Sharon Dareis (53 years)

“It doesn’t mean that they have to stay”
I was 15 years old when we had to move from District Six. My mother was the first hairdresser
there. We were living in harmony. There were different cultures living next to one another but
we had respect for one another. There was no fighting. We lived amongst these old-time
gangsters but we had respect for them and they for us. We were never robbed; there was no
shooting, no fighting. The next-door neighbour would watch over us. We had respect for older
people. It’s not like “your-child-is-my-child” anymore nowadays. When you go and complain to
a neighbour about her child’s behaviour she will rather verbally abuse you instead of calling the
child in and having a chat with it.
When we came to Lavender Hill it was only my mom, my grandmother and my foster sister
Cynthia. Since District Six my mother reared children and I assisted her. At age 14 I left school.
When my grandmother became ill I had to assist my mother fostering children. When I got
married I became a foster parent myself. I fostered four boys and a girl. The youngest one will
be 26 in December. He is still staying with me, he is a slow learner, he’s got alcohol syndrome.
He’s a ballroom dancer now. I’ve also got five sons of my own. I reared all eleven of them evenly.
I reared them as brothers.
Even today I’m doing community work. But I’m not the person who wants her picture to be
taken to appear in the newspaper. I keep a low profile. We are a group at my church; we are
called “The New Generation”. What I want to show the youngsters is that they always have to
care for the elderly. I tell them that although they were born in Lavender Hill it doesn’t mean
that they have to stay in this area, they can do better.

“A lot of women, they keep it quiet”
I married a guy whose got six children, five girls and one boy. His wife died. His eldest daughter
decided I could never be her mom. Because I was not much older then her. She moved out and
that is how she influenced the others. My husband’s son, he sexually abused his daughter
Marlene. She was staying with me and in the weekends she would go stay with her father in
Athlone. One day, when his wife brought her back I noticed something. I said to the wife there is
something wrong. The following week I didn’t give the child. I told her I want to see my stepson.
And then she came out with a whole thing. “Mom, if I open my mouth, there’s gonna be
problems”. But he came the next week. We went to church. When we came back we got into my

room and I asked him what he’d done. Couldn’t he find somebody else to have sex with instead
of his daughter? I got her into the child protection unit, she was only four but she could explain
the whole thing. Then he was locked up; he only got five years. It’s so unbelievable; he went to
different organisations just to get his daughter back. But he walked against the wall. I got a
restraining order against him. His daughter still lives with me. She’s almost sixteen now.
Why is this abuse so widespread? I would say some of them are just plain sick. The other thing
is, a lot of women, they keep it quiet. And then at the end of the day you get children who are
abusive, because when they go to the parents, they won’t be listened to. I always say, if your
child tells you something, take note. When this thing with Marlene happened I warned my sons
and my husband. My husband when he used to work, we would kiss each other goodbye before
he left. But he did not want to kiss Marlene no more. It took us two years to overcome that.
Marlene’s father, when he first came to live with me as a child, I told him, no, no, no. There are
no gay children in my house. Then he became a man again. But he doesn’t know, he hasn’t got
directions. Now he’s married to a lady, she’s sixty-odd and he’s only thirty-nine. He’s got no
directions. He was first gay and then he became straight and then he became Muslim...
From pre-school on Marlene never failed, she’s doing well. All my sons have matriculated. She
will also get there. I’m giving them the education that I didn’t have. She doesn’t get a chance to
play outside, because these young girls now, they become pregnant very quickly. I’m very
possessive with her. When she gets home from school, she stays inside the house. The only
chance to play outside is on a Sunday when we get back form church. From eleven till one in the
afternoon she can play and meet friends. Then I call her in, she always gets her chores. This is
me. I’m old-fashioned. I don’t care.

“She would give me a hiding, thank God”
The saddest moment in my life was when my mom passed away, five years ago. She died in my
arms. Because my father disappointed my mother she raised me single-handedly. When I did
something wrong she would give me a hiding, thank God. That’s why I’m still the old-fashioned
way too. Under my roof you will do as I day. Under this justice system there is the child’s right,
but where is the parent’s right? If they don’t respect me I show them the door. Until the day they
get married they do as I please. The teachers are under pressure; the parents are under pressure.
It’s out of proportion. The children are really rude. The old people will always say that when a
child is young, when he starts talking you should bend that tree. Once the child has grown up
you can’t bend anything. Then that tree wants to bend you.
There is no discipline at home anymore; parents are losing it. In this community it’s drugs,
alcohol abuse, unemployment also. But it’s what you do with that unemployment. You can sit at
home all day doing nothing… But as I say if you stay in this area you don’t have to stay you can
do better. Look at my son. He’s not standing on the corners. Why don’t people do something
with their life, don’t just sit around and wait for handouts. That’s not me, sorry! I’ve done a lot of

things! I don’t have a lot of money but I know at the end of the day I will get my blessings.
My neighbour has a problem with her daughters. They don’t want to go to school; they drink.
But it’s useless speaking to her. She just laughs about it. One Saturday these two were so drunk,
but their mother wasn’t home, she went to a dance. I went in and asked them what they were
doing with their young lives. They just laugh in your face. Then one day their mother didn’t go
to work, she was so depressed. I told her to go to the school instead of waiting for the educator
to phone her. Even though you work, make time to go to school and find out your children
attend school. But she just gets more crossed with me. She hasn’t got that strong personality.
In our community I blame the parents. They have no control over the children; there are no
morals, no values, no self-respect, no nothing. There is too little communication in the
community. The respect is lost. Respect is the biggest lesson I learned in my life. My mother and
grandmothers taught me that. I’m still bringing it out to my grandchildren and children. Respect
goes a long way. But it starts in the house; you can’t pick up respect on the streets. You know, I
used to drink. I wasn’t a rowdy person. But even though I had a few drinks not even a fly could
sit on my nose. But a few years ago I stopped. There was respect for me back then but not as
much as it is today.
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Sharon Dareis is the founder of “New Generation”, a group of people that teaches children to respect the elderly.
They organise an event for 100 elderly people each Christmas and pay for the event out of their own pockets.
Sharon has five children. In addition to that, she adopted and raised six foster children.

