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About This Book

Though barely five years into her public life, Alexandria Ocasio-Cortez is an irresistible subject for a biography, which this is, but the book also takes a different form. It tells her personal story but is also a portrait of a nation changing fast enough to create the conditions for her rise. AOC’s influence is revolutionary, both in terms of the agenda she is pushing, redefining and popularizing a kind of socialism for an America rarely hospitable to such ideas, and in the way she pushes it, inventing a new kind of political discourse—colloquial, brash, and direct, very much an outgrowth of her generation’s life on social media. As Rebecca Traister explains in her introduction to the book, this is Ocasio-Cortez’s real contribution to American politics. She has transformed the way it is practiced, maybe forever.

To tell that story, this book proceeds along two paths. At its heart is Lisa Miller’s gripping account of AOC’s life and her swift rise to power. This narrative is complete, but it is not exhaustive. Within her text, you will find numbers, much like footnotes, directing you to multiple types of stories by other authors: oral histories, essays interrogating her ideas, even a chapter rendered in graphic-novel style. You’ll also find dissections of her political performances, including speeches, congressional testimony, and social media livestreams. This extended commentary starts on page 204, right after the biography.

We hope you will read the whole book, but it has been constructed so you don’t have to. Read the biography, and then dig deeper into whatever else interests you. If we’ve done this right, whether you love her or loathe her (or are the rare person who falls in between), you will come to understand both Alexandria Ocasio-Cortez and the context in which the AOC phenomenon became possible.
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AOC went into the game in the summer of 2019. We had 200 cards on our shortlist: She was No. 1. Everyone said, “This is a killer card.” We’re looking for people who provoke strong emotional reactions. Early on, we put Steve Bannon in. But now you get that card and you think, “This game is old and lame.” AOC is not ephemeral—ten years from now, she’s still going to be a political person of prominence.
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DAVID MUNK, CO-CREATOR OF CARDS

AGAINST HUMANITY





    
INTRODUCTIONBEFORE AOC, AFTER AOC


Politics can be divided into two eras.
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By

REBECCA TRAISTER

At around 11 p.m., one week after a right-wing mob breached security at the United States Capitol on January 6, 2021, a ripple coursed through social media. Congresswoman Alexandria Ocasio-Cortez had taken to Instagram Live, her first major public statement since emerging from the bowels of the nation’s Capitol complex, where she had hidden as armed combatants roamed the halls with their zip-ties, guns, and Confederate flags in hand.

The insurrection had been a gleeful, feral power grab, an angry strafing against Donald Trump’s loss and the victory of Democrats over the nation’s hard-right wing. Those armed insurgents had had their revanchist sights set on AOC herself, both metaphorically and physically, storming the Capitol fueled by rage at the leftist politics and broader representational shifts she has so swiftly come to embody. The nature of the onslaught also had put her in literal peril: Those who blitzed the Capitol did so with an energy that made clear they would have relished the opportunity to hurt or humiliate, dominate or punish, this woman, the young, hypercelebrated, beautiful—and in that circumstance, vulnerable—stand-in for everything they were there to repudiate.

Ocasio-Cortez had tweeted in the immediate aftermath of the attack that she was unhurt, but in the week following, her public voice—typically loud and steadily engaged—had gone unusually silent. Yet now here she was, closing in on midnight, very much herself, and very much online.

Within minutes of the start of her informal address, 110,000 people tuned in. As she spoke, Instagram hearts flew up the right side of the screen and comments flooded in front of her face: praise hands, thumbs-up emoji, “Preach!,” “YES.” Her speech was met with relief and adoration by some; derision, irritation, and fury by others. All of it was characteristic of how people interact with Ocasio-Cortez, whether warmly or aggressively: The communications were intimate, immediate, wholly unmediated.

Meanwhile, Ocasio-Cortez was just talking, speaking in what had, over the course of her time in politics, become her familiar conversational style, telling the still-incomplete story of what had happened to her. “It is not an exaggeration to say that many, many members of the House were nearly assassinated,” she said, making news by explaining that one encounter had made her feel that her life was endangered.

She spoke for an hour and two minutes—part explainer on impeachment and the 25th Amendment, part history lesson about the first day the Capitol had been breached since 1814. There was poetic railing on the nihilism of the white-supremacist project, and the earnest vibe of a self-help session, rich in the language of trauma and self-care.

She offered the reassuring warmth of Oprah; the fire-and-brimstone of Jonathan Edwards; the inspiration of John F. Kennedy; the intimacy of an FDR fireside chat. It was exhausting and reassuring and scary and comforting and extremely weird. It was kind of wild, and actually there was no real, full precedent in American history for what it was or how it should be received.

Ocasio-Cortez’s statement was the one that many Americans had been waiting through those hard days to hear—whether to cheer or to mock. But she wasn’t the president, or the president-elect, or a former president, or the governor of the Massachusetts Bay Colony. She wasn’t the Speaker of the House. She wasn’t even a martyred political legend—not Hillary Clinton or Shirley Chisholm—whose losses inspire sassy T-shirts and tears. Alexandria Ocasio-Cortez hasn’t yet lost anything, politically.

She is a 32-year-old congresswoman from the Bronx in just her second term in the House of Representatives. History suggests that, as a young politician who has no famous parent, is not a member of a political dynasty, and was never married to a rock star, only a handful of people should know her name at this point in her nascent career.

But after just three years in government, Ocasio-Cortez feels like a symbol of her own brand of insurgency, armed not with guns or Confederate flags but an insistence on an entirely new approach to taking and using power.

She, too, stormed that Capitol, as an elected member of Congress, bringing with her a new generation and its communicative habits and ideological perspectives. In her brief tenure, she has become her own kind of political monument: such a piece of the political firmament that partisan constellations have calibrated around her. Surely she has always been there and could not have just arrived in our collective consciousness in 2018.

I have covered women in politics for fifteen years and, like many others, had barely clocked Alexandria Ocasio-Cortez’s existence until the days before she beat House Democratic Caucus chair Joe Crowley in the Democratic primary in New York’s 14th Congressional District in June 2018. Yet it’s genuinely hard for me, often, to remember a time on my beat, or what the dynamics around women in American politics were like, before AOC.

It can be maddeningly difficult to write about Alexandria Ocasio-Cortez without sounding extreme, like a fangirl or a hater. That’s because her trajectory is itself extreme; to simply lay out the facts of her three-year entrance into and rise within American politics is to trace the path of a rocket. How do you accurately describe velocity and flare without sounding in awe of it? How do you speculate about where it’s heading without acknowledging the seismic force of its takeoff?

I often have to remind myself—every time I tune in to one of her speeches, like one of her tweets, watch an Instagram video of her dog stealing bites of dinner, and then wait for whatever it is to send her critics into apoplexy and her fans into ecstasy—that however powerful she is, however solid her political base feels, the fact is that there is no model for what she’s doing. Going from zero to Congress, primary victory to superstardom, political neophyte to fetishized celebrity, the Bronx to Vogue, bartender to House floor, Democratic Socialists of America member to souvenir votive candle. And all that unprecedented power—all that extremity—is also exactly what makes her position so precarious.

Because everything compelling and new about AOC makes her a target for scrutiny, over-identification, and, in many cases, disappointment. In Ocasio-Cortez, many of us are watching something beyond improbable. For such a vast range of people, she has proved that things that long seemed impossible might well be possible. Anyone and anything that has that power is going to become an object of near-religious fascination. But most human beings cannot withstand that level of intensity, projected at themselves.



AOC comes from a generation that believes we are not supposed to venerate individual politicians, rather rally behind their ideas. Individuals are imperfect and inevitably flawed; we cannot pin our hopes on them. The focus of political change, the young left believes, must be on structural reforms.

Ocasio-Cortez is among the most talented proponents of the conviction that the challenges faced by the United States, both in its past and in its future, are systemic in nature. That even electoral politics, so long calibrated around specific leaders, can in fact be fueled (like the activist history that oriented her politics) by movements and coalitions. Young politicians, moving into local, state, and federal offices around the country, conceptualize power very differently from their forebears: Instead of it coming from the top down, emanating from cloakrooms and other discreet enclaves for the elite, these insurgents argue that the power to make political change can and should come from the bottom up. It is closer to an idealized version of representative government than the United States has ever known and a view of political leadership that would make room for the inclusion of entire swaths of the United States that have long been held at the margins.

Nobody stands in more efficiently for this conundrum than Ocasio-Cortez herself. Because there is no way to reconcile the conviction that leadership is not driven by individuals with the fact that AOC has the kind of grip she does on our collective imagination in large part because she has the knockout charisma and communicative talents of a political supernova. She addresses organizing and coalition-building in practically every post, every speech. And yet people tune in to those speeches and retweet those posts because they are hers. Ocasio-Cortez possesses a combination of qualities that make her an effective interlocutor for the ideas and structural revisions her generation wants to make, but she exists at odds with one of those central tenets: Her power is partly in her person, and that means she is open to all the pitfalls that come with being the kind of leader we are supposed to be weaning ourselves from. Masses of people pouring their energies into ever-evolving ideas is one thing; masses of people pinning their hopes to a single person is a recipe for disenchantment and anger.

Already you can hear the complex judgments over transgressions both political and personal: leftists who held her up for toppling machine Democrat Joe Crowley but now find her unappealingly conciliatory in her willingness to work with Nancy Pelosi; centrist women who embrace her representational symbolism but find her progressivism alienating; guys who love her gamer–just-one-of-the-guys persona have been put off by her embrace of trauma-talk; Bernie Sanders acolytes who preferred her support of their hero to her own heroism. And also the right just hating her.

The impossibility of fulfilling every constituent’s every wish is endemic to any aspiring politician, but Ocasio-Cortez’s burdens are heavier in part because of her unusual identity. As a young woman of color, she bears symbolic representational weight. She is, crucially, our first female wunderkind politician. Being first, hacking a path through thickets of bias and improbability and amped-up expectation… that’s a serious burden, with steep costs. It is perhaps too easy to forget, when Ocasio-Cortez leans on the language of trauma and self-care, the toll of ceaseless attacks and public villainization from one side, beside the heightened pressures applied by millions who long for her to be their impossible ideal on another.

Unfortunately for her, we simply have nothing to prepare us for the space she takes up.

In her 20s, and after only one seriously contested race, she has displayed a political precocity that made her an instantly formidable contender for national spotlight. In a way, we have practiced comprehending youth and power in male leaders, especially in white men: young Kennedys, Cuomos, Bidens, Clintons, Roosevelts. We know what it means to feel one way or the other about Paul Ryan or even about the young Barack Obama. We have ways of conveying and absorbing their ambition, talents, of comprehending and forgiving their stumbles. We care less about their outfits but also know how to talk about their hair, their partners, their jawbones, their physical appeal in ways that are not confusing; they’re just about power.

The women who preceded Ocasio-Cortez into politics—including Chisholm and Clinton, Margaret Chase Smith and Pelosi, and House stalwarts from Barbara Lee to Patsy Mink to Gwen Moore to Barbara Mikulski—mostly did not come in so young; they could not have. They would not have been taken seriously enough; they first had to prove themselves professionally in law or public service or business; they had to defend their reputation as women (as we have traditionally valued them) either by raising their children before entering politics or by eschewing motherhood entirely.

This is not a country that has a deep history of having trusted women, especially young ones, with political authority; it has relatively little practice in how to treat them—or make sense of voters’ extra strong feelings about them.

Recall that when Clinton first ran for president in 2007, just eleven years before AOC’s primary challenge to Crowley, an entire Washington Post story chronicled how she was disguising her cleavage, so new was it to have a person with breasts in the bright political spotlight. Recall that Clinton herself became New York’s first female senator just six years before that; that there have only been two Black women ever elected to the United States Senate; that no woman of color has ever been governor or senator in New York; that no Black woman has ever been a governor in any state, in any year, ever; that only 13 Latina women currently serve in Congress; that in 2021, just above 25 percent of Congress is female.

And now here we are. Democratic politics upended by a woman who gained her office in her 20s, a Latina from the Bronx and Westchester, with no background in policy-making; a bartender. She has a boyfriend; she uses social media to communicate with fans and fight with political foes, and also to cook ramen noodles in front of millions of people while chatting with them about structural inequality and mass incarceration. And every one of these things winds up meaning so much.

We are so much more used to treating young women, especially those who fit traditional models for beauty—as Ocasio-Cortez certainly does—as celebrities or fashion icons, not as policy-makers. Which is part of what informs the obsession with Ocasio-Cortez: There is no denying that her look, her approach to fashion, that Stila lipstick, is part of how she has become comprehensible to us, and that on some level she understands this, even though her actual job, as a congresswoman, doesn’t have anything to do with how she looks or what she wears.

But those things do have to do with the job of women in the United States who want to be liked and admired broadly: the big eyes and red lips and flowing hair; the casual self-possession and undeniable glamour; her prettiness. They all make it easier for people to love Ocasio-Cortez. They make her fun to watch and listen to, easy to put on T-shirts and coffee mugs. Like so much in this country, this is unfair and miserable, but it is also true.

AOC’s beauty not only works as a draw and a point of fixation; it also drives and exacerbates the hatred of her critics. That’s because she is not ornamental. And her choices to do things they do not want her to do (to be too progressive, to be not progressive enough) combine with her undeniable aesthetic appeal to remind them that they do not have control over her. This beautiful woman is autonomous, capable of self-direction; that stands in for a reminder that she is not theirs to possess.

Here is the nub of one tricky but crucial dynamic underlying the physical threat to AOC during the Capitol raid and beyond: If Americans are not yet comfortable with women in representational numbers in politics, they are certainly not used to young and beautiful women wielding legislative power over them. Some men on the left, who, via AOC, experienced the frisson of good politics voiced by a woman they also found alluring, onto whom they could project their own desires—both ideological and sexual—react to her self-determination as a particularly vivid and personalized affront. Her deviations from their strategic or political script may be imaginatively entwined with a sexualized rejection. For some men on the right, troubled by a woman they can’t help but be aesthetically drawn to, but whose politics they abhor and whose power they cannot seem to quash, there are related, and dangerous, impulses in play. This is, after all, a country in which many men are increasingly, violently angry at—and want to punish—the women who have the power to reject them.

The beauty opens up milder forms of antipathy as well. It’s what her colleague from Georgia, Republican representative Marjorie Taylor Greene, was playing on when she tried to insult Ocasio-Cortez for having “single handily [sic] put an end to all ‘dumb blonde’ jokes.” This insult was a way to call her stupid but also to point out that she is not a blonde. American beauty standards built around whiteness, youth, and traditional apprehensions of femininity are a comfortable way to put women in an aesthetic but not an intellectual mold, fueling resentment of and underestimation of them. If her aesthetic appeal is an issue, so too will be whatever decisions Ocasio-Cortez makes around family and her personal life in coming years.

After January 6, her colleague Katie Porter, in whose office AOC found refuge, would tell the media how Ocasio-Cortez said, in the midst of her frenzied terror, afraid she might be about to die, that she hoped one day to have children. While it was likely meant to humanize the congresswoman, remind people of her humanity, her desire to love and mother and make a family, its revelation also felt almost like an intimate violation. That’s in part because that decision lies at the nexus of the confusion in the United States about how to treat women in the public eye.

Magazines and television cover pregnant women obsessively by focusing on baby bumps and maternitywear, but America’s treatment of women of childbearing age—from the way the government polices reproductive freedom and limits access to reproductive health care, to the way the media fetishizes pregnancy and dismisses mothers of young children—is key to the history of attempts to maintain racial, class, and gender hierarchies. Whether or not AOC has a child, there will be so many other poison pills ahead of her, neatly tucked into existence as a woman in America who ages out of cool, whose body becomes less interesting to the masses, whose skin eventually wrinkles and sags, who inevitably loses the beat of technology and pop culture, who becomes meaningfully older than the kids who make the next wave of politics. When she entered the House, she was the bright contrast to the shoulder-padded ’80s and ’90s warriors who preceded her, but someday—should she stay in politics—she too will wear the metaphorical shoulder pads. Like every woman lucky enough to grow old, Ocasio-Cortez will be asked to navigate the rocky shoals of middle age, in which the fans will be less plentiful, less adoring, quicker to turn on and demonize her.



Sometimes when I think about Alexandria Ocasio-Cortez, and what the next few years could bring—in terms of her life, in terms of the path she takes—I imagine that she might just pull a Bartleby: might decide that she would simply prefer not to. In truth, it was what I had been thinking in the days between January 6 and her first social-media address: that maybe she would just quit.

Because who needs this? Who needs the risk, the fetishization, the enmity of so many of the most powerful people in the country, the scrutiny of her every professional and personal choice, of relationships and body and clothes and ideology, every day, from one’s mid-20s to… forever? Why would anyone choose to be the guinea pig, the trailblazer, if one could do something else, something just as meaningful but far easier, out of the glare, absent the grinding threats?

But I wonder if perhaps my own occasional hunches that Ocasio-Cortez could just drop out of politics aren’t tied to my own lack of imagination, which in turn is tied to the lack of established script, the pathlessness ahead of her. Maybe it’s my own exhaustion, considering the many choices ahead of her, that makes it all feel unnavigable, and perhaps unbearable in its risks.

Because those risks are not all about how she’ll be received with bias; they’re not all about our failings—in the media, as a white capitalist patriarchy, as a violent misogynist gun culture, as an electorate intolerant of nuance or human weakness. She might fail, too. In that she might, someday, just lose.

But even if she does lose, she has created a new paradigm, with its own new rules and parameters. She may be working on an unsolvable puzzle—the personal, the professional, all of it—but her efforts will make it easier for those who come after her to crack. The knottiness of it is also what makes her historic.

The kinds of choices she makes will wind up providing for others the thing that she did not have: a model. Just one more, yes, but a big bright memorable map for young progressives, young women, for women of color with ambitions to change the way power is wielded in the United States.

And every additional road map makes it easier for others who come after to find their way. Ocasio-Cortez understands this. In a second Instagram Live in early February, weeks after her first, in which she described things she was thinking as she hid during the Capitol raid, terrified that she was going to die, she said that she considered that if her path were to be abruptly halted, “then people will be able to take it from here.”

Of course, it is an indictment of the nation—its violently unjust history and present—that anyone might reasonably be forced to contemplate becoming some sort of sacrificial lamb to political progress while hiding in an office bathroom. But the fact that a 31-year-old second-term congresswoman could have (correct) confidence that she had already played a role in bridging past and future is a testament to how much American politics has shifted around, and has been shifted by, Alexandria Ocasio-Cortez in just a couple of years.

This brief span—a blink of America’s eye—has entailed explosive change; hers has been one of the most incredibly propellent political stages of any politician in American history. And whatever happens next—to her, because of her, in reaction to her—this young person for whom there is no solid precedent has alchemically altered the nation and its possibilities.

To point confidently at AOC as someone likely to shape our future does not mean that she will, necessarily, be governing us through that future. Her path, like the Democratic Party’s itself, is far from fixed: It’s fraught, perilous, electric, and ultimately unknowable. There is so much combustible energy poured into this one figure. Her learning curve has been as steep and fast as her ascent. But if the nation is to grow—to learn better how to elect new kinds of leaders who want a new kind of politics—its own learning curve must keep pace.
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A LIFE IN FOUR CHAPTERS
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By

LISA MILLER







CHAPTER 1 Just Relentless


CHILDHOOD / 1989–2007






At Yorktown High, there were two types of kids who competed in science fairs. There were the kids who memorized their presentations in advance, using the long bus rides from Yorktown to other parts of Westchester and beyond to cram, codifying hundreds of hours of experiments into junior-varsity TED talks. Memorization was the safest course for the shy or anxious kids who feared an unforeseen question from an intimidating judge. And then there were the kids who preferred to wing it, to have the science part nailed, sure, but to deploy all that absorbed knowledge as a chance to communicate—to connect. These kids, who instead listened to music during the bus rides, saw each individual encounter with each new judge as a fresh opportunity to engage a stranger in the thrilling drama of science. This, everyone agreed, was a more perilous tack. It was improv. It was salesmanship. It was politics, and in the history of the advanced science program at Yorktown High, no one was better at it than Alexandria Ocasio-Cortez.

Back then, she was known as Sandy Ocasio, a Harry Potter fanatic whose Puerto Rican parents were ambitious for their children and had moved north from their home in the Bronx to one of the most affordable corners of the gin-and-tonic suburbs for the public schools. The message Ocasio-Cortez received growing up was that she shouldn’t dress “ghetto”; upwardly mobile people wore blazers and “don’t show up in hoop earrings and a nameplate and, I don’t know, baby hair,” as she has said. At Yorktown High, she was well liked, but in her majority-white suburban school, where the lacrosse jocks ruled and the popular girls were blonde, she lacked social capital. Brown-skinned, opinionated, but guarded, she found her people among the science geeks, a band of so-called outsiders. These were the Asian and South Asian kids. The children of immigrants. The girl with the stutter.

In her junior year, Ocasio-Cortez became consumed with an idea for a science experiment. She wanted to show that antioxidants, the compounds found in such healthy foods as blueberries, pecans, and artichokes, extended lifespan in C. elegans, the roundworm. Her mentor, a longevity researcher at Mount Sinai named Charles Mobbs, was skeptical and thought it was likely a dead end. But, at 17, Ocasio-Cortez displayed a precocious insistence that would later become a trademark. She was sure that her idea could work—would work—and she made her case with so much of what Mobbs calls “frankly, charisma” that he approved her approach. In the end, she was right. She showed that certain antioxidants do extend the lifespan of C. elegans, in some cases to 45 days from 12.

As each science fair approached, Michael Blueglass, the science teacher, would drill the kids on their presentations, forcing them to consider every potential setback or pitfall. Judges, he warned, could be imperious, condescending, distracted, bored. The best recourse, always, was to tell a great story, and to tell it well—which is to say, to not get caught in the weeds of data or methods but to imbue the narrative with the excitement of discovery, to reach for the big themes and stick to them. Ocasio-Cortez was a natural at all of it, savantlike at synthesizing masses of technical information and retelling it in a captivating way, conveying authority with an off-the-cuff intimacy that made listeners feel they were hearing something fresh. The single, tiny flaw in her presentations was that she didn’t always know how to dial her energy down, or temper it for optimal effect.

In 2007, her senior year, Ocasio-Cortez took second place in the microbiology category at the Intel science competition, the biggest, most prestigious precollege science fair in the world, which has served as an incubator for future recipients of the Nobel Prize. The winning photo shows her at the apex of high-school geekdom, looking businesslike in a blazer and a collared shirt, no earrings, her hair pulled back, wearing a lanyard with the badge of a competitor and, pinned to her lapel, the hefty prizewinning medal.

The prize was a big deal, but a different event better predicted Ocasio-Cortez’s future success. Each year, Blueglass asked the kids bound for the Intel fair to present before the local Board of Education, and in 2007, everyone was gathered in the cafeteria of a local middle school. Just before Ocasio-Cortez’s turn came, an assistant superintendent excused himself and left the room. When he returned moments later, she was in full swing, talking about her roundworms as if they were the main characters in a new sci-fi drama and forecasting cures for cancer and Alzheimer’s disease. Believing he was seeing a ringer from a pharmaceutical company or a university, he leaned over to his boss. “Who,” he whispered, “is that?”



“Women like me aren’t supposed to run for office.” Alexandria Ocasio-Cortez said this in her first campaign ad, the one that went viral, which showed her putting on makeup in the bathroom mirror. She didn’t resemble any politician anyone had ever seen. She was young—28—when she made her run for Congress, where the average age of her would-be colleagues was almost 58. She was Latina and female in a profession dominated by white men. She was fashionable—interested in music, photography, literary fiction; she played video games—compared to the career politicians who were often ridiculed for being out of touch. But her difference went below the surface. She didn’t just preach about wealth inequality—she lived it, another downwardly mobile millennial who had been nursing class resentments for years. As a bartender weighed down with family responsibilities and debts to pay, she had no family connections, no social clout, no access to elite routes to power. Barack Obama and Bill Clinton—they had been nobodies from nowhere, too, but they were men and they had attended Harvard, Yale, Columbia, Georgetown, and Oxford between the two of them, given multiple chances to impress the kinds of people who could guide them to the political stratosphere. The facts of Ocasio-Cortez’s life made her not just an unusual candidate for federal office but an impossible one. She was exactly the kind of American whose hopes for any social mobility had been crushed by a rigged system perpetuated by officials elected to represent the people’s interests.

This was her first feat: converting her vulnerabilities into political power. She had a good, relatable story to tell and a natural gift for storytelling, but it was her audaciousness in the absence of any discernible path forward that made her amazing. She claimed power simply by assuming it could be hers and then asserting that assumption in public. This was part of the thrill, initially, of being an early spectator to the phenomenon that would become AOC: her kamikaze yell of Why not me?

She amassed more power by continuing to align herself with the powerless and then pushing her agenda for long-overdue justice through social media, gaining millions of followers who identified with her along the way. Her use of these platforms, while unprecedented, should not be surprising. She is a millennial, after all, native to reality television and influencer culture, and she was cognizant of the way smartphones had already been utilized to magnify a political movement’s tactics and mission. (Neither the Arab Spring that began in 2010 nor the 2016 presidential campaign of Bernie Sanders—nor the phenomenon of Donald Trump—would have been possible without Twitter.) But she was better at harnessing technology, and more naturally so, than any politician before her, attaining fluency in all the different languages of Facebook, Twitter, Instagram, and Twitch—she is a digital polyglot—and then speaking to their denizens about her struggles, which were theirs, too. Having won her election in New York’s 14th Congressional District, she upended the usual relationship between the government and the governed. Instead of constituents, she had fans and friends, communities overlapping with communities. She lived out loud on her phone. She gave tutorials about the true inner workings of government for free to the masses.

And in this way, she gave the political process back to an alienated generation that, because of her, began to regard American democracy for the first time as something that belonged to them. As enacted by Ocasio-Cortez, politics could be, like the internet itself, iterative, horizontal, intimate, spontaneous, collective. Her very person in the congressional chamber proved that representational government didn’t have to be fusty, cynical, and self-interested. It could be young, mad, and moral. “Movement” politics is not a new concept, but with Ocasio-Cortez at the helm of the progressive left, the movement grew bigger and broader than ever before, more diverse and more powerful. With the ability to shame and punish, to praise and fundraise, to make careers and break them, the left under Ocasio-Cortez has changed both its composition and its tactics, and the lines between grassroots activism and elected politics have blurred for good. “Radical ideas are starting to become mainstream at a faster clip than at almost any other point,” she has said. “It’s really incredible how quickly we can elevate our consciousness in such a short period of time.”

Before she was 32 years old, Ocasio-Cortez was arguably one of the two or three most influential politicians in the land. Once inside the halls of power, she held her lines, able to summon the fury of her partisans with a few taps of her fingers on a screen. Her Republican opponents mocked and threatened her. Moderate Democrats ostracized her. Her mother worried about her. It was in this crucible that Ocasio-Cortez transformed herself into nothing less than the embodiment—the face and the voice—of the newly ascendant progressive left. Elizabeth Warren and Bernie Sanders may have preceded her, but it was Ocasio-Cortez who came to represent, both in the public mind and the political sphere, the morally righteous left flank in the existential war against the status quo. So strong was the magnetic pull she commanded that by 2021, even the president could not inch toward the moderate center without first considering the consequences. Before the first anniversary of his inauguration, Joe Biden, who campaigned as a civility-loving centrist, was signaling his principled alignment with a younger, browner generation whose egalitarian, anti-capitalist priorities had previously been dubbed “radical.”

In three short years, Ocasio-Cortez went from mixing margaritas to mastering the finest of all the political arts: to continue to present an authentic and believable self without sacrificing an ounce of her power. No politician in memory has so adroitly integrated her natural talents and deployed this holistic understanding of American political theater so strategically.

It’s a lot to carry. AOC’s friends say that, actually, she is an introvert, a person who prefers to go home after a long day and watch RuPaul’s Drag Race or play League of Legends, so this level of naked exposure, this constant pressure from colleagues and the press, the nonstop threats, the responsibility to her causes and her constituents—any human would crack under all this weight. This is a risk that Ocasio-Cortez seems cognizant of, and so she has apprehended a spiritual wisdom that people much older and more experienced can spend whole careers failing to grasp: that the most powerful thing a person can do is be willing to walk away from her power. She tries to start each morning sipping a big glass of water garnished with a lemon slice. “I have to practice nonattachment to ego and to esteem,” she has said. “I can’t be attached to keeping my seat as a member of Congress if I’m going to do my job.” This Zen, the caring and not caring in an atmosphere where amassing and guarding power is the name of the game, is just another provocative thing about her. Her ordinary day is a teetering balancing act. She has to maintain her position among the power brokers in order to agitate against them while continuing to persuade her following of her authentic disinterest in power in order to earn their trust. One false move and she’s done for.

Ocasio-Cortez is, on top of everything else, a master illusionist, building a genuine connection with people—she’s so real and so raw—even as everyone in her audience comprehends that, on some level, it’s artifice. This is politics, of course, but in her case, the performance infuriates people, especially those invested in the way politics have traditionally been transacted—and so the shredders, the haters come after her, seeking every which way to diminish her potency or discredit her story. The controversies started even before she was elected. In an editorial leading up to her primary race, former senator Joe Lieberman said she was not the future of her party. “Joe Lieberman, whatever,” she responded after she won, in the same breath neutralizing his assessment and establishing a new front in political combat. During a six-week period in 2019, Fox News mentioned her name, on average, 76 times a day. She has been called dumb, naive, silly, uninformed, despicable, and belligerent. Even the most insignificant things about her become controversies: her haircuts. Her fashion shoots. Her astrological sign. When you look up her birthday on Google, you find a bitter debate about whether she was, in fact, born at 11:50 a.m., as a staffer has said, or whether she fudged the time so that astrology Twitter would hold her in higher regard. As she matured, Ocasio-Cortez drew ever-more-explosive flak, so that when, in September 2021, she attended the Met Gala in a white mermaid dress with the slogan “Tax the Rich” scrawled in red on her back, the whole world, at least on Twitter, felt obligated to take sides. Was she sucking up to power or giving it the finger? Abandoning her causes or furthering them? The answer didn’t matter as much as the vitriol, which was completely disproportionate to the event. Sometimes it seems the problem is that she’s a girl.

It’s useful, then, to remember the high-school science nerd. Because when AOC was just Sandy, running around the halls of Yorktown High and twisting arms so that everyone in the science class would chip in to buy Mr. Blueglass an Xbox, she was exactly the same person she is today: a combatant who regards “no” as a dare, whose intelligence radiates from her, who is relentless and unafraid of the white men in charge, who has an appetite for boring and backbreaking work. The kid who spent the summer counting roundworms too small to see grew up into the woman who told the right story in the right way and found voters no one ever had before.



Alexandria Ocasio-Cortez was, in fact, born at 11:50 a.m. on October 13, 1989 (a Libra, with Sagittarius rising), the first child of Sergio Ocasio and Blanca Cortez. Sergio met Blanca while he was visiting relatives in Puerto Rico. Blanca, who didn’t speak English, moved to be with Sergio in the Bronx. Gentle, hardworking, and religious, Blanca is a petite woman with a wide smile. Physically, her daughter resembles her, but in most other ways, Ocasio-Cortez is more like her father, the parent who chose her name. Sergio, a second-generation resident of the Bronx, who died at age 48 from lung cancer, was larger than life, warm, and driven. “He grew up poor, he took a lot of pride in being of the people and not above anyone,” Ocasio-Cortez said. He didn’t like pretense, “and he told off-color jokes all the time.” But he was curious about the world; his close friends teased him about being “a closet intellectual”: “When no one was looking, he’d be reading the Bhagavad Gita.” Sergio left “his little books” all over the house. Alexandria picked them up, and as soon as she was able, she read them too.

“I was a total daddy’s girl,” Ocasio-Cortez said. “Anything that he did, I wanted to do.” The connection between Ocasio-Cortez and her father was deep. Even when Ocasio-Cortez was still an infant in a bibbed onesie, she and her father seemed to inhabit their own world, and in photographs, the pleasure they derived from each other is obvious. They had a “soul tie,” as she put it, bigger than every other love; it made other relationships feel thin. (Gabriel, Ocasio-Cortez’s brother, who was born three years later, experienced a more complicated dynamic with Sergio. “I was a difficult son, he was a difficult Father,” he once wrote.)

In her father’s presence, Ocasio-Cortez has said she felt nothing less than “truth.” She felt “home.” She tells the story of being about 5 years old when her father announced he was going on a road trip with his buddies. “I wanted to go so badly,” she said, “and I begged and I begged and I begged, and he relented.” Somehow Sergio persuaded his friends to join him in indulging his daughter. “It was, like, four grown men and a 5-year-old girl.” Traveling south from New York, the group stopped in D.C. “It was a really beautiful day, and he leaned down next to me, and he pointed at the Washington Monument, and he pointed at the reflecting pool, and he pointed at everything, and he said, ‘This all belongs to us. This is our government, it belongs to us, so all of this stuff is yours.’ ” Recollecting that day many years later, Ocasio-Cortez began to cry.

Sergio supported the family with his small business, an architecture firm based in the Parkchester corner of the Bronx. Built during World War II with an investment from MetLife, Parkchester started out as a whites-only development of redbrick eight-story apartment buildings with green spaces in between meant to keep working- and middle-class Irish, Italian, and Jewish families from bolting to the suburbs. In 1968, the city forced Parkchester to integrate, and soon after, a Harry Helmsley–run company started flipping the more than 12,000 rental units into cut-rate condos. During the era when the Ocasios lived there, one-bedrooms were selling for between $35,000 and $39,500 and the apartments had fallen into disrepair. Soon, the residents of the Parkchester development were largely Latino and Black, with a growing Indian, Bangladeshi, and Pakistani population and a small core group of elderly white people who had never left. It became a neglected, crime-saturated spot: Residents complained of graffiti, vandalism, and frequent robberies. In 1999—about five years after the Ocasio family moved away—police shot at the African street vendor Amadou Diallo 41 times outside his home, killing him, about a mile from the Parkchester subway stop.

Even so, it was an improvement for Sergio, who had spent his childhood in the far more violent South Bronx during the 1970s, a time when “the Bronx was burning,” Ocasio-Cortez said, repeating an old line. “Landlords began to turn into arsonists because the insurance payouts were more valuable than the families that lived inside those buildings.” Sergio’s own scrappy childhood was likely similar to those of other second- and third-generation kids, influenced by a strong Puerto Rican identity against a backdrop of gang war. Sergio grew up with five people in a one-bedroom apartment, and in high school traveled by subway each morning to join the upwardly mobile ranks at Brooklyn Tech. Sergio “barely had a father,” Gabriel said, “barely an outline of a father, and he was operating off of that.” So owning a one-bedroom apartment in Parkchester, even with the crib in the closet and the mattress on the floor, was a step up and also a way out. Sergio made his living fixing up the apartments in the complex.

The red lips, the gold hoops, the happy references to mofongo and lechon—all this is an explicit homage to her Nuyorican heritage, which Ocasio-Cortez soaked up among the cousins, uncles, and aunts in the Bronx and in Puerto Rico. Ocasio-Cortez speaks imperfect Spanish, searching for words and muddling her syntax, a familiar predicament for bilingual children who speak English all day. She gleefully reps the Bronx in public (never mind that more than half the population of her district is in Queens), welcoming comparisons to Cardi B, going on Desus & Mero to pay tribute to the bodega egg-and-cheese sandwich, and razzing Manhattan- and Brooklynites for considering her home borough, as tourists would, as nothing more than the location of Yankee Stadium and a certain big zoo. With all due respect to President Trump, she said on her first appearance on The Late Show With Stephen Colbert in 2018, he was born in Queens: “I don’t think he knows how to deal with a girl from the Bronx.”


[image: Image]
In 2007, her senior year of high school, Ocasio-Cortez won a prize for her science project on roundworms—which she completed despite skepticism from her mentor.



When she was about 5 years old, her parents moved the family away from the Bronx, having purchased a small ranch house on a corner lot in Yorktown Heights. Parkchester had failed to live up to its promise. What Sergio and Blanca wanted, like generations of ambitious and concerned parents before them, were good public schools for their kids.

The move to Yorktown has become part of the Ocasio-Cortez legend, a dislocation she returns to again and again, for it gives her an opportunity to speak in a personal way about structural injustice and insist that poor people should not be held responsible for their poverty. “I was born in a place where your Zip Code determines your destiny,” she said early, in the ad that went viral during her primary campaign in 2018. As a surrogate for Bernie Sanders for President in 2020, she expounded on the point, saying, “My mom and my dad looked at the quality of education in the Bronx. And they looked at 50 percent drop-out rates. They looked at the inequity of education, the inequity of education funding, the fact that teachers weren’t paid, the fact that kids weren’t given their tools to succeed, and that, frankly, it not only had to do with their income but it had to do with their melanin too. And so… my family made a really hard decision. And my whole family chipped in to buy a small house about 40 minutes north.”

She emphasizes the details of her difference when she talks about her childhood in Yorktown. While her mother cleaned white people’s houses, she read books on the stairs, sometimes helping out when a toilet needed scrubbing. In her college essay, she wrote about how she and her mother cleaned out a neighbor’s refrigerator as his wife was dying because it was the way they knew how to help him best. “We served the wealthy in Westchester County so that I could go to school with wealthy kids,” she has said, her tone matter-of-fact. Where she felt most at home, she says, was in the Bronx.

It’s not that in Yorktown she didn’t fit in. She did. She had friends and converted a shed in the backyard into a clubhouse for them, hanging curtains and pictures on the wall. She did well enough in school, although “I wasn’t an amazing student, because I liked learning on my own terms,” she said. She regularly went to church and Girl Scouts. Teachers recollect her as extremely independent, a self-starter—the kind of kid you could leave alone to do a job or assignment and come back to find it done without any help.

Like many working-class kids, Ocasio-Cortez grew up absorbing the fine stratifications of class. Yorktown, in the 1990s, was ground zero for the soccer mom and the minivan. At her house, the family ate a lot of rice and beans, and Sergio built a loft bed for Alexandria so that, in her small bedroom, a desk for homework would fit underneath. During the summers, when both parents were working, they would sometimes send Gabriel and Alexandria to stay with Blanca’s family in Puerto Rico. Sergio had been raised in the Roman Catholic Church—Ocasio-Cortez was initiated in those sacraments—but Blanca was Pentecostal and on the island had attended small, rural churches where people believed in miracles and faith healing; any service might include someone being overtaken by the Holy Spirit, speaking in tongues or falling to the ground. On her summer visits, Ocasio-Cortez would accompany her aunts and uncles to these services. “I’d drive up to the mountains—deep, deep, deep up,” she said. “The roads aren’t even paved, and we’d be in this car, this van, careening on muddy roads that were dark, to get to the top of a mountain, to a small, tucked-away church. And there I witnessed the Pentecostal tradition, which has a lot of similarities with the Black Baptist tradition. With the role of music, and people catching the Spirit.” She would ride horses with her cousins in her flip-flops.1 (MORE ON AOC’S COMPLEX RELATIONSHIP WITH PUERTO RICO, SEE PAGE 204.)

On weekends and during school holidays, the family drove down the Taconic to the Bronx, where Ocasio-Cortez hung out with her Stateside cousins, most of them boys, many of whom she regarded as brothers. Some of these extended family members grew up to be cops. But one of her favorite cousins, the “largest and funniest,” was imprisoned during the “fever pitch of 1990s mass incarceration,” along with countless other kids she called “baggy-pant boys” who, she has said, fit the description of so-called “super-predators and thugs.” On his upper arm, her cousin had a tattoo of Jesus on the cross. As a child, sitting on his lap during family celebrations, Ocasio-Cortez would beg to look again at the inked image: the crown of thorns and a banner above it that read “Only God Can Judge Me.” It fascinated her. The leftist, socialist-leaning notions that propelled Ocasio-Cortez to Congress—that social engagement is the salve to class alienation, that the collective is more powerful than the individual, that only activist movements can upend racism and inequality—these were entirely absent from her childhood home as political concepts.

From a very young age, Ocasio-Cortez understood that to attain the level of comfort and ease she saw in the suburbs would require extra-hard work; her parents impressed upon her that she was responsible for her own success. Sergio, especially, fervently believed that people made their own luck and that through perseverance and imagination ascent was possible. He himself worked around the clock and rarely showed up to school events. “I don’t know that I ever met her father,” says Lisa Stamatelos, her Girl Scout troop leader.

“My dad instilled in us that we would have to always be ten steps ahead,” Gabriel said. “I have never felt cared about by the system. I never saw a cop that I trusted. There was nobody on the government payroll that gave me any type of joy.” If a political label had to be applied to the environment in which Ocasio-Cortez was raised, it might be “libertarian”—a DIY mind-set that prioritized grit and self-reliance and contained a deep suspicion of elites and institutions. “I grew up in a house that was actually proudly independent,” Ocasio-Cortez said. “I grew up in a house that said you need to be watching all of these people. Because none of these people could be trusted. To consistently deliver. Maximally. For you.”

Evidently, this perspective was shared in the mostly white, working-class neighborhood where the Ocasio-Cortez family lived. In the 2016 presidential election, the precinct of Yorktown Heights voted overwhelmingly for Trump. As a candidate and as a member of Congress, Ocasio-Cortez would wrestle with this. Could she build a working-class movement, based on shared experience and grievance, that would transcend race, generation, geography, and culture? Given all they had in common, could her Yorktown neighbors ever—hypothetically—be persuaded to vote for someone like her? Or are Americans so loyal to their inner circles and clubs that such political mixing is impossible?

Latino voters have been called “the sleeping giant”: They would be an intimidating bloc if they rose up. But, mostly, they haven’t. More than 30 million Latinos in the U.S. are eligible to vote, yet only about 60 percent are registered. The explanations are wide-ranging, from fear (of reprisal because of the immigration status of family members) to lack of access or interest because of language, cultural, and economic barriers. Politicians have historically not done enough to directly address these concerns. Many older Latinos tend to also be conservative on issues such as abortion and gay marriage while favoring progressive social policies on education, health care, and the environment. They do not fit neatly in either party, and their diversity—a Cuban dentist has different priorities from a Mexican dishwasher—means they can’t be appealed to in a uniform way. Latino men, especially, taught through religion and culture to regard their roles as head of the house and family provider as sacrosanct, tend to favor calls for lower taxes and personal responsibility. In 2020, 36 percent of Latino men voted for Trump.

As a child, Ocasio-Cortez lived these realities: Her maternal grandmother, Clotilde, lived with them, and every year extended family would join Sergio and Blanca to celebrate their wedding anniversary with a traditional pig roast in the backyard. But the family was also strict and religious, with gender roles firmly entrenched. Gabriel said he never came out to his family as gay because he feared rejection. It was “a Roman Catholic family,” he explained, “and tradition has kept our family alive; abiding by the tradition was survival.” So real was this fear of exclusion that Gabriel did not dare declare his sexual preference even after his father was dead. Because of his sister, “many people assume that there were many progressive values in the way we were raised, but the reality is that we were righteous when it came to our beliefs and morality about class.”

Being Puerto Rican, the family both was and wasn’t an immigrant clan. They are American citizens, of course. But they were like immigrants in that their identity, their heritage, their language, and their culture were rooted in a Spanish-speaking Caribbean island. Blanca was a foreigner here. Ocasio-Cortez related to the immigrant experience, and she shouldered the responsibility of her parents’ sacrifices and dreams for her with a sense of duty and respect. She met their expectations. She checked every box. She belonged to the Girl Scouts way into her teens—far beyond the point when most kids bail. She went to church. She bought every new Harry Potter book. She joined clubs and sought out leadership positions whenever she could. In addition to science fairs, she did indoor track, Model U.N., and Key Club. She went to high-school parties, but she was never that girl—no drama, no boyfriends that anyone can remember, “certainly not somebody who you’d see doing a keg stand or funneling beers,” says one of her classmates. Even as an adult, she was reprimanded by her mother when during a Facebook live blog she said “fuck” out loud.

“I grew up between two worlds in many different ways,” she has said. “Between the Bronx and Westchester, between the United States and Puerto Rico, between rich and poor.” It wasn’t something she complained about or rebelled against as a kid. She internalized all the discrepancies, learning to be extremely adaptable, versatile, sensitive to what different people expected of her and responsive to the different rules and norms that governed her separate worlds.

OEBPS/e9781501166983/fonts/RobotoCondensed-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781501166983/images/line.jpg





OEBPS/e9781501166983/fonts/Roboto-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781501166983/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781501166983/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/e9781501166983/images/f0016-01.jpg
MRSl takenty 0,2
EIR1Y el prm‘udrlrg‘ .‘g:_?

Free Radicals

722}
L 0|

The

Vethods g Materia|g

C. elogans Mooy

\J‘m

Why Uso Thom?

Testva

i there i

Lifespan vs. Antioxidants

| Summary.

trond with the

Procedure

ol antioxidants from o b,

Results
Phase 2

“Rotost lifo-cxtonding drugs from phaso 1

Average tespan . Mt

B motces i e
%ﬁwwﬁks

s poteased

on,antioxidants

extend fespa"
::150. ipolcacid proven most

effective
Conclusion

{- Hypolnes's upheld
. Oridativo siress plays key fole in
. ologans agin]
. potoridant reverse of hinder the
fscs of oxdaiie stess, causing an
exonsion n lespan

Future Research /

Applications

Reversa assay il be
ll b condcled —
S0mpounds tha casg i

alive strgse
‘wlbe‘mw.edhwr!eﬂh!espaﬂ ’
Coine anlogdant g5

by

I!'m

s iy
iy o
ok gt






OEBPS/e9781501166983/images/f0xxvi.jpg





OEBPS/e9781501166983/fonts/Roboto-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781501166983/fonts/Roboto-Medium.ttf


OEBPS/e9781501166983/images/f00xi-01.jpg
Alexandria
Ocasio-Cortez.

G Cards Against Humanity






OEBPS/e9781501166983/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781501166983/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		About This Book


		Introduction: Before AOC, After AOC


		A Life In Four Chapters

		Chapter 1: Just Relentless


		Chapter 2: Deeply Conflicted


		Chapter 3: Wild Ride


		Chapter 4: Breathing Fire







		And…

		1. A Child of ‘Borinquén’


		2. The Boyfriend


		3. Counter-Shaming Dance Videos


		4. Bernie Sanders: The Paradox


		5. The Dakota Access Pipeline Epiphany


		6. Saikat Chakrabarti: The Mastermind


		7. AOC ON: Why Beauty Is Political


		8. Authentically What, Exactly?


		9. The Art of the Dunk


		10. American Socialism: A Brief History


		11. Getting Her Elected: An Oral History


		12. Beating Bezos


		13. AOC vs. Nancy Pelosi, Day One


		14. AOC ON: A People’s Economy


		15. The Squad


		16. A “Concentration Camp” at the Border


		17. AOC ON: How to Grill a Witness


		18. The Green New Deal Changed Everything


		19. AOC ON: Being Called a F*cking B*tch


		20. AOC ON: Not Giving Up


		21. What the Teens Say


		22. AOC ON: The Terror of the Mob







    		Appendix


    		Note on Sources and Bibliography


		About the Authors


		Contributors


		Particular Thanks


		Index


		Image Credits


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Introduction


		Appendix


		About the Author


		Note on Sources and Bibliography


		Index


		Copyright








		I


		II


		III


		IV


		V


		VII


		XII


		XIII


		XIV


		XV


		XVI


		XVII


		XVIII


		XIX


		XX


		XXI


		XXII


		XXIII


		XXIV


		XXV


		XXVI


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		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


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		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


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		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


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


    		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362


		363


		364


		365


		366


		367


		368


		369


		370


		371


		372


		373


		374








OEBPS/e9781501166983/fonts/PlayfairDisplay-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781501166983/images/9781501166983.jpg





OEBPS/e9781501166983/images/title.jpg
TAKE UP SPACE

The
UNPRECEDENTED

AOC

BY THE EDITORS OF
MAGAZINE

Introduction by

REBECCA TRAISTER

AVID READER PRESS

NEW YORK LONDON TORONTO SYDNEY NEW DELHI





OEBPS/e9781501166983/fonts/Roboto-MediumItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781501166983/fonts/PlayfairDisplay-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781501166983/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


