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the gentleman from Michigan will be 
postponed. 

Mr. FRELINGHUYSEN. Mr. Chair-
man, I move that the Committee do 
now rise. 

The motion was agreed to. 
Accordingly, the Committee rose; 

and the Speaker pro tempore (Mr. CAR-
TER of Texas) having assumed the 
chair, Mr. NEWHOUSE, Acting Chair of 
the Committee of the Whole House on 
the state of the Union, reported that 
that Committee, having had under con-
sideration the bill (H.R. 5293) making 
appropriations for the Department of 
Defense for the fiscal year ending Sep-
tember 30, 2017, and for other purposes, 
had come to no resolution thereon. 

f 

b 1945 

HELPING FAMILIES IN MENTAL 
HEALTH CRISIS 

(Ms. KAPTUR asked and was given 
permission to address the House for 1 
minute.) 

Ms. KAPTUR. Mr. Speaker, earlier 
today, I noted with particular joy that 
the House Energy and Commerce Com-
mittee moved through, by unanimous 
vote and complete bipartisanship, the 
Helping Families in Mental Health Cri-
sis Act, H.R. 2426. 

Without question, it is one of the 
most important pieces of legislation to 
address the serious mental illness cri-
sis that has plagued our Nation since 
de-institutionialization turned mil-
lions of seriously ill citizens out on our 
streets, assuming they could function 
in the community in the second half of 
the 20th century. That proved not to be 
possible for millions of our fellow citi-
zens. 

Lacking effective treatment, many 
froze to death in back alleys, sat in 
their own excrement on the sidewalks 
of our cities, sought refuge under 
bridges and in doorways and street 
grates, became victims of abuse, and, 
too often, disappeared into the vapors 
of life, propelled by the force of their 
own unquiet minds. 

Let me thank profusely and recog-
nize Congressman TIM MURPHY of 
Pennsylvania, a psychologist who re-
lied on his three decades of experience, 
and Congresswoman EDDIE BERNICE 
JOHNSON of Texas, a psychiatric nurse 
with two decades of experience in prac-
tice, for their visionary and unrelent-
ing efforts to move the plight of the 
mentally ill into the main arena of this 
Congress. 

I urge the Speaker to swiftly allocate 
time for its advancement to the House 
floor for a vote. Let us do something in 
our time and generation worthy of 
being remembered. This bill is it. 

f 

HOUR OF MEETING ON TOMORROW 

Mr. MCCLINTOCK. Mr. Speaker, I 
ask unanimous consent that when the 
House adjourns today, it adjourn to 
meet at 9 a.m. tomorrow. 

The SPEAKER pro tempore (Mr. 
NEWHOUSE). Is there objection to the 

request of the gentleman from Cali-
fornia? 

There was no objection. 
f 

THE GROWING THREAT OUR NA-
TION FACES FROM ISLAMIC TER-
RORISM 

The SPEAKER pro tempore. Under 
the Speaker’s announced policy of Jan-
uary 6, 2015, the gentleman from Cali-
fornia (Mr. MCCLINTOCK) is recognized 
for 60 minutes as the designee of the 
majority leader. 

Mr. MCCLINTOCK. Mr. Speaker, the 
terrorist attack on Orlando should 
bring into sharp focus the growing 
threat that our Nation faces from Is-
lamic terrorism, and that begins with 
realizing that although Islam is a reli-
gion, it is often accompanied by a poi-
sonous political ideology that is anti-
thetical to everything that our country 
stands for. That ideology now poses a 
direct threat to the liberty and safety 
of our people, and we have every right 
to defend ourselves against it. 

We knew for years that the terror-
ist’s father was broadcasting pro- 
Taliban and anti-American rhetoric 
aimed principally at a large and grow-
ing Afghan Islamic population within 
the United States. 

We knew that the terrorist, himself, 
had traveled repeatedly to Saudi Ara-
bia under mysterious circumstances, 
associated with known terrorists and 
Islamic radicals in the United States, 
and expressed the most virulent anti- 
American views. And we took no action 
because there are far more instances of 
such threats than we can begin to as-
sess or address. 

This administration has drastically 
increased the admission of refugees 
from regions where overwhelming ma-
jorities believe in imposing sharia law. 
Those who are fleeing sharia law and 
Islamist political ideology should be 
welcome in this country at assimilable 
levels; but those who are coming here 
to impose it are a direct threat to our 
Constitution, and they have no busi-
ness being admitted to our shores. Yet 
this administration makes no distinc-
tion between the two. 

Indeed, earlier this year, when Gov-
ernor Rick Scott of Florida, acting on 
behalf of law enforcement, requested 
information on the Islamic immigrants 
being inserted into his State, he was 
refused that vital public safety infor-
mation. 

While seeking to rapidly increase the 
number of Islamists being admitted to 
this country, this administration has 
failed not only to enforce our immigra-
tion laws, but it has actively under-
mined those laws. As a result of these 
deliberate government policies, we are 
enduring Islamist attacks within our 
borders that will continue to increase 
in both frequency and severity. 

There is no blinking at the fact that 
these policies have encouraged a large 
and growing fifth column that is vio-
lently hostile to our country, and it 
has become deeply embedded within 

our communities. San Bernardino and 
Orlando were just the first bloody fore-
taste of what is to come until and un-
less these policies are stopped and re-
versed. 

Last year, the House passed the 
SAFE Act. That is an acronym for 
Safety Against Foreign Enemies. It 
was the first tentative step toward 
properly screening refugees from hot-
beds of Islamic extremism. It merely 
required affirmative verification of a 
refugee’s lack of hostile intent if they 
were coming from Islamist strongholds 
in Iraq and Syria. 135 Democrats in 
this House opposed the SAFE Act, and 
Senate Democrats killed it in January 
at the behest of their President. 

The very same politicians who will 
not allow us even to confirm the intent 
of Islamists entering America are at 
the same time using the Orlando atroc-
ity as an excuse to disarm loyal and 
law-abiding Americans. Within min-
utes of the attack, the left began to use 
this terrorist atrocity to justify more 
restrictions on the rights of Americans 
to defend themselves. They would have 
us believe that terrorists who are bent 
on destroying our country by violently 
killing Americans will somehow make 
one exception to their contempt for our 
Nation by meticulously obeying our 
gun control laws. 

The leftists tell us to leave it to the 
police. Really? In Orlando, it took 3 
hours for police to secure the scene and 
confront the attacker, while hostages 
were being shot and the wounded were 
left to bleed to death—3 hours. In San 
Bernardino, the terrorists had already 
fled before police even arrived at the 
scene. 

The first line of defense against an 
armed terrorist is an armed American; 
yet the Democrats seek to make it 
harder for Americans to arm them-
selves, while increasing the threat 
posed by mass immigration from those 
countries where Islamist ideology is 
rampant. 

Is it possible that they don’t under-
stand that there is an international 
arms market and that terrorists can 
get their hands on any kinds of weap-
ons they want as effortlessly as teen-
agers can buy pot? 

While the Orlando terrorist got his 
guns legally, he could just as easily 
have gotten them illegally. But that is 
not the case of law-abiding American 
citizens. Law-abiding citizens obey our 
laws; terrorists do not. 

The left’s vision for our country is 
one in which Americans cannot shoot 
back and must helplessly wait to be 
rescued while they are being terrorized 
by Islamic extremists who should never 
have been in this country in the first 
place. And that is going to continue in 
this country until it wakes up to the 
danger that it faces and takes decisive 
action at the ballot box. 

That is ultimately the choice before 
us: we can either suffer increasingly 
violent attacks on increasingly de-
fenseless Americans, or we can choose 
to finally take seriously the nature of 
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the enemy we face and finally demand 
leaders who will secure our borders, 
empower Americans to defend them-
selves, and act forthrightly to defend 
our country. 

Mr. Speaker, I yield back the balance 
of my time. 

f 

WORDS FROM A SEXUAL ASSAULT 
SURVIVOR TO HER ATTACKER 

The SPEAKER pro tempore. Under 
the Speaker’s announced policy of Jan-
uary 6, 2015, the gentlewoman from 
California (Ms. SPEIER) is recognized 
for 60 minutes as the designee of the 
minority leader. 

Ms. SPEIER. Mr. Speaker, we are 
doing something tonight that has 
never been done before on the House 
floor. We will read the entire gut- 
wrenching statement of the sexual as-
sault survivor who was attacked on the 
Stanford campus last year. 

The sexual predator received a paltry 
sentence of 6 months in county jail, of 
which he will serve only 3 for commit-
ting a violent crime. We are not moved 
by the felon’s excuse of alcohol. We are 
not moved by the judge, who said a 
longer sentence would have a ‘‘severe 
impact’’ on the offender. We are not 
moved by the felon’s father, who said 
that his son should not serve jail time 
for ‘‘20 minutes of action.’’ 

Emily Doe is a survivor in every 
sense of the word, and her words de-
serve to be amplified. 

Mr. Speaker, I ask unanimous con-
sent that we read the statement in its 
entirety without yielding, by name, to 
each Member, to preserve the con-
tinuity of the reading. 

The SPEAKER pro tempore. Is there 
objection to the request of the gentle-
woman from California? 

There was no objection. 
Ms. SPEIER. ‘‘Your Honor, if it is all 

right, for the majority of this state-
ment I would like to address the de-
fendant directly. 

‘‘You don’t know me, but you’ve been 
inside me, and that’s why we’re here 
today. 

‘‘On January 17th, 2015, it was a quiet 
Saturday night at home. My dad made 
some dinner and I sat at the table with 
my younger sister who was visiting for 
the weekend. I was working full time 
and it was approaching my bed time. I 
planned to stay at home by myself, 
watch some TV and read, while she 
went to a party with her friends.’’ 

Ms. CLARK of Massachusetts. ‘‘Then, 
I decided it was my only night with 
her, I had nothing better to do, so why 
not, there’s a dumb party ten minutes 
from my house, I would go, dance like 
a fool, and embarrass my younger sis-
ter. On the way there, I joked that 
undergrad guys would have braces. My 
sister teased me for wearing a beige 
cardigan to a frat party like a librar-
ian. I called myself ‘big mama’, be-
cause I knew I’d be the oldest one 
there. I made silly faces, let my guard 
down, and drank liquor too fast not 
factoring in that my tolerance had sig-
nificantly lowered since college. 

‘‘The next thing I remember I was in 
a gurney in a hallway. I had dried 
blood and bandages on the backs of my 
hands and elbow. I thought maybe I 
had fallen and was in an admin office 
on campus. I was very calm and won-
dering where my sister was. A deputy 
explained I had been assaulted. I still 
remained calm, assured he was speak-
ing to the wrong person. I knew no one 
at this party. When I was finally al-
lowed to use the restroom, I pulled 
down the hospital pants they had given 
me, went to pull down my underwear, 
and felt nothing. 

‘‘I still remember the feeling of my 
hands touching my skin and grabbing 
nothing. I looked down and there was 
nothing. The thin piece of fabric, the 
only thing between my vagina and any-
thing else, was missing and everything 
inside me was silenced. I still don’t 
have words for that feeling. In order to 
keep breathing, I thought maybe the 
policeman used scissors to cut them off 
for evidence. 

‘‘Then I felt the pine needles scratch-
ing the back of my neck and started 
pulling them out my hair. I thought 
maybe, the pine needles had fallen 
from a tree onto my head. My brain 
was talking my gut into not collapsing. 
Because my gut was saying, help me, 
help me. 

‘‘I shuffled from room to room with a 
blanket wrapped around me, pine nee-
dles trailing behind me, I left a little 
pile in every room I sat in. I was asked 
to sign papers that said ‘Rape Victim’ 
and I thought something has really 
happened. My clothes were confiscated 
and I stood naked while the nurses held 
a ruler to various abrasions on my 
body and photographed them. The 
three of us worked to comb the pine 
needles out of my hair, six hands to fill 
one paper bag. To calm me down, they 
said it’s just the flora and fauna, flora 
and fauna. I had multiple swabs in-
serted into my vagina and anus, nee-
dles for shots, pills, had a Nikon point-
ed right into my spread legs. I had 
long, pointed beaks inside me and had 
my vagina smeared with cold, blue 
paint to check for abrasions.’’ 

Mr. CICILLINE. ‘‘After a few hours of 
this, they let me shower. I stood there 
examining my body beneath the steam 
of water and decided, I don’t want my 
body anymore. I was terrified of it, I 
didn’t know what had been in it, if it 
had been contaminated, who had 
touched it. I wanted to talk off my 
body like a jacket and leave it at the 
hospital with everything else. 

‘‘On that morning, all that I was told 
was that I had been found behind a 
dumpster, potentially penetrated by a 
stranger, and that I should get retested 
for HIV because results don’t always 
show up immediately. But for now, I 
should go home and get back to my 
normal life. 

‘‘Imagine stepping back into the 
world with only that information. 
They gave me huge hugs and I walked 
out of the hospital into the parking lot 
wearing the new sweatshirt and 

sweatpants they provided me, as they 
had only allowed me to keep my neck-
lace and shoes.’’ 

b 2000 
‘‘My sister picked me up, face wet 

from tears and contorted in anguish. 
Instinctively and immediately, I want-
ed to take away her pain. I smiled at 
her, I told her to look at me, I’m right 
here, I’m okay, everything’s okay. I’m 
right here. 

‘‘My hair is washed and clean, they 
gave me the strangest shampoo, calm 
down, and look at me. Look at these 
funny new sweatpants and sweatshirt, I 
look like a P.E. teacher, let’s go home, 
let’s eat something. She did not know 
that beneath my sweatsuit, I had 
scratches and bandages on my skin, my 
vagina was sore and had become a 
strange, dark color from all the prod-
ding, my underwear was missing, and I 
felt too empty to continue to speak. 
That I was also afraid, that I was also 
devastated. That day we drove home 
and for hours in silence my younger 
sister held me. 

‘‘My boyfriend did not know what 
happened, but called that day and said, 
‘I was really worried about you last 
night, you scared me, did you make it 
home okay?’ I was horrified. That is 
when I learned I had called him that 
night in my blackout, left an incom-
prehensible voicemail, that we had also 
spoken on the phone, but I was slurring 
so heavily he was scared for me, that 
he repeatedly told me to go find [my 
sister]. Again, he asked me, ‘What hap-
pened last night? Did you make it 
home okay?’ I said yes, and hung up to 
cry.’’ 

Ms. TSONGAS. ‘‘I was not ready to 
tell my boyfriend or parents that actu-
ally, I may have been raped behind a 
dumpster, but I don’t know by who or 
when or how. If I told them, I would see 
the fear on their faces, and mine would 
multiply by tenfold, so instead I pre-
tended the whole thing wasn’t real. 

‘‘I tried to push it out of my mind, 
but it was so heavy I didn’t talk, I 
didn’t eat, I didn’t sleep, I didn’t inter-
act with anyone. After work, I would 
drive to a secluded place to scream. 

‘‘I didn’t talk, I didn’t eat, I didn’t 
sleep, I didn’t interact with anyone, 
and I became isolated from the ones I 
loved most. For over a week after the 
incident, I didn’t get any calls or up-
dates about that night or what hap-
pened to me. The only symbol that 
proved that it hadn’t just been a bad 
dream, was the sweatshirt from the 
hospital in my drawer. 

‘‘One day, I was at work, scrolling 
through news on my phone, and came 
across an article. In it, I read and 
learned for the first time about how I 
was found unconscious, with my hair 
disheveled, long necklace wrapped 
around my neck, bra pulled out of my 
dress, dress pulled off over my shoul-
ders and pulled up above my waist, 
that I was butt naked all the way down 
to my boots, legs spread apart, and had 
been penetrated by a foreign object by 
someone I did not recognize. 
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