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Forword
People Against Suffering, Oppression and 
Poverty (PASSOP) is a community-based 
non-profit organization and grassroots 
movement that works to protect and promote 
the rights of all refugees, asylum seekers and 
immigrants in South Africa.  PASSOP believes 
in and advocates for equality and justice for 
people across all societies, irrespective of 
nationality, age, gender, race, creed, disability 
or sexual orientation. PASSOP creates and 
strengthens networks of communication, 
dialogue and interchange for the 
advancement of peace,  understanding and 
justice in local communities. Our mission 
is to empower communities to stand up 
and express their beliefs, needs and fears 
freely and access the rights they are entitled 

to. PASSOP believes that this can be 
achieved through basic rights, i.e 

education, activism, integration 
and community participation.

There are a large number 
of immigrants living in 
South Africa, estimates 
varying between one and three 

million, the  most vulnerable of 
which are LGBTI asylum seekers, 

refugees and undocumented 
immigrants who comprise the 

largest share of the immigrant 
population. The fact that such a large 

share of the immigrant population is 
undocumented is at least in part the 

result of huge backlogs, poor queue 
management, corruption, and a general 

lack of resources at the Refugee Reception 
Centres across South Africa, as well as an 

incoherent immigration policy in general.

This group of undocumented immigrants 
is  acutely under-represented  in labour 
unions, civil society and community activism 
efforts, and not represented at all politically. 
This lack of representation leaves them 
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with  compromised access to education, 
health care, labour rights, shelter, and even the 
most basic human rights. They are among the 
most easily and widely exploited individuals in 
South Africa, and are often made the victims 
of targeted hate crimes and homophobic 
and xenophobic aggression. In 2008, over 
60 immigrants were killed and over 30,000 
people were forcefully displaced as a result of 
xenophobic attacks throughout South Africa. 
In 2009, the attacks were repeated and over 
3,000 people were displaced in the Western 
Cape alone. PASSOP fights for the rights of 
this acutely marginalized group of people.
 
Research shows that most of LGBTI Refugees 
are undocumented. 4% have Section 24 which 
is refugee’s status while 96% are divided into 
two. 52 % of the remaining 96 have section 22 
which is Asylum seeker status while 48 are/
were completely rejected and they are living 
here illegally. This means that they cannot 
access most of the basic services including 
health services in government institution.

PASSOP through funding from FNF is 
working through this particular project 
“LGBT REFUGEES: MY RIGHT” to end the 
stigma, discrimination, and all around unsafe 
conditions that LGBTI refugees in South 
Africa face due to lack of exposure to and 
education about these individuals, their 
experiences, and their needs. The above 
goal will be achieved through the following 
objectives:

1. Help government officials and 

community leaders to be better 
equipped to handle issues that LGBTI 
refugees face in South Africa.

2. Raise awareness around the plight 
of LGBTI refugees and asylum-seekers 
in South Africa for a general public that 
they interact with on an everyday basis.

3. Strengthen networks that unite 
LGBTI refugees, asylum-seekers and 
immigrants and provide them with 
outlets for emotional support and 
counselling as well as a sense of 
community with South Africans more 
broadly.

Through this project, we gathered stories 
of few LGBTI refugees based in Cape Town 
and these stories are published in this book 
in order to raise awareness on the issues 
that LGBTI refugees face here in South 
Africa.

We would like to thank all partners, 
participants and all staff members for 
making this project a success.
We would also like to thank FNF for their 
continued support through this project.
We would also like to thank Ms. Sedica 
Davids for facilitating the process of 
gathering the stories through workshops.

Victor  Mdluli Chikalogwe

Executive Director

My Home, my Body and my Dreams

2



From my Home, to 
my Body and 
finally my Dreams 
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by Ethan Chigwada

from Zimbabwe

If families were chosen before birth, mine, 
even if it was the last family on earth, I would 
have not chosen it.

A home is a place where there should be 
peace, happiness, warmth and support. For 

me, my home became a place of sorrow, 
misery, loneliness and the darkest place to 
be in. When my family found out that I was 
a gay man, everything turned upside down. I 
was treated like a punching bag. I was called 
all sorts of names. I would see happiness 
only next door, and wish so much that this 
was me. I just wish so much that I was born 
in a different family. Everything I did was 
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never enough for the family. I was the bad 
guy forever, the prodigal son, the person who 
was used by evil spirits.

When I was home, I would feel like I was in a 
den of lions. It didn’t take them time to send 
me to stay with my uncle. As the bible says 
that our body is the temple of God, I decided 
to stay away from my sexual pleasure 
thinking that maybe one day God will hear 
my prayers. 

Staying with my uncle, I had everything until 
the day he came back home drunk and raped 
me. He forced himself on me. I cried out but 
no one came to my rescue. After that my 
body and my mind felt very dirty, my rights 
were violated and the trust that I had had was 
gone. My nightmare started again. As we all 
know, there are different diseases out there. 
I was now afraid of that. It did not stop that 

night. It was now a daily routine. If I refused, 
I would be beaten with anything in his hand 
at that time. I almost committed suicide one 
day. He found me and took me to hospital. I 
tried to talk to a doctor but no one believed 
me. The good thing is that I had not given up 
hope, as they say “a stitch in time, save nine”. 
I decided to run away from the hospital, then 
crossed the border and took a train to Cape 
Town. 

I found myself in the mother city where 
I did not know anyone as I had run away 
from home. I was still studying in school 
which means that I still needed to finish 
my education so that I could get my dream 
job. My dream, I always wanted to become 
a journalist and have a beautiful family. The 
reason why I would love this job as a LGBTI 
refugee is that I would love to tell the world, my 
people and our families that we are all human 
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beings. I would like to educate even people 
like government officials, for example home 
affairs, that we have rights to be here. We are 
all Africans. I want to educate people through 
different platforms, like documentaries, that 
being gay, it is not a choice, you are born 
gay. As gay refugees we face the threat of 
double discrimination, first, for being gay, and 
second, for being a refugee. As a journalist, I 
will tell my stories so that people can learn 
and tell their own stories as well, so that they 
become our stories.

I haven’t given up hope. I need to go back to 
school, graduate and help to create a world 
that is a better place for future generations. 
Together, we can do it. Everybody needs a 
better home, a place with love where you 
feel safe. Everyone needs his/her body to be 
respected as they say, “My body, my decision”.
As every day comes and passes by, we dream 

different things. Our vision is to fulfil those 
dreams and keep dreaming more and more. 
I believe that you should only stop dreaming 
when you stop breathing.

My Home, my Body and my Dreams
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My Home in 
Zimbabwe, my Body, 
my Dream
by Vanilla Mabika 

from Zimbabwe 

   (Shona) 

My Home in Zim

Ini ndakatiza kumba nekuti vabereki vangu 
havana kutambira zvandiri.  Ndakaona kuti 
regai ndiende ku South Africa. Ndazosvika ku 
Aouth Africa kwacho ndakashaya basa nekuti 
ndiri ngochani.

Mugarire wandirikuita munyika ino 
ndirikurarama nekutengesa bonde.  Hama 
dzangu dzirikuno havadi kutaura neni 
nepamusoro pekuti ndiri ngochani.  Naizvozvo 
ndiri munhu arikuzviitira hupenyu hwake 
zvisina vanhu mukati.

Kurarama kwangu hakuna kumira mushe 
munyika ino asi semunhu 

ndirikungoita zvekuti 
z v i f a m b e .  

K u c h e n g e t w a 
naMwari chaiko.

Asi ini 
n d i n o m b o f u n g a 

kuti ndakazvarirwei?  
N d o z o n g o t i 

ndezvaMwari.  Basa 
randiri kuita munyika 

ino rekutengesa 

bonde ndiro raita kuti ndibatwe chirwere so 
ndakungoraramira mari.

My Body

Ini ndiri munhu anemuviri wakanaka kubva 
pakuberekwa.  My body ndiyo inondituma 
zvakanyanya kuti nditengese bonde uye 
ndinongotenda Mwari nechipo chehupenyu 
hwaakandipa.

Ndinofaririra chikafu chakanaka. Ndiri munhu 
murefu uye varume vanofarira magaro angu 
ndosaka ndichida body yangu.  Ndinomuka 
kuseni ndichimhanya.

Body yangu ndakafanana nababa vangu 
kureba.  Magaro ndakatoodza amai.  Chikafu 
ndinochifarira kuti ndisimbe.

My Dream

Ndinoda kuti vanhu vasiri ngochani vatambire 
zvandiri.  Uye mumamana umo vese 
vandinogara navo vasandituke kuti ngochani.

Ndinoda basa rakanaka, mota, imba 
nekuzoitawo mari mukurarama kwangu.  
Mukurarama kwangu ndinodakuzova munhu 
akarongeka.  Ndinoda kuti ndikasvika pavanhu 
nditambirwe ne mwero.

7
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My Body

I have a very beautiful and attractive body 
so that I feel comfortable selling sex. I am 
grateful to God for this and the gift of life.

I love good food. I am tall and many men 
like my big buttocks. I treasure my body, so I 
wake up every morning and jog.

My body is like my father’s. He is tall. I get 
my big buttocks from my mother. I love good 
food because it keeps me fit and in form.

My Dream

I would love to see straight people around me 
accept that I am gay and to stop insulting me 
because I am gay.

I would love to have a job, own a car and a 
house and have lots of money. 
 

I would love to be a person people accept.

   (English) 

My home in Zimbabwe

I ran away from home because my parents 
did not accept who I am. I decided to come 
to South Africa but I failed to get employment 
because I am gay.

I survive by selling sex. My relatives in 
South Africa do not want to associate with 
me because I am gay. So I basically stay in 
seclusion.

My survival is by the grace of God. 

Sometimes I wonder why I was born but I 
comfort myself, saying that God made me 
this way.

I contracted a disease because I sell my body 
for sex. I only survive just to make money.

My Home, my Body and my Dreams
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Participants of the “LGBTI Refugees, My Rights”
Johannesburg - Cape 
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GBTI Refugees, My Rights”
Johannesburg - Cape Town
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Everybody needs food and water but we 
must choose what kind of food we eat and 
think about which changes that is going to 
make in our body. The body needs a healthy 
life. We must treat it with dignity and respect. 
As a gay guy, my health is my priority in my 
body. There is no need for me to hurt others 
because I wouldn’t want to be hurt as well. 
The bible tells us that our body is an image 
of God. Being gay doesn’t mean it is the end 
of the road. I am proud of myself, being a gay 
guy as a refugee in this country.

Traditional Necklace

As an African gay man, I feel shining, beautiful 
and smart when I am wearing my African 

My Body, 
my Home, 
my Dreams

traditional attire around 
my neck. 90% of people 
like to put something 
around their neck in order 
to look smart. When you are 
smart, people treat you with 
respect. We are refugees. We 
must show the world that we 
did not forget our roots. Whatever 
you do, you must be creative. My 
African necklace is my favourite one. 

You can change people’s lives with your 
talent. Don’t just sit. Be creative, stand 
up and shine to the world. My African 
necklace is a symbol for my ancestors. 
I will never forget where I come from. 
Whenever I wear the necklace, it puts a 
smile on my face.

My Home

I am one of the people who say “Home is 
the best”. Sometimes we have to struggle 
along the way and feel neglected. Staying in 
a foreign country can be difficult sometimes. 
We do miss our culture, our food and relatives. 
It is not easy to be a refugee. As for me, I see 
it as a challenge because when I came to this 
country, I learnt the rights of being gay. Being 
alone in this country makes me strong and 
creative at the same time. Coming to this 
country, I was thinking that I was going to a 

by Pukkie Tsonyeni 

from Tanzania
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little haven but it was not true.

My Dreams

Everyone is a dreamer, yes, that 
is true. As a young gay refugee 
I believe that if you work on 
your dream, something is 
going to come up. I wish I 
could bring change among 
people. Most of the LGBTQI 
community is struggling 
to get legal documents but 
that doesn’t mean that you 
must feel lazy and not have 

a vision. Be creative; show the 
world your talent as LGBTQI. 

Dreams come true. There is 
no problem that does not have 

a solution. I don’t want to see the 
other person struggling next to 

me. Sometimes I don’t understand 
when I see a refugee just waiting 

to die from hunger. You have got full 
body parts. There are disabled people 

doing wonders, amazing things in this 
world. We all have got a task in this world. 

Dreams change the world.

Conclusion

Being gay does not mean being 
disabled. Love one another as you 
love yourself. As human beings we 

need each other. You may not need 
me now but someone needs my hand to 

change the world. Don’t be afraid of the 
way you are. God did not make a mistake. 

Be proud of yourself, there is no situation 
without a solution. I believe that as long as I 
live, I am a fruit of this world. 

I always tell people that tomatoes changed 
my life. After finding out that I was HIV 
positive because I used to be a sex worker, 
I had to focus on my health. I was not even 
legal in the country when I became positive. 
But the clinic needed my documents for me 
to be provided with treatment. But I did not 

stop being creative. One day I was going to 
buy tomatoes at the shop and found people 
outside on the road who are usually selling 
tomatoes. They told me that they didn’t have 
any as it was too expensive in the market as 
it was not the season. I think I had R80 in my 
pocket and asked the lady to please buy me 
a box of tomatoes. She bought it for me and I 
started selling tomatoes, the following day it 
was onions. After two weeks it was a very big 
stand with fruits and vegetables. I managed 
to pay my own bills and even got my work 
permit through the help of the organization 
Passop. I started my treatment. I turned this 
foreign country into my own home. I 
have helped a lot of LGBTI 
community members 
and refugees. I have 
changed my life 
without education, 
by being creative. My 
vision is not to see 
people struggling the 
way I have stuggled 
in this country. 
Wherever you are, 
you are so special to 
one another. As you 
will be reading my story, 
I believe that there will have 
been changes in our society.

My Home, my Body and my Dreams
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My Home, 
my Body, 
my Dream
by Tiwonge Chimbalanga

from Malawi

My home

My home is Malawi. It is a nice country because we always go to 
church and dancing. My favourite food in my home country is Nsima 
with Chambo. I love my home and my family so much.
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My body

I like to wear my traditional cultural wear. Every 
day when I go to church, I am wearing my 
traditional attire. It is very nice and beautiful; 
I love my culture. Many people come to my 
place to borrow my traditional dresses and 
look beautiful. I like green and yellow.

My body is looking very nice because I 
always eat good food and bath. In the 
morning, I have breakfast before I go to work. 
Sometimes when I go to Home Affairs the 
security officers ask me: “Who are you?” They 
are treating me like a dog at Home Affairs. 
One day I told them that I was transgender 
and they said: “Here in South Africa we don’t 
like transgender women.”

My dreams

My dream is to get money to start a small 
business, and help other LGBTI people with 
accommodation and transfer to Pretoria to 
apply for asylum.

My dream is to get married because it is very 
important to me to have a wedding with my 
husband. But the problem is that there is no 
money for a wedding.

My dream is to buy a nice car because I am 
tired of going to work by bus or not going 
somewhere because I have no car. 

My dream is also to build a lot of houses in 
my home country Malawi.

My Home, my Body and my Dreams
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I am a male African, traditionalist, spiritual, 
Queer human being who happened to be gay. 
It is also due to my sexual orientation that I 
am a versatile individual.

Growing up not knowing and understanding 
my strange feelings, became a huge challenge 
without anyone to confide in. I spent most 
of my 21 years in limbo. When I accepted 
my feelings, that is when 
the challenges 
started to 
build up and 
o v e r s h a d o w 
my vision and 
my dreams. It 
was not easy 
to experience 
d iscr iminat ion , 
hate speech 

My Journey 
and Identity
by Prince January 

from Zimbabwe
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and physical and verbal abuse because 
of something that I have not chosen to be. 
This pushed me to seek refuge in a foreign 
country, which is the most scaring thing to do. 
Overshadowed by fear, anger and confusion, 
this experience was just a torture. Leaving 
the people who I loved the most, who raised 
me and who I grew up with, was a nightmare. 
Sometimes life can be a journey in the desert 
without water to drink and shelter over your 
head – that was my uncertain future in South 
Africa.

I was faced with fears and two options, either 
to go back or to stay, but perseverance and 
courage kept me strong and brave enough 
to challenge my fears and my uncertain 
future. In this uncertain situation, I came 
across certain organisations that offered 
workshops and support groups that shaped 
the man I am today, a man who can inspire 
those who are still in limbo and face the same 

challenges. I learned to become independent 
without support and care from my family, I 
was challenged to leave my comfort zone. 
I now know that challenges can shape a 
person and make him as bold as a lion.

I was privileged to interact with local citizens 
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in order to learn different languages and 
cultures. I feel welcome and I can say that 
acceptance is a gift I received in South 
Africa. However, there are still many issues 
of discrimination, hate speech, as well as 
physical and verbal abuse against refugees 
and LGBTIQ+ people in South Africa.

My words of encouragement to every human 
is to love one another in spite of our sexual 
orientation.

We are all equal and deserve the same rights 
as any other human being. Your gender 
does not define who you are and accessing 
the same privileges and services, i.e. health, 
human rights, employment, education, 
freedom of speech and expression, as well 
as democracy.

No one has chosen to be bisexual, gay, 
lesbian, transgender, intersex, queer or 
straight - we are equal.

Let us show love.

My Home, my Body and my Dreams

17



Uniqueness is all I am in life – being different, 
but in a positive manner. Most people fail to 
understand who I am. Everything that has to 
do with my identity has been a burden in my 
life. My body, mind and feelings are always 
misconceived by most people I interact with. 
Most of the time I end up adjusting to social 
aspects. Looking at these aspects, I find them 
good but deep inside it hurts. Considering my 
social upbringing, how complicated it was, 
it is very hard to show the deep thoughts 
and feelings from the bottom of my heart. 

#My Life 
#My Struggles

Sometimes I ask myself whom I should talk 
to besides God in heaven and how I should 
express it. Most of the time this remains a 
wish. 

My wish is to be someone respected in my 
family, to own my own things and have a say 
in the community. But again, the question 
comes up: Who would listen to a gay guy who 
dates other guys and girls? Most of the time 
I have been at war with two groups in every 
community where I stayed. I am always that 

by Blessing

from Zimbabwe
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crazy guy. First, it is the community of people 
who call themselves straight. They say that 
every guy must get married and have children 
with a woman. I cannot deny that I do need 
children, of my own blood and also adopted, 
especially considering that I am my father’s 
only son with three young sisters and my 
father being the only man in his family too. 
Socially, where I grew up we value lineage 
and it is my fate to carry it on. The question 
now is what to do. Should I accept that my 
feelings are not wholly centred on women? I 
wish it was 50/50 but my situation is like ¼ 
for women and the rest for physical beings 
like myself. I wish I had the courage to tell 
my family and society but who would turn an 
ear to that?

Seeing that things are like this, I turned 
to another community where they call 
themselves homosexual. They welcome you 
with both hands, ready to kick you away. In 
this community, they accept you but once 
you mention marrying a woman, then the 
problem starts. They start treating you like 

a confused person who does not know who 
he is and what he wants. They even make 
you feel like you do not belong to them. The 
heterosexuals make it seem as if you have 
different struggles. At the end, you start living 
a lie pretending to conform to both sides.         
However, in spite of having challenges, I still 
have a dream, a dream to live a normal life 
with an open mind, honest without fear and 
owning a place I call my own, a place that will 
have everything good in abundance. I want to 
be an example to those who are like me, a role 
model to the whole community, regardless of 
social background, race or gender. I always 
emulate a figure by the name Job from the 
Bible. After all the trouble and temptations 
from Satan, he was blessed with twice what 
he had before. I long for the same thing, that 
after my breakthrough I will be a centre for 
those facing life challenges and where they 
can find relief.

To achieve all that, I do not need to exhaust my 
body through immoral contact. I have often 
seen people from homosexual communities 
looking down upon themselves, faced with 
challenges after they have gotten into sex 
work. They are being used by affluent people 
to satisfy their needs, without their consent. 
I am currently facing challenges of finances 
and proper housing and wish I had just a little 
assistance to leapfrog. This assistance can 
come in form of an occupation so that I can 
make savings to start my own business back 
in my home country, or in form of a partner 
who is financially capable to boost my 
business ideas. I am someone who wishes 
to run his life and business independently. 
By doing so, I will get a grip in society and 
be able to stand and fight for people with 
similar challenges. It will also help my family 
and relatives to accept my status as real and 
change their stereotypical thinking. They 
think that such a status is due to financial 
problems that made you behave in such 
mannerism.
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LGBT rights are a difficult issue in many 
countries, but particularly in Africa. This is 
the leading cause for gays and lesbians to 
seek refuge outside their own countries, 
away from their friends and family, with an 
uncertain future.

The  State Sponsored Homophobia 
Report (2016)  of the  International 
Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, Trans and Intersex 
Association  (ILGA)  found that “Same-sex 
sexual acts” are illegal in 72 countries.  Of 
these 72 countries, thirty-three are in Africa.

In  Sudan, southern  Somalia, 
Somaliland, Mauritania and northern Nigeria, 
homosexuality is punishable by death, 
according to Amnesty International. In 
Uganda there have been recent efforts to 
institute the death penalty for homosexuality. 
Chad  in 2017 passed a law criminalising 
sodomy, which had previously been 
legal. In Uganda, Tanzania, and Sierra Leone, 
offenders can receive life imprisonment for 
homosexual acts. 

South Africa itself  has the most liberal 
attitude toward  gays  and  lesbians, with 
a constitution which guarantees gay and 
lesbian rights and legalizes  same-sex 
marriage, which is why many queer refugees 
come to South Africa. However, violence and 
social discrimination against South African 
LGBT is still widespread.

Not all is bad. In many African states 
homosexual activity between adults 
has never been criminalised. Some 
African states like  Lesotho,  Sao 
Tome and Principe,  Mozambique, and 
the Seychelles have abolished sodomy laws 
in recent years. Legalisation is underway 
in Angola, Mauritius, Tunisia, and Botswana. 
Swaziland recently had its first Gay Pride.

Queer Rights in Africa - 
A Long Way to Go

Some African leaders claim that 
homosexuality is an import from the West. 
But evidence of homosexuality has been 
found in 2000-year-old rock paintings in 
southern Africa depicting men having sex 
with other men.

In West Africa there is extensive historical 
evidence of homosexuality. In the 18th 
and 19th century  Asante  courts (modern 
day  Ghana) male slaves served as 
concubines. They dressed like women and 
were killed when their master died. 

In the kingdom of  Dahomey, eunuchs were 
known as royal wives and played an important 
part at court. 

The  Dagaaba people, who lived in  Burkina 
Faso  believed that homosexual men were 
able to mediate between the spirit and human 
worlds. 

We should pay tribute to those within and 
outside the LGBT community who tirelessly 
work to improve their situation, to change 
laws where necessary, and to give shelter to 
those who need it. It is a deed of humanism 
to help those who fear violence, persecution 
and abject discrimination. 

There is no excuse for any government, 
national or local, not to support these efforts. 
This publication draws our attention once 
more to the plight of queer refugees, not in 
abstract terms, not in statistics, but in human 
stories. Surely an eye opener for many, and 
may it motivate many more to work for a 
brighter future.

Jules Maaten 

Regional Director FNF Subsahara Africa
February 2019
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