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Why do I have to take my in-laws permission to eat, sleep, go out or even talk to my
parents? The list is endless. Every discrimination, every denial, every violence carries
with it a fresh why. The answer, however, is always the same: “Because you are a
woman.” At first, this rankles. So what if I am a woman? But gradually women acquiesce
to what everyone terms as their destiny, their fate and gender becomes the universally
accepted criterion for deprivation and coercion. Entrenched patriarchal notions and value

systems justify every injustice, every humiliation and every violation that women suffer.

I have seen these violations from very close quarters. During my days at the National
Commission for Women I have seen and heard horrific instances where women’s bodies
have been used to settle family, caste and communal disputes. I have met women
shattered by the psychological battering and physical violence unleashed by the very
people whom they trusted. And yet at the same time, there have been women who have
stood up against these exploitative practices and violations; women who have had the

courage to defy a society whose rules are made by the men for their own benefit.

Few tales have been told of such women, of the Shabnams and Meeras who have gone
against their families to save their little daughters or to join a profession of their choice.
Their valiant efforts to live with dignity in a world, which even refuses them the right to

be born, have either gone unnoticed or brought them disrepute. But for some of us they









