
 



Katy Spendel (47 years) 
 
 
 

“I question the Lord so many times”  
 
I grew up in Parkwood. It was good. We were ten children, four sisters and six brothers. I went to 
school there. Later on we came to Lavender Hill. I was about thirteen years old. I left school in 
standard four. I worked in the factory. I enjoyed my work there. I didn’t have experience in the 
work but most of the time the supervisor or the girls would assist me. I worked there for three 
and a half years. In that time I had my first child, I was about eighteen years old. It was from my 
boyfriend. Later on in life, he don’t want me, my mother helped me to look after the child. It was 
sadness in my mind. Why he don’t want me? I loved him but he wants somebody else. When I 
confronted him with the child he said it’s not his child.  
 
I leave that job and I get another job later on, I met another boyfriend and he married me. My 
mother talked to him; if he wants me he must accept the child. My daughter was about three 
years old then. He lived in Paarl. Later on I fell pregnant again and then we get married. The 
marriage was not good. The ten years of marriage was not good. He was a man that drinks so 
much. I would have stepped out three times for a divorce. But every time I changed my mind. I 
found out he was involved also with women. You hear what other people say but you don’t 
listen. But you don’t think it will happen to you again. Sometimes I confront my husband but he 
denied it. I asked the Lord to help me to catch him. It was here in Lavender Hill with that woman. 
I lived in Vrygrond at that time. I came to Lavender Hill at night so late. I always asked the Lord 
to protect me wherever I go because I want to see with my own eyes. I knocked on the door but 
he don’t want to open the door. This girl knew me, we was also friends. They don’t open up. I 
give the door so hard a kick and the door goes open. And there he was naked and she was 
naked and I just go home and cried my heart out. That was just before it happened, he was 
thirty-two and I was thrity-one years old. That was just before he died.  
 

“Don’t do that thing to her”  
 
Me and him was together when this thing happened. It will hurt me all my life, until I die. But I 
want to tell it because the story might help somebody else. (cries) We was by our friends first, 
for their first Anniversary. We left there about a quarter to two, it was a Friday night. We were 
leaving Seawinds. When we walked up the streets, the streets where so quiet. We talk, he put his 
hands around me and he give me a kiss on my forehead. Suddenly we heard so many noises 
around us. I grabbed him so tight. I think it was horses, because of the sounds. Then it was five 
men. I grabbed him tight and I started to cry. They want to take me away from him. But I just 
hold my husband so tight. They got a gun with them. It was five men. Suddenly I was away from 



my husband because they grabbed me away. While we where walking the two of them have me 
this side while we walk and the other three have my husband. While the two was with me, they 
put their hands here by me. I see what they say to my husband, they say if he run away they will 
kill me. The whole time we are walking and they put their hands on my body. They play with my 
body and they put their hand under my clothes in my vagina. When we come to the field they 
put their hands so deep into my vagina. At that time I realize my three kids are alone and I beg 
them not to kill me. (cries) We go to the field I must take my clothes off. They hit my husband on 
that side. There they rape me, every one of them. They just do what they wanted to. All five of 
them. When one was on me the others they slapped my husband with the pangas (big knives) 
and I heard something crack.  
 
There was one of them, when I begged him and I pleaded to him please don’t kill me I got 
children, he said in my ear he didn’t know these boys would do this and he said don’t worry I 
won’t let them kill you. When they were finished with me they left me there. I was also on my 
knees at one time and I must do that to all the penises, suck them. And both of them are at my 
back too, they did that to me too. There was one who said, no don’t do that to her. Don’t do 
that thing to her. And all that time I just begged. There was a time I ran away but they caught 
me again. My husband was already dead by then. When they were finished with me they leave 
me. They let me put on my long pants again and then they leave me. They said just wait here till 
they are gone. I ran and asked for help. The security said I must go to the houses and look for 
help. The police come and I must tell the story again and again.  
 

“My story failed”  
 
They find these five guys. A year later when they must come to court that was the most hard 
time ever for me, in that court. I didn’t know how all five have their own lawyer. The way the 
lawyers asked me questions, tt was as if they raped me again and again. They hurt me so much. I 
didn’t go later to listen what they have said because my brother was with me and he took me 
every time to court and he didn’t want me to go up and listen to their stories because they will 
all tell lies and it will hurt me again. They didn’t go to prison, my brother told me. My story failed 
because I was just one and I had no witnesses. Every day my brother would go to court. He 
listened to their stories. Now how must I feel if I listen to them? They told the judge they were 
not there, they watchedTV at home.  
 
When I hear they don’t go to prison, I feel like they can also take my life also. But I know just for 
my children I must be strong. My brother is a pastor. He came that time to me and I must tell 
him how I feel and we cry together. And he takes me places so that I can forget. But I will never 
forget, it will go on and on until I die. I want my children to have a good life. No matter what 
happens in life you must go on facing life and live happily.  
 
I find God in my life. I thank God in my life. I have learned all the good things through stories in 
the Bible. That is what’s helping me through in this life. I come to church and there I found the 
love and the strength and happiness. I sing in the choir. After my husband died God gave me 



another child, just to help me go on with life. I try to do good in life and tell the children who do 
the wrong things they must stop doing that. I give them the Bible. But sometimes the children 
don’t want to listen and after that they get hurt. You know, that people, when they go home 
from something, they must also go in groups and take that person home and see that person is 
safe by the doorsteps. Or sleep over. Or take somebody home with a car. You don’t know when 
somebody will come around. The streets are so silent.  
 

“Sometimes I feel very lonely”  
 
I’m every day alone in my house. I don’t want to be in a crowd of people. I just go to my sister. 
Or my cousin. But I’m not going to other people’s houses. I just want to be alone. When I go 
shopping and there’s too many people I run away and go home. I don’t like a lot of people 
because I’m scared they are going to ask me what happened. In this community, everybody 
knows it when something happens. Everybody knows I lost my husband. But I don’t want to tell 
my story to other people. That’s why I just want to be alone. Sometimes I feel very lonely. I had a 
boyfriend again. I’ve lived with him for four years and a half. He broke my heart. Oh God, I don’t 
want to have a love in my life again. You want to have a friend next to you. He was now 
someone I can talk to when something happens. But he didn’t love me too much to have me for 
him. And he takes the other woman now, last year, and he married the other woman. I can 
always talk to my brother about my life. It’s all God’s plan, that’s what my brother says.  
 
Sometimes I feel like I can’t find happiness. My daughter says: “Mommy goes nowhere, you just 
stand by the window, you just read the Bible and pray”. I say no, that is my life. I like my life how 
it is now. It’s fine with me, here in the house where I am alone. I don’t want them to worry about 
me.  
 
After what happened I went to Observatory and there I get counseling to talk about what 
happened. I have told that lady the third time I came there I don’t want to come again, I rather 
talk to my brother. Some days I just want to cry. Why did it had to happen to me Lord? Why me? 
I was a good woman, a good wife, why me? (cries) Sometimes I question the Lord so many 
times, but that was God’s plan.  
 

“I ask him to forgive them”  
 
They all still live her around me, those guys. Some of the days I see them, but they don’t know 
me. Maybe some of them know me but all of them go on with their life as if nothing had 
happened. Still they rob people, still they’re breaking in. But the parents still covered up for the 
children doing all these wrong things in life.  
 
I said to the Lord I forgive them, I ask Him to forgive them, but I will never come face to face 
and say I forgive them. I don’t know how they can face life and still have a woman and make 
love and have children. And their stories still cover up a lie. Rather tell the truth and then you 



can be healed. If this case must come up again one day, I will say Lord forgive them and let 
them go free again. One day we will go stand in front of God.  
______________________________________________________________________________________________________
Katy Spendel is a deacon at the United Reformed Church in Lavender Hill. She is a single mother and 
lives in a ground floor apartment in one of Lavender Hill’s courts (block of flats). It’s a dangerous place 
to live for a single mother with children. They frequently hear gunshots and her children already know 
they have to jump and lay flat on the floor when they hear these sounds.  
 


