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Once upon a time, there was a young woman who decided to spend the evening at a
local bar.  She wore a tiny little skirt and a flimsy little top that, between them, al-
most covered something.  At the bar, she gamboled, frolicked, and flirted with any
man that she could approach.  Finally, she got so drunk that she grabbed the first
available man, dragged him into a back room, and seduced him.

The next day, the young woman went to the local police station and complained that
the man had raped her.  Since, in such matters, men are presumed guilty and
women are presumed innocent, she easily got her case into court.  However, the
man called as witnesses many of the people who had been at the bar that night.
They all testified to the actual events of the evening.  A few of them even assured
the judge that they had seen the young woman drag the man into the back room,
with obvious intent.  The judge threw out the case.

A week or so later, the young woman attended a party at the house of a nearby
neighbor.  She wore a little dress that fit her somewhat like a coat of paint.  The
dress was made of material so sheer that it almost hid something, but not quite.  All
evening, she pranced and danced and flirted with any man that she could approach.
Finally, she got so drunk that she grabbed the nearest available man, dragged him
into a bedroom, and seduced him.

The next day, the young woman went to the local police station and complained that
the man had raped her.  Since, in such matters, men are presumed guilty and
woman are presumed innocent, she was eventually able to get her case into court.
However, the man called as witnesses most of the people who had been at the party.
They all testified to the actual events of the evening.  A few of them even assured
the judge that they had seen the young woman drag the man into the bedroom, with
obvious intent.  The judge threw out the case and warned the young woman to stop
wasting his time.

A week or so after that, the young woman ran out of cigarettes late one night.  Since
the local convenience store was open all night, and since it was only a few blocks
away, she decided to walk to the store and buy some cigarettes.  On her way back
home, she was jumped by three local hoodlums who dragged her into an alley and
repeatedly raped her.

The next day, the young woman went to the local police station and complained that
the three local hoodlums had raped her.  The desk sergeant dragged her to the door,
kicked her sorry ass back out into the street, and yelled at her to stop wasting his
time.

Moral

The more that women misrepresent their claims of abuse, the more that they manu-
facture opportunities to be abused, and the more that they trivialize their uses of the
definitions, the less credibility they will have.
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