The person holding
the dagger in his hand
is the one who is right.
(a saying from Burundi, Africa)

I was born in Oyem, a town in Gabon, Africa. I have lived in
Germany since 2000. I used to be in paradise here, but it has
become a hell.

Never ever… I would never have thought it possible that

I would not be taken seriously in Germany, me, a woman with
visible injuries. It was only when I managed to escape to the
United States with my children that my courage came back to
me. My aim now was to fight for myself and my children, for
us to be able to live together.
I was a woman and a mother, I didn’t know much about the
German legal system. I still don’t understand why they didn’t
listen to my children in court. I have never stopped fighting
for my children, despite all the difficulties I faced, despite the
threat of prison. How could I prove racism? How could I prove
that a man’s money and social standing apparently count for
more than the physical and mental violence he inflicts? How
could I prove all the violence I have experienced? How can all
this be possible in Germany?

My life, my book, my voice

I have written this book above all so that my three sons (10,
13 and 14 years old) can learn the truth, one day, when they
are old enough to understand. Why is the German legal system
depriving the children of their mother? Why? Is it out of
ignorance? For convenience? To save money? Three boys are
having to suffer a cruel fate which will affect them for the rest
of their lives, just because the legal system preferred to find
an easy way out.

[…] locks them in, takes their phones and prevents any contact with the mother.
The situation has become so unbearable that the children simply informed their
mother during the summer holidays that they didn’t want to go back to their
father again and that they desperately wanted to stay with their mother.
The children feel much better with their mother and are better looked after.
Each of the three children has independently stated that they wish to live with
their mother:
Proof submitted:
declaration […]
		declaration […]
		declaration […]
[…] states:
“I would like to stay with my mother and live with her because our father is
violent to us, and I don’t want any more violence. I don’t want to go back to
him anymore because I feel better with my mother, she respects me.”
[…] writes:
“I […] would like to stay with my mother because she has more respect for us,
because she doesn’t hit us and because she takes us on outings.”
[…] writes:
“I want to go to Mum because Mum is kind, Dad is hardly ever kind. Dad often
hits us and he locked me in my bedroom twice when I hadn’t done anything
wrong. I feel better with Mum. I want to go to my Mum!”
Moreover, the three children have made a sworn statement that this was what
they wanted.
Proof submitted: sworn statement of 22/08/2016, appendix 4
The plaintiff has already met with the Children’s Service of Düsseldorf to make
them aware of the situation.
The children have also stressed to the staff of the Children’s Service that they
want to live with their mother.
As the children have taken a clear position here, and because they are at risk of
corporal punishment from the defendant if they return to the father’s house, we
must, as a temporary measure, give the plaintiff the right to decide on the place
of residence while awaiting the decision of the substantive proceedings, which
must be made as quickly as possible.

Extract from a
letter from my
lawyer on
23/8/2016
addressed to the
civil court
It would also be
possible to involve
experts to record
the free and
legitimate will
of the children
in a safe setting.
Nothing has been
done about this for
years – no doubt
for reasons of
economy. The
future of three
children is now
being destroyed
for reasons of
economy.

“I continue to hope
that someone will
come and help my
children, that they will
receive justice.”

They Stole My Children
- Odette Mezeme Caldwell A week later, Hans came into the living-room while I was rocking the baby
and humming to him a song from my home country. Lucas slept in our
bedroom and I was getting ready to take him up to bed. I put him in his
little bed and lay down myself as I was tired and wanted to have plenty of
energy for when he woke up again. I was awoken suddenly in the middle
of the night by the cries of my child and at the same time I heard Hans’
deep voice saying, “You are in my home here; you have to obey my rules.
You wanted this child, not me.” I was terribly shocked by his words.
He insisted on telling me that it was me and me alone who had wanted a
child to come into his house, not him! I was horrified. He then dictated two
rules which I was to observe to the letter. The first rule was, “I do not want to
hear the slightest sound at night, not the least bit of crying.” The second rule
was, “At no time must any light come on, not even from the smallest lamp.”

***
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You can order my book
in German, English or
French from my website.

www.Meine-Stimme-fuer-Frauen.com

