
THE

JOURNEY
It was  

the first time  
for both of us.

Okay Lindi,  
Mozambique here 

we come!

Bheki had met many people from our neighbouring countries on the 
mines. I also knew some Mozambicans and Zimbabweans and even 
some Congolese from my work with the Traders’ Association in 

Durban. But we had never travelled outside South Africa before.

I was a little 
nervous. One 
hears so many 

stories, you know?

We expected to arrive at the Sitoe family home in Maputo Province by late afternoon, but then...

So! Did you see this 
in your dream?

From South 
Africa?

Bem vindo a 
Moçambique!

Barato! Cheap 
price!
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It was  
the first time  
for both of us.

Okay Lindi,  
Mozambique here 

we come!

Bheki had met many people from our neighbouring countries on the 
mines. I also knew some Mozambicans and Zimbabweans and even 
some Congolese from my work with the Traders’ Association in 

Durban. But we had never travelled outside South Africa before.

I was a little 
nervous. One 
hears so many 
stories, you 

know?

We expected to arrive at the Sitoe family home in Maputo Province by late afternoon, but then...

So! Did you see this 
in your dream?

From South 
Africa?

Bem vindo a 
Moçambique!

Barato! Cheap 
price!

The mechanic and his wife offered us a bed  
for the night. Such hospitality!

He had also been a miner, and she a miner’s wife.  
We had a lot of common experiences to share.

... but we still arrived late for 
the unveiling ceremony...

We left early the next morning with 
the radiator repaired, ...

It’s amazing! Language is 
not a problem when you 
want to communicate...
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Bheki’s Dream...



This man 
had saved 
my life in a 
rock fall.

Rest in peace, Sitoe, 
old friend.

And since his 
passing, a year 
earlier, he had 

been calling to me 
from the other 

side.

You are most 
welcome... I am Aventina, 

wife of Sitoe.

This is Maria, 
sister of Sitoe... and 
her husband, Victor.

This is José, 
first-born son of Sitoe... 

and his wife, Luiza.

This is our 
daughter, Gina, 

and our last-born, 
Pedro.

Later that evening...

Your letters talk about 
my father visiting you 

in dreams...

Yes, José... I only learnt of your father’s 
passing many months later, when I received 
your mother’s reply to my first letter. Then I 
saw that the first dream happened on the 

very day your father died!

And seeing 
you now... it’s just 

how I saw you in my 
dreams!

I’m not surprised you had such 
dreams; the family has been hit by 

one tragedy after the other...

Eish, the dreams were disturbing! 
My sangoma told me to pay my 

respects at his grave.

So you knew 
that he was HIV 

positive...

Yes... he told 
me.

Six months after the accident 
I decided to take my disability 
pension. My leg, you know...
Sitoe was still in hospital; his 

injury from the 
accident was 
very slow to 
heal, and he had 
TB and other 
complications...

... you could go home every three months! 
We Mozambicans, we’re away from home for

             12...           or even 18 months!

A man gets 
lonely for a woman’s 

touch. You know?

My greatest fear 
is that I have passed 

it to my wife...

 And this 
   is Sinobia from TEBA
      Home Based Care.

«2»



Sitoe was a good man. 
He came with me when 
Sinobia suggested I 
have the test...

Many men 
refuse!

 I was shocked, of course, 
but not surprised. We wives 
of migrant workers we 
know... even if we don’t 
       talk about it...

If we talked about 
it more, we could 

insist our husbands 
use condoms!

It’s beginning 
to happen...

We talked, and 
we told the 
children...

Your mother has the same sickness, but she is still healthy. 
We have the money from my provident fund and, when God 

takes me, your mother will receive my death benefit...

José, I know you don’t want 
to go, but if there is no work 

here... There is no choice, 
my son.

It broke my heart 
to see him go, such 
a homeboy, and so in 
love with Luiza...

Sinobia taught me how to care for 
him, and how to look after myself...

The visits to the clinic, the medicines, 
and buying food ate into our money...

I didn’t have time to grow food 
like before...

Then José came home. I thought 
perhaps a good rest, but... We 

didn’t understand...

Luiza brought him to me in 
Maputo and we took him to a 
specialist who said he would 
never walk again.

It was such a shock to Sitoe. 
He passed away soon after.

After Sitoe’s 
funeral, I 
went to the 
TEBA offices 
to claim 
the death 
benefit.

I am so sorry, 
Mrs Dzimba. Your husband’s 
death benefit was only valid 

for12 months from the 
   date his employment 

   ended...

Sitoe had 
died 4 days 

too late!
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The following 
morning... ... so the family 

received not even 
one cent after his 

death!

José must have got 
some disability money 

from his accident...

I don’t know, hey...

And, oh shame, that poor 
Luiza; she looks so sad.

Bom dia. Slept 
well?

Muito good, 
obrigada, Maria.

Time to get up. Aventina and I are 
taking you to the poultry project 

where Aventina works.

Ah Maria, thank you,  
but I thought I’d spend 
some time with José...

We are all women 
living with HIV who 

work here.

I had to do 
something to earn

          money.

José was so depressed when 
he came back from Maputo, 

and then his father...

He pushed 
everyone away, 

even Luiza.

Maria is helping us so much! 
She sells our eggs to shops 

and hotels in Maputo. 
Victor comes to collect 

every week.

But José... he 
is so strong. 
Sad, but...

It was after 
Luiza left to work
in South Africa...

He pulled 
himself 

out of that 
dark hole.

He worked in 
the garden, and 
he started his 

carving.

And then Luiza 
came back 

from working in 
South Africa...

pregnant!

You mean... The 
baby is not José’s?

He can’t.
And now, 

just this past week, she 
learnt at the clinic that 
she is HIV positive!

Oh my God! 
What happened 

to her?

Ask her to tell you 
her story...
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Meanwhile... I tried this rural life when 
I left the mine, but eish!... it 

was too slow for me!

So Lindi and I went to  
Durban. I bought that old bakkie 
and started trading; buying fruit 
and vegetables from the farms 

and selling to hawkers in  
the townships...

Lindi started making the 
Zulu dolls, you know, and 

selling them in town. Now she 
employs five other women.

She makes more money 
than me! But then, I also 
have my disability
  pension, so...

We both married 
strong women!

I actually work for my wife! 
But I’m saving to buy a chapa, 
how you say, taxi... Like you, 
I drive. I collect and deliver 
many things for 
Maria all over 
Maputo province.

Hey! Uncle Victor...
The storyteller...

Maria is a real 
businessman... clever! 
She can sell anything!

Me, I was a civil servant... 
little money. Then one day, 
many years ago, Maria tells 

me she’s going to South 
Africa to sell cashews 

and to buy cooking 
oil and clothes.

I didn’t like it! 
You can imagine, 
a woman on her 

own...

But the money was 
good, so I said she 

must continue.

She never went without a visa... 
always legal. But still, always 
problems that side: with the 

police, with customs, everyone 
wanting money!

To tell you honestly... 
Maria doesn’t like 
South Africans.

But it was when José came 
back, injured and treated so 
badly, that she swore never to 
do business in South Africa
                again!

Why? What 
happened to him in 

South Africa?

You must ask him to 
tell you his story...
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Who are Migrants?

Where do they come from? Where 
do they go?

Migration in Southern Africa
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Why do people migrate? Why can’t 
they stay in their own countries?



«8»



I was in the mines in 
South Africa... 

I worked underground 
for 6 months. I could 

have been injured 
at any time, just 

like you...

But it wasn’t the mines that did this to me. 
It was homesickness; wanting to be back 

with my own people, where people 
             care about other people.

From the time 
I was a young boy, 

I never wanted 
to go away to the 

mines...

My father was a stranger to us.

When I finished school I looked 
everywhere for work...

I didn’t want to go 
to Maputo... 

Father sent money, but not 
enough for me to study...

There is no choice, my son. There 
are still some jobs on the mines... 
They know we are hard-workers.

Then, when father returned ill, 
everything changed...

No 
jobs.

... 12 month contract... 
no work, no pay... 

sign here.

Father advised me to contract only with TEBA, 
but I took the first job I could find.

...stay on the mine, never go to the 
locations... and above all, don’t be 

    tempted      by women!

He also advised me how to live 
safely on the mines.

I had no problems with the work, 
but I missed home...

«9»

José’s Story...



Come, José, man! You must release 
those juices or they will drive 

you mad!

Many of the 
guys lived the 
party life, but 
I followed 
my father’s 
advice. I 
thought about 
everyone at 
home, and 
I saved my 
money.

I’m there about 6 months 
when this friend of mine, 
also Mozambican, begs me 
to accompany him to his 
South African girlfriend’s 

home one Saturday 
afternoon.

Please, José, you’re so respectable. 
Her parents’ will love you. And 

you’ll make me look good!

He was a good friend... 
and the idea of sharing 
a family meal outside 
of the mine was very 
exciting. 
I agreed 
to go...

I told you they’d 
love him!

I’ve got a small furniture shop. 
You Mozambicans give me 

lots of business!

There are many things 
we cannot get at home.

How do you say it? 
Boa noite!

Sim, muito 
obrigado!

The family was good to us. We stayed too long, 
and it was already dark when we left.

Hey, Makwerekwere! You come 
here and steal our women, 

and spread your filthy 
diseases!

Ja, and you take 
our jobs, working for 

such low wages!

We don’t want 
any trouble.

Kill the 

Makwerekwere!
Kill the Makwerekwere!
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We got away, but...
... I didn’t even 
see the taxi!

Quick! I’ll drive 
him to the 
hospital.

I couldn’t be treated 
at the mine hospital 

because the accident 
happened outside the 

mine.

Don’t leave me 
here!     I’ll come 

    and see you
      tomorrow, 
        I promise.

Amashangane! Can’t 
understand a word 

they’re saying!

Sunday morning... They say I have to 
stay like this until the doctor

       can see me, tomorrow...

My back was in pain, but I felt fine. 
I could move my legs...

Monday morning...
You must go home! 

We need these beds for 
our own people!

Sister! He has a valid work 
permit. He has every right 

to be here.

That afternoon, 
a manager from 
the company I 
was working 
for came to 
see me...

The contract clearly states that if you injure 
yourself outside of work, your contract 

is terminated and the company bears no 
responsibility for your medical 

expenses...

But, Sir...

Sign here for 
your pay.

The doctor 
only saw me 
later that 
evening...

I’m referring him to the 
Spinal Unit at Baragwanath... 

Arrange transport for the 
morning.
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Later that evening, 
when my friend 

came to visit, 
I made him 

help me...

You’ve got to 
help me...

They want 
to send me to 
a hospital in 

Soweto!
I’m going 

home!

You mustn’t go! 
Your back is 

injured.

Look, I’m 
walking!

I didn’t listen to the nurse...
I got my clothes and my 

small savings...
... and I left that 

same night...

Then the 
nightmare 
began: In 
hospital they 
gave me strong 
drugs for the 
pain. Now I 
had nothing... 

First one leg stopped working... Then the other...

I had to pay the driver to take 
me right to my door.

A few days in bed, 
and I’m sure you’ll 

feel better...

I told you 
not to go into 
the townships!Mother was hopeful. 

Father was angry...

But it didn’t get 
better, and the 
painkiller pills - the 
ones given to my 
father by TEBA 
- weren’t 
working 
either.

A week later... The local clinic can’t help. 
He has to go to Maputo...

I’ll go 
with him.

You can stay 
with my sister, 

Maria.
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We’re not welcome here. And I’m 
sick and tired of being treated as 

a makwerekwere!



Tia Maria was so angry when I told 
her how the accident happened and 
how I was treated at the hospital in 

South Africa...

Damn those South Africans! They think 
they’re better than us! They’ve forgotten 
how we helped them when they were 

running from the apartheid 
soldiers.

After days of 
X-Rays and more 
tests I was taken 
to the doctor’s 
office. 
His diagnosis 
seemed worse 
than a death-
sentence...

... and the build-up of pressure 
against the spinal cord here has 
killed the nerves to your legs. 
You will never walk again.

And, in the worst case, you may 
lose your sexual function, and the 

control of your bladder 
and bowel.

But the 
pain will go...

Back at home...

Maria had bought me a wheelchair, 
but I refused to get up...

I told Luiza I never wanted 
to see her again... Then father died.

When TEBA told us there 
would be no more money, 
I was afraid. We had used 
Father’s provident fund 
money for medicines and to 
buy good food for him. 

He had always told 
Mother she wouldn’t 
have to worry about 

money after his 
death... There I was, head of the family, and 

I couldn’t even stand on my feet!

Some weeks later...                  ... and when 
I come back we can get 

married, just like we 
always planned.

Then Luiza told me of her plans to work 
in South Africa. It broke my heart.

Mother was so strong, and Luiza so brave... 
I had to pull myself together.

That’s also when 
I started taking out my 
frustration on pieces 

of wood!
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Why are migrants more vulnerable 
to HIV?

Migration and HIV
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If your husband or partner is a 
migrant...
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What is xenophobia?

What is the extent of xenophobia in 
South Africa?

Xenophobia
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Tell me 
what happened 

to you...
    I was 

so naïve... 
Stupid!

The recruiter 
was so helpful 
at first; like 
a young uncle. 
He said he 
had helped 
many young 
women like 
me from poor 
families.

...just three short months, and you can 
earn more than 10 million meticas. 

That’s more than your mother makes 
at this barraca in a year!

But I don’t know 
anyone in South

  Africa...

  No problem! I’ll organise 
everything. There are many  
other Mozambican women...

I became so hopeful. 
I dreamt that I would 
return and give all the 
money to José, and that 
he would be happy again. 
I didn’t want anyone to 

change my mind, 
so I didn’t tell 
them until 

the day I 
left...

A first-timer! Poor 
fool!

I was still dreaming as we 
travelled towards the border...

Come, 
Luizinha.

Such a silly girl! What did I expect?

Some time before dawn we stopped to rest.

Come, Luizinha. 
It’s time to pay for 

your ticket...

Suca! 
I’ll never!

Come on. You’re 
a long way from home, and 

you don’t know the way back.

Hey, Cativa! Get away from 
me, you crazy woman! It was 

          just a    bit of fun...

I don’t know what I would 
have done without Cativa...

Luiza’s Story...
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We walked the whole of 
that day, and the next 

night. I was 
so tired and 
hungry I could 

hardly stand 
up.

Back 
again?

What choice do 
we have?

Then 
suddenly 
I realised 
where I 
was...

Is this South 
Africa?

I remember that one, Cativa – 
a real hard hitter... and she 

works well too.

And you’ve brought 
some fresh young 
meat as well...

Those two can 
stay here in the 

compound.

Hurry up, you two, or we’ll be 
working ‘till midnight.

There was no time to rest.

And the work was hard.

That first night I was 
asleep even before 

I hit the floor.
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It was on our first 
Sunday at the 
farm that I began 
to understand the 
price we had to 
pay to stay in the 
compound.

You!
Luiza...

Leave her, 
she’s only a child. 
Come to a real 

woman.

I remember 
what a bull 

you are!

I can’t do that! 
I’ll rather travel with 
the other women to 

the villages.

Yes, but then 
you’ll have to pay rent and 

buy all your own food.

If you let him be your 
boyfriend he will pay your 

accommodation here and... if he 
likes you, he’ll buy you food 

as well.

Think of why you’re 
here, girl – to make 

money!

Think of your 
family back home.

I realised that 
all of us seasonal 
workers at 
the compound, 
Mozambicans and 
South Africans,  
had boyfriends 
among the 
permanent 
workers. Some 
of those men 
had 4 or 5 
girlfriends.

What prices are these? 
You’re stealing from us!

The farmer gave us only 
mielie meal. Everything else 

we had to buy, on credit.

We lived in fear of being 
arrested and sent home...

without getting our money.

I hear the police 
caught five Mozambican 

workers last night 
in the village.



So, I accepted. 
I know now that I made 

the wrong choice... but at 
the time it seemed there 
was nothing else I could 

do. I needed money.
The months 

passed slowly...
The work was 
hard and the 
hours long...

But the nights 
were worse... The induna tired 

of me, and passed 
me to another 

boyfriend...

One woman was 
killed in a fight...

Only Cativa 
protected me... And always I was 

thinking of home, and 
of the money I would 

bring back.

When there were no 
more lemons, they 

told us to go.

Only 
R825!

They always find 
some way to steal 

our money.

After all that, they still deducted for rent. 
They even deducted for the mealie meal.

I was expecting 
R2 000...

It’s still much more 
than if you stayed 

at home.

We only travelled at night to avoid the police. But then I twisted my ankle, so we had to find another way to get home...

Come. 
It’s 

sorted...

For R50 each the driver said he 
could get us across the border, 

no problem. But then...

Thank you! I hope 
you enjoyed your visit to 
South Africa. Please come 

back again soon.

Cativa said we might lose all our money 
if he arrested us, and it could be 

months before they sent us home...

Are you coming 
from Jozi?

The border official also 
wanted something...
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Cativa went on to Maputo. By the time I got home, I had a little over R600 for 3 month’s work. 
It was much less than I had hoped... but still, more than if I had stayed at home.



I was too ashamed to tell 
anyone what really happened 
to me in South Africa. 
I only spoke about the 

work, and told them 
stories about 
Cativa. I started 
to believe that 
I could put it all 

behind me, 
until...

Luiza, I think you’re pregnant... 
and we both know it can’t 

be José!

I had missed my period for two months, 
but I thought it was the hard work...

I told them everything... even though I knew I would lose José forever.

I hated the baby inside me. 
I even thought of 

killing myself.

I didn’t see or 
hear from José for 

nearly a month. Then 
one day he and his 
mother  arrived at 

my house...

We come to discuss the 
future of our families...

It was the last thing I expected.

I am only half a man... but if you 
agree, I will marry you and be 

            the father of this child.

I was so 
happy.

Perhaps, in some 
way, what I lost in 

South Africa has been 
returned to us with 

this child...

We lived from day to day, 
finding what small joys we could...

But then... last week 
I went to the clinic for 

a check-up and they 
took a blood test...

HIV positive.
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Are there many female 
migrants?

Are female migrants different from 
male migrants?

Are female migrants more 
vulnerable to HIV?

Migration and Gender
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What are human rights and to 
whom do they apply?

Human Rights Instruments 

Rights of Migrants
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Bheki, 
come to 

bed. I can’t 
sleep!

Me 
neither.

That poor girl... She’s 
suffered so much!

José also... You know 
what courage it takes to accept 

another man’s child... like that! And 
then the HIV... It’s too much!

And all these bad things 
happened to them in South 

    Africa... They 
      must hate 
           us!

No, Bheki. 
They are angry, 

but I don’t believe 
they hate us.

Lindi, you must see José’s carvings... 
They make your heart sore. They 

should be in a museum 
or something.

   I was thinking 
about Sitoe... why he 
kept visiting me in 

my dreams... what he 
expects of me...

Well, he’s not here 
to tell you, but his family is! 

We must be practical!

      I was thinking about those 
AIDS drugs that stop the HIV passing 

from mother-to-child. If they don’t 
have them here, we can get 

them in South Africa.

Here comes 
Maria. I’ll ask if 
we can have a 

meeting...

We can all meet this afternoon
  when Aventina comes home.

I have to go and visit one 
of my suppliers...

Can I come 
with you?

Later...

“We Should be United...”
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Tchau! I’m taking Bheki 
to visit Sitoe’s grave 

again...

... about my business... 
and how I started?

Yes... and why you stopped 
doing business in South Africa.

Okay... but you 
might not like what 

you hear!

I’ve been to South Africa many times. 
I know there is poverty and people suffer... 

But compared to Mozambique, you live 
in a rich country.

After Independence in ’75 we had a 
civil war from ‘77 to ’92...

You never had such a war in 
South Africa. You can’t imagine... 
Everything was destroyed: roads, 

railways, hospitals, schools... 
Factories were closed, people 
couldn’t work on their land...

These past 10 years or so, things 
are changing... slowly getting 
better. But we had to re-build 

everything...

Many people are without 
work. They are desperate... 
So desperate they leave 
their homes to go to South 
Africa to look for work...

So desperate they 
pay the bribes 

demanded by the 
police and customs 

officials...

So desperate they 
risk being arrested 
and deported...

So desperate 
they will suffer the 
insults of ordinary 
South Africans...

Is this what 
happened 
to you?

Meanwhile 
Victor 
and Bheki 
are at the 
cemetery...

Tell me, 
old friend, what 

is it you want me 
to do?
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  I married 
Victor to get 
away from the 
poverty out here 
in the villages.

He was a civil servant 
in Maputo, earning a 

regular income...

 But with 3 
children... the 
money was 
too little.

I want all 
my children 
to study and 

help to rebuild 
Mozambique.

In ’95, I joined a women’s 
savings group, and when it was my 
turn I invested the money in goods 

to trade in South Africa...

We always try to sell our goods 
as quickly as possible...

... so we can buy other goods 
to sell back in Mozambique.

      South Africans tell us 
we are taking their jobs. They 

don’t realise that by 
buying South African 
goods we are helping 

their economy, 
creating jobs!

There are many South 
African companies in 

Mozambique.
But your 

government 
makes it too 
difficult for us 

to trade
 with you.

People are desperate; 
so many go without 
permits... illegally.

And when you are illegal, 
anyone can abuse you; steal 

from you, rape you, 
beat you...

And you can’t go to 
the police or to a hospital...

Meanwhile... There are many children 
here without parents...

It’s the same in South Africa.
   Last year, Lindi’s sister 

     passed away with AIDS.
    Now we’re taking care 

of her children.
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In 2002 I was robbed 
in Johannesburg... 
money, passport, 
papers, all gone! 
I was arrested and 

sent to the 
Lindela 
detention 
centre.

I was lucky. A friend 
came with money and 

bought me out.

You cannot believe how they treat us!
There is no respect.

After that experience I was scared 
to go back, but I did. It was 

my business...

Then when José returned... 
I was so angry! I swore never to go 

to South Africa again!

You know, I can understand 
corruption by officials; it 

exists everywhere.

What I cannot understand 
or accept is the way South Africans 

treat people from other African 
countries as inferior!

I am so 
sorry, Maria.

Now I am 
concentrating 
on growing 

my business in 
Mozambique. 

I bought this truck... 
Victor joined me... 
and we do good 
business between 
the villages and 

Maputo...

I have invested in 
a small café, 
uma barraca,
in Maputo... 

My next project 
is to open a hair 

salon.

This past year 
I have also 

become more 
involved in our 
Informal Traders 
Association, to 

help other women 
develop their 
businesses.

Many South 
Africans think we 

want to live in their 
country. That may 
be true for some, 
but every trader 
I know dreams 

of establishing a 
business at home.

Meanwhile... Your idea about those AIDS 
drugs is good! I don’t think we
  have them in Mozambique.

And carvings to sell 
to the tourists in Durban? 
José can make some nice 
          giraffes!

Also a very good idea. 
I will support you, 

my friend.
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Bheki, we can get AIDS drugs 
for the birth at Maputo Hospital. 

That’s not a problem.

Tio Bheki, thank you for trying to 
help... but for me, carving is the

only way I have to bring life 
into the world. I don’t want 
to make giraffes for tourists!

Okay, then can 
we help you 

find work in SA?

For generations 
our men have 

given their lives 
digging the gold 

on which the 
South African 
economy was 

built.

The children... 
I must prepare 

food...

Khaa! Look 
what working 
in South Africa 
has done to 
this family!

It’s enough! It 
is now time for 
Mozambicans to 
build their own
  country.

We can work 
together, but 
it must be as

 equals.

Later.
I’m so sorry, 
Aventina. 

We...

No need for sorry. 
We know you are 
trying to help...

South Africans must learn to respect 
people from other African countries... 

understand our needs, and also 
what benefits we bring to 

              your country.

After 
eating...

Well, you know, Lindi is 
a member of the Informal 

Traders Association 
in Durban...

Yes, perhaps our organisations 
can meet to discuss these matters...

Early the next morning...

We hope you will 
visit us again...

Luiza, I hope 
everything will be fine 

with the baby.

Father had no bitterness... When 
we spoke about SA, he would say,  

“We should be united;  
we all have the same mother 
      and the same father.”
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