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To Kirk, Hannah, Daniel, and Lily. And to Mom and Dad for getting this whole party started.










INTRODUCTION
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Little lady, you are just trying to make trouble.”


That was my sixth-grade teacher, Mrs. Powers, at University Park Elementary School in Dallas, Texas. She had spent the past fifteen minutes conducting an interrogation: Why was I refusing to recite the Lord’s Prayer with the rest of the class?


I’m not even sure I knew that it was unconstitutional to have us start each day with the Lord’s Prayer. Thanks to the First Amendment to the US Constitution, we don’t practice religion in public school. But by God, my class did, right after the Pledge of Allegiance. That morning, though, I didn’t want to. When Mrs. Powers asked me why I wasn’t participating, I said calmly, “We don’t read the Bible in my house.” Mrs. Powers’s eyes flew open. I could see from her stricken look that she had taken my honesty for rudeness. I suppose in a way it was.


My family wasn’t religious, not in a traditional sense, but we did go to the Unitarian church, which was a home away from home for families like ours in Dallas—our own little bunker in the middle of the crazy culture war of the 1960s, and the heart of the local anti–Vietnam War movement. Folks in our congregation were involved in everything from organizing workers to form unions, to the local radical newspaper, which my dad happened to be defending in court. Religion was cool with me; it just didn’t include the Lord’s Prayer. It was pretty obvious from Mrs. Powers’s reaction what she thought about that. There was no hope for me; clearly I was headed for a life of crime.


Up until then I was the classic all-A’s first child. I lived to make my parents proud of me, which meant sticking to certain rules. I was the kid who never got in trouble—a trait that annoyed my younger brother Dan to no end. But the shame and humiliation of being called out in front of my class by Mrs. Powers was an eye-opener. In that moment I realized something: my parents weren’t the only ones who didn’t fit into the buttoned-up, conservative Dallas culture. I didn’t fit in either.


It was the first time I remember having to decide: Do I accept things the way they are, or do I question authority? I chose the latter, and from that point forward I was branded a troublemaker. I wore the designation like a badge of honor. I’ve been making trouble ever since—which, to me, means taking on the powers that be, being a thorn in someone’s side, standing up to injustice, or just plain raising hell, with a very clear set of values as my guide.


Sometimes being a troublemaker can be pretty awesome. After all, it was one of the great troublemakers of all time, Emma Goldman, who said, “If I can’t dance, I don’t want to be part of your revolution.” Other times it’s scary and carries big risks—the risk of losing your friends, your reputation, your job, or all of the above.


Over the years I’ve had the good fortune to meet troublemakers from all walks of life: nursing-home workers in East Texas, janitors in Los Angeles, members of Congress, organizers and activists of every age on the front lines of the struggle for justice. I watched in awe as my mother, Ann Richards, went from frustrated housewife to governor of Texas, against all odds. That was one of the things that drew me to Planned Parenthood, the provider of women’s health care I ran for twelve years: its history is the history of brave, troublemaking women (and a few good men) who risked their reputations and even their lives to change things. We fellow travelers have a way of finding each other, whether we set out to or not.


This book is the story of the people who have taught me about mustering the courage and defiance to fight injustice, because it can be really hard to do when people in the world like Mrs. Powers make you feel small. The truth is, anything worth doing has its challenges. Hopefully, these stories will inspire you to think how you might bring about change in your neighborhood or even in the wider world. And, yes, fighting for what you believe in can be discouraging, defeating, and sometimes downright depressing. But it can also be powerful, inspiring, fun, and funny—and it can introduce you to people who will change your life. That’s the message I want to spread far and wide. That’s why I wrote this book.


I started my career organizing women who were working too hard for too little money to start a union so they could stand up to their powerful employers. In different jobs, I have figured out that there are countless ways to do what is right and help all people live a full and decent life.


Can you be an activist? Of course you can—whether it’s the work you do for a living when you grow up or whether it ends up as more of an extracurricular activity on the side. But you don’t have to wait that long—you can start right now. Maybe you care about families who live in poverty and are struggling to get by, or maybe you worry about making sure that none of your classmates ever go hungry. Maybe you’re concerned about the endangered animals that are threatened by our rapidly warming planet, or maybe you want your school and neighborhood to be safe from gun violence. I hope this book will inspire you to get out there and do something about it, to resist policies that hurt our communities and fight for those that help. In my lifetime, these causes have been most often championed by the Democratic Party. They’ve been labeled progressive, liberal, left-wing, or even radical. But it’s never seemed radical to me that everyone deserves an equal shot to thrive and a seat at the table. The Republican Party, especially the far right wing, has often opposed these causes. So we fight. Not using violence, but using our voices and our votes. Sometimes justice comes when we knock on doors, make phone calls, and persuade people to cast a ballot. Sometimes that’s not enough. Just don’t forget: to make a difference, you have to make a little trouble.










1 [image: ] Raised to Make Trouble


I’ve been training for the resistance my whole life. I was raised by troublemakers. Neither of my parents ever backed away from a righteous fight.


My father, David Richards, is a civil rights attorney whose career has been rabble-rousing. And Mom? When she was coming up in Waco, Texas, girls were expected to set their sights no further than the home—they should grow up to become good wives and mothers. Mom rebelled against those expectations and willed herself to become the first woman elected in her own right as governor of Texas. She believed she was put on this earth to make a difference.


My folks grew up in the hard-core Baptist environment of Waco, high school sweethearts from different sides of town. Mom’s parents were country folk from humble beginnings who worked long and hard for everything they had. They were survivors of the Great Depression of the 1930s, when millions of Americans lost their jobs and their homes and went hungry. Her father—Cecil, for whom I’m named—traveled to small-town drugstores throughout central and western Texas selling medicines. Poppy, as I called him, was well over six feet tall, with a gentle way about him. He never graduated from high school, yet his street smarts and keen sense of people made him a natural salesman. He always had some hilarious way of stating the obvious. “That’s no hill for a stepper” was a favorite. In other words, “You can overcome anything if you’re determined.”


Mom’s mother also had little in the way of formal schooling. But she knew how to fend for herself and her family; she made my mother’s clothes and grew and canned all her own vegetables—survival skills I’m so grateful she passed along to me. There was never a moment when the deep freezer in the garage didn’t have enough food to survive a nuclear holocaust.


Nona was no-nonsense and did not suffer fools. The day my mother was born, going to the hospital was unthinkable; they didn’t have the money, and giving birth at home was just the country way. When Nona went into labor, she called a neighbor woman to come over and cook for Cecil, as it was unimaginable that he would make his own dinner that night. The story goes that the neighbor was struggling to kill the chicken that was planned for his meal, so my grandmother hoisted herself up on one elbow, reached out her other hand, and wrung that chicken’s neck right there from the birthing bed. Mom told that story every chance she got. “Mama is tough,” she’d say with a mix of pride and awe. “She isn’t scared of anything.”
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Mom and Dad, age sixteen, as Dad gets shipped off from Waco, Texas, to Andover.





Dad’s parents were on the other end of the social spectrum from Mom’s. They were Waco society and belonged to the Ridgewood Country Club. They traveled the globe when that was unheard-of in Texas, and it was my grandmother Eleanor who later introduced me to the world. Worried that their only son would fall in love at such a young age with a Waco girl, they shipped my father off to a prep school in Massachusetts, in hopes of breaking up the romance. It didn’t work. My dad rebelled and soon was back at Waco High and back with my mom.


My parents married in 1953 after their junior year of college. After my dad graduated from law school, he took a job with a Dallas law firm known for representing labor unions, which support the rights of workers to band together for decent pay and working conditions and even to stop work, or strike, if they aren’t treated fairly.


Dad also took up civil rights cases, to ensure that all people were equally protected under the law, no matter the color of their skin. There weren’t a lot of lawyers doing this kind of work in Texas at the time.


Around then Mom realized she was pregnant with me. And after me came my brothers, Dan and Clark, and later my sister, Ellen. We spent our early years in Dallas, in a house on Lovers Lane. It was small and cramped for the six of us, but Mom spent long hours decorating to try to make it look like the Dallas homes she’d seen in magazine photos.


In those days, women in our neighborhood were expected to stay home, take care of the family, and help make their husbands successful. Mom pursued her role as a housewife with purpose. While Dad was working on “a big, important case,” she baked our birthday cakes from scratch and tried every latest recipe. On Easter she’d have us dye dozens of eggs, wrap hundreds of jelly beans in plastic wrap, and throw the biggest Easter egg hunt around. At Christmas she put up the tallest, most elaborately decorated tree. As she once said, “If it was in a glossy magazine, I was doing it!”


People often say to me, “It must have been incredible to have Ann Richards as a mom!” And of course it was. But to paint the picture a bit more clearly, it was not as if this young mother, the only child of working-class parents, sprang fully formed as a sharp-witted, feminist icon. That happened over the course of many years. But even early on, I could see that Mom was quietly beginning to revolt against the role she was expected to play. I suspect it was those early days in Dallas, being the perfect wife and mother, that set the stage for her rebellion later on.
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Mom and me in her childhood bedroom.





Life in Dallas back then is hard to imagine unless you experienced it. The city was segregated, drawing a deep and unjust divide between African Americans and whites. Racism was rampant, as was homophobia: discrimination against people who are lesbian, gay, bisexual, transgender, or queer, those who love people of the same sex. Mom shared Dad’s passion for progressive causes, but while he fought injustice in the courts, she was bound to us kids and had to find her own ways to resist the status quo.


Her keen interest in social issues and politics ended up being what kept Mom sane in those years. With a tree house in the backyard, a basketball hoop in the driveway, and a station wagon parked in the garage, we looked like the quintessential upper-middle-class Dallas family. But while other families bowled, we did politics.




Does your family do volunteer activities together? If you could choose, what volunteer activities would you like to do together?





While we were growing up, our dinner table was never for eating—it was for sorting precinct lists, which is how voters are organized into neighborhoods around the polling places where they vote. The earliest photo I have of me walking is at age two, out on our front lawn with a yard sign advertising the congressional campaign of Barefoot Sanders, a progressive Democrat. Our after-school activities were as likely to include stuffing envelopes at campaign headquarters as they were going to gymnastics or soccer practice.


As time passed and my parents’ involvement in local politics expanded, our house on Lovers Lane became the local gathering place for misfits and rabble-rousers, with parties until the wee hours. It was one long continuum of liberal camaraderie, and Mom was the life of the party. It was much later that I realized those early days may have foreshadowed my mother’s struggle with drinking too much alcohol. All of their friends drank, so it never seemed out of the ordinary. Didn’t everybody’s parents have a few martinis before dinner?


Of course we kids were sleeping during most of those late nights. More than once, my siblings and I would wake up for school in the morning to find some stranger snoring on the couch—the latest traveling reporter or union leader from out of town. Having grown up in that exciting environment, to me, politics never seemed like a chore; it was where the action was.
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My first campaign: Barefoot Sanders’s run for Congress. Dallas, 1958.








When I was twelve, we moved to Austin. If Dallas was the heart of right-wing conservatism, Austin was the motherland of the resistance. Unlike Dallas, where we never fit in, Austin was full of folks who shared our views and lifestyle. Mom threw herself into all the things she could never have done in Dallas and seemed to be having a blast.


As they had done in Dallas, my parents hung out at the Unitarian church, less for the religion than for finding a community of other liberals. The kids at church, including my oldest friend, Jill Whitten, whose family had moved to Austin from Dallas a few years earlier, had welcomed me to town, and they were up-to-date on all the political activities, especially the protests against the war in Vietnam. Kids were planning to wear black armbands to school in solidarity.


Listening to music in my bedroom, I considered whether I too might wear an armband. I was still relatively new to Austin and had spent most of my time just trying to adjust to a new school. We lived in the country, outside of town, and I didn’t know how the other kids would react to my political statement. Like a lot of other seventh graders, the last thing I wanted to do was draw attention to myself. But in the end, I decided that it was a good thing to do, regardless of what my classmates might think.


Before going to bed, I dug around in Mom’s sewing kit and found a piece of black felt. I methodically measured and cut it into an armband big enough that it would be impossible to miss. The next morning I attached it carefully to my sleeve with a safety pin and marched out the door, waving good-bye to my parents. As the oldest child, I had always tried to be perfect, and this felt like the most daring thing I had ever done. The armband might as well have had the word agitator sewn onto it.


Stepping onto the school bus, I glanced around, trying to play it cool, even though my stomach was churning. I found my friend Alison and sat with her, dodging the paper airplanes most of the other kids were tossing around. No one else wore armbands. Did they not know about the protest?


Maybe they were afraid to get in trouble. I figured that if there were going to be consequences, it would be once we got to school. Sure enough, the principal at Westlake Junior High, Tom Hestand, stopped me on my way to third period and asked that I come to his office. I had never been summoned to the principal’s office before, and my heart raced as I followed him and took a seat in the chair across from his desk.




Have you ever taken a stand about something and worried what others might think?





“Cecile, do your parents know what you’re doing?” he asked sternly.


I thought about it, keeping my cool. “I’m pretty sure they do.”


“Well,” he said, “surely you won’t mind, then, if I give them a call.”


I shrugged and watched as he dialed the phone, then listened to it ring and ring. Finally he hung up. Mom wasn’t home—perhaps one of the luckiest moments in Principal Hestand’s life. Having tried and failed to get me in trouble, he had no choice but to let me go back to class.


Later that evening, when I recounted the excitement of being taken to the principal’s office—escorted by the principal, no less—Mom went ballistic. “Who does Principal Hestand think he is,” she fumed, “trying to intimidate you just for standing up for what you believe?” It felt like Mom and I were in a conspiracy together. The rush was exhilarating. Whether he meant to or not, Principal Hestand gets credit for helping to launch my life of activism. I’ve always wanted to find him and thank him for getting me started!


From then on, it was Okay, now what can I do? Where can I make a difference?


A few months later, inspired by the first Earth Day in 1970, I started my very first organization with some girlfriends. We named it Youth Against Pollution. We picked up trash in our neighborhood and collected aluminum cans in the lunchroom. Then I enlisted the help of my brother Dan to crush them for recycling.


My family always had lots of dogs, many of which just sort of showed up. I became obsessed with washing out all the dog food cans to recycle them. Dad found me doing it in the kitchen one day and asked me in exasperation, “Cecile, don’t you know that it’s pointless to wash out all those dog food cans?”


“It’s for the environment!” I protested.


Dad did what he so often did when he thought an idea was harebrained: he told me exactly how he felt, in no uncertain terms. “You’re not going to save the environment by washing out those goddamn dog food cans,” he said, shaking his head. “Don’t you know that companies are going to have to start doing this for it to make any difference?”


Dad thought I was nuts, and that wasn’t the last time. Despite his idealism, he often let me know how impractical I was—and of course I was so desperate to make him proud. It took decades before I began to understand that he must have felt pride all along, even if he sometimes had trouble expressing it. I’m sure seeking his approval helped drive me to try harder. But it also might have been my first lesson in the importance of doing what feels right and not getting too caught up in what others think—including my father. And I guess in a way we were both right. Recycling did catch on, but it had to begin somewhere. I like to think it got a jump start from teenagers washing out dog food cans.




Have you ever tried to do something that’s different from what your parents think?








Even in Austin, the promised land, there were problems. I was really tall, so logically I wanted to play basketball. But this was before Title IX, the federal law that now guarantees equal opportunity for girls in school activities. Back then the geniuses who determined the rules for junior high sports made us play half-court basketball. They didn’t think girls could handle running up and down the full court.


And then there was football, the entire focus of our junior high and high school. I was too tall to even try out for the cheerleading squad, which outraged my mother. I opted not to take on this fight, since I would rather have died than be a part of the football scene.


Instead some friends and I fought against having to go to the weekly pep rallies—demanding a study hall for students who didn’t want to cheer on the football team. At Westlake pretty much every teacher was a coach, so history and science and even sex ed were taught by folks whose primary responsibility was coaching football. As you might imagine, I was a thorn in their side.


Coach C doubled as a football coach and my eighth-grade history teacher. It was pretty obvious what his first love was, as he mainly used the blackboard for drawing football plays. When he asked us to bring in newspaper articles to discuss, I brought in one about a student who was suspended for shining his shoes with an American flag. I was outraged on the student’s behalf.


“Richards!” Coach C yelled, like I was on his junior varsity team. “That kid got just what he deserved!” I never backed down from a debate with Coach C, and he definitely got me to speak up, since I disagreed with almost everything he believed.


Despite this unintended sharpening of my debate skills, it was clear that Westlake High was a dead end for me, and after a while I was spending more time trying to figure out how to skip school and raise hell than anything else. I was a good enough student, so my parents decided to move me to St. Stephen’s, a small Episcopal school. It was the first racially integrated school I’d ever attended, and it changed the direction of my life. Suddenly I had the opportunity to learn from really smart teachers alongside kids from different races and backgrounds. It felt like the world was opening up. I threw myself into acting and music and writing, all of which gave me confidence to express opinions and speak in front of others.


Though I loved my family and didn’t know much beyond Texas, I couldn’t shake the feeling that there had to be more. Dad’s mother, Eleanor Richards, planted that seed in me.




[image: Image]

My family in Austin, 1970: Mom, Clark, me, Ellen, Dan, and Dad, embracing the hippie culture.





Eleanor, or Momel, grew up at a time when women were expected to stay in the kitchen, but she had seen the world. She had gone to Radcliffe College in Cambridge, Massachusetts, and had been to China and India and Africa. She helped start the League of Women Voters in Texas and fought for integration and civil rights. I loved her. More than anyone in my family, she talked about the world and politics and issues nonstop.


Momel had big plans for me. When I was still in high school, she invited me to go with her to London for a week. No one I knew had been out of the country, unless it was to go across the Texas border for Mexican food. We went to the theater, took a boat down the River Thames, and visited Windsor Castle and Buckingham Palace. When I came back from England, I told my parents they were not going to believe what was going on outside Texas.


Meanwhile, every movement of the 1960s and 1970s was coming alive, and it seemed like my parents were into them all. Mom especially threw herself into one well-intentioned hobby after another. At one point we even raised chickens in our backyard, until the fateful day that one of our many dogs got into the pen and committed the Great Chicken Massacre. (“But just think how happy that dog was!” Mom consoled my brother Dan.) Everything Mom did was larger than life, a full-scale production. But when she discovered the women’s movement, she found her perfect outlet. After all, she’d spent some of her best years taking care of four kids, and she’d volunteered on many campaigns, helping to elect male friends to the Texas legislature, which is like the Congress for the state, where elected officials make laws.


I was sixteen when a young lawyer in Austin named Sarah Weddington decided to run for the state legislature. She came to Mom, asking for help. It was a golden opportunity for Mom, and she seized it. She would gather us up in the back seat of the car and take us to Sarah’s headquarters, where we further refined our campaign skills, learning to make calls as part of a phone bank and to door knock to get voters to come out in support of Sarah.


Mom came up with one original idea after another for Sarah’s campaign, but it was a really tough race, and I saw firsthand just how ugly it could be for a woman to run for office. This was especially true for Sarah, who had made a name for herself at the age of twenty-six arguing Roe v. Wade before the US Supreme Court, the case that legalized abortion (the right for women to end their pregnancies) in America. Sexism was widespread in Texas politics; one of Sarah’s opponents refused to call her by name, instead referring to her as “that sweet little girl.” And she even faced opposition from her own party, the Democrats.


Despite all the nastiness, Sarah won—the first woman to represent our county in the Texas House of Representatives. Her victory gave Mom the chance to finally get out of the house and go work at the capitol as Sarah’s legislative assistant. This was a profound change, because up until then, it was my dad who got all the notoriety and fame. By then he was a big-deal labor and civil rights lawyer. But even we kids could tell Mom was coming into her own, and we were proud of her. After years of organizing the family, she was putting those skills to use organizing political campaigns, and she was really good at it. For the first time, we saw Mom in charge. It seemed like she knew everything.


Increasingly, as Mom was figuring out her path and my father was filling his spare time hanging out with his drinking and lawyering buddies, I was looking ahead to college. I read about Brown University in Providence, Rhode Island, where students had taken over a university building and were protesting racism and financial aid cuts. Now, that sounded like my kind of place.


But when I met with my college counselor, he told me, “I don’t think you’re likely to get into that school. So I’ve put together a list of schools that you should try instead.”


Like Principal Hestand, he seemed to be trying to take me down a few notches, and I wasn’t going to let him.


“Okay, well, I think I’m going to try anyway,” I said. I figured out how to get the application and put together some recommendations. I was proud of myself for getting it done on my own.


In those days the college acceptance and rejection letters all arrived in mailboxes across America on April 1. When the day arrived, I could hardly breathe as I walked down the road to our mailbox. Inside was a fat letter from Brown. I tore it open and read that I had been accepted.


I was leaving Texas for a chance to see the world and make trouble.


And that’s just what I did.










2 [image: ] Question Authority


Until the day I moved to Providence, Mom and I had never been to Rhode Island or even nearby. Still, she was certain she knew all about East Coast colleges, including what people wore.


Before leaving, we went shopping at the downtown Scarborough’s department store in Austin. Mom had lots of rules where clothing was concerned. Once, when I was in fifth grade, and after endless begging, she relented and agreed to take me shopping to get something that looked more like what other girls my age wore for an upcoming slumber party. The red bell-bottom jeans with white polka dots and a robin’s-egg-blue jumpsuit I picked out were my first expressions of liberation. In junior high I had perfected the art of wearing a mother-approved outfit to the breakfast table before school, then dashing downstairs, throwing on a tie-dyed T-shirt and patched bell-bottoms, and racing away on my bike before she could catch me. It was my own personal act of resistance, and it became an ongoing battle once she caught on.


The college shopping trip was her last chance to put her stamp on my appearance. She decided I needed some prim wool, mid-calf A-line skirts (won’t show dirt, go anywhere), and wool turtleneck sweaters. This was a university where the students had recently occupied the administration offices, and we were coming from a state where the temperature never drops below forty degrees, but that wasn’t about to stop Mom. Per usual, I had absolutely no say in the wardrobe decisions.


It was the fall of 1975. Mom’s life was changing too. Not long before, the local progressive Democrats had asked my dad about running for a local office—county commissioner—but he knew it wasn’t a good fit for him. He responded, “Well, why not Ann? She knows everything about political campaigns, certainly more than the rest of us.” Mom recalled that there was dead silence. No one stepped in to say, “Ann, that’s a wonderful idea!” or “You’d be a great choice!” She realized no one was going to come begging, not even with her success on Sarah Weddington’s campaign. And so, after encouraging countless other women to run for office, Mom decided to take her own advice and give it a shot.


As I left Texas, it was clear to me that even if I returned home, nothing was ever going to be the same. By then Mom was into the women’s movement with both feet. She had met lots of other activists around the fight to pass the Equal Rights Amendment, or ERA, which would have guaranteed a constitutional right to women’s equality. The amendment needed Congress to pass it and at least thirty-eight states to ratify it in order for it to succeed, so women were organizing all across America.


The ERA provided the first window into my mother’s and father’s different attitudes when it came to so-called women’s issues. Dad had spent his entire career fighting for voting rights, civil rights, and expanded opportunities for people of color to serve in office. But even he couldn’t see why passing a constitutional amendment guaranteeing women’s equality was necessary. He had a wife who raised the kids, took care of every single dog and cat we brought home, hosted dinner parties, and grew organic vegetables.


Dad had grown up—and was living in—a household where women threw themselves into volunteer work and didn’t have careers. I realize now that for him (and so many other men of his generation), the prospect of total upheaval of home life must have seemed pretty frightening. Suddenly the tumult around women’s roles and aspirations wasn’t happening just on television; it was happening in our own home.


That women and men are equal might seem obvious to most people, but at the time it was highly controversial. (And of course even now we are living through a political era when men—including our president—are openly questioning women’s equality.) Eventually the ERA passed in Congress but failed in the states. Out of that disappointing loss came an entire generation of women activists who would go on to pass Title IX, run for office, and keep up the effort to pass the ERA—which continues even now.


In the midst of what was starting to feel like a national identity crisis, and Mom’s campaign for county commissioner, I was getting ready to start a new adventure of my own.


I’d never driven more than a couple of hundred miles with my mother, but suddenly we were off on a cross-country adventure. Both of us were taking a big leap—me finally leaving home and her running for office. In fact, she would be elected county commissioner that November. Our lives were about to change forever, but I don’t remember our discussing anything more substantial than the weather during those long hours on the road.


When Mom left me on campus, I felt unbearably lost and alone. There wasn’t another wool skirt in sight! All I wanted was to be cool, to be accepted. But I was the epitome of uncool and felt completely out of place. It seemed as though everyone else had been to the same summer camps and prep schools. They wore the same clothes, looking effortlessly hip, as though they hadn’t given their appearance a second thought. I quickly hid my new wardrobe in the back of the dorm room closet.





Kids at Brown were smart and self-confident. For lots of them, Brown was just the continuation of high school; it seemed like pretty much everyone knew someone who knew someone.


A lottery had placed me into a small freshman seminar with Ed Beiser, who I quickly learned was one of the most revered and feared professors on campus. I was incredibly intimidated. But one day after class, he called me over to his desk. “Ms. Richards, that was a smart point you made today,” he told me. “You’ve got something to say. I wonder, why don’t you share your opinion like the other students?”


I was dumbstruck. Did he really think so?


He looked me square in the eye. “You are just as smart as any student from an East Coast prep school. Don’t be afraid to stand up for what you believe.” It was a rare word of encouragement from a man who believed in me more than I believed in myself.




Who believes in you?





I had the chance to follow Professor Beiser’s advice not long after, when the janitors on campus went on strike and suddenly this supercool, activist university became a battleground between a rich Ivy League corporation and the folks who cleaned our dorms. The administration told students the strike was uncalled for; they claimed the wages and benefits the janitors were protesting were fair. I felt caught in the middle, and never more than the day I left my dorm and saw Eddie, my freshman-year janitor, picketing with others. I called my dad and asked him what I was supposed to do. I had been taught to always side with the union. This was the kind of parental advice Dad probably always dreamed of giving. He said that in all his years of working for unions, he’d learned that the workers never got a fair shake unless they organized. He told me to always support the workers.


Some students were building a support group for the strikers, and so I dove in headfirst, finally feeling I’d found kindred spirits at Brown. We organized support for the janitors, coordinating fellow students to protest in solidarity with them. We handed out leaflets at campus events and demanded to meet with the administration.


Soon the campus librarians also organized and went on strike. One night we held a candlelight vigil. We created a V-formation of students leading up to the Rock, the primary library on campus, so anyone who wanted to get in had to walk through all of us. I guess it was easy enough to support the janitors, or at least no great inconvenience, but now students had to decide whether to cross a picket line of the library staff they depended on in order to do their research. I was disappointed as I watched people I knew cavalierly cross the line. It hurt, and I lost friendships over it.


To me, though, the choice was clear. The popular slogan of the day declared “Question Authority,” and that’s precisely what we were doing. At one point I called my dad and asked, “Just in case I get arrested, can you make sure you can bail me out?” He laughed, but I’m pretty sure he would have been proud if I had—though he would never have said so out loud. Eventually the university came to an agreement about wages and working conditions with the unions, and to this day the janitors and librarians at Brown have union representation.


In high school I’d organized food support for strikers at the Longhorn Machine Works in Kyle, Texas, during a bitter labor battle. I’d grown up marching with the farmworkers with my family. But Brown was the first time I’d gotten in so deep. In my classes I was learning about the American Revolution and reading We Shall Be All, a book about the Industrial Workers of the World. It was dawning on me that history wasn’t just something to read about in books—it was being made right in front of us, and we were a part of it.


Once you start questioning authority, it’s hard to stop. I was one semester into my sophomore year and starting to wonder whether Brown and I were meant to be together. I wanted to find a place where I could figure out what I was doing in college, and more than that, what I was supposed to do with my life.




How do you question authority?





The second semester was rapidly approaching, so I had to make a plan. I learned of an organization in Washington, DC, working on equity in school funding for women and girls. I thought hard and decided to drop out of college and give it a try.


My parents were shocked when I called them with the news.


“What in God’s name, Cecile? You are just throwing away your education,” said Mom, but they knew they couldn’t stop me.


I moved to Washington that winter, right after the first semester of school was over, short on street smarts and with zero experience but thrilled to be on my own. With no place to live, and long before the days of the Internet or mobile phones, I found a note tacked up at the local food market advertising for a roommate. I moved into a group house at 1927 S Street—no air-conditioning and totally bare bones.


I’d found an internship working with the Project on the Status and Education of Women. They were fighting to implement Title IX, which required for the first time that women and men have equal opportunities in education. For one thing, Title IX said that a university that spent $50 million on football had to spend $50 million on women’s sports. As a Texan, I knew how much money, time, and talent was poured into football, and the thought that the same amount now had to be spent on girls’ sports was really exciting. Maybe they could even play full-court basketball! By dumb luck I had landed in the heart of feminist organizing in America. The world was starting to open up for women, and the women’s movement was putting some life-changing wins on the board.


The women I worked with made policy and created opportunities for hundreds of thousands of women and girls across America. I attended congressional hearings, researched legal issues, and generally helped out while trying to learn what I could. I couldn’t have known at age twenty how much the work I was doing would influence my daughters’ lives. Decades later, my daughter Hannah would be a softball pitcher and soccer player, and my other daughter, Lily, would be coxswain of the boys’ high school crew team, both embodying the change that was ultimately made possible under Title IX.


My time in Washington, DC, confirmed my suspicion that there were all kinds of exciting things going on outside of college, which was the reason I had left Texas in the first place. Who knew that instead of just protesting unfair laws, you could go out and change them?


By the time my internship was up that summer, I wasn’t the same person I had been when I left Brown, but I knew I was going to go back. I wanted to get my degree, and I had a renewed sense of purpose. Maybe the organizing I did between classes at Brown could actually become my career, even my life. It was clear to me that my path was to take classes by day, but spend all my free time fighting for social justice.


Instead of moving back to a dorm, I moved into a group house full of artists, proto-hippies, and people who wanted to live in a shared space. We did everything together, including cook all our meals. I joyfully learned to make food for twenty-four people, and I worked at the campus coffeehouse to make extra cash.


One day a friend suggested starting a food co-op, a low-cost market that’s equally owned by all the members. I thought it was a grand idea, so naturally she got me to manage it. In a co-op, you buy the food in bulk, and then all the members have to volunteer to keep it running. We started with fifty households of Brown students, and we called it the Thursday Food Co-op. Each week we’d take grocery orders from everyone. Then, on Thursday mornings, I’d get up at the crack of dawn with Henry, who ran the food co-op in town and had a truck.


We’d drive to the produce market that served all the restaurants and grocery stores in downtown Providence and pack the truck with dozens of crates of tomatoes and lettuce and whatever was in season. It required a crazy amount of coordination, especially when it came to finding students to fill shifts dividing up oranges and artichokes, weighing peanuts, and cutting cheese into one-pound chunks. Running a food co-op was a perfect job for an organizer: people would stop me on campus saying, “We ran out of cashews!” or “Household 32 never picked up their order!” Food pickup days were chaotic and wonderful and communal—like bringing a little bit of Austin sensibility to the Ivy League.


OEBPS/e9781534451971/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534451971/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Introduction



		1. Raised to Make Trouble



		2. Question Authority



		3. It’s Not the Work, It’s Who You Work With



		4. Going for Broke in Texas



		5. Don’t Wait for Instructions



		6. Say Yes



		7. What Would Ann Richards Do?



		8. Resilience



		9. If It was Easy, Someone Else Would Be Doing It



		10. Don’t Let the Bastards Get You Down



		11. All In



		12. On the Road Again



		13. The Resistance Is Female



		14. Everything You Need to Know in Life, You Can Learn on a Campaign (and Other Lessons Activist Kids Know)



		Epilogue: “Feminist” Is Not a Passive Label



		Acknowledgments



		About the Author



		Index



		Photo Credits



		Copyright











Guide





		Cover



		Start of Content













		I



		II



		III



		V



		VI



		VII



		VIII



		IX



		X



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246











OEBPS/e9781534451971/images/f0007-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781534451971/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534451971/images/9781534451971.jpg
& STANDING UP, SPEAKING OUT,
22 FINDING THE COURAGE TOLEAD g ==

CECILE RlCHAR(
s [AUREN PETERSON





OEBPS/e9781534451971/fonts/CaveatBrush-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534451971/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/e9781534451971/fonts/Lato-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534451971/images/f0009-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781534451971/images/f0017-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781534451971/fonts/Lato-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534451971/images/title.jpg
Standing Up, Speaking Out, and
Finding the Courage to Lead

CECILE RICHARDS

wery LAUREN PETERSON

YOUNG READERS EDITION
adapted by Ruby Shamir

Margaret K. McElderry Books
New York London Toronto Sydney New Delhi





OEBPS/e9781534451971/fonts/Lato-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534451971/images/f0011-01.jpg
«BAREFOOT .8
SAN






OEBPS/e9781534451971/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


