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This is precisely the time when artists go to work.… We speak, we write, we do language. That is how civilizations heal.


—TONI MORRISON, “No Place for Self-Pity,
No Room for Fear,” The Nation, March 23, 2015










A SYMPHONY OF VOICES


Carolina De Robertis


Dear Reader,


Three days after the 2016 U.S. election, I sat at my writing desk overwhelmed by grief. I was not alone. Like many people (like you, perhaps), I’d had trouble sleeping, and had already engaged in many conversations—with friends and family, students and colleagues, in person and on social media—about the spike in hate crimes, the pain and outrage, the devastation to come.


In my grief, I thought about many things. I thought about all the hard-won civil rights gains of the past fifty years, now under a new level of threat. I thought about the many communities—including immigrants, people of color, gay and transgender people, women, Muslims, Jews, progressives from all walks of life—now bracing themselves (or ourselves, for I belong to some of those groups) for an era of increased vulnerability. I thought about climate change. The Supreme Court. Democracy. Other nations, affected, watching. The future near and far.


I thought about a friend’s daughter, age seven, Black, born in the USA, who said she was scared that Trump would make her family leave the country. And another friend’s son, age four, who has two mothers, just as my children do; he asked whether their family would be torn apart.


I thought about my son, who was born days after Obama was first inaugurated, and had therefore always lived in a nation in which someone like him—Black and multiracial, child of an immigrant—could be president. For months, my son had been talking about using his kung fu skills to defend his Mexican friends from Trump and his wall. On November 9, he did not want to get out of bed for school, because, he said, he refused to set foot in a nation where Trump was president. It was not an act of fear; it was a boycott.


I thought about my four-year-old daughter’s words about Trump, spoken out of the blue: “We’re not beautiful to him. Nobody told me that. It’s just a feeling I have.”


I also thought about my grandmother, a poet and activist in Uruguay who died during the dictatorship. Born in Argentina, exiled under President Juan Perón (who, it must be pointed out, was not a dictator but a democratically elected authoritarian), she found refuge in the calm little nation of Uruguay, only to later watch both her native and adopted countries fall prey to military coups and reigns of terror, imprisonment, disappearances, and torture. Her later, unpublished poems, found in her house after she died, speak to the depths of her sorrow. She never had the chance to see those dictatorships lift. I wondered how she’d managed to get through each day, to stay alive inside, to keep fighting in the face of repression, to keep the faith, to take the long view. And I wondered about hope. Had she been able to retain any hope? Could she ever have imagined that, years later, in 2010, two of the brutally tortured political prisoners of the Uruguayan dictatorship would rise up to become the beloved president and First Lady of the nation? That José Mujica and Lucía Topolansky would preside over an era of unprecedented renewal and progressive change? In the thick of the bleak times, how could she have imagined such a future? How could she have imagined that the seeds of a bright future lay right there in the horrific times themselves? If I could go back in time to reach her, what would I say, and what would she, reaching forward toward me where I sat at my writing desk, have to say to me?


I thought about you that morning, though I may not know you personally. I thought about the long journey ahead for you and for me and for all of us, and I wondered what we would do—what we could do, what we must do—to get through these times as intact as possible, keeping sight of the long view, striving to stay sane, awake, engaged, and steadfast in the face of backlash and threats to the communities and values and democracy we hold dear.


With all of that in mind, I started reaching out to writers to ask them to join me in what at first was a rather strange and nebulous concept: a collection of love letters in response to these political times.


Why love letters?


The epistolary essay, or essay in letter form, has unique powers. A potent example, one that inspired this book, lies in the great James Baldwin’s “My Dungeon Shook—Letter to My Nephew on the One Hundredth Anniversary of Emancipation,” published in The Fire Next Time in 1963 (the same year Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., penned another seminal and brilliant epistolary essay, “Letter from Birmingham Jail”). Baldwin’s letter is addressed to his young nephew, and it gives voice to the injustices of institutional racism, the beauty and dignity of Black life, and the need for social change. The tone is at once tender and analytical, impassioned and nuanced, sweeping and deeply personal. Baldwin showed us that letter-essays, as a form, are perfectly situated to blend incisive political thought with intimate reflections, to fold them into a single embrace.


And that’s where the love comes in. Love is the blending agent that fuses the political and the intimate, providing urgency to one and context to the other. In a letter, the thoughts at hand are undergirded by the need to connect with the intended recipient—and this spirit of extension beyond oneself can link social themes to our personal spheres, to what cuts the closest and matters most. It is love that pushes us to face the journey toward justice without flinching, love that impels us to keep going on the long, hard road, love that provides the moral compass and the map.


As for the word dissent, it entered this project as an expression of how these letters defend truth in the face of repression. As my exiled grandmother could have told you, it doesn’t take a dictator to create an atmosphere of fear and shut down freedom of speech. All it takes is a bully at the helm, using threats and intimidation against any journalist (or former Miss Universe, or Hamilton actor, or ordinary citizen) to raise the specter of silence and censorship. And so, in such a climate, we can either silence ourselves and live in fear or we can stand ever taller and speak. Dissent is verbal resistance. It is the affirmation of our voices, of our worth. It is, in a democracy, a fundamental right. And, in fact, dissent is not unrelated to love. They are complementary forces. In a climate where bigotry is an explicit value of those in institutional power, speaking love is an act of dissent.


The responses to my call for letters stunned me—with their generosity, their depth, their keen insights and raw sense of urgency. I could not be more moved or humbled by the authors whose words are gathered here: They are leading novelists, journalists, poets, activists, and political thinkers. They are a collective mirror of precisely what makes this society strong and beautiful. They are members of diverse communities with roots all over the world—hailing from Syria, Lebanon, Mexico, Cuba, Nigeria, China, Japan, Egypt, India, Puerto Rico, Iran, Guatemala, indigenous North America, Russia, and various parts of Europe and Africa—and they all claim the United States as home. They are neighbors and activists, professors and artists, mothers and fathers, sons and daughters, straight and gay and transgender. They are Jews and Muslims, Christians and Buddhists, atheists and people undeclared in their spirituality. Above all, they are concerned citizens and community members who care deeply about their country and are compelled to offer their voices in the service of justice, courage, and radical hope.


Each in their own way, these brave, bold writers take the measure of what’s been lost with this shift in our society, what’s changed and what hasn’t, where we are now, and what this means for the road forward on both intimate and societal levels. Among other topics, they explore the struggles, triumphs, and migrations that have shaped their lives and the fabric of this nation; the will to go on when one is depleted or discouraged; the profound lessons to be drawn from ancestors who taught ingenuity in the face of poverty, or spoke out powerfully against slavery, or kept the indigenous ways of the land; what could or should happen next for progressives or for the Democratic Party; the political battles ahead; the quiet inner battles for hope and resilience that form the unsung heart of any movement for a better world; the forces that keep us connected; daring visions for future generations, and road maps for bringing them to birth; the inner sources of fuel that spur us on to work and dream and plan and write and read and speak and care and shape our world as best we can, despite the challenges, for ourselves, for each other, for those yet to come.


There will be many books written about the Trump era from a single author’s point of view, and there’s no question that many of those books will be invaluable. I look forward to reading and learning from them. At the same time, it’s my belief that the challenges of this era also call for a multivocal response, as there are truths about this moment that can only be fully expressed through the prismatic proliferation of voices. In other words, no soloist can fully capture the music of our times; we also need symphonies. Because there are many truths, many ways of knowing, many perspectives from which these times are experienced, and it is precisely this dazzling range that gives our voices power and makes our coalition, still, unstoppably, an ascendant majority in this country and the world.


I have arranged these letters and essays into a loosely woven narrative arc, divided into three parts: “Roots” explores the histories that bring us to this moment, with many letters addressed to ancestors; “Branches” addresses present-day people or communities—a stranger in the supermarket, baby boomers, millennials, white people, artists, the protestors at Standing Rock—and delves into complex questions of our current era; and, finally, “Seeds” looks to the future by speaking to new generations, to sons and daughters, to godchildren, or to imagined children yet to be born, all of them inheritors of what happens now.


I call these sections loosely woven because, indeed, each essay is a microcosm of thought, a fully formed world, and, therefore, can be read in any order, or as a stand-alone piece in its own right. There’s no one right way to approach this book. The themes in these letters rise and fall with their own rhythm, overlapping and echoing as they will. And this is as it should be. There is no seed without branches, no branch without roots, no growth of new roots without seeds.


There is great danger in these times. And yet, all is not lost. The future remains unwritten, ours to shape—though it will not be easy. Institutional power has been hijacked by a crew of corrupt, racist, misogynistic, xenophobic, blithely incompetent leaders bent on dismantling the very hallmarks of this nation’s democracy. We need to be in a sustained and continuous state of resistance, for as long as it takes, in order to protect our collective rights and the future of the planet. This is hard work. One could easily become exhausted, or paralyzed by despair. That is where this book comes in. There is an antidote to despair to be found in connection, in shared words and thoughts and voices. I invite you to find, in these pages, whatever you most need: a balm, a salve, a rallying cry, a lyrical manifesto, a power source, a mirror, a sanctuary, a hand to hold, a beacon, a torch to light the way.


It is my hope that the words gathered here will lift you, feed you, shake you awake, offer insight, and help you to feel less alone. They are here for you, a steady refuge. They are full of exquisite courage and profound truths about this moment in the great narrative we call human history, sung in many voices, with the heart as well as the intellect ablaze.


It’s all here. We’re all here. And we will continue to be here. We are the majority, dear reader, the future is ours, and we are in this together.






Con mucho amor,


Carolina


Oakland, California


Martin Luther King, Jr., Day, January 16, 2017










RADICAL HOPE


Junot Díaz


Querida Q.:


I hope that you are feeling, if not precisely better, then at least not so demoralized. On Wednesday, after he won, you reached out to me, seeking advice, solidarity. You wrote, My two little sisters called me weeping this morning. I had nothing to give them. I felt bereft. What now? Keep telling the truth from an ever-shrinking corner? Give up?


I answered immediately, because you are my hermana, because it hurt me to hear you in such distress. I offered some consoling words, but the truth was I didn’t know what to say. To you, to my godchildren, who all year had been having nightmares that their parents would be deported, to myself.


I thought about your e-mail all day, Q., and I thought about you during my evening class. My students looked rocked. A few spoke about how frightened and betrayed they felt. Two of them wept. No easy task to take in the fact that half the voters—neighbors, friends, family—were willing to elect, to the nation’s highest office, a toxic misogynist, a racial demagogue who wants to make America great by destroying the civil rights gains of the past fifty years.


What now? you asked. And that was my students’ question, too. What now? I answered them as poorly as I answered you, I fear. And so I sit here now in the middle of the night, in an attempt to try again.


So what now? Well, first and foremost, we need to feel. We need to connect courageously with the rejection, the fear, the vulnerability that Trump’s victory has inflicted on us, without turning away or numbing ourselves or lapsing into cynicism. We need to bear witness to what we have lost: our safety, our sense of belonging, our vision of our country. We need to mourn all these injuries fully, so that they do not drag us into despair, so repair will be possible.


And while we’re doing the hard, necessary work of mourning, we should avail ourselves of the old formations that have seen us through darkness. We organize. We form solidarities. And, yes: we fight. To be heard. To be safe. To be free.


For those of us who have been in the fight, the prospect of more fighting, after so cruel a setback, will seem impossible. At moments like these, it is easy for even a matatana to feel that she can’t go on. But I believe that, once the shock settles, faith and energy will return. Because let’s be real: we always knew this shit wasn’t going to be easy. Colonial power, patriarchal power, capitalist power must always and everywhere be battled, because they never, ever quit. We have to keep fighting, because otherwise there will be no future—all will be consumed. Those of us whose ancestors were owned and bred like animals know that future all too well, because it is, in part, our past. And we know that by fighting, against all odds, we who had nothing, not even our real names, transformed the universe. Our ancestors did this with very little, and we who have more must do the same. This is the joyous destiny of our people—to bury the arc of the moral universe so deep in justice that it will never be undone.


But all the fighting in the world will not help us if we do not also hope. What I’m trying to cultivate is not blind optimism or inane positivity but what the philosopher Jonathan Lear calls radical hope. “What makes this hope radical,” Lear writes, “is that it is directed toward a future goodness that transcends the current ability to understand what it is.” Radical hope is not so much something you have but something you practice; it demands flexibility, openness, and what Lear describes as “imaginative excellence.” Radical hope is our best weapon against despair, even when despair seems justifiable; it makes the survival of the end of your world possible. Only radical hope could have imagined people like us into existence. And I believe that it will help us create a better, more loving future.


I could say more, but I’ve already imposed enough, Q.: time to face this hard new world, to return to the great shining work of our people. Darkness, after all, is breaking—a new day has come.






Love,


J










Roots




DEAR MAMA HARRIET


Alicia Garza


Dear Mama Harriet,


You were the first person I thought about on November 8, 2016, when they announced that Donald Trump had been elected as the forty-fifth president of the United States. The first time you used the Underground Railroad was in September 1849. Legend has it that once you escaped, you never looked back.


The president at that time, Zachary Taylor, died before he could weigh in on the debate surrounding our humanity. The year he died, Congress passed the Fugitive Slave Act, determined to keep people like you from the promise of America—life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness. When President Polk had taken office a few years earlier, he apparently considered slavery to be a “side issue,” less important than stealing land from Mexico and other economic issues. I imagine you didn’t care much about who was elected president then, since they were all slaveholders. But you did care about politics.


The truth is I think about you often. Your courage in the face of adversity makes it so that I can put one foot in front of the other, even when I’m tired, even when I’m scared, even when I’m not completely sure what I’m doing or if it will work. I think about you in this political moment, where there are times when us Black folk can be our own worst enemies. When someone tells me that it can’t be done, that it doesn’t fit with what we’ve always done, I hear you saying to me, “I freed a thousand slaves, and I could have saved a thousand more if only they had known they were slaves.”


I work hard to embody you, Mama Harriet. When I learned that after you escaped, your brothers had second thoughts and turned back, but you kept going, it gave me the strength to keep going. When I learned that you went back to bring your husband to freedom, and he refused to come with you, instead electing to stay with his new wife, it gave me the strength to always be my own compass. When I learned that you returned to bring your sister to freedom and found out that she had since died, it gave me the determination to keep going, though we may never know the outcome of what we do or whether our goals will actually be accomplished.


Mama Harriet, I wonder what sustained you after all of the heartbreak and disappointment that you endured. I wonder how you kept going. I imagine it was ancestors to you, as you are to me, that kept you steady and focused, soothed your heart when it felt like it was shattered into a million pieces, gave you visions of what freedom could be, gave you courage, and infused you with a deep love for your people, whether or not they always loved themselves.


Mama Harriet, when they passed the Fugitive Slave Act, you were undeterred. You simply moved the Underground Railroad to a place more favorable for success, because that’s how committed you were. You didn’t quit. You didn’t give up. Every opportunity for freedom guided your decisions. You weren’t afraid to work with anyone who shared the same goal, even if they didn’t share your experience. You worked with abolitionists like John Brown, you worked with Quakers, you worked with suffragettes—even when they couldn’t see your humanity. You were the first woman to lead an assault at Combahee River, where you helped to free seven hundred slaves. You broke barriers; you pushed boundaries. I’m sure you had peers who didn’t like how powerful you were, but because you stood in your power, I can stand in mine.


Mama Harriet, these are perilous times we are living in. Eight years ago, we elected the first Black president of the United States, Barack Obama. This was a historic moment for Black people in this country, no matter how symbolic. Many felt that the election of Barack Obama signaled that we, as a country, had finally moved beyond race. Many attempted to say that his election was the fulfillment of your dreams, Mama Harriet, and the dreams of so many others who came before us. And yet, with President Obama’s election, we continued to see the ravages of institutional and systemic racism.


You see, Mama Harriet, the conundrum that you encountered is the same set of contradictions that we encounter. We had a Black president who often shied away from addressing the nation about the pervasive nature of racism, and yet, he faced racism at every turn. Black folks, by and large, were hesitant to criticize the president, of course, for many reasons—many of us could feel, viscerally, the challenges that he faced as a leader. Mama Harriet, we have moved from one form of slavery to other forms. There are astronomical numbers of us in prisons and jails. Too many of us still do not have the basic things we need to survive. Some of us who do find the means are forced to navigate being one of a few in a sea of white bodies, white norms, white culture—and still too many of us seek white acceptance.


But, Mama Harriet, our people have been rising up. Across gender, generation, immigration status (yes, Black people are all over the world), and sexuality, Black people have been rising up. The last decade has seen Black resistance, and the strongest expression of that resistance has occurred over the last four years. Led by a deep and abiding love for all of humanity, we have worked hard to make sure that the lives of Black people are just as valuable as the lives of others.


There was a backlash. A backlash against the supposed progress that was made. A backlash against having a Black leader of the “free” world. Even though all forty-three presidents before him were white and male, when the forty-fourth president of the United States was Black, there were people in this country who believed that this was an example of how Black people are once again getting undeserved handouts. You see, Mama Harriet, the same sickness that caused people to put other people in chains, rape them, strip them of their humanity, work them to their literal deaths while never allowing them to benefit from the fruits of their labor still exists today. Today, the whips are invisible, but the scars remain.


That backlash that I was just telling you about? The result was a president who is unfit to be a leader. A president who was raised in white supremacy, who still embraces it. A president who has no vision for freedom, for justice for all of us. His vision, Mama Harriet, is that he and his friends will continue to get rich off of our backs. Carrots for some, sticks for us, Mama Harriet. The whole system of democracy is in question today, Mama Harriet. There are too many of us who do not believe in democracy anymore. You know what the white folks say, Mama Harriet. They say we don’t deserve to make decisions over our own lives. They expect us to just go along to get along. In the same way that the president when you were here with us saw slavery as a “side issue,” there are still too many in our society who continue to see race and racism as a “side issue,” who instead privilege economic stability over a society where all of us can be all of who we are, all of the time.


Mama Harriet, I’m terrified. I worry every day that none of it is enough. I worry that my heart will harden. I worry that I will lose faith in us. Those feelings are fleeting. I know they will go away. But my real fear? My real fear is that we won’t get it together until it’s too late. Already, Mama Harriet, the planet is in trouble. The trees and streams and animals that you knew have long since been used up in irresponsible ways. They’ve poisoned families in Flint, Michigan, Mama Harriet, because when it comes to poor people, when it comes to poor Black people, they say it’s okay to drink water laden with lead. This is why I pray to you every day, Mama Harriet. Because I need your strength, your resolve, your courage, and your vision.


Each day I pray to you, Mama Harriet, to give me and all of us the strength to keep moving toward freedom. I know it won’t be easy, so I pray that you fortify me and the rest of us. I pray that you help us see slavery clearly so that we can fight it and end it once and for all. I pray that you remove the barriers between us that keep us from being effective together. I pray that you mend our hearts when we break them and when our fight shatters our hearts into a thousand pieces.


And most of all, Mama Harriet, I pray that you are proud of us.






With love,


Alicia










THE LANTERN


Roxana Robinson


To my great-great-great-aunt Hattie, Harriet Beecher Stowe,


I’ve been thinking about you a lot recently, Aunt Hattie, because it seems that we are living in dark times again. I’ve been wondering about how you thought about those times, and how it was that you decided to speak out.


When you wrote Uncle Tom’s Cabin, it was 1851, and America had been bringing enslaved people to its shores for more than two hundred years. So slavery was already deeply rooted and entrenched; it was a part of our culture.


But it wasn’t something you grew up with. You were born in 1811 in Litchfield, Connecticut, a place where slavery was rare. When you were in your early twenties, your father took a teaching job in Ohio, and he moved the family to Cincinnati, which was just across the river from Kentucky. There you became vividly aware of what was happening: you had a front-row seat to the horrifying American drama of enslaved people trying to escape into freedom. You became an abolitionist. You married Calvin Stowe, a minister who shared your views. When you and Calvin and your brother Henry (my great-grandfather, another abolitionist minister) learned that a family servant was an escaped slave, you helped her to get away to Canada, and to freedom. You became part of the Underground Railroad.


In the early 1850s, you moved to Maine, where Calvin became a professor at Bowdoin. You were no longer close to the misery of slavery, but you couldn’t forget it. You were commissioned to write some sketches showing what slavery was really like. What you wrote became Uncle Tom’s Cabin, one of the most widely read books of the nineteenth century. It changed the way many white people thought about slavery. It roused compassion, which is the opposite of rage.


Rage was an essential part of slavery.


Rage allows us to forget our own humanity. Without rage, we will recognize another person as like ourselves. It’s hard to hurt someone you’re not angry at; it’s anger that drives the impulse to harm. Rage declares itself through violence, and violence was the platform on which slavery was built.


We feel rage when we feel separate; we feel compassion when we feel connected.


What troubled me about our recent election was the way rage seeped into the conversation. I volunteered in a poverty-burdened city in Pennsylvania, and there I heard people raging at the woman candidate for president. Rage erupted at the very mention of her name, as though, just by her existence, she was committing a wrong.


This rage was familiar. I’ve been the target of that rage because I’m a woman. I’ve seen it directed at other women and at people who are different in some way.


Having rage directed at you simply because of who you are evokes a strange feeling of helplessness. You stand listening to this outpouring, and you can feel your heart beating in your chest, just as you know the heart is beating in the chest of the person who is enraged. You know that the two of you share this steady internal pulse. And you know that you share something else, too, because you can look into the eyes of that person and see something deep and visceral—you see that you are both human, you each have a soul—and yet the shouts of anger are denying this. The shouts claim that you don’t share this sameness, that the two of you are different. They claim that you, yourself, are wrong in your very being.


This claim will still and silence you.


If you are wrong in your being, then nothing you can do will matter. It doesn’t matter what you say or write or create or build or sing. In Virginia Woolf’s To the Lighthouse, Lily Briscoe thinks of the unspoken criticism by Charles Tansley, fellow houseguest: “Women can’t paint.” It’s just that simple, it seems. The fact of your identity defines your capabilities. The angry or contemptuous shouts declare that nothing you do can make a difference. You want to speak up to say this is not true, but you hear the anger, and you understand that nothing you say can change that.


I heard that anger in Pennsylvania. As one young volunteer walked away from a voter’s house, a man in the next yard yelled to ask if she was there to campaign for Hillary. He didn’t use Hillary’s name, though. He called her “that bitch.” He was holding a shotgun, in case his message was not clear. It was one of rage and violence.


His fury was directed at a woman who dared to run for president, who dared to claim political power. His rage was directed at people who are different from him—whose skins are another color, or whose religion is unfamiliar—and who dare to claim a place in our society. I heard rage directed at a woman who represented the person I am, just because we are women.


Those feelings of rage and denial are shocking to me. Tolerance is part of our national bedrock, part of our moral foundations: “We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal.” That’s our country’s most fundamental premise; it’s what we started out with. It means that if we believe in America, we believe in tolerance.


Aunt Hattie, you were shocked by what you saw around you. You felt a moral outrage at the fact of slavery, and you made your outrage known. You raised your voice.


“I wrote what I did because as a woman, as a mother, I was oppressed and broken-hearted with the sorrows and injustice I saw,” you said in a letter to Lord Denman (January 20, 1853), “because as a Christian I felt the dishonor to Christianity—because as a lover of my country, I trembled at the coming day of wrath.”


As lovers of our country, and after a dubious election, bedeviled by malicious meddling, we may feel like you—brokenhearted. We have watched a man who did not win the popular vote, and who seems frighteningly blind to the country’s moral core, take his place in our highest office. He was supported by people who were full of anger, who felt forgotten. They saw no way forward. They were losing power, and they saw a woman rising up to take power over them. They felt threatened and enraged. They voted against the woman who dared to claim power, in support of the man who made it feel right to hate that woman.


Rage and hatred are not the engines we want to drive the country, but rage drove those voters, just as rage drove the people who supported slavery.


We know it when we see it.


Looking into the eyes of someone who hates you is diminishing. Who are you, if your being is denied? How can you be human if you are hated? Hatred itself is silencing. Hatred denies us the power of conversation, of exchanging thoughts. If you hate me, we can’t speak to each other. We are each alone. If you look at me with rage, you will not know me. You will not believe in the beating of my heart.


The people who hated our candidate would tell you that they hate her because they don’t trust her, not because she’s female. Secessionists would have told you they were defending states’ rights, not slavery. It’s possible that these people don’t understand the sources of their rage. The people who used brutality to enforce slavery, and the man who carried a rifle to frighten a campaign volunteer, are people who feel doubly threatened. They are threatened by the loss of their own power and of their own humanity.


We women can feel their hatred leveled at us. We understand what it means to be looked at by someone who will not see your soul within your eyes. It feels like a blotting out. It’s a strange idea, this hatred of women, because it means hatred of half the human race. It includes these peoples’ own mothers, their wives, their sisters. In Pennsylvania, a volunteer knocked on a door that was opened by a young man. She asked if a certain woman lived there. “Yeah, she does,” the young man said. “That’s my mother. And you can’t talk to her. She’s not leaving the house today.”


The day on which her son was keeping his mother inside was Election Day. Maybe he didn’t trust her alone in the voting booth.


I can feel his anger, a leaping, crowding, tumultuous rage, like the rising tide against the rocks. These people are enraged by us, by the very idea of us.


But they cannot crush us.


As women, we are endowed with certain kinds of potency, and one of them is the power to teach our children. We will influence the next generation. We can teach small people to respect their mothers, share power with their wives, encourage their daughters to understand their strength.
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