Affidavit by Mrs Patricia Dove

1. I, Patricia Dove, of 86 Assegai Crescent, Austerville, Wentworth, Durban, hereby depose to the following facts.

2. I am a 43-year-old woman living in Austerville and working as a pre-school teacher and community worker in the formerly Coloured township of Wentworth.

3. I am caring for people every day who are living with AIDS. Not one of them is able to afford to pay for treatment and that means not one single person who is living with HI/AIDS in my area is getting any medication unless they are on a clinical trial. Most of the people I have cared for have been told to go home and die because there is nothing to help them. 

4. I know there is medication available. To think that it is there and that poor people cannot get it makes me very angry. That is why I would like to tell the story of the conditions in which people in Wentworth live and die with AIDS

5. As a caregiver, the living conditions I see are so bad that many women are turning to prostitution. There are a lot of HIV positive people in the poorest areas, where the unemployment is worst.

6. In Jacobs, near Wentworth, there is a men’s hostel which quite a lot of our men and womenfolk frequent to go to the big tavern there. The women say they go there because they can ‘catch a colonel’ – find a man with money who will pay for sex so that they can put a plate of food on the table for their families. This is one of the ways that people are spreading HIV in the community.

7. We have just buried a young man, James Amos, who was living openly with AIDS. He frequented that hostel and mixed with lots of different women. He was a panel beater and mechanic but he fell ill one day and never recovered, and he soon became destitute. 

8. A local woman took James in and looked after him. She approached me when she felt she could no longer cope with the burden of care because she was unemployed and had no income. 

9. By this time, James was too weak to walk. He was suffering with TB and was not eating. His hair was falling out. At night he could not sleep because of the cough and the pain. He just about made it to my home. I tried to help him get treatment at the local clinic, unsuccessfully. The first day, a Wednesday, he begged the sister at the clinic for cough mixture and Panado. The sister told me she could not see to him because the clinic had reached their number of patients for the day. I tried to persuade the sister to at least give James the cough mixture and Panado so he could sleep but she said she was not allowed to. 

10. The clinic told James to come back on the Friday. When I took him back, the sister said they had to do some tests before they could give him cough mixture. They said they would phone me to tell him when to come back for the results. They never phoned. 

11. James was now suffering from diarrhoea and he was unable to get himself to the toilet or feed himself. We used to go to the house where he was staying and help bath him. It was like washing a skeleton and each time I washed him I used to think ‘How can there be no medication for him , no help at all?’. A few days later I had to call an ambulance to take him to Addington Hospital. At the hospital we tried to get him admitted but they said there was nothing they could do for him since he was HIV positive and he must go home. They did give him some Panado and cough mixture, which lasted a few days. 

12. By this time, the lady who had been looking after him just could not cope any more and we found a bed for James at Chatsworth Mission. He stayed there for two weeks and then he died. The community and the local Catholic Church were very supportive and helped raise funds for his funeral because he had no family. 

13. James was only one of the many people we have buried in Wentworth, knowing that if he had received some treatment and there was a good welfare service, the family taking care of him could have continued and he could have lived much longer.

14. In my experience of looking after people with AIDS, their families battle not only with their emotions but with financial problems, not knowing where the next lot of adult napkins are coming from. I get frustrated because I can see that the family wants to do the best for their loved one but they can’t afford the medication they need. They are ostracised by their neighbours because AIDS means death in a house where there is no money. 

15. Our clinic is too small to service the whole of Wentworth and if there were just a little more in the health system and the welfare service people would want to live positively and make a difference in their lives and their children’s lives. Government needs to hear the people’s plight. The Government should provide affordable medicines to ensure the right to life and dignity of adults and children who have HIV/AIDS.
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