Eight year-olds
See South Africa
Change through

Jail Bars

While the world breathes a premature sigh of
relief that apartheid in South Africa is dead,
black children as young as eight are still being
jailed in appalling conditions for trivial of-
fences. Though not yet found guilty of any
crime, they risk near starvation, rape — includ-
ing the danger of AIDS — and other forms of
violence at state hands .... These children, ig-
norant of court procedure, without legal advice
and with no family members present, are regu-
larly. convicted as if they were adults.

Michelle Saffer writes from Cape Town

EVILLE Snyman was 13
when he was arrcsted
for theft. His mother
could not lcave work to to
court, but his aunt was there.
The magistrates would not
rclease the boy to the care of
his aunl and he was held in the
local jail. A month later
cellmates murdered Neville.
‘Between 9,000-12,000 chi-
Idren between cight and 20
are being held on remand in
Soulh Alrica awaiting trial, ac-
cording to a report from the
Community Law Centre (CLC)

of the University of the
Western Cape.
Since February 1990 and

the unbanning of the African
National Congress, there have
- been dramatic changes,
including an amnesty for first-
time olffenders. One group's
position has become worsc
since then, says Lhe report —
child oflenders.

Poverty or an unhappy
home lifc is usually the rcason
children end up in jail. Most of
‘thosc arrested have lcft home
and live on the strects,

"We sce this as a creative

responsc il condilions are-aff-”

ficult at home and their necds
are nol mct,” says Roscmary
Shapiro of the National
Institute for Crime Prevention
and Rchabilitation of Criminals
(Nicro}. "Dut they are trcated
as criminals — by no stretch of
the imagination are they

Deprivation index

seen anything. 1 just want to
gt out of herc. | want to go

Shapiro said: “"Children
awaiting trial shouldn't be in
jail at all. They are there be-
causc they have fallen through
the net. And some of the
plc the children are locked up
with are "heavy™

Scventeen-year-old Ryan
has been in Pollsmoor for nine
months waiting for his case to
come to court. "1 fear for my
life,” he said. "I know that in
prison there are s that as-
sault and sodomise and rob
minors. | have seen and heard
a lot of nasty things happening
to 8mall children. Anything can
happen to me here.”

And there is always the
possibility that children may
be infected with the AIDS virus
from being sexually assaulted.
Said Shapiro: "All the children
we speak to say 'Pleasc get us
out of here'.”

Children are nolt protected
when they are in jail. Even
though prisons do try to kecp
children of diflercnt ages
apari, therc are many reports
of fape "and' adsault, said
Michelle Morris, author of the
Conwmunity Law Centre report.
She added: "Buzzers and
alarms within cclls to warn
warders are useless when a
smaller child is overpowered
and thrcatencd with death.”

Continued on page |1
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criminals.”

Most children arresied are
chargod with petty crimes like
shoplilling, possessing dagga
(marijuana), drunkenncss and
loitering.

in the tourist haven of Cape
Town, street children are a
visihic feature. During the pecak
tourist season in particular,
police are often asked by rosi-
dents o “clean up the streets”
by arresting homeless chil
dren. Although the police have
charge them within 48 hours,
most find themselves in prison
waiting for their case o come
to court.

Il parents are located, chil:
dren may be relcased in their
carc. Too often police make mno
cflort to find the parents, the
CLC report claims. Even if thoy
do, many parents cannot take
time ofl work to go to court

Nor are there
"places of safety” for these
children. The result is jail
There is no legislated time
Hmit on how long prisoncrs
can stay on remand.

Jaco,
in Cape Town, where Nelson
Mandela was once held. Twe

enough

been here five months awailting

trial.,” he said. 71 was afraid
when | first came to prison.
Prison is a very dangcrous
place for young pecople 1o be
kept. When something hap-
pens here, you are not allowed
to talk, because you haven't

Adequate nutrition, clean water, basic health
care and primary education for all children would

cost only about $25 billion a year,

says the 1993

State of the World's Children Report from

UNICEF. This is less than what the US spends
on cigarettes in six months. Yet most of the
world's children still suffer appalling deprivation.
In special reports from three continents, GEMINI

NEWS SERVICE corresponden

ts focuson

prospects for future generations.

Asia has hghest number of chid labourers

M OVES are undcrway in

India to attach labcls

to hand-woven car-
pcis reading "nol made with
child labour® and so help end
bonded ‘ child labour. Labels
and guidclines are expected in
March.

"I the move succeeds it will
be the final celcbration of a gi-
gantic fraud,” says supporter
Saibal DasGupta. "Customcrs,
both Indian and foreign, necd
not worry about pangs of con-
sc¢ience any longer.”

Many carpcts exported to

Western nations are a product .

of child servitude which is
rampant in India, even though
it is banned under the Child
Labpur Act passecd six years
ago. The [londed Labour
Liberatton Front (BLLF) in New
Delhi says 70,000 looms in
Uttar Pradesh state alone em-
ploy 150,000 children. Ninety
per cent are bonded.
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How Child Labour is Brushed

under the Carpet

More than 150,000 children are bonded into work in the carpet industry
in Uttar Pradesh state, India. They work in appalling conditions. The car-
pets they weave are exported mainly to the United States, Britain and
Germany. To curb the use of children in the industry, an independent
body is pushing for new restrictions and the use of labels that read "not
made with child labour” for certified manufacturers. The following report
examines the Indian carpet industry at a time when reforms are planned.

A J Singh writes from Mirzapur, India

The heartland of India's
carpct-making industry s
nicknamed Dollar Land. It in-
cludes the districts of
Mirzapur, Dadohi, Kumariya,
Gopigan] and Sombdhra and
carns 8140 milllon a year for
carpcl cxports mainly to the
United States, Germany and
[ritain.

Loom owners make lucra-
tive proflits, saving on their
wagc bill by using bonded chil-

dren. They scout for child
labour in the poverty-stricken
stalcs of Bihar a Madhya

Pradesh and in neighbouring
Nepal.

On the pretext of training
boys, they promise (lliterate
parcnts monthly wages of 87-
$10 per chiid. DasGupta days:
“The industry hardly pays any
wages besides the 'loans’ ad-
vanced to the parents of the
children.” Children are also
put into bondage when poor

farmers in dire need of money
are offcred loans in return for

a pledged child. In theory the
child i freed when the moncy
is returned. In practice this
hardly happens. Most taken
[rom the parents arc not heard
of again.

Ram Singh, a social worker
in Varanasi, says: "The bondcd

children are trecated like ani-

mals and made to work 12 to
14 hours a day in miserable
conditions.”

Amamath is a bonded child
who ran away from a loom-
owner's clutches and survived.
He told volunteers of Sanghan
Kshetra Vikas Samiti (SKVS), a
social wellare organisation
based in Varanasi, that boys
work on looms [rom morning
till night.

Slow children were badly
beatcn, often with sticks on
the back and locked up at
night. Food consisted of

roastced dry wheat and salt for
breaklast, and unleavened
bread and lentil for lunch and
dinner. Amarnath was leadcr of
a group of boys who ran away
while securily was lax. A
passcr-by took them to SKVS.

A 12-year-old boy bonded to
a loom owncr in Handiya vil-
lage, Allahabad district, was
not so lucky, Last ycar his em-
ployer hit him so hard on the
hecad he died on the spot. To
hide the crime, the owner
buried the body in a barren
spot ncar the loom. Next day a
stray dog pulled out the body
and thc attack became public.

Working conditions at the
looms are so atrocious child
workers sullfer from a host of
ilinesses including tuberculo-
sis, worm f{inlection, skin ul-
cers and enlarged lymph
glands.

Social worker Ritu Sarin

Continued on page 1l
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Golden Future

Vanishes for
Brazil's
Street Kids

Brazil's economic crisis has produced seven
million street children with little prospect for
the future. Violent mass-robberies by teen
gangs have erupted in recent months, de-
monstrating the sense of futility among this lost

generation.

However, one bright spot has

arisen. An international delegation of street
children organised a one-day protest in
Brazil's capital to call government attention to

their plight.

Rosangela Trolles writes from Rio de Janeiro

RAZILIAN  politicians
bravely proclaimed th-
roughout the 1970s
that theirs was the "country of

the future,” projecting slow but

steady cconomic . With
a predominantly youthful
population, the country would
find prosperity in the maturing
of its future professionals.

But after 11 years of eco-
nomic crisis, including a
rccord inflation rate of 1,800

cent in 1990 caused by
l?u'.av}r national debt, the furure
appcars bleak, especially
among the young who consti-
tute more than onec-third of
the population.

Today, grave social prob-
lems plague the country as a
whole, The gradual bankruptcy
ol institutions is a reality. The
rise of economic misery has
spilled over to family life, pro-
ducing a new generation of
street children estimated to
number seven million, or five
per cent of the country’s popu-
lation of 150 million. Some
500,000 street children work
as prostitutes.

For these “péople,
offers no prospect for the fu-
ture. Juvenile delinquency,
which seemed a minor prob-
lem to be coped with, has
reached alarming lcvels. In re-
cent months, Brazilians have
secn their displaced youth ex-
plode in a prison break and
scveral violent mass robberies,
known locally as arrastoes.

Arrasotes have become In-
creasingly popular in the past
two years. Typically, the spree
cvolves from a harmless dance
competition at a beach. As rival
youth gangs converge, lights
break out. In the midst of the
escalating violence, bathers
flec the beaches, leaving their
belongings to be taken by the

The popular Ipanenma and
Copacabana beaches were hit
by arrastoes in October in the
midst of a heat wave that at-
tracted Jarge numbers to the
beaches. A gang fight at
Ipanema resulted in three ar-
rastoes, in which four beach-
goers were wounded and 48
people arrested.

"l say ‘a 20-year old man
being attacked by a group,”
said the chief of the lifeguard
post at Impanema. "Soon alter,
a 13-ycar-old boy asked for
help at the post. His face was
bloody and his teeth were bro-
ken."

The fight spread later to
Copacabana, becoming more
serious as the day progressed
Police and local drug trallick-
ers, both concerned about the
resulting economic instability,
intervened to prevent the re
currence of arrastoes in Rio,
but they could not stop the
growth of this new robbery
technique.

Wide media rcporting of the
disturbances helped spread

« the word ol such an cllective

robbery mecthod among youth,
rfsultlnf in similar outbreaks
in Fortaleza, capital ol the state
of Ceara, Londrian, in Parana
stale, across the interor of Sae
Paulo state and even in the
midst of a popular rcligious
festival in Belem, capital of
Para state.

An even more alarming re
bellion blew up only four davs
later at Sao Paulo's stalc
Foundation for the Welfare of
the Under-aged, a cramped
prison housing 1.200 malc and
female youths aged between 15
and 18, roughly five times its
intcnded capacity. Inmalcs
were routinely subject to phys
ical abuse, shortages of mat-

A BRAZILIAN BOY
Hope and despair

HE days fishing had

been ] Kush

Chakma, a fisherman
from Chokoria felt pleased
with himsell. Despite the early
warning of a cyclonic storm
rising in the Bay of Bengal,
Kushi had come to the sca
Locking at the basket of fishes,
he was thinking of how
[requent storms were in Lhis
part of the year. But thal didn |
worry him. Kushi dragged his
boat to the shore. Taking it far
into the sand he look extra
care to tie it firmly. [ the
wind caught il, he would have
o buy a new one. Since fishes
were abundant, he was already
planning 1o return next morn-
Ing again.

The basket on his head,
Kushi was soon on his way. He
would walk the long way back
home. People of these coastal
areas of Bangladesh were

15, 1s in Pollamoor jail

sirong and sturdy like himself
and very much used to hard
life. The face of his newly wed,
lovely Mathin flashed before
| his eyes. His loving wife would
| be anxiously waiting for him.
Kushi noted with a litle
unecasiness that there were
-' only fcw fishermen today |le
felt a little uncasy What had
dept them? They had been
talking abowt the coming
storm:. Was it really so dangor

] ouss’

With alarm Kushi noted
that the wind was fast increas-
ing. Even the roar of the s¢a
stemed much louder
Normally from so [ar inside
the land. only a faint hushing
sound of the sea could be
heard. But today it was diflcr-
enl The rising wind carried a
siren with the groaning ol the
SO

Every minule the wind
scemed to be stronger. Fear
gripped Kushis heart as he
became aware of the fast rising
storm. Looking up at the sky
he saw the angry dark clouds
fast gathering on the darken:
ing world around him It
secemed as though night was
lalling too soon. The force of
the wind carried the clouds in
a mad race. Streaks ol lighting
flashed across the blackencd
sky. Kushi quickencd his pace
He must reach home before
the storm broke in fully lury
But it seemed oo late

One blzarre lighting
flashed, blinding him momen
tarlly. it was followed by a loud
crash of thunder. Then thun
ders were crashing one after
anolher, vibraling across Lhe
sky in a hell ke fury. Swirling
rain poured over the blowing
dust and sand. The driving
lorce of the rain was sharp
against his sodden body. Kusin
could hardly walk through tix

A Remembrance

The Furious Night

by Tulip Chowdhuri

raging winds. His teeth grit
ting, Kushi was holding ast o
the basket which the tremen
dous gust of wind was trying 1o
pull out of his clutching hands
He dug his toes into the mud
with each step. That kept him
from falling down. He strug
gled on. Perhaps his love for
life was working behind his
fighting will. He longed more
than ever to be home, to hold
his beloved Mathin close o his
chest. Perhaps he should re-
trealed earlier to some afller
place? But what could he do
now excepl pray to the
Almighty?

The storm was then raging
feroctously. The darkness ol
night was flluminated by a
reddish scowl of the stormy
sky. The basket was whisked
out like a small toy out of
Kushi's hands. The roaring of
the raging sca, the shrill hiss
ing of the maddening storm,
together produced a weird
groaning sound. Every gust of
wind lew Kushi somc paces

away Kushi lost control of his
movement. He was being
dragged and baltered by the
raging wind

What was that? Soemebody
wailing? Not vne, but theusand
cries with the howling wind
came to Kushis ears. Crics
from men rose one upon an
other to be stifled to deathly
silence. Cries of death ragoed
from dying animals above
those of men. Kushi caught
glimpses of erashing houses
and trees. The storm was
thrashing them into bits and
carrying them away in swirls
of debris. Suddenly Kushi felt
himsell being scooped up in
the hands of death as a devil
ish gust of wind picked him
high above the ground He
closed his eyes.

When he opened his eyes,

Kushi found himsell stuck
against a large uproated tree
The storm had duoped him

within its tangled branches
There seemed o be a lot of
waler beneath, Whant was that

cold thing touching his feet?
His hands recede down. The
body of a dead baby? Only a
moment he held {t. The lorcc
of the wind whisked il oul ol
his hand. The water was rising
bencath him. Oh Lord, the sc.
has risen so high? The cold
hands of dealh touched
Kushi's hearl. The rising
scream in his throat fell silent.
Kushi saw no more of furious
night which witnessed the
terrible angry nature shalter
nd plunder across the land.

What had happened? Was it
a nightmare? Wasn't he dead
but had been only uncen-
scious? Kushi's breaths canw
through long suflfocaling el
forts. His eyelids were heavy
with salt and soil. Thirsl
gripped his bursting throat.
He was still stuck to the tree
he remembered hazily. With
pain he could remember of
the terrible nature he had
seent before losing senses.

How long had the storm
been? The tattered world be-
fore him spoke of the cruel
game that nature had played
on that cruel night of the 29th
April, 1991. The sad bits and
pieces of the horrible storm
remained only. The thrown
about bodies, carcasses entan
gled with the broken uprooted
trees, remains of what wore
homes siood as battered

witnesses to unimaginable
tragedy of mankind. The crucl
cyclone had left tales of de-
struction and death: a horrible
catastrophe.

Kushi dragged himself out
of his miraculous shelter,
There, a little far away, was
the of a woman. Could it
be his beloved wife? The face
was hidden with dirt. His fin-
gers moved over the mud,
clearing the features as he
turned the dead face towards
him. No, this wasn't Mathin.
Oh, there was another body,
and another. So many dead
bodies lay scattered about the
r-vnged ground. Kushi stared

rcltnly at the unknown
still faces. He let his eyes
stretch as far as he could. Was
Mathin lying among these
deeds or was he the cursed
survivor?

Kushi Chakma sauntered
over the dead bodies. The un-
known f[aces were white as
sheets, some already swollen.
One upon another lay the vic-
tims of the eyclone. Kushi ran
to and fro, scuttling over the
silent thousands. Perhaps the
next body would be of his
beloved Mathin's?

Every year, with April's ar-
rival, | feel the remembrance
of Kushi Chakma and the thou-
sands dead torture my soul till
I write about them.

|

tresses. restirooms and medd

cal assistance. The last straw
that caused the rebellion was
the thrashing ol a teenager by
a prison oflicial.

Minors, armed with knives,
pieces of wood, iron bars and
cven clectric saws rose up.,
sctting fire to the prison ad-
ministralion building in a 25
hour rampage. Many ol the
teens were intoxicated from
alcohol or nail polish

In a frenzied 90-minute pe
riod, an estimated 200 youths
tore apart three buildings and
20 vehicles. Local military po
lice, fearful of repeating a mas
sacre in which 111 were killed
in a similar uprising at the
state's largest adult prison only
wecks carlier, refused to enter
the youth facility without writ-
ten permission from authori
ties,

An estimated 6000 tcens
escaped the prison, later re
asscmbling in the centre of
Sao Paulo, from which they
launched an aggressive cam
paign of arrastoes

Alarmed, Brazilians are now
looking for ways to pul an end
to the youth crime. And there
is no holding back. A group ol
20 vigilants armed with ma
chine-guns and shotguns has
already Lried to break into a
deicntion centre with the in
tention of 'terminating the
problem. Another group ol eit
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