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Not every death is followed by mourning.

There are lives whose disappearance does not fracture the system.

The world does not stop. No one asks questions. No investigation begins. No one voices the simple, dangerous question: what happened? These lives are not left unmourned because they lacked value, but because they were never considered valuable in the first place.

In such systems, a woman is not the beginning of a human story. She is the continuation of a function. What she wants, what she feels, what she longs for—these are not questions worth asking. The only question that matters is whether she fulfills the role assigned to her. And if she does not, the system does not respond like a community that has lost someone, but like a mechanism in which a component has malfunctioned.

From the victim’s perspective, this is not experienced as a philosophical insight.

Not as theory.

Not as analysis.

It is experienced in the body.

A woman does not wake up one morning and suddenly understand that her life does not matter. She learns it instead—slowly, quietly, without words. She learns it because no one asks. No one listens. It does not matter if she hurts. It does not matter if she is afraid. It does not matter if she survives.

This learning is not tied to a single event.

Not to one blow.

Not to one scream.

Not to one act of coercion.

It is slow—and that is why it is effective.

The system does not attack all at once. It delineates. Constantly.

What you can wear.

When you may leave.

Who you may speak to.

What you may think.

What you must not think.

These restrictions are not always violent. Often they are spoken in the language of protection. Of order. Of concern. In the language of we want what is best for you.

From the system’s point of view, this is not cruelty. It is logic.

The logic is simple: life is not an individual value but a collective resource. A woman’s body does not belong to herself, but to a larger structure. Her body carries, gives birth, serves, sustains. If she resists, the system does not see rebellion—it sees danger. And every system seeks to neutralize what it perceives as a threat.

Here the first psychological fracture appears: the conditionalization of life itself.

A woman’s life matters only as long as she complies.

As long as she is quiet.

As long as she is obedient.

As long as she remains invisible.

This is never spoken aloud.

It does not need to be.

Everyone knows it.

Including the children.

Especially the girls.

The perspective of a girl raised within this system is not naïve. Not innocent in the way Western narratives often imagine innocence. She learns very early that her body is an object of attention—not in a desired sense, but as something to be monitored. Her body is no longer play, movement, exploration. Her body is risk. Her body is a problem. Her body is something that must be controlled.

The psyche, at this stage, does not rebel.

It adapts.

A child does not possess the cognitive or emotional tools needed to question the system into which she is born. What she sees becomes reality. What she is told becomes truth. If she is taught that her existence is a burden, she integrates this as an internal fact.

At this point, the abusive system has already achieved one of its most important goals: external violence is no longer necessary. Control has become internalized.

The girl learns to monitor herself.

To regulate her movements.

To filter her thoughts.

Not because she fears punishment, but because she fears becoming bad.

Shame arrives before pain.

In this context, shame is not a moral feeling. It is not about knowing one has broken a rule. Shame becomes identity. The woman does not feel that she has done something wrong—she feels that she herself is the mistake. And where identity becomes the problem, the value of life automatically diminishes.

The adult woman grows out of this childhood positioning. Not abruptly. Not through rupture. But through continuity. What she learned as a child feels natural as an adult. She does not ask why she has no right to decide. She does not ask why she has no authority over her own body. Not because she lacks intelligence—but because she was never taught that these could be questions at all.

From the system’s perspective, this is an ideal state.

Control does not require constant force. It is enough to maintain the framework. To remind, occasionally. To make examples.

A woman who disappears.

An “accident.”

A “tragedy.”

These stories do not function as exceptions. They function as warnings. The message does not need to be spoken. Everyone understands it.

This is where shock becomes unavoidable—not because of graphic detail, but because of consequence.

There are systems in which a woman’s death does not initiate mourning. It resolves a problem. The system does not register loss—it registers restored order. This thought is never articulated openly. But it lives in the reactions. In the silence. In the speed with which life moves on. In the absence of questions.

The victimized psyche in such an environment does not rebel—not because it is weak, but because survival demands it. Survival here is not about quality of life, but about its bare continuation. The woman learns to minimize her presence. She asks for no more than absolutely necessary. She reveals no more of herself than required. The goal is not living, but avoiding.

From the system’s point of view, this is order. Stability. Predictability. The woman is no longer an unpredictable variable but a regulated unit. If she stops functioning, she is replaceable. If she disappears, forgettable. If she dies, explainable.

The system always finds a reason.

The system is never at fault.

Control does not seize the body all at once.

It begins elsewhere—more subtly. With movement. With boundaries. With permission. With the quiet regulation of where one may go, what one may say, what one is expected to think, and which thoughts are better left unformed. At this stage, the body still feels internal, still private, still one’s own—but no longer untouched. It is already being observed. Counted. Interpreted.

Total control does not emerge when rules are spoken aloud.

It emerges when the body is no longer considered a private matter.

When it ceases to be an internally experienced space and becomes an externally defined surface. The body loses its intimacy without anyone ever announcing that it has. It is not forbidden—it is reinterpreted.

A woman does not experience this loss in a single moment. There is no clear boundary, no dramatic rupture. Only a gradual displacement, in which inner perception is slowly overridden. First she is warned. Then directed. Later monitored. Finally used. By the time use occurs, the order has long been established. And the psyche has already adapted.

From the victim’s perspective, there is no screaming here. No overt resistance. No questions. The body’s response is often not flight, but freeze. This is not weakness. It is the nervous system’s oldest response when there is nowhere to go and no one to turn to. Freezing is not a decision. It is survival.

Within such systems, the body of a young girl is not seen as a developing person but as an escalating risk. Bodily change is not met with curiosity or care, but alarm. The system accelerates. Control tightens. Rules multiply. Surveillance becomes constant. The body is no longer merely regulated—it is classified as dangerous.

At this age, the psyche cannot yet distinguish between guilt and violation. If it hurts, she learns that it is supposed to hurt. If she is shamed, she learns that she deserves to feel ashamed. Body and guilt become fused. This bond persists. Into adulthood. Even when, later, she might intellectually understand that what happened was violence.

From the system’s perspective, this is not distortion. It is success.

Internalized shame ensures that the woman will not name what is happening to her. She will not ask for help. She will not seek witnesses. She will not disrupt the appearance of order. The system is not afraid of truth. It is afraid of truth becoming speakable.

Here lies the psychological core of sexual violence: not the act itself, but the meaning it implants. And that meaning is this—your body does not belong to you. Once this sentence takes root, abuse ceases to be an isolated event and becomes a permanent internal condition. The woman learns to distance herself from her own body. She dissociates. She disappears from her own experience. The body happens to her. She does not happen within her body.

As an adult, the woman often no longer names this as abuse. Not because she does not feel the pain, but because she lacks the language for it. The system offers a different vocabulary. Silence is virtue. Endurance is dignity. Complaint is shame. She learns to use these words against herself.

At this stage, the role of the family becomes particularly complex. The family is not always the direct perpetrator. Often it is the intermediary. It maintains the system. Enforces compliance. Supervises the body. Monitors movement. Regulates relationships. The family does not ask what is happening to the woman—not because it does not care, but because the question itself is dangerous. A question would introduce a fracture into the structure.
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