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I went to Camp Hope, in the “Green Zone” in Baghdad, Iraq on July 25, 2005, in
support of Operation Iraqi Freedom. I was promised that I would live in a trailer,
equipped to house two women, with a shared bathroom. This is an actual photograph I
was shown prior to leaving Texas:

Upon arrival at Camp Hope, I was assigned to a barracks which was, at least,
predominantly male (according to documents provided by Halliburton/KBR in response
to my EEOC complaint, this was approximately 25 women to more than 400 men). I
never saw a woman at that barracks. I did find myself subject to repeated “cat-calls” and
men who were partially dressed and in their underwear while I was walking to the
restroom – on a separate floor from me. The EEOC credited my testimony with respect
to this matter. That Determination Letter is attached to this statement as an Exhibit.
I complained about these living conditions, and asked to be moved into the living
quarters that I had been promised. These requests were denied.
On the fourth day in the country, I received a phone call on my cell phone. The
reception in the barracks was bad, so I stepped outside to take the call. After I finished
my call, I noticed that the woman I was replacing and several others were outside. They
called me over and invited me to come and sit with them.
At some point I agreed to join them, and was offered a drink. The men (identified
only as Halliburton/KBR firefighters) told me that one of the firefighters could make a
really good drink. I accepted a drink from him. When he handed me the drink, he told
me “don’t worry, I saved all my Ruffies for Dubai,” or words very similar to that. I
thought that he was joking, and felt safe with my co-workers. I was naïve in that I
believed that we were all on the same team. I took two sips or so from the drink . . .

When I awoke the next morning, I was extremely sore between my legs, and in
my chest. I was groggy and confused, but did not know why at that time. I tried to go to
the restroom, and while there I realized that I had bruises between my legs and on my
wrists. I was bleeding severely between my legs. At that point in time, I suspected I had
been raped. When I returned to my room a man (whom I now know to be Charles Bortz),
was laying in the bottom bunk of my bed:

I asked him if he “had sex with me,” and he said that he did. I asked if it had been
protected, and he said “no.” I was still feeling the effects of the drug from the drink and
was now very upset at the confirmation of my rape. I dressed and went out.
I reported this incident to Pete Arroyo (whom I had known by phone and e-mail
from Houston), who took me to the KBR clinic. The clinic then called KBR security,
who took me to the Army CASH (Combat Army Support Hospital). There, a rape kit
was performed by the Army doctor, Jodi Schultz, M.D.
Dr. Schultz confirmed that I had been penetrated both vaginally and anally, and
that I was “quite torn up down there.” She indicated that based upon the physical damage
to my genitalia, that it was apparent that I had been raped. She stated that she didn’t
know if I wanted to hear it or not, but that I had “also been sexually assaulted anally.”
Dr. Schultz took photographs, and completed a form that indicated the bruising on my
inner thighs and stomach, and on my wrists. She also took swabs, vaginal combings, and
scrapings from under my fingernails (on a blue sheet) as well as my panties and bra, and
then put the entire kit together in a small, white box. I watched her give this box to the
KBR security personnel as I was again turned over to these men.
These men then took me to a trailer and then locked me in with two armed guards
(Ghurka’s) outside my door. I was placed into this trailer, and not allowed to leave. I
had my cell phone, but it would not call outside of Baghdad. I asked for a phone to
contact my father, and this was denied. I was not provided food or drink (although there
was a sink, I did not trust it to drink from), until after I had been there for quite some time
(approximately a day).
One of the Ghurka guards was finally willing to share his cell phone with me so
that I could call my father back in Texas. I had begged him for that until he finally
agreed. My father then contacted my Congressman, Ted Poe. Congressman Poe then
took actions to get me out of the country.

At some point while I was imprisoned, (I am unable to pinpoint the time exactly),
Jamie Armstrong, from KBR came to my trailer and I asked her for a phone to call my
parents. She denied my request and asked for a written statement. I tried to bargain with
her by offering to give a statement in return for her allowing me to use the phone. She
refused.
Once State Department officials (Matthew McCormick and Heidi McMichael)
saved me from the container, I was taken to the cafeteria because I was hungry and
thirsty. I ate some Kiwi. I was feeling very ill from the effects of the drug. I was going
to be put into a “safe” trailer, and I requested that Heidi stay with me. She did.
The following day, Heidi took me to Saddam’s palace to meet with a psychiatrist.
I did not feel comfortable speaking with a man, alone, at that point in time. This was
made worse by the fact that this particular man was not compassionate.
I was later interviewed by Halliburton/KBR supervisors, and it was made clear to
me that I had essentially two choices: (1) “stay and get over it,” or (2) go home with “no
guarantee of a job,” either in Iraq or back in Houston. Because of the severity of my
injuries, I elected to go home, despite the obvious threat of firing.
Once I returned home, I sought medical attention, both psychiatric and physical. I
was originally sent to a psychiatrist of Halliburton’s choosing. The first question asked
was “Are you going to sue Halliburton?” So my mother and I walked out.
Shortly after returning to Texas, I was contacted by a State Department
Diplomatic Security Special Agent, Lynn Falanga. During our initial conversation she
seemed very nice and compassionate. She appeared to be angry and driven by what
happened to me. However, I did not hear from her for months. My attorney, Stephanie
Morris, spoke to at State Department attorney, Jenna Lipinski several times from January
2007 through to May 2007. During the initial call in January, Lipinski stated the forensic
evidence in the case had been processed back in the Fall of 2006. However, Ms.
Lapinski refused to identify any AUSA assigned to my case.
Some time around May 2007, Lynn Falanga called indicated she was not aware of
a rape kit or any pictures of my injuries. I insisted the rape kit existed and forwarded a
copy of KBR’s EEOC response to prove that the doctor had handed it over to a KBR
employee at the hospital the night of the rape. It was a few days later that I received a
call from Falanga stating she had found the rape kit but the pictures were missing and so
were the doctor’s notes attached to the top of the rape kit.
My mother found a therapist (Dawn Nelson) who agreed to treat me, and did so
until I moved from Texas. I was diagnosed with PTSD, and treated for that.
I also saw Sabrina Lahiri, who found that my breasts were asymmetrically
disfigured, and that my pectoral muscles had been torn. She wanted to do reconstructive
surgery, and I sought “second opinions” from several surgeons regarding that surgery.

Even the doctor Halliburton forced me to see, reviewed my injuries and opined that they
were due to trauma. He expressed anger and disgust. The first reconstructive surgery
was then performed by Dr. Ciaravino.
At some point, Halliburton also required me to undergo a “psychological
evaluation” by Dr. Stuart Meisner, whom they hired for the purpose of disproving my
case. He was abusive and insensitive, and made it very clear that his intention was to
disprove the facts of my case.
I still require additional medical treatment, including another reconstructive
surgery, and I continue to go to counseling 3 times per week.
Lynn Falanga has, on occasion, called me to tell me that there was “never a rape
kit,” and that she had lost the rape kit. Eventually, she called to say that the rape kit had
been located, but that the photographs and the “top copy” of the doctors’ notes were still
missing. In October of 2007, Lynn Falanga called to ask if I had spoken with ABC for a
20/20 segment. I informed her that I had and that it was expected to air in October 2007.
A couple days later Falanga called I was flown to Florida to meet with an Assistant
United States Attorney (Tiffany Eggers) in Florida – who asked me about the rape almost
two and a half years earlier. I asked Eggers where I should refer victims who contacted
me through the Jamie Leigh Foundation and she responded “Don’t refer them to me or
my office, but you may want to refer them to the Office of Victims of Crime.”
Since that time, I have heard nothing from Tiffany Eggers. However, since ABC
News published this story, Lynn Falanga has left several messages over the last week.
This seems to be a pattern, because only when there is media attention, or following
letters that I have written to Congress has Ms. Falanga even tried to contact me. She was
apparently told not to even speak with my attorneys because the United States was
identified as a defendant in the case.
This problem goes beyond just me. Through the Jamie Leigh Foundation, I have
become aware of numerous other women who were assaulted and raped and were then
retaliated against for having reported those attacks. As indicated by the affidavit of Letty
Surman, an HR representative from Halliburton, it is clear that sexual harassment was an
overwhelming problem in Iraq, and this was known to Halliburton and KBR - although
they do not inform unsuspecting victims, like myself.
The United States Government needs to provide people with their day in court
when they have been raped and assaulted by other American citizens. There has been no
prosecution after two and a half years. My attorney, Stephanie Morris, wrote a letter to
the Ombudsman of the Office of Victims of Crime – also enclosed with this letter.
Hopefully, the next victim will not have to wait so long.

