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To the conservative women with whom


I’ve had the honor and pleasure of sharing


public service at the local, state, and federal level.














Foreword


Meet a Woman Who Is Changing History


When I first met Marsha Blackburn, I was impressed by her drive, her determination, her intelligence, and her experience. She was clearly someone who was going to make a difference. She had courage and conviction. She also had charm and a great smile. Her entire life had prepared her to lead in Washington.


Marsha came to Washington from a remarkable lifetime of hard work and constant civic involvement. Her enthusiastic energy marked her as a person who enjoyed life and was determined to accomplish something. I did not realize at the time that Marsha had her own company, two children, a great marriage with a supportive husband, and had been both a Republican Party leader and a state senator.


Marsha walked with the determined step of someone who intended to get things done. She was a solid conservative with small-town values and a deep faith commitment (something she maintained in Washington through a Bible study). She was not shaken when others attacked her views. Of course, in Washington a conservative Republican woman in office was not as common as it should have been. The news media wanted to cover liberal women but not conservative women. Marsha understood that and she also understood the power of cheerful persistence. She fought for her beliefs, went to conservative gatherings like CPAC, and became a standout participant in public debates.


Marsha spent eight solidly conservative terms in the United States House of Representatives (2002–2016). She was a valuable member of the House Republican team and built a network of strong friends and supporters among her Republican colleagues.


Then in 2018 Marsha took a big gamble. When Senator Bob Corker, the chair of the Senate Foreign Relations Committee, decided to retire, Marsha determined that she would run for the Senate. At first the Senate race appeared to be an uphill challenge. Former governor Phil Bredesen, widely respected and with a great reputation as a pro-business moderate Democrat, was as formidable as any Democratic Senate candidate in the country.


Clearly, Bredesen’s statewide name recognition as a former governor gave him an advantage. Marsha’s initial base was limited to only one congressional district. And the stakes were high. Senator Mitch McConnell became deeply involved in the race because he knew the Senate Republican majority was narrow and that Bredesen was exactly the kind of Democrat who could help his party take back the Senate. Still, Marsha was unswerving, having been a Tea Party Republican, a solid conservative, and a strong supporter of President Donald Trump.


The big turning point may have come when Democrats decided to smear Judge Brett Kavanaugh and attempt to destroy his reputation. Marsha, like most Republicans and many independents, was appalled at the viciousness and the dishonesty that the liberal media and the Democrats used to try to destroy someone just for being conservative. The Kavanaugh fight was decisive in Marsha’s Senate race. It galvanized Republican voters and made them so angry that they flooded to the polls. In a Trump state (he had carried Tennessee by a 650,000 vote margin—with 60.7% of the vote, the largest margin since 1972) there were a lot of Republicans to be roused into taking a stand.


Marsha captured the essence of the campaign when she asked, “Do you think Phil Bredesen would vote with crying Chuck Schumer or would he vote with our president when it comes to supporting our troops and supporting our veterans?” This clear contrasting of liberal versus conservative elected Marsha handily with 54.7% of the vote. She carried all but three counties in Tennessee.


Marsha is a major force in the Senate and in America. She is also an inspiration to young women who would like to go into public service. The Mind of a Conservative Woman is a good place for them to start. It gives them a chance to get to know someone who is going to be playing an ever-bigger role in America’s future.


—Newt Gingrich, former Speaker of the House and architect of the Contract with America














Introduction


Stop the Madness!


The year was 2002 and I was preparing to run for the U.S. Congress. To be as informed as I could be before I declared my candidacy, I spoke to as many people as possible about the challenges I would face and the skills it would take to win. I have remembered one particular conversation from that time ever since.


I was talking to a gentleman who was well connected politically, a man known for being a savvy insider. We were discussing the slate of candidates I would face in my run for office when he said that one of these candidates was direct from central casting, that he looked and behaved in exactly the way that you would expect of a congressman.


What he meant was that the man was tall and good-looking and had that 1950s movie “distinguished gentleman” hair. I had to admit that the man did look the part—if the world were populated only by males and political decisions were made based on looks alone.


I looked this savvy politico dead in the eye and asked him exactly what he meant by his comment. He was stunned by my question. Then he caught himself. He sat silently and said nothing more.


I was dismayed but not surprised. You see, I am blond and petite. I grew up in Mississippi and my accent still surfaces from time and time. I make no apologies for that. And did I mention that I am a woman? Of course, it never crossed this gentleman’s mind that I might be the one from central casting. It never occurred to him that members of the U.S. Congress might come in blond, southern, petite, female packages.


It also never occurred to him that as I stood before him I represented a wealth of experience most men don’t have. I had started and run my own business, led at least a dozen nonprofit organizations, served in the Tennessee legislature, and led some of the fiercest political battles in my state’s history.


All these years later, I’ve grown accustomed to such biases. I wish I could tell you, now that I have been elected to the U.S. Senate, that the situation has changed. It hasn’t. I’m still told that I can’t win, can’t lead, and can’t succeed because I’m too much of one thing or another—or not enough of one thing or another.


It doesn’t seem to matter that I’ve taken on some of the most controversial causes in American public life and have often won—causes like the battles for women, for life, for the men and women in our armed forces, and for privacy rights, to name but a few. It also doesn’t matter that I am an outspoken American statesman in a dangerous world and a strife-ridden Washington, DC, and I am still standing. Beyond all this, I’ve been threatened with rape for what I believe. I’ve been threatened with murder. I’ve been told that members of my family would be harmed.


Yet because I look as I do and have the background that I do—and because I am a woman—I just don’t fit the central casting image required to make a difference in our age. At least, that’s what they say.


Now, let me tell you even worse news. I am a conservative woman. It is a shocking confession, I know, but it is true! I realize this sets me apart from much of the thinking that prevails in American politics. I don’t care. My conscience and my convictions rule. My vision for my nation and my life is not mired in statism and government control. I am not in lockstep with the socialist political left in America. I am not among the Stepford Wives of liberalism. I’ll dare to say it again: I am a conservative woman.


I realize what this means to the ill informed. To this crowd, the phrase “conservative woman” is nearly the same as “rich bitch,” “country club Barbie,” and “leggy lobotomized lemming.” None of it is true, of course, but these are just some of the insults I expect to be thrown at any woman who has broken from the politically correct pack—because they have been said of me.


Part of the reason that I am so familiar with the taunts and the jibes is that I live in Tennessee but work in Washington, DC. In Washington, DC, conservative women are fourth-class citizens at best. If the media wants an interview, for example, they go first to men or women who are members of the Democratic Party. Then they go to Republican men. A conservative woman is the last on their list—unless, of course, their point is to show that she is out of touch or a holdover from a bygone era.


The left can’t believe that a female could actually choose not to be a member of the National Organization for Women, that they might be pro-life, or that they might stand for conservative and constitutional values. They can’t believe that you don’t need the federal government to lead you through life, holding your hand and providing for you—cradle to grave. The media and the DC establishment are stunned that conservative women even exist, much less that they dare to speak their minds.


We do exist, though, and I’ll tell you why. It is because most American women want freedom. They are as independent in their political thinking as they are unique in their lifestyles, and they ought to be. They aren’t primarily loyal to either major political party in this country. They are loyal to ideas and to values, to traditions and the things they love. They want the freedom to live out all of this to the full.


They want to rise as high as their gifts will carry them. They want government to be limited, accountable, and only as large as it needs to be. They also want government to fulfill its promises, to be led by responsible and respectful politicians, and to be out of the way so that American women don’t have to think about public policy issues every minute of the day.


Women want safe communities, control of their own health care, fairness in American public life, and to keep more of their money in their own pockets. The majority of American women want economic security, national security, an end to abortion and to war, more say in their children’s education, and freedom for whatever religion they practice.


Put another way, the average woman simply wants more control over her own life. And she deserves it. She doesn’t need Washington, DC, to decide what her child learns in the classroom, how many hours she can work every week, or how she negotiates her schedule with her employer. She is busy with work, family, friends, and care for herself, and she would like for government to get the heck out of the way.


This isn’t radical feminism. This isn’t a bra-burning, man-hating, children-resenting, bitter-edged approach to life and politics. No. Good women love life, love their men, and are lovingly devoted to their children. They also love their bras! What they want is the freedom to be the magnificent creatures they are made to be.


Liberalism, with its statist solutions and bloated government programs, is the opposite of the freedom women seek. Liberalism sets women in opposition to every other identity group in American society. It pits the needs of women against the needs of, say, Hispanics, and the needs of working mothers against the needs of immigrants, for example. Rather than grow the grand American experience of prosperity for all, liberalism creates a bitter, snarling, grasping war of interest groups that serves no one well and that makes us all morally smaller, less visionary human beings.


Conservatism stands against all of this. As conservative founding father William Buckley once said, conservatism “stands athwart history, yelling ‘Stop!’” Stop the crushing growth of government, stop the destructive intrusions of the swollen state, stop the stifling of the individual, stop the madness of identity politics and the never-ending rush to feed at the pork barrel buffet that is the manipulating tool of liberalism.


Instead, here is what conservativism says to women: You are amazing beings. You have been made in the image of an awesome God who has fashioned you to achieve gloriously in this life. You are smart, you are capable, you are talented, you are wise, and you are able to do magnificent things. What you want, and what conservatism promises, is a welcoming arena for your gifts, is the fairness and protection you need to rise brilliantly. Government has its role in your life, but that role should be kept minimal by the smart constitutional checks and balances crafted by our founding fathers. Armed with this knowledge, go be the inspiring beings you are made to be.


This is the promise of conservativism. This is why I am a conservative woman. This is also what the following pages are all about. It is time for the mind of the conservative woman to be understood, to be celebrated, and to be passed on as a legacy for generations of women yet to come. It is time for the emptiness of liberalism to be exposed and for the conditions that make for female achievement to be proclaimed wherever women toil and dream. It is time for conservative women to no longer be regarded as the fourth-class people they have been seen to be, but for these bravehearts to step out boldly on behalf of women everywhere, on behalf of all that God has intended the women of the world to become.


The moment of the conservative woman has arrived. Come with me as we make history together.














Chapter One


The Stepford Wives of Liberalism


The year was 2012. Barack Obama was running for a second presidential term against Mitt Romney and by May of that year the battle had become fierce. A contentious theme was the “war on women,” the claim that Republican opposition to abortion, to government overreach, and to creeping socialism was a not-so-veiled war against the women of America. To raise the stakes in this political fight, the Obama campaign issued an internet slideshow entitled “The Life of Julia.” It was, let me tell you, everything that is wrong with liberalism’s vision for women.


You can find this slide show on YouTube today. Handle with care! So misguided was this bit of media and the perspective on women it extolled that even The Atlantic magazine proclaimed in a headline that “Obama’s ‘Life of Julia’ Was Made to Be Mocked.”1 I couldn’t agree more. So let’s get to it!


Julia, a cartoon character, is apparently meant to be an American everywoman, at least as Obama’s extremist vision perceives her. We follow her from the age of three to the age of sixty-seven. There are no parents, no friends, no husband, no church, and no community that play a significant role in Julia’s story. No, her only meaningful relationship is the state. It is government that grants what she needs, government that makes her life possible.2


At the age of three, Julia is enrolled in the Head Start program. We are told this is thanks to “steps President Obama has taken.” It doesn’t seem to matter that Head Start was founded in 1965 when Obama was four years old. When Julia is seventeen, her high school becomes part of the Race to the Top program, a federal fund for spurring innovation in public schools. The next year, when Julia is eighteen, her family qualifies for an Opportunity Tax Credit. The insinuation all through this story is that government is making Julia who she is.


She goes to college and later pays her loans off only through the largesse, once again, of Barack Obama, who graciously chose to cap income-based federal student-loan payments. At the age of twenty-two, Julia needs surgery, which is paid for by Barack Obama’s health care law. Of course, mean old Mitt Romney would have struck down that law and abandoned Julia. Thank God for the government and Barack Obama.


When Julia graduates from college, she decides to pursue her career as a web designer—but only because “her health insurance is required to cover birth control and preventive care, letting Julia focus on her work rather than worry about her health.” Blessed be the State that frees us from worry! Blessed be our father in Washington!


Julia then turns thirty-one and “decides to have a child.” There is no mention of a father or even a sperm donor. Julia just decides. Where does she get this child? Whole Foods? Thankfully, Julia’s son, Zachary, is off to a great start in life because he attends a Race to the Top–funded public school. Praise be yet again to Barack Obama.


When Julia is forty-two, she gets a small business loan, and we are told this is due to “President Obama’s tax cuts for small businesses.” I should point out that according to the slideshow’s chronology, Julia is forty-two in the year 2044. Barack Obama is now eighty-three years old and is in his ninth term as president. Clearly, the slideshow hoped that King Obama would reign for generations to come, “standing up for women throughout their lives.”


Yet the federally fashioned life of Julia is not yet over. At sixty-seven, she is able to retire and all due to Social Security and Medicare which grant her peace and allow her to volunteer in a “community garden” for the rest of her life.


It is all a federal fantasy, a happily-ever-after tale designed to delight the socialist heart. Yet there is little of reality in it.


Nowhere are we told that Head Start has failed to significantly improve elementary education. We are not told that Medicare and Social Security are careening toward insolvency. We are also not told that Julia’s share of the national debt is rocketing upward and will continue to rise throughout her life. The fictions in this tale are numerous, and I could devote the rest of this book to the false vision, false promises, and false facts coded in the Julia story.


Yet here is what angers me about Obama’s tale of Julia and most all of liberalism’s vision: What does it say about women? What does it say about the skill, the ingenuity, the genius, and the sheer power of women? The answer is “Absolutely nothing!”


You see, if Julia is any indication, the pitiful American woman is too weak and stupid to handle life on her own. Her parents can’t save and manage insurance well enough to take care of their children. Our average woman inherits this incompetence. She can’t go to college, can’t start a business, and can’t handle a simple surgery without Washington, DC, taking her by the hand. Clearly, she also can’t save, can’t prosper, and can’t invest so as to care for herself. She can’t even manage her own birth control. She then works her whole life but still has to rely entirely on government programs in order to retire. It is a dim vision straight out of the Marxist canon, but it is the assumption that women must eternally be bumbling wards of the state that incenses me.


We are better than this. As a nation. As women. As the human race. We are better than what liberalism portrays.


Nowhere in this liberal bedtime story is the private sector to be found. Nowhere is anyone creating, investing, and prospering. Nowhere does community play a role. Nowhere is there even a husband or a friend to make a difference. Nowhere is there faith in God and in the American mechanisms that have produced such wealth and freedom in the world. No, apparently the primary relationship of the American woman is government. She is the government’s to have and to hold. She belongs to government until death does them part.


It is no wonder that “The Life of Julia” was so roundly mocked when it first appeared. Using the hashtag #Julia, Twitter exploded in condescension. More than a few mothers wrote that they would use “The Life of Julia” to teach their daughters how not to live their lives. One popular tweet noted how Julia’s whole life seemed to be about waiting at her mailbox for “Obama cash.”3


I despise this stifling vision of womanhood. I despise also the insistence of liberalism that all women must align with this definition of who women are. I resist it. I stand against it. I refuse to be one of the Stepford Wives of liberalism.


You know the movie I’m talking about, don’t you? It first appeared in 1972. It was based on the thriller of the same name by Ira Levin, the famous novelist and playwright who also gave us A Kiss Before Dying, The Boys from Brazil, Rosemary’s Baby, and the popular play Deathtrap.


In The Stepford Wives, Levin gives us a fictional community in Connecticut in which the men have conspired together to replace their human wives with compliant, docile, ever-willing robots. Clearly, the men in the town of Stepford prefer obedient machines to living, breathing human beings with minds and hearts of their own. When the movie first appeared in 1972, it was a big hit that led to widespread discussion about the role of women in the world, and this first film gave birth to a remake in 2004 starring Nicole Kidman, Bette Midler, and Glenn Close.


The heart of the movie’s message was that some people, some cultures, would rather have rigid, goose-stepping conformity than the challenges and blessings that come from allowing people to think for themselves and express themselves freely. I’m sorry to tell you that American liberalism today is one of those cultures in which conformity is prized and individuality is punished. That is why I say that I refuse to be among the Stepford Wives of liberalism.


Nowhere is the straitjacket of liberal conformity more evident than in the leftist talking points heard on nearly every news talk show today. I’m always amused when a cable news outlet runs a slate of twelve liberal talking heads saying the same things in the same phrases and all using the same inflections. It often seems that Democrats, who are institutionalists, insist upon using the same old lineup of talkers, all of whom have been given the same talking points. Most of the conservatives I know are individualists who make their points using different words and different analogies, all through different personalities who are not from the town of Stepford.


Now, there are indeed times I wish that we could get all Republicans saying the same words in the same way. That’s just not how conservatives work, though. It’s also not how freedom works. Our team simply wants to say and do things in their own unique way. That’s what makes them conservatives.


Liberalism’s prison-like conformity does not just manifest itself in the media; it also rears its ugly head on the floor of Congress. I cannot tell you how many times, while serving in the House, I watched my friends across the aisle and wondered how long it took them to journey from their hometown of Stepford. When they form a dance line down the aisle of the House, stepping to the microphone and repeating the same tired sentences, one right after the other, you can’t help but wonder where it is exactly that the Democrats replace human beings with robots. Is there a hidden facility underground somewhere? Are federal funds used for this procedure? You can’t help but think these thoughts when all the Democratic women dress in the same color in protest of a policy. There seems to be conformity without consciousness, performance without a pulse. Style over substance. It is the same when women of the left all decide to wear that symbolic pink cap. They aren’t helping themselves. They aren’t gaining strength in numbers. They merely reveal that they have all undergone the same Stepford transformation.


It is pretty much the same with the National Organization for Women. This bunch has spent decades trying to convince women that they can’t achieve anything on their own and that they need laws on the books that provide carveouts and safe harbors. They shout loudly that it is the government’s role to be their protector and give them a step up on the ladder of success. Yet most women I know want to get government out of the way. What they ask for is a level playing field and a chance to get in the game. They will achieve on their own. They are confident they can rise to the top. They aren’t pitiful little women who need government to artificially give them a place in the world. They’ll make their own place, thank you. Just give them the chance.


Honestly, I don’t think most women on the political left stop to think long enough or deep enough about how shallow they appear by parroting the talking points of some left-wing advocacy group. It is even more curious to me when they get on the bandwagon to advocate for taking away some of their own rights and then argue that these rights should be given to government. We all know that anytime government steps in to fill a void or provide a service, not only is there a dollar cost, there is also the opportunity cost of having responsibility taken away and thus having freedoms taken away as well.


The cradle-to-grave, government-controlled lifestyle of “Julia” from the Obama years was a bit of a head-scratcher. Do you really want to rely on the feds for your education, career, health care, retirement? Do you not want to make those decisions for yourself? The answer from most women is “Of course I want to make those decisions. I’m smart, informed, independent, and motivated. I want people to have opportunity and be fulfilled in their lives, but I don’t need the federal government in charge of my choices.” This is how most women think and feel: “Just leave me be,” as we say in the South.


Yet this is not what the political left in America has in mind for you. For as much talk about women’s empowerment as comes from them, what they deliver are merely talking points and dictates. The implication is “Do as we say, and if we feel that you ever disagree with us we will publicly call you out and shame you.” When they finish, you will not recognize yourself. It is their way of getting back at women who do not subscribe to their liberal doctrine.


Think about outstanding conservative women who have crossed your path. I would imagine you have watched the left-leaning media rip them to shreds. I know I have been the target of this kind of treatment time and again. Still, conservative women refuse to conform, refuse to become the Stepford Wives of liberalism, so the left has no use for them. It is almost as though they are saying, “No woman can be a real woman if she disagrees with the talking points of the left!”
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Now, the approach of conservative women is entirely different. I know because I am one of them. Conservative women do not need a set of talking points to frame what they believe. What they believe is a part of their being, and they are good at evaluating the issues of the day against their principles. There is no daily women’s television show or women’s march that is going to abruptly change their bedrock values. They observe. They take in the facts. They talk the issues over with a few friends. They then apply what they have learned from experience, family, and faith. They draw conclusions.


Afterward, well, most of them keep their thoughts to themselves. They aren’t contentious. They don’t feel the need to press a case or become the one everyone avoids at the company cafeteria or the community charity event. They leave the love of blowups to left-leaning women. The conservative women I know are confident, productive, centered, and quiet. I admit that sometimes I wish conservative women made a bit more noise in the public square, especially when I’m out there taking hits for conservative values in Washington, but it just isn’t the way women of the right are. They aren’t angry. They don’t feel the need to be loud. Their confidence about their values gives them inner strength, not a need for outer drama. Putting “pussy hats” on their heads would only diminish them, as it does the women of the left—whether they know it or not.


This more elegant, reserved approach of conservative women came naturally to me through my family upbringing and culture, Christian values, and the example of women I admire. One moment from my college career has always symbolized this for me. When I was a student at Mississippi State University, I was the president of the Associated Women Students. I remember that in this role I had the opportunity to attend a women’s student government convention in Chicago. I sat near the stage and attended every session so I could learn and absorb as much as possible. I wanted to take back every good idea, every helpful morsel of knowledge, to help the female students on my campus.


It so happened that Gloria Steinem was a featured speaker. When she was introduced, that room full of young women leapt to their feet with excitement. I sat in my chair. I did not agree with her position on issues. I did not agree with her that women would be better off with government having more control of our lives. I admit that she was a compelling speaker. I could understand her appeal and how she and her crew have built such a strong movement through the years.


Yet I simply disagreed with her. Notice, though, that my big act of dissent was simply to stay in my seat when she was introduced. I did not yell out in opposition to her expounding ideas I deeply disagreed with. I did not charge the stage. I did not throw a pie. I did not maneuver to get myself arrested. Instead, I listened. I sharpened my arguments in opposition. I made my case as widely as I could when I returned to school. I am still making my case today. No antics. No dishonor. No absurd wardrobe required.


Now, contrast this with the first time I ever experienced someone raising their voice at me in a public setting because they disagreed with me. I’ll never forget it. It was 1992 and I had just won a Republican primary race for a congressional seat. I was attending a charity function in Tennessee. A woman walked right up to me, wineglass in hand, and proceeded to berate me for choosing to run for a “man’s job.” She was sure, she said, that my children and husband needed me to be home. She told me, as if I didn’t already know, that I had young children at home and that I should be more responsible. She said all this at full volume, obviously hoping that everyone in attendance would hear.


I calmly made the point that I chose to run because I wanted my children to live in a world that cherishes freedom, that lets them grow up to dream big dreams and make those dreams come true. She was not endeared by this. She proceeded to raise her voice again, making it known that she was a Democrat, that she did not agree with me on the issues, and that I did not have her support. People who were standing near were stunned that she would act in such a way in a public setting.


In my fantasy life, I punched her right in her overpowdered nose. That’s not how it went in reality, though. Instead, I thanked her for the “conversation” and moved on to enjoy my evening. There was no sense trying to reason with the unreasonable—or the rude.


The only hope I had of changing that woman’s mind was to be what she was not. I showed restraint. I listened. I was kind. Clearly she just did not like the idea of a conservative woman breaking a barrier, accomplishing something she could not or would not. In her frustration and resentment, she chose to strike out at what she sensed would be a core value for me: care for my family and home.


Notice her motivation. Frustration and resentment.


Notice her method. Shame.


Notice her tactics. Rudeness and public posturing.


This was not just this woman’s manner. This is too often the manner of the women of the political left.


I am not perfect in such situations, but in that particular moment I was guided by the character and control born of my values. I was also probably guided by generations of well-mannered southern ancestors who were peering over my shoulder just then. I take no credit. This is simply the grace that comes to us from our conservative values. It is grace that makes us individuals. It is grace that elevates us, I believe. It is grace that frees us from the need for adolescent demonstrations and allows us to be the noble women of dignity we are meant to be.
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Now I say all this to contrast the average conservative woman with the Stepford minions of the left. I do not want to live “the Life of Julia.” Nor do you. I do not want to be a Stepford Wife of liberalism. Nor do you. I also do not want to be married to the state or believe of myself that I can achieve nothing unless Washington steps in. I will not be reduced by liberal talking points, by liberal shaming, by liberal definitions of who I am, and by liberal disregard of what God has made me to be.


It is time for a gentle but transforming revolution in this country. It is time for American women to cast off the shackles of liberal dogma and adopt a philosophy of freedom that will change our land and leave our daughters a vision and a nation worthy of them.


Julia was a cartoon, a figment of the Obama campaign’s imagination and liberalism’s constraints. Let’s leave her to her Stepford, statist, cartoon world. Out here in reality, millions of capable, skilled, fierce women are making the conservative philosophy of freedom their own—and are ready to take the lead. I want to help them. I want to teach them what I know. I want to see the day of promise for American women fulfilled.
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