, and Caleb, the son
of Efuna, to go and see what lay before then in Canaan. When they came
back, they said Canaan was a good, rich country; they said that God would
help us if we believe in him, he will take us through to that world, where
God, don’t be afraid to go forward; for God will help you.

that you intended to destroy the whole family.
When you dismissed our younger brother, we could not imagine that you still
intended to kill Phumzile. Maybe also the young brother was supposed to be
killed, maybe the ancestors and God helped us with that situation, because
take my younger brother’s income away, you managed to kill Phumzile, you
managed to take my mother, you managed to destroy my business.

So we will go forward on this journey, to put up our voices to be heard,
to work with Khulumani, to work with our lawyers so that they can put
to whomever is going to listen and give us help in this situation which we
are facing now, which has made us helpless, powerless. We will speak out
-- even if it means to speak to the whole mining industry, whether it is
the Chamber of Mines (and I do not know this Chamber of Mines), to the
government, to the country.

overwhelming damage to my family:
We thank you who listen to us, who help us on this journey.
May 2011;
Thank you from Nkoyeni Songtress Notukile.
Massacre;
death, and the loss of her pension grant;
I am attending this commission, and because I do not have the support of
my brother and family.
So our sunshine has turned to darkness, as we could not have any income
to put food on the table. We hear you tell us, “Marikana Massacre -- oh, I
industry, who brought us into this poverty, who intentionally took our loved
ones from us.
In my picture of the body map, I drew myself with raised-up hands, to ask
God, the ancestors and any person who feels pain for help, to walk with me

This was added by Phumzile’s wife, Philiswa Sokhanyile, in a
telephone call with Songstress on 19 May, 2013)
I am Philiswa Sokhanyile, the wife of Phumzile Sokhanyile. My
young. They are still looking forward to be educated; to put

together with her in this business of brickmaking, which we wish
to do in our rural area. I see it as that it is within reach for us to

horror that is called the Marikana Massacre.
In the Bible (RI14) it tells us: All the congregation raised their voices
and then people cried on that night. All the people from Israel were
remembering the people who died for us in Egypt, when they were walking
with Moses and Aaron. They started to doubt Moses’s leadership and his
ways; they started to cry, “it was better if we died in Egypt instead of

children; we were starting to build our own home. Now here it
ends.

So we will go
forward on this
journey, to put
up our voices
to be heard,
to work with
Khulumani, to
work with our
lawyers so that
they can put
forward our
needs. We will
go to Lonmin to
tell the pain.
We will speak to
whoever is going
to listen and give
us help in this
situation which
we are facing
now, which has
made us helpless,
powerless. We
will speak out.

Nokuthula Evelyn Zibambela

That red colour there shows what happened to her husband. I still see in my
mind that video of the police dragging and pulling his body, separating him
from others, making sure that they had killed him. Red blood was shed.
In my picture I am trying to turn my head towards my children, trying to
wake up after I spent days lying like that, unable to move. I have drawn
how I managed to wake up, to look at my children standing in front of me
putting food on the table, as they are left by their father. Above them in
my drawing I put a garden where I will plant vegetables. The vegetables
will give us something to eat with the mealie meal that I will buy with the
children’s grant. My vegetables are fresh from the garden.
So here I am, this mother who has been left by the husband in that tragedy
which is called the Marikana Massacre. When I got married to my husband,
we already had two children at home; they were both girls. I also found
him with four children, two girls and two boys. In our time of marriage we
had four more children, also two boys and two girls. And we took care of
another child who was a child of my sister in law, who died when her child
mortuary. She died and was buried in a traditional way, as they could not
afford to pay for the funeral
My husband was raising those 11 children. Today, I live with six in the
house - I don’t know even as I am talking now what they are going to eat
today. Even those who are coming from the other woman, they still depend
everything they need. They used to ask me to plead with their father to
give them what they want, so they could go back home happily. They know
that I am their mother, they still come to me.
My husband has left me with these children, together with his two sisters,
who are also married.
He died while he was going to take his boys to initiation school.

I am Mrs Zibambela. This is my picture, which resembles me: a woman and
a mother whose husband was killed in that Marikana Massacre.

Shortly before my husband died, his mother returned home after she had
been missing for a long time. Even me, I did not know about her. He was
very happy, having high hopes, feeling close to his mother. He promised to
build his mother a house. But he was killed shortly after she had arrived. I
have tried to build that house which he was going to build for his mother.

As you see in this picture, this woman is lying there, so many days after her
she recieved the news that her husband was among those people that were
killed in the massacre.

That money helped me to do some of the things that needed to be done.

My husband was
raising those 11
children. Today,
I live with six in
the house - I don’t
know even as I am
talking now what
they are going to
eat today.

Xolelwa Mpumza

I’ve got that
memory that
cannot go out of
my mind... To
kill him like that,
just for pleading
for an increment
for their wages;
not knowing that
he was asking for
death.

But now I am left with nothing but the grant for the children. I am not able
to help my children with what they are supposed to get. I am unable to
take my children to proper doctors when they are sick.
I would like to see my dreams come through, to have a good, indeed a
better home for my children; with the best education. I also need training
and skills for myself to be able to do agriculture. I need seed, machines,
fertilizers. I would like to learn to sew and knit mats, table cloths, hats and
shoes-- everything that will help to raise my children.
only sent him back home, if they had not sent police to kill him, I was going
to suffer with him – that would have been better than this suffering I face
now, alone. We were going to work and plan together. Now I am powerless.
I’ve got that memory that cannot go out of my mind,
seeing him being dragged down like a dog which is
already dead, taken to be thrown out in a far-away
place, in a dust-bin, making them sure that they have
killed him. To make sure that he would leave all those
eleven children as orphans. To kill him like that, just
for pleading for an increment for their wages; not
knowing that he was asking for death.
Today I am left alone, without a helper, and my
dreams now are dark, black. My heart weeps with
blood. I stay with heart pains day and night because
of people who have no ubuntu. It becomes so hard
when the month ends, when we used to get money;
we do not have anything to put on the table now.
That pain is worse to know that when the month ends,
the police get their pay.
He left a dark cloud over my family. The little ones
are asking me every day when is their father going to
come back. It’s hard to me.
This is how my pain is. I plead to all of you to make
the means and the ways to help me, so that I can raise
my children. As I am this woman, I ask you to help me
in the work that I am trying to do; to see my dreams
come through, and take it from there.
Thank you.

after they had killed her husband (in green shirt);
below: detail of drawing in bodymap

My name is Xolelwa Mpumza. I lost my parents in 2007 and 2008. We were
children then, we now have our own children who also depend on us. We
love each other, we also love our children. We don’t discriminate against
each other. If a person does something good for one of these children we
give them all similar love, we buy something for them all. This has hap-

Emvalweni village,
Mount Ayliff, Ku
Nyantungo

pened since we were left by our parents. We hold each other, we help each

education when my parents left us. They did not leave us
any money. But I did not just sit down, because it was my

found their own routes.

But while I was still starting my new career there comes
this bad news, this tragedy, of the death of my brother. It
breaks my dreams that I cannot continue with my education.

Thobile Mpumza, who was killed last year in 2012, August 16. That news
that one of us had been killed by the police at Marikana brought us darkness.

He had stayed there in Rustenburg, working as a mechanic when he could.
with other workers on that day of 16 August, he met his death, still holding
those hopes that he would go back to work.
The worst pain is that he was the breadwinner at home, who used to help
us, who used to know our needs. It became clear to us that now we are
going to sleep without food.
My drawing shows exactly how I reacted. Here I am running away at the
back of the houses near my home when the news of my brother’s death
was broken to us. I could not hold myself, I just ran into the veld. People
chased me until they found me there and drew me back.

I am pleading now
to the people
responsible for
the killing of our
brother: to give
our children an
education; to help
us to get our home
in order we can live
peacefully with our
children; to help
us build a home;
to get a monthly
income in order
to buy food, some
clothes for us and
our children.

I am his sister, who is the eldest one at home. I was also depending upon
him. We had put plans in place for the things which we were going to do
together. Starting with our children, helping them with education, building
our home. When he died those plans crashed. I lost a lot when we lost my
brother. We cannot be able to reach our plans, as I am alone with the other
children who are helpless like me.

What I would like to see is all our children being educated,
ised. They promised us in writing that they would give all
of our children a good education; but they have never started doing that, even now, not yet.
And my pain now: I don’t have money to buy what we
need. I don’t have the money to start the project of my
dreams. I would love to see all that I am asking for happening.
But as I am attending this commission I left those other
children alone, hungry. I had have to do that, since I need
to be here in this commission to hear the truth, to see justice, and to make sure that compensation is done.
In my picture, I am pointing to the policemen who killed my
brother – this is what I have drawn here, the incident where
my brother was killed. It is worse when I mention the policeman of the name of N------*, who is the one who killed
him. I saw him in the video, I still wonder what it was he
had done to them, that he deserved to be killed like that.
The red colour in front of me here resembles the blood
shed from my brother’s body. The person who is responsible is N-------. To me, my situation, how I am and how

You can see in my picture there is a big space, down and up there, it’s very
big. In that space my brother and I were planning to build a house, a big
house. That house would be for us all, for our nephews and neices and my
children, so that we can have a house to stay together.

we live with now, is because of N-----. I repeat, N------ did
harm to us.

Today we are depending upon government to give children’s grants. But the
children’s grant is too little, the one that we depend on. I am pleading now
to the people responsible for the killing of our brother: to give our children
an education; to help us to get our home in order we can live peacefully
with our children; to help us build a home; to get a monthly income in order
to buy food, some clothes for us and our children. I need this to happen,
please.

____________________

And for me, as Xolelwa, my life is like this: I lost my chance of having an

I have no further to say. Thank you.

* Despite video evidence submitted at the Farnlam Commission that
shows police shooting strikers at Marikana, no policemen have been
charged with killing miners during the massacre. We therefore do not
publish the name of the policeman given in this statement, although he
ed.

Ntombizokile Mosebetsane

father?” I don’t have any answer to that question. All in all I can’t express
myself ; I can’t forget and forgive what happened, because I ask myself:
“how am I going to raise this child and who is going to be a breadwinner
now as I am unemployed?”
This is my picture as you see me, putting my hands strait on my heart.
I press the pain into my heart with my hands. I try to comfort myself,
because of the tradgedy, where I saw my husband and other workers being
killed in that Marikana Massacre. These are the police, you see them with
guns shooting people. These are the people lying down, swimming in the
blood which came out of the brutal killing done by the police.
My husband is also amongst those people whose blood was shed there by the
police, who died in that incident, leaving me at home in this mud house:
this picture shows exactly where I am staying.
I married a man in the district called Mount Fletcher in the Eastern Cape.
On the 16th of August 2012, I lost my husband whose name is Thabiso
Mosebetsane. He was brutally killed by the police, amongst those others
shot on the koppie in the Marikana Massacre. At the time he was killed, he
traumatic state, which I still cannot believe. I do not know what will heal
this wound.
In my marriage I am the third wife. I followed the other two wives, who
have passed away. After my husband’s death I went back home to where I
was born, together with my child named Chantelle, who is three years old.
So now I am left with no home, no house, even my child does not have a
home. I do not know how I am going to raise her. I am a parent alone, who
is not working, who does not have any way to put bread on the table.
The pain which I have won’t vanish. I feel hurt to my heart and in my spirit;
I won’t forget and I won’t forgive. It is hard to do those things.

I’m Mrs Mosebetsane. I am Ntombizolile Mosebetsane from the Eastern
because of my husband who passed away during the Marikana Massacre.
As of now I do not feel well because he was the breadwinner, and he left
me with a small child. The child asks me every day “mom, where is my

Make the ears
of Lonmin and
government to
hear our cry and
our sorrow.

What I want now is that the government must pay for the blood of my

Ntonga Nombulelo

My hope is to have
a proper house; to
move out of this
mud hut which can
be washed away by
wind or rain, any
time.

and a proper home, a warm home, not a cold one. My hope is to have a
house, a proper house; to move out of this mud hut which can be washed
away by wind or rain, any time.
I need better education, a better life income, proper medication, and a
proper health service, as well as a proper house. I need support and help
for a project that I wanted to do, the project of sewing, or the one which
I have an idea to raise chickens and sell them. It would be better for
me, I can start a new life. I will stay in my house and be able to raise my
children, the three of them who depend upon me for everything, starting
with food, clothing, blankets, education, and health. But I don’t have the
means to start it, I don’t have the financial means to do this project.

Thank you.

born. That is where I am living now with my children. My husband’s area is
at Elliotdale and Mohele village, in Xohora.
From my childhood, I went to school until Standard 9. My parents could
not afford to take my education further, as we depended upon my parent’s
pension grant. It was only my father’s pension grant.

I lost my husband
in that Marikana
Massacre. This
left me suffering,
struggling, with
a big hole in my
life and a pain in
my heart. He was
the only one who
was helping us
to survive. We
depended upon
him. I don’t
have anyone now
to look at, to
put my shoulder
to cry on. I am
bleeding in my
heart.

Thembani Mthinti

I got married in 2008 and had a child in 2011, in August.
I lost my husband in that Marikana Massacre. This left me suffering,
struggling, with a big hole in my life and a pain in my heart. He was the
only one who was helping us to survive. We depended upon him. I don’t
have anyone now to look at, to have a shoulder to cry on. I am bleeding in
my heart. I won’t forgive and forget. I don’t even have words to explain
how I feel.

But also, I’ve got this child, of 2008, who is not well. He’s got epilepsy; he
needs proper medication and proper doctors. I don’t have medical aid. I
don’t have the means to provide him with medication, as I’m not working
And I have my own needs: I know sewing, this is the only thing that I know.
But I need to learn how to design, to made patterns. I need a sewing
machine. Because: if I can get the skills I can start my own project, I can
have my business which will help me to go forward.
In my picture I am sitting with my hands together praying to God, God, for
my husband was killed by police in the Marikana Massacre. Even when they
were pleading for their lives the police savagely killed and dragged their
bodies, as if they have done a crime. Although they had only been asking
for human rights, for workers’ rights, for pay of 12,500 rands to make our
life better.
I nearly lost my life when the news of my husband’s death was told to us, as
I drank poison (the chemical used to dip cows). I was helped by doctors and
I am still undergoing treatment.
After my husband died, I and my children left his family’s place, and went
back to my home. I still believe that if my husband was not killed by the
his presence there was no indication that I would be going back home with
my children.
I am staying now at my parent’s home, and I attend the commission from
God is the only one who knows the deep pain which is in my heart.

In my picture I am lying down as I was lying down like that, holding my
hands up, when I learned of my husband’s death. I was thinking, praying,
as I lost my husband, what would happen to those children – who is going
to raise them? As many as they are, and as little as they are. That Marikana
massacre left me without having a home for my children. I am still

Betty Gadlela

thinking; I cannot stop thinking. I start to think about beginning a project
to farm chickens to help my children to have something to eat, to be able
to bring them up while they are attending school.
parents were Mr Jackson and Mrs Ugratta Ntakana, who have both passed
away. It was nice to stay with them, when we were children. At home, my
parents gave me good care, they sent me to school until I managed to do
grade 11. Then I went to marry Mr Mthini, the son of the Mthini family.

On my side, I
also need help to
develop a project.
I’ve got an idea
and a commitment,
I love to do this
work, to help to
meet the needs
of these children,
my children. I
could develop a
project of raising
some chickens; or
to make and sell
dishes; I also want
to plow and plant
and sell what I
can grow. I want
to stay having
something to do,
that can become
a sustainable
business. I plead
to Lonmin and the
government, as
it is part of this
tragedy, to give us
compensation – a
proper one. To put
us in employment.

husband, my sister in law, and with my auntie’s four children who lost their
parents while they were still young. My husband was a loving husband
who cared so much about me. He was a humble, calm person, who loved
everybody, especially his family, and the children.
Then this dark time came, a dark cloud over me. It made me to have an
aching heart, which took me to hospital, from losing my loved one, my
husband, in such a terrible manner. My husband loved me. Now I am left
outside.
Since the day of my husband’s death, I have never again felt like the human
being that I was before. My worry, my problem, is that my husband did
support these many children, the orphaned ones, to whom he used to give
education, food, clothing, and everything. Now I don’t know what it is that
I can take, what I can do, and mix it with what, to help those children. If
these children of his heart can pass grade 12, I will not have the means to
take them through to the next level. My own heart is broken.
I was a person who used to plant potatoes, and sell them; but now I do not
have energy. At the moment, I do not even have the power to stand up.
I’ve got an idea and a commitment, I love to do this work, to help to meet
the needs of these children, my children. I could develop a project of
raising some chickens; or to make and sell dishes; I also want to plow and
plant and sell what I can grow. I want to stay having something to do, that
as it is part of this tragedy, to give us compensation – a proper one. To put
us in employment. To help those children with further education. And to
help us with these projects which we dream about.
Our hearts can at least heal better when there is a bandage to heal us as a
family, to support our children who are still young, who have a long way to
go.
My culture: I am a Swati lady, coming from Swaziland, in the Manzini
district.
I hoped to have a proper education, but unfortunately I could not because

of that poverty, as my father was not working. I had to leave
school at an early age, at Standard 3. When I grew up, with
the help of God I found a husband whose name was Sitelega
Merrick Gadlela. He married me in the traditional Swazi

had been helping them, raising the children when their fathers could not
get work.

the second, Sindiso, born 1999; the third, Simiselo, in 2001;
another Seluliwe, in 2004; and Sihlelelo, our last child, was
born in 2008.

death.

I cannot know how long my husband was going to live, and what good things
he would have done for the family. I’m still insisting government must

and care for the family that my husband has left.
at Marikana. He was working there in South Africa in order
to provide for his home, for his own family, and for all of the
relatives. Gadlela was working so that his children would be
educated; that they would get food, be properly dressed, and
have a home. This was not easy for him, working alone in
South Africa.
On the sixteenth August, 2012, which was a Thursday, he was
killed by the police there in Marikana.
In my drawing I have shown the workers going and coming
from their work at the mine. Then I drew the police who
slaughtered him, hitting him with several bullets, then they
were dragging my husband, while other workers were running,
hiding for their safety, being chased and hunted like animals by
the police, to make sure they were all killed . The police were
acting under orders, “don’t leave them alive.”
His death in that inhuman way left me shattered. Even today
I don’t know who can take this weight off from my shoulders,
my head, my heart. The brutal way in which my husband was
killed has opened a wide hole in my heart. I don’t think that
wound can be closed; I don’t see that anyone will be able to do
that.
I insist that government must close this gap, must heal this wound, as my
husband has been killed by their police.
Me as a wife, I am not working. I have been thinking about starting a
business, a project that has long been in my mind. I want to raise chickens
to sell them to get something to put food on the table. But it is hard, I
don’t know how, and I have nothing to start with. It was my dream that my
husband would be able to support me in this, even while he was working in
Many people depended upon my husband. Even his mother, she is also old.
It’s hard for me to talk to her about healing, because the heart has been
broken. Even the sisters, and some of the brothers and their children, he

Before this, we
always knew that
at each and every
month end their
father would come
home, bringing food
and bringing money.
Now it is winter, we
are facing the cold,
my children and I
do not have warm
blankets.

What happened to me and to my life, I won’t forget it. My children are
confused, they want to know how their father died, why was he killed like
that? I have a little child at home who always asks me about his father.
Those questions are killing me, are breaking my heart.
always thinking about this incident, about how I’m going to keep walking
through this journey of life. Thinking about these children, my children
who must grow up without knowing their father. Before this, we always
knew that at each and every month end their father would come home,
bringing food and bringing money. Now it is winter, we are facing the cold,
my children and I do not have warm blankets.

I’m here at the Marikana Commission for the incident that happened to my
husband, where he was killed by the police.
I am afraid of the police, especially those who did this to my husband. I am
afraid of those who are always coming to this commission. I cannot bear
looking at the pictures, at the videos about the terrible situation, the way
they killed our husbands, shooting them even after they are already dead.
I would like to see what comes out of this commission. But I do not want
any more of those things that I hear, that I see happening, when the police
are defending themselves here. They keep talking about police who were
killed, but I don’t care even how many police were killed. What I know: On
that day, on the sixteenth, our husbands were running away, and the police
came after them. They never went to attack the police.
The recent picture we saw on Friday 17th May, at the commission, made it
clear that the police have killed our husbands.
Government must pay for the death of my husband, because he was killed
purposefully, with evil intent.

I am afraid of the
police, especially
those who did this
to my husband. I
am afraid of those
who are coming to
this commission. I
cannot bear looking
at the pictures, at
the videos ... the
way they killed our
husbands.
I would like to see
what comes out of
this commission.
But I do not
want any more
of those things
that I hear, that
I see happening,
when the police
are defending
themselves here.

Way Forward
As a critical part of the art and narrative process, participants look at
the question: where do we go from here?
In the Marikana workshop participants looked at several ways to take
pay them for the job they did. If he was not killed, he was supposed to be
working, getting payment. We would not be where we are now, with no
income, with nothing.

If Lonmin did hate
my husband in that
way, why did they
not take him and
his belongings, and
throw him outside
the borders of
South Africa. If he
did terrible things
or criminal things
to them, why did
they not arrest
him or send him
back to Swaziland?
Not to kill him.

his belongings, and throw him outside the borders of South Africa. If he did
terrible things or criminal things to them, why did they not arrest him or
send him back to Swaziland? Not to kill him.
from Grade R until college and university. I want to see that promise kept
and done: I don’t have anything to help with my children’s education.
But even if they help with education: What about food? What about health

For justice, resolution and closure – seeing the Commission of Inquiry
through, hearing the truth of who killed their loved ones. Most
forget” – this would not bring resolution to their pain.
given the men killed were the main breadwinners. They looked for
the mining industry as a whole.
business which would make a sustainable livelihood, without relying upon
the now deceased breadwinner, or grants or compensation.

and my children’s lives and health, in good condition. They must make sure
they protect me and my children, that we are not also left to die, killed as
our husbands were killed.

The group spoke positively about working with Khulumani Support Group, as

The house Gadlela was going to build and the things which my husband was

these goals.

government must do that.
The pain which we feel is not a small thing, that we can just forgive or
forget.
My picture is black, it resembles my mourning state. I am still wearing that
black mourning dress for my husband who was brutally killed by the South
16th August 2012, where the world became shaking and shocked by terrible
incident which was called Marikana Massiker, during this President Zuma’s
time of ruling.
responsible for this brutal action. I am still pleading that they should
not have killed my husband. We needed him at home, even if he did not
have anything, as we loved him as a family. I did love my husband, as I
love him even now when you have already killed him. We were going to
plan and come up with ways that we could live together, even if we are in
government I need redress, I need to be paid, I need to be compensated for
all that they have done.

“Anyway I won’t give up. I will ask Khulumani and my lawyers
to help me and raise this issue with Lonmin, government, and
anybody else who can help me. I will put on my husband’s

Afterword:
Notes on the role of Khulumani Support Group and
the art-making workshop process

and silenced. The workshop should never
pre-empt other people’s voices, which had not
been heard.

What is Khulumani Support Group?

On seeing the outcomes of the workshop,
several of those who had earlier decided
not to participate asked Khulumani to hold
a second workshop for people who did not

Khulumani Support Group was established in 1995 by women who were
victims and survivors of apartheid-era violations of human rights. Its initial
role was to to act as a support group for people seeking redress and truth
about apartheid violations, especially amongst those testifying before
South Africa’s Truth and Reconciliation Commission. As the TRC process
continued and concluded, Khulumani recognised the need for a mass-based,
participant-based organization of victims and survivors, to continue to raise
issues around truth, justice, redress and restitution. Khulumani, which
means “speak out!” in Zulu, now (in 2013) represents over 85 thousand
members across South Africa. We continue to seek truth, justice and
restitution for those whose human rights have been violated by apartheid;
this has extended to seeking social justice for individuals and communities
who still live with inherited inequalities and injustices.

Khulumani’s engagement with Marikana

workshop. At the time of writing, this is still in the planning stage.
At the same time, the insights and demands that came out of this workshop
must be put into the public domain: the issues are urgent and present.

The Marikana art, healing and heritage workshop
The visual art output of the two day workshop consisted of 9 hands drawings
and 8 “bodymap” drawings. The participants then talked about their
drawings, leading to the narratives recorded here.

Marikana in Marikana shortly after the massacre; later Khulumani also
came into contact with family members in the Eastern Cape. Several
family members of strikers had previously worked with Khulumani around
apartheid violations and the TRC. These people requested that Khulumani
engage with them in the problems they confront following the Marikana
massacre. From Khulumani’s perspective, family members, victims and
survivors of the Marikana massacre fall within Khulumani’s constituency
and membership-base, of victims and survivors of human rights violations.
Khulumani should work with these people, to make space and build
collective support around their experiences and demands.

Khulumani has undertaken to put these testimonies into posters and
publications, to give voice and agency to families whose loved ones were
killed in the strike.*

Khulumani then held several preliminary meetings with the family members
in Rustenburg attending the Marikana Commission of Inquiry, organised with

A number of issues were highlighted in the discussion. These included:

Khulumani held a two day “art, healing and heritage workshop” on 18-19
May 2013 with eight women who were in Rustenburg for Commission.
The participants and facilitators agreed that the workshop outcomes must
be seen as representing the eight participents, who spoke for themselves,
from their own experiences and understanding. In no way would the
output of the workshop pre-empt the other family members, survivors and
victims who were not present at this particular workshop. Rather, everyone
engaged in the workshop, facilitators and participants alike, agreed that
process that should engage with, and respond to, all of those who are family
members, survivors and victims of the events at Marikana. The strength of
the workshop is that it creates a platform for those who have been silent,

whether there will be redress and restitution from those responsible,
livelihoods and family support following loss of breadwinners; around justice
and human rights.

At this point the only
compensation families of those killed have received are standard
workers, not “compensation” for the company’s role in the killings.
migrant labour, the contract system, and the strike action:

that ultimate control and outcome of artwork and narratives belongs to
the originators (the workshop participants). Khulumani can use creative
output in taking forward demands stated by the group; and such work is
heritage and educational purposes, with acknowledgement of creator).
Any use of the work by any persons not covered by that principle must be
refered back to the originator for approval.

“Thank you for
this process
of healing. I
thought I did not
know how to
draw but today
I learned something; I am proud
and feel strong.”
- participant, May
2013 workshop

i)

ii)

after that month until today, when I ask what they have to eat, they
tell me they are still eating from that food parcel.”
families of miners killed have received minimal amounts because
of this.
cases out of date, incomplete, and inaccurate. At times the
based on inaccurate records, which appears arbitrary and painful
one case, a worker who was killed in the massacre had been
he had remained in Marikana, demanding re-employment as
employee at the time of the massacre, and therefore has not paid

iii)
standing issues that have recurred over decades. Many people
have pointed out that in past years, the company (and other
mine companies) have had an arrangement that the union would
contact and follow up to ensure payment of pensions, disability
not happen; it is unclear whether this was a fault of the company
or the union. The result was that those who were supposed to
have no effective way to follow up on this. This remains a huge
concern for families of miners.
while family representatives at the Commission are well cared for, no
provision has been given for those at home, including children and other
dependents.
“We’ve got these questions. This incident occurred in August, 2012.
the government and all who are here at this commission, what are
our children eating today? Nothing has been given to them, to these
families who depended on the men who died, men who sent back
money each and every month, as they knew their families had to eat.
The commission and the government only knows that we who are here
at the commission are eating --yes we can see here we are treated in
a good and respected manner, we are sleeping in a hotel, and eating.
But our concern is our children at home. You do not care for our
family at home.”
“I’ve got a grandchild of my mother whose name is Songeso. The
Sokhanyile family last received a food parcel from Sassa (pension
payout social development) on the 18th August 2012. From that time,

offensive that those they see (often in video) as perpetrators can
publically denounce the strikers as violent, savage, and dangerous, which
“I am afraid of the police, especially those who did this to my
husband. I am afraid of those who are always coming to this
commission. I cannot bear looking at the pictures, at the videos about
the terrible situation, the way they killed our husbands, shooting them
even after they are already dead. I would like to see what comes out
of this commission. But I do not want any more of those things that I
hear, that I see happening, when the police are defending themselves
here. They keep talking about police who were killed, but I don’t care
even how many police were killed. What I know: On that day, on the
sixteenth, our husbands were running away, and the police came after
them. They never went to attack the police.”
the strike, has never been presented formally within the commission.
This unheard testimony includes what could be seen as direct evidence,
for instance, where a widow recalls her husband’s joining the meeting
that was attacked:
“I have a memory of my husband when early in the morning he left
me on that day. When my husband was going to work, leaving me,
he told me that they are going to a meeting, where they are going to
be addressed by the union. He hoped to hear from the union whether
they were going back to work tomorrow, and how much they would
get paid.”
“When they went there on the mountain: in my mind I think it was
done purposefully, to put them together in one place, in order that
they can be killed. To me, when I look at the way they were killed, I
am asking why they were never taken and put in a combi or bus and
sent back to the Eastern Cape, instead of being killed.”
about what has been lost for their families by the killings, and
perceptions of who is responsible.
done overwhelming damage to my family... our sunshine has turned
to darkness, as we could not have any income to put food on the
table. We hear you tell us, “Marikana Massacre oh, I regret!.” I

“To Khulumani:
We will like you
to walk with us
on this road.
So we will go
forward on this
journey, to put
up our voices to
be heard, to work
with our lawyers
so that they can
put forward our
needs. We will
go to Lonmin to
tell the pain.
We will speak to
whoever is going
to listen and give
us help in this
situation which
we are facing
now, which has
made us helpless,
powerless. We
will speak out.
We thank you
Khulumani.”
- participant, May
2013 workshop

industry, who brought us into this poverty, who intentionally took
our loved ones from us.”
In this context, we note that not a single story person in the workhop
mentioned “union against union violence,” although this has been
the media, as the main reason for the deaths. Rather than viewing the
violence as inter-union rivalry, participants had no doubt that the roots
(backed by government) over wages and labour.
Some insights as Khulumani Support Group:
This workshop was not meant to provide the healing offered through
classic psychological trauma counseling. Yes, the process can and does
often lead to personal catharsis, as individual participants work through
painful experiences. But the healing we seek in these workshops happens
within a broader community context: through shared exploration and
agency, leading to perception, understanding, creative expression for both
self and group, and ultimately to collective self-determination, through
putting forward needs,
demands and hopes;
in mobilising towards
justice, emotional
resolution, and
material restitution.
As Khulumani, we see
the outcomes of the
Marikana workshop as
and need for, a support
group composed of and
giving voice to victims
and survivors of human
rights violations. This
is as necessary today
following the events at
Marikana, as it was a
decade ago for those
testifying at the Truth
and Reconiliation
Commission. We need
mobilisation that is the hallmark of a democratic society. Within this space,
we need to create processes to pool our experiences to develop a shared
perspectives, to articulate needs, demands, and hopes. Each of us needs to
speak out, for ourselves, for our loved ones, for our communities.

