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By Lydia Cacho 
 
I look out the window at the cars passing, passing, passing without stopping.  I look out 
the window at the barren landscape of the desert, I listen to the sound of the tires rolling 
on a perfect pavement, and there to the right a dirt lot and here to the left a great building 
of luxury, apparently impeccable.  Another building, another dirt lot, and another one, 
and a mass of cement imitating the previous one... crystals reflecting the sun, buildings 
planted like cemetery flowers:  one here, another one there, without life around it.  It is 
impossible not to ask why, with these assembly plants that produce millions of dollars for 
owners of companies with foreign names, there is no investment in public works, there 
are no parks or gardens, or schools, only barren places, ready for sowing of garbage and 
death, surrounding the transnational buildings.  Who cares about Juárez City?  The 
abandonment of the streets reflects the abandonment of its people, the myopia of its 
governments, the death of its women and children, the solitude of the forgotten border.   
 
A girl of fifteen, called Cecilia Covarrubias, was carrying her baby when she left home, 
found with three shots in her back, her body marked by sexual violence, her hands 
possessing the secret of her aggressor: flesh under her nails (DNA as the scientists say) 
and hairs from the man who previously knew no punishment.  And there is her mother, 
Aguilar Solitude, in front of me, recounting how the Public Ministry had the tests in its 
hands and someone (?) lost the samples from under the girls' nails of the girl that would 
easily expose who is the culprit;  the hairs of the aggressor were lost, her clothes with 
traces of him were lost, with metal fragments that could lead the investigators to some 
site where welders work "until the welds stuck to the clothes of Ceci were lost," the 
mother tells me.  Anyone would think that she had lost hope, but no, she is the mother 
there, three years after having identified the body of her daughter, now desperately 
looking for her granddaughter.  That baby that one of the almost three hundred murdered 
women of Juárez carried in her arms before her death.  Where was my granddaughter 
left? The question of Doña Soledad resonates in my ears and it costs me to continue 
practicing journalism, to distance myself from my citizenship and my being a woman and 
to imagine the unimaginable.  I imagine the little one in arms – was she a witness of the 
rape, of the shots?  Where is this other Mexican-born woman?  Three generations of 
female Mexicans cry in Juárez City and President Fox is receiving in the Pines the 
baseball players that earned second place, celebrating the good things of Mexico.   
 
We entered to interview Maria Lopez Urbina, the Special Prosecutor, to address the 
crimes related to the homicides of women in Juárez, in the marvelous offices of the PGR 
in Juárez.  Lopez Urbina seems upright, vigorous, deluded.  To the question if they 
believe police involved in corruption have prevented the murderers and rapists from 
being found, she says, “yes, of course.” Even if they are judicial officers?  Even "if" they 
are special agents of the AFI?  Even "if" they are your colleagues of the MP of the PGR?  
"Of course... it will be necessary to investigate" she assures.   
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And in the same way we see how the untiring lawyer Lucha Castro, Evangelina Arce, the 
mother of Silvia (murdered and raped), the mother of Cecilia, and the mother of Brisia 
Janet (murdered and raped) are getting the know the Special Prosecutor. In the adjoining 
offices, in front of special computer systems that the Special Prosecutor oversees are 20 
members of the specialized MP, all men, without a single woman investigator, a curious 
fact.   
 
The international community of women meets in Juárez City.  We arrive with the 
mothers of the murdered and disappeared at the Lerdo Bridge, where young people, men, 
and women are arriving from California, Alburquerque, Texas and other states of the 
northern country.  People from all over Mexico, the actresses Jane Fonda and Sally Field 
who could not restrain her tears when we asked her, Why you are you in Juárez?  And 
she responded, Because this that is happening in Mexico is a massacre produced by 
impunity, because we are not going to leave them alone in this, because life is sacred and 
these crimes are unpardonable.  Eve Ensler, the famous activist and author of the “Vagina 
Monologues,” a work created to demonstrate the violence that is practiced all over the 
world against women said, "I am in Mexico to call to all Mexicans to say Not One Death 
More."  She asserted with emotion, "Every time a women is raped every woman in the 
world is hurt a little, every time a woman is killed, something of we ourselves dies,  
violence against women is increasing in the whole world, and we think that this is the 
time for uniting efforts to say it is enough.  Good people must unite in this race for 
peace."   
 
The march has echoed in Juárez and we asked ourselves if, among the onlookers on the 
sidewalks, wearing their black hats and the look of drug dealers, some of the murderers 
might not be there, watching hope pass by in front of them, knowing that the dead no 
longer can walk, but they walk in their mother country with the liberty of a corrupt 
government, of three presidents of the Republic cowardly in the face of the murders of 
women.   
 
While we walked between people to ask to them why they were there, why travel so far, 
why march under the sun with the winter wind, why shout with so much vehemence for 
women they didn't know, all of them, young and old men and women, unknown and 
famous women, answered the same:  for life, for the right to live in harmony, with peace 
and without violence.   
 
The memories, photos and my recordings remain for future journalistic works.  The sweet 
eyes of Doña Evangelina remain and her sleepness nights remain, that keep the name of 
Aguilar Solitude in my memory and her granddaughter in my imagination, Guadalupe 
with her timid smile and her fresh skin, with her fears of the police for denouncing the 
corruption that lost all the evidence of her daughter's murder. The pink crosses with 
names and paper flowers in a wasteland are left, kept in a photograph in my camera.   
 
The unmeasurable grief of the mothers and fathers remains, of Don Roberto and his green 
eyes that cry to his daughter after 7 years of death and who marches beside the black 
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women and thanks me for giving him a voice. The garbage in Juárez park remains, the 
scent of death and of hope. The question remains in the air of the mother country, in the 
border of impunity the question, Why hope so much to walk for peace?  And when 
returning to Cancún, my Cancún, the Succar case comes to my mind, and the sweet faces 
of the abused children and the scared mothers and I think, Why would it be different here 
than other parts of Mexico?  Why dream about a mother country in which social harmony 
matters to all of us?  Answers are requested, preferably hopeful. Pessimists: please 
abstain. 


