
SURGE Center for Public Service 

2-20-2020 

The Power of a Voice The Power of a Voice 

Anonymous 
Gettysburg College 

Follow this and additional works at: https://cupola.gettysburg.edu/surge 

 Part of the Civic and Community Engagement Commons 

Share feedbackShare feedback  about the accessibility of this item. about the accessibility of this item. 

Recommended Citation Recommended Citation 
Anonymous, "The Power of a Voice" (2020). SURGE. 354. 
https://cupola.gettysburg.edu/surge/354 

This is the author's version of the work. This publication appears in Gettysburg College's institutional repository by 
permission of the copyright owner for personal use, not for redistribution. Cupola permanent link: 
https://cupola.gettysburg.edu/surge/354 

This open access blog post is brought to you by The Cupola: Scholarship at Gettysburg College. It has been 
accepted for inclusion by an authorized administrator of The Cupola. For more information, please contact 
cupola@gettysburg.edu. 

http://cupola.gettysburg.edu/
http://cupola.gettysburg.edu/
https://cupola.gettysburg.edu/surge
https://cupola.gettysburg.edu/cps
https://cupola.gettysburg.edu/surge?utm_source=cupola.gettysburg.edu%2Fsurge%2F354&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/1028?utm_source=cupola.gettysburg.edu%2Fsurge%2F354&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://docs.google.com/a/bepress.com/forms/d/1h9eEcpBPj5POs5oO6Y5A0blXRmZqykoonyYiZUNyEq8/viewform
https://cupola.gettysburg.edu/surge/354?utm_source=cupola.gettysburg.edu%2Fsurge%2F354&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:cupola@gettysburg.edu


The Power of a Voice The Power of a Voice 

Abstract Abstract 
**Trigger warning: sexual assault 

I was a freshman in college and I became a ‘juvenile victim’. I became an article online and the talk of a 
bored group of people thinking of how crazy life is. I became comments on Facebook and I became 
comments in a courtroom. In all that I became, I was nameless, faceless, voiceless. That was what got to 
me most. I was voiceless in the process as much as I was when he stood over me, and all I could ask 
was, when did my voice stop mattering? [excerpt] 
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THE POWER OF A VOICE 
February 20, 2020 

**Trigger warning: sexual assault 

I was a freshman in college and I became a ‘juvenile victim’. I became an article online and the talk of a 
bored group of people thinking of how crazy life is. I became comments on Facebook and I became 
comments in a courtroom. In all that I became, I was nameless, faceless, voiceless. That was what got to 
me most. I was voiceless in the process as much as I was when he stood over me, and all I could ask 
was, when did my voice stop mattering?  

I brought my voice back in small rooms with people who hadn’t processed their assaults like I had to. I 
brought my voice back in telling other people just how much their voices mattered. I was a girl without 
power for so long, and perhaps I still see myself that way sometimes. Perhaps I still see the court 
speaking over me, him standing over me, everything over the softness of my voice. But I see others like 
me with such power, I have started to realize I owe myself the same.  

One of the things they told me when they dropped the case was that he didn’t think I was serious when I 
said stop, he said I was quiet, playful even. He said my voice sounded soft. It seemed ironic to me for him 
to even discuss my voice. To this day, I hear his. And so much of me wants him to still remember mine. I 
want him to hear my voice, the one that day almost took.  

He is not the reason I need my voice back, that I worked so hard to get it back. It is for the girls that I see 
flinch at certain topics and rub their arms and don’t want to use anything that was taken from them again 
for fear it might not work the same. In our solidarity, we all create our voice. And in our collective voice, 
we can find our individual voices.  

I never quite wanted to be the person that everybody knows to confide in about their assaults. I never 
wanted to be the girl that everybody knows about. I learned to stop hiding it when I realized that I needed 
someone like myself through it all. I needed someone with a voice to bring out mine. It’s been a year and 
a half since my first assault, almost a year since the charges were dropped. My voice has wavered since, 
yes. But it has not grown as quiet as he wanted it to be, and my voice will continue to rage for whoever 
needs it.  
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