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but I thought the damage had been done, 
not realising that there was a chance that 
that one encounter may not have infected 

surgery and was diagnosed with bowel TB. He was also 
tested and confi rmed HIV positi ve three days later. This 
was before the rapid test, which gives a result in 15 
minutes, was available or off ered. I was also tested and 
seven days later my results came back confi rming I was 
also HIV positi ve.”
Cindy remembers standing at Wayne’s bedside when 
the nurse from the pathology asked her if Wayne was 
her son – he’s 14 years her junior. “At the top of her 
voice she blurted, ‘Did he tell you he had an HIV test 
and is positi ve?’ I was gobsmacked at her asking this 
in a general ward full of people. I looked at her, she 
nodded, I looked at Wayne and he confi rmed this 
informati on with a nod of assent as well. Obviously, this 
blew my mind. Strangely enough, not so much because 
of the realisati on of Wayne’s status, but because of the 
sheer lack of professionalism in so blatantly divulging 
this informati on in a ward full of people. Her public 
announcement almost overrode the actual informati on 
that was communicated. I transferred whatever anger 
or shock I may have felt for Wayne enti rely into my fury 
at the phlebotomist. I was livid with her for her public 

disclosure of Wayne’s HIV status, 
and by implicati on, mine, 

and decided to pursue 
it with a vengeance. I 

went directly to the 
GP in charge of 

Wayne, and had 
her immediate 
superior called 
up. My fury 
at her acti ons 
seemed to 
override any 
other feelings 

I may have 
had regarding 

my status at that 
ti me.” 

Cindy says going home 
later that day was as 

normal to her as returning 
from a day of shopping. She never felt 

ill and thought perhaps her body would react diff erently 
to the virus. At the ti me she was 46 and was super fi t 
(gyming for an hour, fi ve someti mes six days a week). 
It wasn’t long, however, before she started showing 
signs and symptoms of the disease.
“Between 2004 and 2008 I suff ered from pneumonia, 
shingles, two strokes, TB, meningiti s and cancer 
(angioimmunoblasti c lymphadenopathy – a rare form 
of non-Hodgkin’s lymphoma, and was associated to the 
HIV status). At my lowest moment, I remember drift ing 
in and out of consciousness. I had no idea how ill I was. 

I was in a government hospital, but only vaguely aware 
of my surroundings. I now believe that I was too sick 
to realise that I was probably at the lowest point of 
my life, alone and confused, and just too weak to put 
up my usual gloves-off  fi ght,” she says. “Despite being 
so ill, I never told anyone my status unti l 2006. I was 
taking my mother to the airport when she asked, ‘So, 
are you HIV positi ve?’ I said, ‘Yes’, and that was it, done! 
In 2010 I worked a brief sti nt for an NPO and towards 
the end of this contract I decided to come out about 
my status with as public a disclosure as I could muster 
in order to start making a liveable income and support 
others in the same dilemma. Aft er fi nalising my website 
(Cindypivacic.co.za), the offi  cial launch happened that 
same aft ernoon. The website in eff ect announced my 
HIV positi ve status to the world including all my friends 
and family.”
Just as Cindy had started feeling ‘comfortable’ in her 
own skin, she was hit with shocking news. During the 
showing of a local documentary, in which she was one of 
three ladies being interviewed, it came to her att enti on 
that Wayne, who allegedly infected all three ladies, had 
known his HIV status two years prior to infecti ng her. “I 
decided to go the legal route, and the matt er has been 
registered with the High Court,” she explains. “Currently, 
as it stands, our country has no such laws in place 
regarding a person knowingly infecti ng another. Since 
2001, 24 people have been prosecuted in the United 
Kingdom for giving their sexual partners HIV. However, 
in South Africa, there has yet to be a similar case that’s 
reached court. Aft er fi nding out about Wayne, my 
objecti ve was to set a precedent in SA. I want to ensure 
that people who are HIV positi ve are held responsible 
should they act in a manner whereby they, knowing 
their HIV status, infect others with/on purpose, thus 
criminalising the individual, not the virus. Situati ons like 
my own should not occur as people should learn to take 
responsibility, either by using protecti on or disclosing 
their status to a prospecti ve partner, thereby giving 
them the opti on to engage in a sexual relati onship.”
In additi on to trying to change the law Cindy is also 
helping others through two books she’s writt en about 
her experience. Error, Terror & Triumph is a pocket 
book that she hopes the youth entering the adult 
and working world will read, as it enlightens them of 
potenti al pitf alls, panics and pleasures that could occur. 
The Deadly Seducer opens readers up to the fact that 
we all make mistakes and can be complacent in the 
risks we take. “More than that, it shows that this is not 
just a ‘black and gay issue’ as some think in ignorance 
or prejudice,” says Cindy, who is currently on ARV 
treatment and has been since 2008. “By writi ng about 
my personal journey, I hope to open the minds of all to 
the fact that HIV can infect anyone, and by doing so, will 
encourage people to be more responsible for their life 
and wellbeing.”

Cindy and her grandson, who 
is now seven months old

Cindy’s tattoo 
to celebrate 
10 years of 
surviving HIV
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God’s Faithful Druggie
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THIS reader left  church only 
to do drugs in another one.

“GROWING up I was boisterous and 
mischievous to the point of delinquency.  
I was a parent’s dream child, however, 
because I excelled in academics and different 

sporting codes. I also fulfilled my daily chores with strict 
diligence. My parents rewarded me often because of my 
discipline in executing my daily tasks which in turn meant 
that I got spoilt rotten – far beyond any rewards my peers 
had received. There is a paradoxical twist in all of this in 
that I got disciplined rather often by my parents because I 
was always in trouble somewhere; either at school, in the 
neighbourhood or by the authorities.
My school life was everything that I could have hoped for. 
I was popular amongst my friends and well liked by most 
of the teaching staff. Evil came looming; I was spoilt, I was 
popular and things seemed to go my way – it was a recipe 
for disaster.
I began to feel entitled and succumbed to illusions of 
grandeur. I attended church regularly throughout all my 
comings-and-goings and prayed often, but I don’t think 
that God was pleased with me. By the age of 12 I started 
using drugs and by 16 I was addicted. 

Our church had many youngsters in its congregation 
and on Tuesdays we got together for youth fellowship 
meetings. On one of those evenings after Youth concluded, 
I decided not to go straight home as I would normally do. 
Instead, I went to a friend’s house to smoke a mandrax 
pipe. I told him to come with me to the dealer to purchase 
the narcotics. After we acquired our drugs we went to our 
regular smoking spot, which coincidentally was a church 
still under construction. 
We entered the property and went to our normal smoking 
spot within the unfinished building. After all our prep had 
been done, we started smoking. I used a pamphlet that I 
got in the Youth meeting to crush the mandrax tablet. 
When we were done, we were out of our minds and 
started the stumbling journey home, falling and swaying 
from side to side as we did. 
As we made our way off the property and into the road, 
I struggled to tie my pants. It was a custom; when we 
smoked drugs we undid the top three buttons of our 
trousers. That’s when it happened. Whilst trying to button 
myself up, I heard a loud, violent crack. 
A split-second later I felt a light tap on the right side of my 
lower back. I had been shot and the bullet had travelled 
straight through me, missing my heart by 5cm. I survived 
by the grace of God; He loves his people no matter what 
and he uses anything to show us the way.”
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‘IT was our custom. 
When we smoked 

drugs we undid the drugs we undid the 
top buttons of our top buttons of our 

trousers. That’s when it 
happened…’happened…’

Cindy’s henna design done after 
chemotherapy and the public 
disclosure of her status
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