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warning

my story begins

with pedophilia

it ends

in uncertainty

when I was a wee girl


dresses precious and hair curled

about five years old

I was touched for the first time

my brothers

had a “hard life” 

filled with strife and failures for parents,

not to mention sexual violence

evidently,

they decided to pass those difficulties onto me

and three of my sisters

you see,

I was pretty young

and repression of memories means I can’t see a whole lot here

my mind 

has decided I’m incapable of handling the experience

but still

there’s a moment that sticks

behind the lies and tricks

and my experiences that I’ve only heard of secondhand

I was asleep

when Dan chose to creep into my bedroom

with his cheap flashlight and hormones

I woke up as he was lifting up my pull-up

dreary eyed, I asked what he was doing

to my Catholic school ears, his muttered “shit” was shocking

I’ve been blocking these experiences for so long

it’s strange to unlock the thoughts
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apparently,

my mother used to tell me

not to tell anyone

told all of us

sharing the information would ruin our family

nowadays I think that,

if anyone deserved to be ruined,

it was he

and she

not we

my family

has suppressed our stories ever since

the only one who’s talked openly to me

is my sister Kelly

my mother has progressed since then

but still

as you may have guessed,

there has been no arrest

or many consequences at all really

I still have to see them

approximately every other weekend

for lunches and family events

and though I’ve never been demur,

I’ve never had the courage to stir this,

the most delicate of pots

I ought not to be afraid

but the only mention I’ve seen shot at them was years ago

when Kelly was distraught and,

as she fought with Dan,

insinuated for one, 

heart-stopping moment that he’d done 

what we all knew he had

my mind was so jumbled

I can’t even tell if I was glad to hear it
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but hey,

at least things were different with my dad

when my parents got divorced,

my mom drank because she was sad

I moved in with dad 

because he 

was supposed to be the stable one

as it turns out,

my brothers’ molesty tendencies were hereditary

much to my sister’s dismay

contrary to popular belief,

telling someone doesn’t fix everything

asking the state means nothing

and court cases just seem to make everything so much worse

I admit to enjoying discourse

but there’s something

about arguing with your relatives in the comments of their accusatory facebook statuses 

that makes you never want to talk to people again

the article about my father racked up hundreds of comments 

the story itself

was less than five sentences of content

discussions were disorganized at best;

not like here, where you have rules and regulations

I battled siblings

cousins

neighbors

fought

to make them realize that things

weren’t always as simple as they wanted them to be

my life isn’t even in shades of grey anymore

it’s the whole entire rainbow

if you want daddy to be innocent,

you have to condemn the thirteen year old girl who patted my back in the police station

because she, the survivor, wanted me to feel better

1AC 4/8

if you want daddy to be convicted, 

you better be prepared to be restricted

I found myself torn betwixt a desire for justice

and a desire to eat

without my father around,

there would be no one to support me

not that there really is anyway

four years after my sister came forward

the trial began

no matter how many other women came forward to speak about the man,

the likelihood of my dad getting convicted was almost nonexistent

luckily,

he decided to plea guilty

which was more than we could expect

but still,

he’ll never see jail time

other than some money,

he won’t be affected much at all 

my rapists are fine,

but I

am

not

I’m sick

and tired

but it’s time

for me

for us

to be angry

to be ready

to seek justice

I like to think I’ve done my best

but it’s time to force the rest of you to join me

it’s high time you were pressed

1AC 5/8

to see the world in rainbow-tinted morality

from here to Mexico,

sea to blood red sea,

unsolved cases and ignored survivors

dictate the lives of girls like me

we need to take a stance

in whatever medium that calls for

you say you want to be political

then stop being hypocritical

and join us

this 1AC is key to facing reality

to being

the kind of people

who can make a difference

in the lives of people like me

and so,

here’s my plea

to the hundreds of students who will hear this over the coming months

and whatever judges that will be sitting in front of us

please

don’t make us do it alone

Here, we have the luxury to ask you this. In places like Juarez, Mexico, women are forced to be there for themselves. This September, one survivor took the situation into her own hands. 
Jo Tuckman, Sept. 3 2013, the Guardian, http://www.theguardian.com/world/2013/sep/03/mexico-police-manhunt-female-vigilante
Two decades ago Ciudad Juárez became infamous for the murders of dozens of young women who often disappeared after leaving their jobs in assembly-for-export factories. Their raped, tortured and mutilated bodies were typically found dumped in the desert. Two years ago the beleaguered border city topped global violence lists when rival drug cartels recruited and trained vicious killers to wage war as a misjudged crackdown generated more violence. Today police are investigating what initial evidence suggests could be a different kind of serial killer – a middle-aged woman out to avenge past sexual crimes committed by bus drivers. "Witnesses say she was about 40 to 50, was dressed in black and had blonde hair, but it might have been a wig," police 
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spokesman Arturo Sandoval said of the prime suspect in the murder of two bus drivers killed as they worked on the same route on two successive days last week. Witness accounts indicate that she shot the drivers as she got off their buses. The vengeance theory developed early on with reports that before the second murder she shouted: "You lot think you are so tough." It took off at the weekend when local media received an email signed by "Diana, huntress of bus drivers". The mail claimed to be from a factory worker who had suffered violence from bus drivers and was fed up that nothing had been done to protect people like her. "I am an instrument to take revenge for several women," the email said. "Society may think that we are weak, but in reality we are brave and if we are not respected we will make ourselves respected. Juárez women are strong." While careful to point out that the mail could be a hoax, women's activists say they would not be surprised to find it was true. "Women here have been 100% disposable because of the situation of the city, the culture and the inaction of the police, and women have had enough," said Marisela Ortiz, a long time women's activist who in 2011 fled across the border to El Paso because of a series of death threats, driven home by the murders of other female activists. Ortiz stresses the pain carried by relatives of murdered women who not only have to deal with the loss, but also find themselves constantly imagining the horrors they suffered before death. "I have worked with many survivors and mothers of survivors over the years who don't just want justice, they want vengeance too." Nor is she surprised that bus drivers might be a target, given their reputation for abusing female passengers. They have also been accused of involvement in the murders of a number of women either directly, or as conduits to the survivors for more powerful people presumed by many to be responsible for the phenomenon. But Ortiz and others point out that bus drivers have also been targeted by the authorities when they need somebody to blame for crimes they cannot solve, cannot be bothered to investigate, or simply want to cover up. "There are many well documented cases of abuse by bus drivers and the police have always ignored violence against women," said Juárez criminologist and forensic scientist Oscar Maynez. "This means they have also often been the perfect scapegoats." But while the combination of sexual violence, bus drivers and vengeance is not new – and neither are female killers, whose presence in cartel death squads is well documented – the idea that a middle-aged woman would kill in the name of her sex is. "This would be the first case of a woman who is killing in order to get back at the patriarchal system," Maynez said. "That would be novel." Meanwhile, police say they are working on establishing the authenticity of the email from Diana. They are also putting undercover officers on buses armed with an artist's impression of the murderer drawn from witness accounts.
Luckily, in America, we aren’t forced into using Diana’s method. We have places like debate where we can share our perspectives and protest. For Diana, her only outlet was murder. While we only accept this as a method of last resort, we always support her message. 

Therefore, the role of the ballot for this debate is to determine who best performatively and methodologically makes debate a place of safe resort for survivors of sexual violence.
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Survivors of sexual violence are strong, and we won’t be abused any longer. It’s time for all of us to demand justice for these atrocities.

In Juarez, the police deliberately ignore the brutal rapes of hundreds of women. However, the second two rumored rapists were killed by a woman who only wanted justice, they put undercover cops on the case. It could not be more clear how little our governments care for our situations.

In this debate round, we use our speeches to achieve our justice. For the women in Juarez, Diana is the answer.

Jo Tuckman, Sept.6 2013, The Guardian, http://www.theguardian.com/world/2013/sep/06/ciudad-juarez-bus-drivers-female-assassin-diana
That was until a middle-aged woman with dyed blond hair, or possibly a wig, killed two drivers on consecutive days at about 8am. On both occasions she spent about 15 minutes sitting on the bus before moving to the front, taking out a revolver, shooting the driver and then getting off. "We're terrified," said bus driver Rodrigo as he started his engine, complaining of a constant headache from the strain of checking over each passenger and keeping an eye out for suspicious behaviour. "We're frightened of our own shadow." The murders, at the end of August, are not the first time bus drivers have been targeted in a city infamous for extreme drug-cartel violence. But these killings stand out not only because of the gender and age of the assassin, but because of the theory that she was taking revenge for sexual violence by bus drivers, after an email claiming as much was sent to a local news website, signed "Diana Huntress of Bus Drivers". It is now the police's main line of investigation. For female passengers on Rodrigo's bus, which like all JuÃ¡rez buses is an old American school bus that has been brightly repainted, nervousness that "Diana" may strike again with a less precise aim is qualified by sympathy for her. "They must have done something terrible to her," said a young mother called Sandra. "With the police doing nothing and a society that doesn't care, it is understandable that she took justice into her own hands." There is admiration, too. "I'm not sure what she did is justified," Margarita mused, "but you've got to admit that that woman has guts." Such empathy brushes over the possibility the email could be a hoax, or the survivors innocent. It also ignores more mundane possibilities, such as an extortion threat, in a city where female assassins are well documented. The readiness to accept the vengeance theory has deep roots in the daily experience of bus travel â€“ being thrown about as drivers hurtle off at breakneck speed, stereos blaring, amid clouds of dust; the constant harassment of the young and pretty; and the fact drivers often double up as drug dealers. Behind all this lies the legacy of the time when young women's raped and mutilated bodies were regularly found dumped in the desert, their murders almost never properly investigated despite the global attention they grabbed and the Hollywood movies they inspired. This phenomenon was associated with city bus drivers, in some cases with credible evidence and in others because they were turned into scapegoats by the pressured authorities. The history hangs particularly heavily over the No 10 bus route, which heads east out of the centre along the border, the shiny American city of El Paso twinkling in the distance, before heading up into the barren hills and the infamous barrio of Anapra. Here the bus bumps and creaks along dirt tracks that fade into the desert, at one point passing the eerie flat-topped hill where many bodies were found. "We have seen so much in JuÃ¡rez and it has been so terrible, that almost nothing about killing shocks us any more," said Erika, at the back of a No 10, her voice scarcely audible above the mariachis on the radio. But when asked about the drivers she smiled discreetly. "Perhaps they will realise that it is not so easy to abuse women now." Like most women in JuÃ¡rez, Erika is far from confident about travelling on a commercial bus at night. Many, however, are forced to cross the city after dark inside the white 
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buses that ferry workers to and from the assembly-for-export factories on which the city's economy depends. If the now famous email is to be believed then "Diana, the Huntress of Bus Drivers" was a factory worker. At about 2pm, the main road through Anapra is dotted with women standing on street corners, their uniforms hanging over their arms, waiting for the buses to take them to the afternoon shift, which ends at 12.30am. The drivers of these buses are vetted more carefully. But they too can set nerves jangling on the way home. "Sometimes I am the last one to get off and it feels like there is nothing you can do when the drivers get creepy," 19-year-old Maria said as she waited to be taken to a windscreen wiper assembly line. "If the killer really was a survivor I hope she doesn't get caught." Such stories haunt Rodrigo, who admits some drivers "on other routes" have raped and killed. He takes scant comfort from the plainclothes policemen now riding the buses, armed with an artist's impression of the killer. "If she gets on my bus they might be able to catch her afterwards, but what good will that do me?"

