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Good evening. 

My name is Patricia Francisco, and I’m a member of The Minnesota Summit Steering 
Committee. In most of my life, I’m a writer, and I teach creative writing in the MFA program 
at Hamline University. I’ve been involved with planning The Minnesota Summit for one 
reason: Prevention is the most beautiful word you could say to me. 

ON AUGUST 14, 1981, just a few months short of my 30th birthday, a man broke into my 
apartment near Lake of the Isles while I was sleeping and my husband was away.  I woke 
up in the dark to see a man in my bedroom doorway. He put a knife to my throat. I believe 
he was prepared to kill me. Something told me to talk – to TELL – to let him know who it 
was he would be killing. … that I was a woman worried about her cat who had been 
sleeping on my bed and who I found ten hours later cowering in a kitchen cupboard.  That I 
was working on my first book and wanted desperately to finish it before dying.  That I 
loved my sister, my husband, my life.  

I started to talk. He talked back. And though he stayed a terribly long time, robbed, 
assaulted, and raped me, I survived.   PHYSICALLY…  I had not yet learned that there are 
other kinds of death – spiritual, emotional, sexual.  They aren’t necessarily fatal. They 
require mourning; they require HELP.    

I got help, and ten years later I wrote about about the experience of coming back to my life 
in a book called TELLING: A Memoir of Rape and Recovery.  It’s a book ABOUT recovery, but 
tonight I’m going to name some of the losses.  

I lost my nerve 
I lost the joy I was born with 
I lost my sense of safety and peace in my own home, in my own skin 
I lost my way 
I lost faith that there was a place for me in this world 
I lost a windy, open quality in my spirit 
I lost my marriage 
I lost time, I lost track of time 
I lost the ability to be outdoors alone, in the woods alone, at home alone, to be alone 
I broke my mother’s heart, and my husband’s 
I lost the ability to look my little boy in the eye and tell him I would never let him down. 

I AM NOT AT PEACE with ANY of these losses.  Over the years, I have transformed the 
losses into a new life.  I have a happy life, but I’m still not out of the woods. I have post-
traumatic stress syndrome, and I have to keep my eye on it all the time.  



In the past two weeks, I’ve been engaged in an intense email conversation with a woman in 
Canada, a doctor, a survivor on the brink of the second anniversary of a violent rape. She 
found me through the website that I created when Telling was published 
(www.tellingofrape.com) It’s become a place for others to tell – to speak the hard truths to 
those who can hear. 

Why do we allow sexual violence to continue, but prohibit any conversation about it? The 
choice to take sexual contact by force, to use it as a weapon, or to commodify others for 
profit is ALWAYS the choice of the perpetrator.  The victims – children, adolescents, elders, 
or in this case – a 43-year-old doctor in Canada who is the mother of three – are too often 
silenced by what should be OUR shame.   

This woman has been suicidal these past few weeks as the 2nd  anniversary approached.  
She’s made it through. She wrote me from her Blackberry last night that she was off to 
deliver a baby. 

But her pain and her strength have preoccupied me in these final weeks of preparing for 
The Minnesota Summit. She wrote: I don’t want to be a victim. I don’t want to be a survivor. I 
want my life back.  I know that feeling.  Anyone devastated by an event outside thier control 
knows that inconsolable feeling. 

But sexual violence, unlike so many tragedies, is PREVENTABLE.  

We don’t have to lose people and their gifts to its agonizing consequences.  

We lose people.  

Some are given help and time and luck, and they become the strongest people you will ever 
know.  

Some become perpetrators themselves in the terrible cycle that is sexual violence.  

Many don’t make it back.  

Poet Audre Lorde said, You who see, tell the others. 

 

Prevention is the most beautiful word you could say to me.  Thank you for being here. 

 

http://www.tellingofrape.com/�

