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Stories of widows beneficiaries of Women for Peace Organizations 
Note: in case of publishing use initials of the character names only
Name: Fatima Kadhim 

Birth Date: 1974

Widow with 9 children 

She came to the organization after meeting the our working staff performing an legal awareness raising forum in Alnahrawan area. The organization helped her by including her in a program of Emigration International Organization. 

Fatima lives in far area in the peripheries of Baghdad, she resorted to it since all alternative solutions were not available after all calamities that she went through, she was still young 37 years. agriculture Fatima says, we had a house to resort to, we were a stable family, we lived in AlGatton/Dyala we came down  from farmer family, she is married to one of her relatives, after my marriage my husband left and we migrated to the city, the time Iraq was under Blockade in the nineties, and the cultural retarded severely, my husband bought a car to transit grocery , our economic situation was good, our children grew in happiness, after the regime change and emergence of AlQaida and its control of the area, we were threatened to leave our houses, we were forced to emigrate, some of our neighbors were killed depending on the sectarian identity, but my husband  didn't give enough importance to their threat, because we were not engaged in politics, and we didn't belong to any sect, which may mean there is danger we should consider, days after that we were shocked by a powerful  blast, a blast that shook the nights silence, we went out to find out my husbands car turned into junk, I was so frightened greatly for my children, I told my Husband I am going to leave the house, but he refused in spite his fear from the unknown terror. After some days a sound bomb was blasted in our house, we were horrified, my children start crying for a long time, that night and the night after we didn't sleep, I felt evil things will happen to us, one day while my husband was praying the sunset prayer, a terrorist gang entered our house, they didn't let my husband complete his prayer, I couldn't speak clearly, they forced open the door and found him kneeling and praying, the children harried around their father, the gang didn't wait for him to complete his prayer the shot him by their machine guns, they killed him, while I was with my children crying and pleading, but they killed him mercilessly, and went out after hitting me on my head, calling me bad names and hitting my children.    

We didn't know what to do, the neighbors gathered upon our shouting, when they were sure that the terrorists has gone, they advised me to flee the house, afraid they'd come back and kill me and my children, we went and my husbands corps in the house and went to my parents 
house so that we could bury him in the village, I left my house taking nothing, not even our clothes, I wished every moment that it was better killed with him me and my children, thinking of our needs and how we were to live, I couldn't, when I was out of my shock I found that three of my children went mad, I thanked god for everything, I remained with my parents for a while and I felt my parents were not comfort because of my children, I decided to find a house for me and my children, I heard that some of our relatives wanted to migrate to Baghdad, I decided to go with them seeking security and habitant and security, when I arrived I resorted to a mosque, it was a temporary refuge for me and my children, after that I rented a house made of mud (mud house), in my new house I feel it difficult to adapt to my ne environment, a stranger from afar, with three mad children, what could I do to provide for their needs, with no profession, I couldn't work, I live upon the help of others, as for the rent I resort to the mosques to help me pay the rent, every month, sometimes my children resort to begging to provide for our daily needs, many times they don't find who gives them, so we resort to bread and tee as a food for many days, after all that Fatima hopes to return to her house in her city. 

By Sawsan Ismael    Birth date 1978

Widow with Four Children

She came to the organization when she read the advertisement in the Belady TV Channal.
A beautiful girl from a middle class family, the mid daughter in the family, left school while still a child, in spite her desires to complete her education. She was married and lived with her husband's family, and she was happy, she begot children, the husband was a night guardian in the streets of the city, and worked a taxi driver in the day, after he was able to by a car of a killed man, which couldn't be register officially  it as his own, because of too many cases related to that car, it  caused him insomnia and he was restless and discuss that with his wife, one day while he was strolling in the area, he sow a group of young persons trying to run away, and they were frightened, and because of the retarded security he started to run after them shooting fire at them. There was a car waiting and they got in the car and run away, he couldn't arrest them. Inspecting the house, he found a man killed by the mentioned gang. He called the police and they investigated the case, they interrogated Muhammad, since he was eye witness. but couldn't find evidence, so the case was registered against an anonymous criminal, and the case was closed. He became anxious, started to see nightmares, telling his wife Sawsan everything, finally his wife  discovered that her husband knew the killers, but he was afraid to tell, because he feared lest they harm his family, because they knew he knows them, one week  after the event, while he was going to his work as usual, Sawsan heard a disturbing noise, and she heard the name of her husband's being articulated within the crowd, calling the family to come out to see what happened to their son Mohammed, Sawsan was frightened, went out followed by her children, they saw her husband Mohammed covered with blood, laid on the pavement, the 
killers didn't leave any area on his body without avenge trace of their wicked signs on it, the family members were mesmerized by the scenery, a scenery that'll never leave their memory. But the father was their still, has not used his pistol, and appeared that he did nothing to defend himself, the police reached the crime site, Sawsan and her children were taken to the hospital, to be treated from the shock, they remained two days under the effect of the shock, and the case was closed, as for the criminal was anonymous, so no one could be accused, fearing another member of the family would be killed. The mourning days went heavy, Sawsan conscious was absent, she was not living in this reality, and she suffered from severe hysterical seizures, as a result of the painful scenery she witnessed.

Days after the mourning period she regained her conscious and started thinking of the future of her children, she remained living in the house of her husband's family, she wasn’t comfort, but she was forced to remain, because her children refused to leave. Depending on the help of her husband's family and on what her brothers gave her as a help. She started to think about her situation, and thought that she must depend on herself to provide for the needs of her family,  her husband left her nothing but the car that was not their own yet. Her children grew older, and their needs became more difficult to be provided, she started to be anxious, she thought of going out and find a work, she resorted to her brothers, but they refused to allow her, she remained confused between the needs of her family and bitter reality depriving her the right to work. She goes and remains in her original family, because she didn't feel comfortable in her husband's family. She is still confused and anxious, disrupt and upset between her the desire of her children to stay in their grandfathers home, and her need to work and to live in dignity and respected living and promoting her economic situation.    
