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PREAMBLE 
The high prevalence of domestic violence in Pakistani society is a sad 

truth. The high level of tolerance for such behavior is an even bigger 

mark of shame, where even other women consider an occasional slap 

across the face or verbal abuses as a ‘justifiable’ reaction to the 

misbehavior of a wife, a daughter or a sister. This reality is so 

ingrained in society and women are so accustomed to domestic 

violence that women often times, they do not even categories some 

harmful behaviors’ as violent. With this comes a disturbing 

nonchalance towards the consequences of such behavior on the 

victims: the toll it takes on women health; the damage it causes to the 

relationships; the adverse effects it has children.  

Civil Society Human and Institutional Development Programme (CHIP) 

with support from Foundation for the Future implemented a project 

on “Promotion of Rights through Enabling Women Survivors of 

Violence (WSV) to Attain Social Inclusion” from July 2010 to 

September 2012 aimed at providing a recovery plan for women 

victims of domestic violence. This project was extended for six months 

in recognition of the fact that even though a lot of progress was 

made, the long term nature of the goals to be attained under the 

project meant that there is still much more room to be covered.  It is 

recognition of the fact that there is a need to change the mindset of 

the women and society as a whole: and that change will not come 

overnight. 

This booklet tells the tale of 9 brave women who lived tormented 

lives. They were identified by CHIP and a recovery plan was prepared: 

they were taught about their roles and responsibilities in society and 

their rights under the law; they underwent social inclusion workshops 

that encouraged mobilization; and finally, each of the women in this 

booklet were assisted in attaining financial independence through 

vocational training and provision of resources that would help them 

start their own enterprise. They had considered their life finished but 

life once again gave them the strength and courage to fight back for 

their lives, the same lives that they had signed away to the men in 

their lives, the same men who did not give them the respect they 

deserved.  

Each case study tells the tale of regeneration.   



NAME Shakeela Bibi 

VILLAGE Dhudi Parri, Pind Matay Khan 

AGE 27 

EDUCATION Primary 

MARITAL STATUS Separated 

TYPE OF VIOLENCE SUFFERED Physical and Mental Torture 

CHIP INTERVENTIONS 1. Tuck shop; 

2. Capacity Building (family law, 
women’s rights and interpersonal 
communication skills); 

3. Social Inclusion (mobilisation 
sessions and member of 
community organisation). 

1. SHY TEARS 
She looked at herself in the mirror as she nursed her black eye with an 

old cloth. One dab and she relived the slap from yesterday as the pain 

shot through her left cheek. Another and she tried to hold back her tears. 

No! She must stop. If anyone saw her crying again, all hell would break 

loose. Not again. Her husband was mad at her as it is. She looked at 

herself in the mirror but she could not meet her own eyes. Not today; 

not again. This is what she was punished for yesterday: looking up at her 

husband and answering back. How could she make the same mistake 

again so soon? It was unforgivable.  

She jumped as she heard a loud knock on the door. It must be father. She 

nervously opened the door, wondering what he would say when he saw 

her like this. He walked in smiling, “Where is my grandson today? Look 

what I got for him!” he said holding up a bag full of candies.  

Before she could call him, her son ran towards them as his 

grandfather lifted them up. As he swirled him around, for 

the first time since he came, he saw his daughter and the 

look of despair on her face. She saw him looking at her. She 

saw his expression change, the smile on his face slowly 

disappearing, deep crease lines appearing in his forehead. 

“What is this Shakeela? Did he hit you again?” he murmured 

slowly. “Just let it go Aba,” she whispered back. A moment 

of silence and he asked her again, “Do you need anything?” 

Embarrassed with herself, she looked away and replied 

under her breath, “Some money…” And once again, her 

father knew exactly what had transpired the night before.  

 



  

Yet again, her husband had refused to give her any money to look after 

herself and her son. It was a norm – day in, day out. They argued over the 

same thing over and over again. And the fight always ended the same 

way, with a slap on her face. She worried about her son and how unfair it 

was for him. How could she give him the life he dreamt of? How could 

she live with herself when she could not make him happy? She hated 

asking her father for money; she was not his responsibility anymore. But 

what other option did she have? How could she earn enough to look 

after herself and her son? How long would she continue to be a burden 

on her parents? Twenty-seven years old, but she looked forty – the worry 

lines and scars of her beatings etched permanently on her face. She felt 

alone, with no one to talk to. It was embarrassing and there was nothing 

anyone could do about it. She began to avoid people and family 

gatherings 

But as they say, one good friend can change your life. Shakeela found her 

friend in the HRA working in her village. The HRA, trained under CHIP, 

invited her to counselling sessions aimed at capacity building and social 

inclusion. The sessions gave her the confidence to not only discuss her 

issues but also fight for her rights and express her opinion positively. But 

perhaps, the turning point in her life was when CHIP provided her with 

the investment to start her own tuck shop in the village. She was also 

provided with vocational training that gave her the business sense to run 

the shop well. Now, as she lives with her parents separated from her 

husband, the shop provides her with the financial independence to take 

care of herself and look after all of her son’s expenses without being 

dependent on her father. The tuck shop is an additional source of 

confidence for her, her own little victory, as she proves to the world that 

women are also capable of supporting their family.  

Additionally, she is an active member of the community based 

organisation attending meetings and taking part in community decision 

making. She maintains good relations with the HRA and all other 

members, socialising with other female members on a regular basis. Her 

plight to success is an example for other women and therefore, she is 

actively involved in workshops conducted for other women in the village. 

  



NAME Abida Perveen 

VILLAGE Raipur, Jajiyal 

AGE 25 

EDUCATION Illiterate 

MARITAL STATUS Divorced 

TYPE OF VIOLENCE SUFFERED Mental Torture 

CHIP INTERVENTIONS 4. Tuck shop; 

5. Capacity Building (family law, 
women’s rights and interpersonal 
communication skills); 

6. Social Inclusion (mobilisation 
sessions and member of 
community organisation). 

 7.  

2. SUPERSTITIOUS ENDINGS 
Abida’s left eye had been blinking the whole day. Her fears were 

confirmed when the black cat crossed her path as she made her way to 

the bathroom. Something bad was going to happen. But all these 

thoughts slipped out of her mind as the door bell rang – it must be her 

husband coming home for lunch. She opened the door; he glared at her 

as he entered the house. Was he mad at her for something? Should she 

ask what was on his mind? She quickly decided against it; best not to ask 

and instigate him. She knew how short-tempered he was. She quickly 

scuttled away from where he sat down in the porch. Perhaps, out of sight 

out of mind? No; not that day.  

She knew her marriage was not perfect. She envied those who were 

happy in their own homes. Why was she not able to find happiness of her 

own? All her life, Abida had been raised to believe that her ‘real’ home 

was the one where she lived with her husband, not the one where she 

had grown up. Then why did she feel like a stranger in her own supposed 

home? For a little while following the birth of her two children, she felt as 

if things were changing. But it was not long before things went back to 

the way they had always been: heartbreaking. But she had found peace 

in the fact that at least she was married. She had a husband and she had 

two wonderful children - this was the compromise she had made with 

life. How could she have known that this was all about to change?  

Despite her troubled marriage, she had lured 

herself into a false sense of security. She would 

convince herself that it could not get worse than 

this. Until, he decided to divorce her.  

  



In a society where a woman is considered to be ‘incomplete’ and 

‘unfulfilled’ without her male counterpart to spend the rest of her life 

with, divorce meant that there was no reason to live anymore. It is taboo, 

a bad omen. And the most paradoxical fact of all: irrespective of whose 

fault it may be, women are supposed to be home makers and despite 

their fragile and oppressed positions in their households, women are the 

ones considered responsible when that home breaks up. Abida often 

wondered why the society around her was so hypocritical. She was only 

twenty-five years old and her life was already over – is this all that life 

had in store for her? She was left at the mercy of a man who did not 

respect her, and when he decided to leave her, that was it? Even though 

there were brief periods where she dared question those beliefs in the 

privacy of her own mind, she would expel such thoughts immediately. 

She was unlucky. She was a bad omen, a pariah. And she had to live with 

this for the rest of her life.  

Her self-confidence was completely shattered when CHIP discovered her 

and this was the first obstacle addressed in her recovery plan. She was 

made to attend trainings and counselling sessions which gave her a 

primer into the rights and responsibilities of women. The workshops gave 

her a working knowledge of family laws and women rights in Pakistan 

and how this could benefit her in the future. She also underwent 

confidence building exercises which contributed significantly in 

overcoming her superstitious and biased beliefs towards women. 

Alongside her interpersonal skills training, Abida was provided with the 

investment capital needed to establish a small tuck shop in the village, 

her main source of income, with which she supports her two children.  

Twenty-five year old Abida can be seen leaning over the till of her shop, 

happily chirping amidst a group of friends. She energetically switches 

roles as a confident businesswoman and a responsible mother – there is 

zeal in her stride as she singlehandedly manages daily chores at home 

while dealing with customers in the shop. The troubles that had plagued 

her seem to be lost in her past. She wondered how could she have let 

herself go so easily? There was so much left to live for. She had to make 

sure her children did not suffer the way she had; vowing to do everything 

in her power to teach her children the lessons life and CHIP had taught 

her. 

  



NAME Nasreen Akhtar 

VILLAGE Sugiyal, Phulray Syedan 

AGE 41 

EDUCATION Illiterate 

MARITAL STATUS Separated 

TYPE OF VIOLENCE SUFFERED Physical and Mental Torture 

CHIP INTERVENTIONS 9. Stitching Machine; 

10. Capacity Building (family law, 
women’s rights and interpersonal 
communication skills); 

11. Social Inclusion (mobilisation 
sessions and member of 
community organisation). 

3. ALONE IN THE DARKNESS 
Nasreen enjoyed working on the field. She found solitude in its vast and 

endless greenery, with no one to disturb her for hours in the end. At 

times, she would just stand in the cool breeze and watch her son play 

with the goats running after them, patting them, feeding him with his 

own hands. It helped her get her mind of things, all the problems life had 

forced her way. It was the only place where she was safe from the 

sympathetic looks of her neighbours and relatives, where she could 

momentarily forget what a burden she was on her family and how 

vulnerable and helpless she was.  

It had been fourteen years since her husband had decided to leave her 

stranded in her brother’s house. How could he leave her alone like this? 

Why had he never even looked back to see how she was doing? For a 

long time after their separation she thought she was the one to blame. 

After all, what else could it be? All of her friends were happily married; 

they had their fights but nothing like hers. May be she was not a good 

wife. That is why he had decided to get rid of her.  

But one thing never made sense: did he never miss his son? 

What was his fault? Why had he been deprived of the love 

of his father? She wondered if she would be able to live 

fourteen years without her son. Even the thought of living 

without him scared her. Her son was the only reason for 

living – everything else had been stripped away from her. 

Then how could her husband live without his son? Did he 

not miss him? Did he not miss them?  

  



This was condition CHIP found her in: miserable, desolate and barely 

breathing. She did not blame anyone for her condition, just herself, for 

not being good enough. Nasreen was convinced that there was nothing 

left in her life and there was nothing she could do to help secure the 

future of her children. She spent a life dependant on her brother and so 

would her son. Her broken self-esteem was the biggest obstacle faced in 

restoring Nasreen’s self confidence. The HRA in the village encouraged 

her to attend capacity building and training session both of which 

contributed massively in establishing her self-assurance. And it was this 

confidence that led her to the decision that she has to stand back up on 

her own two feet and make sure that she is capable of looking after her 

son’s needs.  

Life has changed for Nasreen. The woman, who once found little 

meaning left in life, now enjoys every moment of it as she stitches 

clothes for other people. The roar of the engine of the sewing machine 

given to her by CHIP is music to her ears; and for every dress she stitches, 

she knows that she earns enough to fulfil one more of her son’s dreams. 

She had known how to stitch before but would never have had the 

courage to begin this small initiative from home without encouragement 

from the HRA and her brother. She is able to earn a living for herself and 

her son while contributing a little amount to household expenses by 

stitching clothes for other people in the neighbourhood. She had started 

off small but was now able to stitch up to twenty dresses every month 

while working on the field and completing her daily chores. For the first 

time in her life, she was independent! And she could not have been more 

proud of herself.  

Nasreen still loved to walk in the field during the evenings. After a long 

day stitching clothes, she would clean the house and help cook food. 

Often she would attend meetings organised by the community based 

organisation, socialising with her friends there and participating in 

decision making. But when she was finished with all that, she would 

forget everything and step out slowly walking towards the field into the 

sunset. This was her alone-time when she pondered how much life had 

changed, how much she had changed and how much further she had to 

go. And it was during one of these walks when Nasreen had decided that 

she had to work hard not just for herself but for other women like her in 

her village. 



 

NAME Farida Begum 

VILLAGE Dhamkar, Kohali 

AGE 35 

EDUCATION Primary 

MARITAL STATUS Married 

TYPE OF VIOLENCE SUFFERED Physical and Mental Torture 

CHIP INTERVENTIONS Capacity Building (family law, 
women’s rights and interpersonal 
communication skills); 

12. Social Inclusion (mobilisation 
sessions and member of 
community organisation). 

4. INNOCENT CRIMES 
No! Stop. Stay. 

Those are the three words that defined Farida’s life. Like a prisoner in an 

enemy camp, every move she made was dictated by her husband and his 

family. She was a second class citizen in the family and she was reminded 

of it every minute of the day. Not a toe out of line; sometimes she felt 

that one day, if her husband felt like it, he would begin to tell her when 

to sit and when to stand. She was only to do what she was asked to do; 

like a slave at the mercy of her master. And what if she disobeyed? There 

was always a consequence. 

She was married to one of her cousins – she had grown up knowing him. 

But sometimes you can know someone your entire life but not truly 

know what they are like until you live with them. She did not understand 

her husband’s the nature the first time he slapped her, just a few days 

after their marriage. She had ‘dared’ to leave the house and visit her 

mother without asking him first. Nor did she realise the second time the 

incident repeated itself; this time when she went to visit her neighbour 

next door without asking for permission. It was only when he imposed a 

complete ban on her leaving the house that she realised that he was not 

going to change. This was who he was and this is how he will always be. 

He had handed her a solitary confinement sentence.  

She was not his wife; she was a piece of property. 

To call her his favourite toy would be wrong. 

Because she did not believe he even cared for her 

that much.  

 

  



Days went by and Farida remained within the confines of the four 

boundaries of what she was forced to call home. She did not where to 

run, who to talk to. She did not even have the courage to share her 

problems with anyone. How could she? What would she say? How 

embarrassing would it be? Her three children were the only source of 

what little happiness that remained in her life. She spent the days looking 

after them, working on the fields and completing domestic chores 

around the house. Her situation was aggravated by the financial 

problems they faced – only aggravating her already frustrated and angry 

husband. After CHIP met her and analysed her situation, it was realised 

that both of these problems had to be addressed.  

Efforts were made to give her an understanding of her responsibilities 

and rights. She underwent training with regards to gender roles and legal 

know-how, in particular about Convention to Eliminate All Forms of 

Discrimination Against Women (CEDAW) and Pakistan’s duties under 

international law as a signatory to the treat. Furthermore, she was 

encouraged to attend sessions targeted at improving her interpersonal 

communication and mobilisation skills. All of these workshops, along with 

the continuous support provided by the HRA working in the village, 

Farida began to gain confidence in herself. She now understands that 

importance of expressing herself and her opinions in a positive manner. 

She also participated in the local puppet show organised by CHIP an 

experience that gave her the opportunity to socialise with other females 

in a similar situation as she was and also helped her overcome her fear of 

speaking up.  

Farida now also plays an active role in community organisation’s 

activities and events. As a member of the community organisation, Farida 

is involved in decision making at a communal level. Her participation in 

the organisation has given Farida the confidence to face the world 

around her and not only discuss her problems but also be able to come 

up with a solution for them. She participated in the puppet show 

performance organised by the community organisation, an event that 

went a long way in improving her interpersonal skills. Her involvement in 

the community organisation is also her way of meeting new people and 

making new friends, a marked change from the past.   



 

NAME Kausar Perveen 

VILLAGE Dani Dehra, Jajiyal 

AGE 40 

EDUCATION Middle 

MARITAL STATUS Divorced 

TYPE OF VIOLENCE SUFFERED Mental Torture 

CHIP INTERVENTIONS 13. Sewing Machine; 

14. Livestock (goats); 

15. Capacity Building (family law, 
women’s rights and interpersonal 
communication skills); 

16. Social Inclusion (mobilisation 
sessions and member of 
community organisation). 

5. OUT OF THE BLUE 
She remembered everything about the day her husband was leaving for 

his new job overseas. With the entire neighbourhood visiting to say their 

goodbyes, she had spent the whole cooking, cleaning, serving tea and 

packing his clothes… basically, everything other than what she wanted to 

be doing that day: spending the last few moments with her husband 

alone, drinking tea together on the porch. She wanted to tell him how 

much she would miss him when he was gone. How would she survive 

without him? He had always been there to support her and fix things 

when they went wrong. He always had a solution. Who would do that 

now?  

Kausar considered her to be lucky being married to a man like her 

husband. But for some reason, her mother-in-law was always unhappy 

with her. For her, everything Kausar did was wrong. She pointed out the 

smallest of mistakes; it was always a mountain created out of a mole hill. 

But her husband always resolved the issue and this is why Kausar 

admired him so much.  

He always knew how to fix everything. And that was why, as 

she bid him farewell, there was just one thought on her mind 

– how would she deal with all of this by herself? It was not 

long before she was forced to go and live with her parents; 

her mother-in-law made sure of it. Kausar thought everything 

would be better with the birth of her son. Her husband would 

be happy and her mother-in-law would be satisfied.  

  



 

The few weeks following the birth of her son were nothing but dramatic: 

the joys and pains of motherhood coupled with the fact that Kausar 

missed her husband now more than ever. He had always wanted a son. 

Oh, how excited he would have been when he would have held him in his 

arms! Sometimes when she was alone, she imagined him showing up at 

her doorstep, a surprise visit. She had continued staying at her parent’s 

house since she left due to her issues with her mother-in-law. But she 

knew that if he came back, he would once again resolve everything. She 

was sure of it. How then could she have expected what happened next? 

One day, out of nowhere, she was given the news that changed her life: 

he had decided to divorce her.  

Her divorce was heartbreaking. She was disappointed: in herself and in 

life. How did it come to this? When CHIP met her for the first time, 

Kausar was in a dark place, overcome with negativity as she struggled 

with the troubles of being a single mother living in a society where 

people do not take kindly to women who have been divorced. She was 

encouraged to participate in different training sessions focusing on 

interpersonal skills and social mobilisation and other social events such 

as a puppet show theatre performance both of which have contributed 

greatly in boosting her confidence. CHIP also provided her with goats 

which she has been rearing to earn a livelihood for herself and her son. 

She is able to make a small income every month by selling goat milk.  

Having only completed primary school, Kausar felt like she was unable to 

do much to secure her son’s future let alone take care of his basic needs. 

When CHIP provided her with a sewing machine, all her tensions 

disappeared. She knew how to stitch and this could be her chance to 

make a solid living. She set up her own ladies’ tailoring shop and is now 

successfully running her business from home. Coupled with the money 

that she makes from the livestock, she is now not only able to take care 

of her expenses but also able to contribute to the family income. 

But she has made it a point to also set aside some money for her son: she 

wants to send him to school so he can make something of himself. She 

wants to give him the life that she could never have. And one day, when 

he is educated and earning a good living, she can smile to herself and say 

with a smile on her face, it was all worth it.  

  



 

NAME Rashida Perveen 

VILLAGE Dhok Mal, Pail Banay Khan 

AGE 30 

EDUCATION Primary 

MARITAL STATUS Married 

TYPE OF VIOLENCE SUFFERED Physical and Mental Torture 

CHIP INTERVENTIONS 17. Sewing Machine; 

18. Capacity Building (family law, 
women’s rights and interpersonal 
communication skills); 

19. Social Inclusion (mobilisation 
sessions and member of 
community organisation). 

6. THROUGH THE CRACKS 
She peered through the crack in the door. “Rashida!” a heavy voice 

bellowed. Her husband was back from work. She spun around, put her 

shawl over her head, leaning against the door and sighing before she 

finally turned around to face her fears with a smile on her face. “Why did 

you take so long to open the door? You are getting lazier by the day,” he 

roared in anger. It had hardly taken her fifteen seconds, she thought to 

herself. “You know I hate to wait,” he spat in her face as if he heard what 

she had been thinking. For a split second she had thought that he could 

now read her mind and her heart sank. But then she thought to herself, 

may be if he knew what she was thinking he would change his behaviour. 

Would he still be this way if he could feel all her pain?  

Rashida had never known a different life. A simple question plagued her 

mind: if this is how marriage is, why do people do it? The feast that had 

been prepared for their wedding was nothing more than a success party 

thrown to revel in the signing of a contract: transferring her as cattle 

from one master to another. She had been told stories of love and 

happiness where she would have children, build a home, live happily ever 

after. Liars; they were nothing but absolute, blatant liars.  

But she would never dare say this out loud. No one would 

listen and even if someone did, who would dare talk to her 

husband. Even if someone did muster the courage to speak to 

him, he would just end up taking his anger and frustration out 

on her, just like every other time he had hit her for no reason.  

  



Her husband had completely shattered her self confidence. A slight and 

she would jump; his name would reduce her voice to a whisper. What if 

something she said or did displeased him? It would be a rampage of 

slaps, kicks and punches coming her way. He was like a ticking bomb. This 

was the condition she was in when CHIP discovered. Who would have 

known that she would one day become the confident woman she had 

morphed into now? The HRA working in the village invited Rashida to join 

the community organisation and attend the gatherings, trainings and 

counselling sessions it organised. The meetings gave her an 

understanding of her roles and responsibilities as a wife and also those of 

her husband’s while simultaneously giving her a working knowledge of 

her rights under domestic law and under CEDAW. She was also 

encouraged to participate in a puppet show theatre performance which 

greatly helped in building her confidence.  

Rashida often wondered why her well-wishers had never told her all this. 

Why had never mother, her married friends, her cousins never told her 

that she was not born to be tormented like this? Had life not taught them 

the same lessons that she had learnt? Perhaps, they did not know either. 

And for this reason she considered herself lucky. She understood that it 

was as simple as having the confidence and courage to fight back when 

the time is right. She also understood that fighting was not always the 

right solution: sometimes, someone had to hold back and think coolly. 

Someone had to make a genuine effort to resolve the dispute so that it 

would stop surfacing in other ways; that was the only way of fixing her 

situation.  

Her trainings also taught her another valuable life lesson: poverty creates 

many problems. It was for that reason that she decided to stand up on 

her own two feet and show the world what a woman is capable of doing 

alone without help from any man. She is now working hard, successfully 

running a tailoring business from home using the sewing machine 

provided to her by CHIP. The profits she makes are used to look after her 

own expenses. Her newly found financial independence has given her the 

courage to participate not only in domestic decision making but also on a 

communal level through the community organisation. As her past 

wounds heal, Rashida has also begun to socialise again with her friends: a 

small victory, but nevertheless, a big step in the right direction  

  



 

NAME Faqraz Bibi 

VILLAGE Langar Pakhral 

AGE 40 

EDUCATION Illiterate 

MARITAL STATUS Married 

TYPE OF VIOLENCE SUFFERED Physical and Mental Torture 

CHIP INTERVENTIONS 20. Shoe Shop 

21. Capacity Building (family law, 
women’s rights and interpersonal 
communication skills); 

22. Social Inclusion (mobilisation 
sessions and member of 
community organisation); 

7. COBBLED ROADS 
Faqraz walked back from work slowly. Her back ached from all the 

dishes she had cleaned today. She was dreading the pile that was 

waiting for her at home. She wondered if she could just take a break 

from all of this for one day. She longed for just one day, just for 

herself; a day when she would not have to worry about anything; a 

day when everything was right. She blamed it on fate: this was all that 

had been written for her. And it had reached the point where she did 

not even have the heart to dream about change anymore.  

As she knocked on the door to her house, she heard a roar from 

inside. Her heart sank. Oh no, not today. Was he in a bad mood again? 

But, why could he be upset? She had cleaned the house and made 

food for him before leaving. Did she forget something? She dreaded 

what awaited her next as the door opened. “You are late,” her 

husband snapped. “Who is going to make my food? Me? Get on with 

it. I am hungry” he continued. She nodded and went straight to the 

kitchen. More work, just like she had anticipated.  

How could she have thought that it would be different 

today? So what if she had worked a few extra hours to earn 

enough to feed the family? Did it matter to him or anyone 

else? No, it most certainly did not. She wondered when the 

last time was that she took a break from constantly working 

to visit her family. She could vaguely recall a distant aunt’s 

funeral that she had been allowed to go to a few months 

ago… 

  



Faqraz had become used to this life. Her husband did nothing for a 

living; he spent most of his day lying around the house while she went 

from house to house, working in people’s homes to earn enough to 

feed her seven children. But, worse than the days on which her 

husband was doing nothing, were the days when he would decide to 

look around the house. It was like a predator searching for his prey: 

he was looking for any excuse to yell at her, to tell her off, to tell her 

what a waste of space she was. Once he got so upset that he hit her 

and sent her off to her brother’s house for eight months.  She had 

hoped, no prayed, that life would change for her. She had though that 

the birth of her children would turn around her dreadful marriage. 

But nothing changed until CHIP visited her village.   

CHIP involved her in the community organisation in the village giving 

her a chance to benefit from the array of capacity building and 

socialisation trainings that were being conducted by community 

mobilisers. The community organisation also gave her a chance to 

meet other women in the village giving her the confidence to not only 

voice her problems but also to articulate them and come up with an 

effective solution. The community organisation gave her the vent she 

needed to blow off some steam and to share her problems with 

others who were going through similar situations. It restored in her a 

sense of community that she had been forced to abandon long ago. 

The support and training that she was provided with encouraged her 

so much that she herself has now decided to support women 

survivors in her village.  

Faqraz is now also running her own shoe shop. She was able to 

establish it partially through the support provided to her by CHIP and 

partially through her own contributions. The shop is now her main 

source of income and another source of confidence as she gains 

financial independence. She was provided with business management 

training to help kick start her small enterprise and also so that she 

knew how to sustain it by reinvesting profits in the shop. She runs the 

shop from home while looking after her children and her household 

chores simultaneously.  

  



 

NAME Nasreen Bibi 

VILLAGE Hinni, Kohali 

AGE 35 

EDUCATION Illiterate 

MARITAL STATUS Married 

TYPE OF VIOLENCE SUFFERED Physical and Mental Torture 

CHIP INTERVENTIONS 23. Livestock (goats); 

24. Capacity Building (family law, 
women’s rights and interpersonal 
communication skills); 

25. Social Inclusion (mobilisation 
sessions and member of 
community organisation); 

8. TIMES A NEW 
“Your husband must be coming back home soon. I should be leaving 

right now,” her friend hushed slowly. “No, no. Don’t worry. Stay for a 

little while longer. There is no need to rush,” Nasreen replied back 

slowly. But her friend had already gotten up, ready to leave.  

“What are you two whispering away about? Are you backbiting about 

me?” Nasreen’s mother-in-law glared at the two of them. “No! Of 

course not-” Nasreen began to answer but her mother-in-law cut her 

off. “Do not answer back to me. I know what you are up to all the 

time. Trying to turn my son against me and now trying to turn the rest 

of the village against me too. Tell your friend to leave and not come 

back again. This is my house!” she yelled at Nasreen. And with that 

Nasreen knew what lay in store for her for the rest of the night.  

It was the same routine every day. She woke up, cleaned the house, 

looked after her kids, making them breakfast, then lunch. Every day 

all her efforts would go to waste when her husband would return 

back from school. Every day her mother-in-law would find a new 

reason to be upset at Nasreen.  

Every day at 6 pm her husband would come back home. And 

all hell would break loose. Her mother-in-law would take 

her son onto the veranda, sat him down, and tell him all 

about everything wrong Nasreen had done the whole day. 

In the beginning, Nasreen would wish that her husband 

would for once listen to her side of the story. Now she 

would just brace herself for the beating that would ensue.  

  



It had been fifteen years of the same torture, day in and day out. She 

had been twenty when she had stepped into her new house. She had 

dreamt about the wonderful life she would spend with her husband. 

Oh, she could not be more wrong. Her parents had tried to intervene. 

They had thought that if Nasreen and her husband moved to another 

house where they start their own family, things would improve. They 

had thought that Nasreen and her husband needed a fresh new start. 

At one point, Nasreen had thought so too. But once again life proved 

her wrong. Her husband refused to take care of the daily household 

expenses and above all, he hated her opinion on anything and 

everything. He despised her involvement in domestic issues and 

confined her to her house.  

When CHIP discovered Nasreen, she was wallowing in the hopeless 

future she saw lying ahead for both her and her four children. CHIP 

helped her set up her own mini livestock farm. She was provided with 

goats to look after, rear and sell goat milk for income. This has 

become her main source of income and her way of fulfilling her own 

basic expenses. Her financial independence also had other positive 

impacts on her life. Most importantly, she saw her husband’s attitude 

changing towards her. He seemed somewhat more… amiable? 

Nasreen could barely believe the fact that the same man who had 

once hit her when she had tried to express her point of view on the 

matter asked her for her opinion on domestic issues.  

But this was not the only reason why her husband’s attitude began to 

change. Nasreen became a member of the community organisation 

and attended several counselling sessions and socialisation and 

interpersonal skills trainings which gave her the confidence to adopt a 

more assertive stance and be able to voice her concerns. The training 

sessions also taught her how to communicate more effectively 

without picking a fight and be able to come up with a solution to her 

problems. The sessions further restored her sense of hope – one that 

she had lost long ago. The changes in her life made her realise that all 

she had needed was a little more courage to face her fears and fight 

for her rights.  

The community organisation and its members make sure that 

Nasreen remains actively involved in the community by participating 

in ongoing workshops and activities.  

 

 



Civil Society Human and Institutional Development Programme 

(CHIP) 

 

Who We Are 

Civil Society Human and Institutional Development Programme (CHIP) 

is a leading non-profit organization that works for improving and 

strengthening the functional capacities of individuals, organizations 

and institutions. It has its head office in Islamabad, field offices in 

Sohawa, Sanghoi, Skardu and Bhakkar.  

 

Our Vision 

An aware and organized society capable of realizing its own 

development.  

 

Our Mission 

Enabling individuals and organizations to make more effective and 

efficient development efforts through the provision of value-led 

Human & Institutional Development (HID) services.  

 

Our Values 

CHIP, being a value led organization promotes its core values of 

honesty, dedication and commitment. These values are dominantly 

visible in procedures adopted.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Civil Society Human & Institutional Development 

Programme (CHIP) 

CHIP House, Plot #5, St #9, G-8/2, Islamabad, Pakistan. 

Ph: 0092-51-111-111-920, Fax: 92-51-2280081 

Email: info@chip-pk.org, Website: www.chip-pk.org 
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