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I dedicate this living work to myself as a radical act of self-love. I have finally come home to myself. To anyone whom I have caused harm while trying to find myself as a neurodivergent Black woman in an imperialist capitalist white supremacist ableist world. To all embodying the practice of being whole and human. In the essence of Ubuntu, I am because you are.






“I want my work to be about healing.”

—bell hooks

On December 15, 2021, I was shaken by the death of bell hooks, along with the rest of the world. I spent a couple of days on a roller coaster of grief, cycling through emotions. I felt sorry for not visiting bell hooks at Berea College. Shame and blame riddled me as I questioned if I’d adequately credited the great elder-now-ancestor for inspiring so much of my work. And so now, I ponder at this moment: Where do I go from here? How do I accept this loss and grow from it?

First, remember. This work is about healing. This work should be rooted in love, and love is, in fact, the work. bell hooks said, “Right now, there is such a profound collective cultural awareness that we need to practice love if we are to heal ourselves and the planet. The task awaiting us is to move from awareness to action. The practice of love requires that we make time, that we embrace change.”

bell hooks was calling us into the practice of love.

I want to thank her for inspiring me to move into a love ethic. For calling me into something bigger than myself. For teaching me that, as a Black woman, my words are poignant and powerful and that writing can be a healing journey. Like bell hooks, I want to be remembered not for who I am but for the work I’ve done in the world. May the words of this book bring forth divinely inspired transformation, restoration, and justice.

bell hooks, I thank you for being. Rest well, ancestor.

—myisha t hill








FOREWORD BY AYCEE BROWN


On May 25, 2020, a video was uploaded on social media. Another unarmed Black man was killed in broad daylight at the hands of cops. But this time was even more traumatic, as George Floyd called out for his mother while a cop had his entire body weight kneeling on his neck, cutting off his circulation. It went viral, and Black and Brown people experienced yet another trauma. I tried not to watch the video but I did. We all tried not to watch it but we did. Now that day is forever imprinted on our minds.

As a young Black girl, I’d seen videos on the news of Rodney King getting beaten by the police, and later in life, I’d seen Eric Garner shout the words “I can’t breathe” while being put in a chokehold as he was getting arrested. But George Floyd was different. The image of him lying on the ground not resisting was different. What stood out the most was the look on Derek Chauvin’s face. I was familiar with it—the look of superiority. He looked into the camera and didn’t care. Even as the cameras recorded him, there was no fear. It immediately brought tears to my eyes as I flashed back to moments of getting pulled over by the cops and calling a friend or my parents just so they could listen in, just in case anything happened to me. Even though I’d done nothing wrong or maybe turned a corner too fast or went through a yellow light right before it turned red.

When Black people get murdered at the hands of the police, we don’t think it’s a random case. Our first instinct as Black people is always that could’ve been me. It could’ve been our fathers, mothers, cousins, uncles, aunts, and friends. We don’t have the luxury to be exempt from death by the police. We have a long history in this country with it. It’s in our DNA, and no one should have to hold that much trauma in their body, currently or generationally.

But as a Black woman in America, my body holds many traumatic memories, including those that I’ve seen and those that have been passed down to me. All Black and Brown people do. The sudden wake-up call that white America experienced in the next few days after the murder of George Floyd threw me and others off guard. I, as well as many other content creators, started speaking out about the disparities in our niches. From calling out big brands to influencers, it was our time to tell the truth of what was really happening behind the scenes. As a Black woman in the spirituality and self-help space, I was angry and went on social media and talked about my own gripes and frustration about not being seen in that sphere. And then I started receiving DMs from people in my industry who hadn’t reached out before, even people whom I’d invited on my podcast and never responded. It felt as if they wanted to right years of wrongs with a direct message. It was almost as though for the last two hundred years they saw nothing wrong with what was happening in the world and now they needed to come together and support us. That was the most heartbreaking part of this traumatic event—the performances of non–people of color, from corporations to influencers, the black square, the social media break for a week to “shine” a light on Black and Brown creators. I remember a creator saying make sure you all keep that same energy when the dust settles. And the dust has settled and we are back to normal. Well, non–people of color are, but the rest of us still live in this world every day with harsh realities that, yes, we’ve made progress, but we still have so far to go.

A few years before this tragedy, Myisha told me she was going to put all her energy into Check Your Privilege because she was passionate about educating non–people of color about the disparities in communities, government, religion, and the workplace. She was passionate and yet she kept hitting brick walls. I remember late-night phone calls filled with tears about what she was trying to do and how no one was hearing her. At times, she questioned what was the point. I would encourage her that her voice needed to be heard. Myisha was working in a religious space and would talk about how racism is so strong in Christianity and it was making her sick. Her mental health was being jeopardized daily and it was hard for her most days. Her experiences at her job fueled her passion in doing this work. She was living what she was talking about. I felt her pain and I knew what it was like to have to keep your mouth closed in order to survive at a job that clearly doesn’t have your best interest at heart. Is it unfair that when things are blatantly racist at work, you feel your livelihood is on the line? Being quiet doesn’t fix the problem, but speaking up is so risky. And that’s a reality for many Black and Brown folx. Black and Brown folx in the workplace have had to silence ourselves in spaces that are predominantly white so we wouldn’t seem like troublemakers. I would tell her to keep fighting, keep educating. She did. And thank goodness she did.

Myisha kept fighting for awareness around these issues, and she finally began to receive it. And yet there is still so much work to be done. There are still so many eyes that haven’t been opened. But how do we do this work without breaking our backs educating white people? How do we make change without becoming the morality police? I truly don’t know. But I do know that it starts with inclusion: including more Black and Brown folx in spaces that are predominantly white, such as conferences, corporate boards, educational boards, and politics. We need to be seen in these spaces because our voices matter. But our counterparts have to be willing to go against the grain and include us. They have to invite us in.

It’s time for healing, but what most white people need to know is that there is no prize for healing and change. Many speak of inclusion, but are you yourself ready to be inclusive? Because in order to do this work, there must be radical transparency. There must be a willingness to make real change that involves action. Is this possible? Yes, but only for those who are ready. Ready to leave behind the old constructs that don’t benefit Black and Brown people. For this, Myisha has the answers. She has the answers to help the non-performance of change. Because an antiracist future looks like non-POC people extending a helping hand and making their resources available to us. It includes being open to hearing about the disparities without being defensive. It means non-POC people healing their own biases about Black and Brown folx and choosing to do better and not just talking about it. Myisha is working toward helping us all heal and have an understanding of what that looks like for both sides. She’s educating, informing, and providing tools for change. She’s shining a light on systematic racism. It’s going to take time, just like anything, but it can be done. And it’s going to take a collective effort. That starts with you reading this book. It starts with you having uncomfortable conversations. It starts with you calling out the people around you because you know better, so it’s your responsibility to do better. This is your moment to rewrite history and be a change agent in this lifetime. Don’t miss your opportunity to do so.






INTRODUCTION


“Not everything that is faced can be changed, but nothing can be changed until it is faced.”

—James Baldwin



I am Black and beautiful. Like you, my life has been full of nuance and trauma, and as an ode to Langston Hughes’s “Mother to Son,” we can say that “My life isn’t no crystal stair.” In fact, according to some, I have been a societal misfit. But I believe our stories are sacred, and it is through our individual and collective stories that we learn more about ourselves and the greater collective. Story captures us and teaches us insights for the future. Storytelling connects us and heals us forward. In my ancestral lineage, we used oral storytelling so that we could learn from the mistakes of the past. More than fourteen generations ago, my ancestors, members of the Akan tribe in Ghana, left through their door of no return. The stories that unfolded from there not only form the basis of my personal history but of the collective history of the culture in which I, and likely you, grew up.

I was born in Cook County hospital on the south side of Chicago. My parents were never married, and I was raised by my momma, grandmother, and the maternal side of the family. On my father’s side, my older brothers and my grandmother maintained connection with me throughout childhood. I was loved, nurtured, and nourished via matriarchy and Western Christianity, all of which made me feel I didn’t belong in this world. According to white culture, I’ve always been seen as inadequate, inferior, and a failure. But I wasn’t raised to believe the myth of white supremacy, or anti-Blackness. In fact, I was raised to appreciate my heritage, serve my community, and know my place as a Black woman in the world, which meant don’t rock the boat, stir up trouble, or speak too loudly.

I grew up socially withdrawn, but I didn’t know I had a choice. I was told “not to speak” and to only “be seen,” so what else are you supposed to do? My mom would say I was selectively mute because as a child I would just point to things and grunt. The thing is I could hear words in my head and yet nothing would come out. It wouldn’t be until I fought for my son’s autism diagnosis that I recognized that I was an undiagnosed autistic child. With two of my children having high-functioning autism and one with ADHD, it doesn’t surprise me that I would be seemingly disabled. If you know me and my work, you may be a bit in shock. Because the woman you see speaking out against oppression didn’t speak for years, socialized to believe her voice didn’t matter.

It wouldn’t be until I was in fifth grade living in California when my best friend, Janine Lee, became the spark for me to find my voice. We moved a lot when I was younger, spending four years in Berkeley and then four years in Chicago to take care of my grandma. In Chicago, my mother was a plus-size fashion model and put me in modeling and charm school for three years. I was always in awe of how she could walk a runway, transforming into a woman who was so full of life. My mother spent her time working, modeling, and enjoying her youth as much as she could. She had a strong work ethic that I didn’t understand. Instead, I felt abandoned by her absence. But it was this same work ethic that taught me how to hustle, believing that as long as I overworked, life would be okay. While my mother was gone, my grandmother took care of me, which meant I spent a lot of time in church, volunteering, visiting elders, or going to nursing homes all in the name of service and Jesus. My grandmother was an awesome woman, almost like a mother to me. I learned from her how to serve from my heart, give to the community, love all people, and forgive those who hurt you, among several other Christian lessons. What I realized was that socialized Christianity is what created a pattern for me to be taken advantage of and not have the boundaries to say no.

In 1992, we relocated to California. My momma didn’t want me to become a statistic in Chicago, having babies by thirteen like a lot of the young girls around us. So, at the start of fifth grade, I moved in with my aunt in Oakland, in the Temescal neighborhood. Oakland was beautiful and filled with the rich culture of my people (East Fourteenth and Durant Square reminded me of Bronzeville on the south side of Chicago). I loved Oakland and it broke my heart when I learned that we would soon be leaving for Concord, California, where my mom thought we would find a better life. Even at the time, moving to Concord didn’t seem like a good idea to me, but as I got older, I realized it was where I learned to uphold whiteness over my own Black identity. It would become my white culture training 101.

Leaving Oakland for Concord was like something you’d see in a movie: Leave the bustle of the city, hit the highway, drive through the affluent Oakland Hills and into the Caldecott Tunnel. On the other side of the tunnel, you’re met with a whole new world. Grassy knolls and clean highways were the path to the ’burbs and toward Mount Diablo. You could tell this community was full of folx who escaped the cities when redlining was no longer an option. Concord was a historically upper-class white community with a history steeped in the KKK and segregation. In fact, you knew when you should and shouldn’t go outside in Concord. The buses ran every hour and we had to walk with a shopping cart to get to the nearest grocery store.

Growing up in Concord was fascinating. Despite its whiteness, it was the place where I learned to speak and have a voice. Though most of the teachers were very biased toward white folx and many of the gifted students where predominantly male and white, most of my friends were multiethnic, and we took pride in being “diverse” and not seeing color. When my mom, brother, and I would go back to Oakland, my peers would tell me that I talked and thought white. I never paid attention to it though because I thought it was a badge of honor to live in a “better place” and have friends of all races. Most of the white kids were cool until we got to middle school, and that’s where the bullying began. During that time, I would often get bullied by the white boys at school who found joy in calling me Wanda from In Living Color or Sheneneh Jenkins from Martin.

I wasn’t sure what to do with the cruel treatment, so my mom and grandma got me into cheerleading. We couldn’t really afford it, so they would fundraise from their friends to pay for my cheerleading things. I think my grandmother even began ironing T-shirts as a side hustle to help with this and other bills around the house. A lot of the funding also came from my grandmother’s friends from church. Thus began my deep dive into white Christianity. I didn’t fit in, and no one looked liked me. However, I will never forget Courtney and Vanessa, who always made space and time to talk to me. Courtney was one of my few “close” youth group members, though I wouldn’t see her again until October 2019 at a speaking engagement. But I could have conversations with Courtney and Vanessa even outside of the church, talking pop culture, dreams of growing up, and what faith really meant.

I was also one of the first folx to know about one of my friends struggling with their identity. Because story is sacred, I want to respect her trust in me. I will say that those two friendships normalized standing out and supporting each other in community, even if the community was an all-white youth group. My mom believed the youth group was “an access pass,” sending me on ski trips, backpacking, camping, and “mission” trips all in the name of a white liberal Jesus. Each summer we’d volunteer at Opportunity Camp in the Santa Cruz Mountains, a Christian camp for kids from lower-income communities in Contra Costa County, California. But I saw myself as different from the Black youth we served because I was the volunteer; I wasn’t “like them.” Now I see how that sense of othering is what leads to economic and class privilege among the Black community.

For eight years, I was on the cheerleading team and in the youth group. But at the age of fourteen, I was sexually traumatized by a high school senior. I didn’t tell my mother until Tamara Burke’s #MeToo movement went viral. I was too afraid to share my truth because at the time of the incident, I was with the daughter of the CEO at the big company where my mother worked. Secrets were what kept me in a cycle of pain and trauma from which I would spend most of my life running.

Upon graduation, I wanted to pursue Black livelihood, moving back to Chicago to take care of my grandpa, find work, and go to school. In my head, I left to be famous. But that didn’t work out, as I found out he lived with a mood disorder, and at eighteen, I was not equipped to deal with it. Instead, I decided to move to Madison, Wisconsin, to live with my paternal side of the family. The years between eighteen and twenty-two were some of the most traumatic and hardest years of my life. I will not divulge details of that experience, but I will say trauma and boundary violations would reshape my identity as a Black woman. In those years, I had three miscarriages but found hope as a cashier at Home Depot where I met my God family who cared for and nurtured me back to my healing.

At the age of twenty-two, my mom decided to move to the Midwest with my little brother. In Madison, I got myself into trouble and eventually had to move to the cornfields of DeKalb, Illinois. It was there I found out I was pregnant. During my pregnancy, I went back to school. Not knowing the scam of student loans, I spent years living on Section 8 and student loans as I worked to get a degree and have a better life for me and my son. When my son was two and a half, I got into plus-size fashion and felt like I was on top of the world. I created X’Change Modeling to help plus-size women around the world gain confidence. It was an adventure of a lifetime, but that all changed when I found out I was pregnant again. Around that time, my eldest son was diagnosed with sensory processing disorder. Prior to his diagnosis, I would tell doctors something wasn’t right with him. He would thrash and have night terrors and display seizure-like behavior. In fact, when he was two weeks old, his eyes rolled back in his head, and he stopped breathing in his sleep. He was given a spinal tap at the hospital and diagnosed with sleep apnea. He was put on a breathing machine for six months. It was a relief to finally have one of many diagnoses to help him get the tools he needed in the school system.

When I found out I was pregnant with my second child, I felt like a failure. Pre-partum depression sunk in, and I didn’t want to do anything, but I kept on with my modeling and plus-size pageantry. When Melech was born, I had a great support system and I ended up transferring to a four-year university. All seemed well, but then I became pregnant again. This time I had to withdraw from school, quit fashion, and could no longer live on my own. Instead, I had to temporarily move back home with my mother. Pre-partum depression, and suicidal ideation, became the norm. My mom didn’t know what to do; there would be days I would be up and days I’d be down. I struggled with the idea that I would once again be a single mom on welfare. I considered myself a menace to society, a welfare queen. The stigma of baby daddies and welfare checks challenged my ability to see that temporary help as okay.

When my son Micah was seven, my son Melech was twenty-two months, and my daughter Naima was twelve days old, I lost my will to live. I was ashamed and my self-esteem was shot. I thought, Who’s going to love me now? Things had become so dark in my life that I couldn’t see a way out.

Imagine yourself walking in a dark, sealed tunnel and all you can do is go from one end to the other. There’s no air. And you feel like the life is being sucked out of you. That is what my battle with suicide felt like. There was no life. But eventually, there was a glimmer. Her name was Jeanette. I called Jeanette and told her, I can’t live anymore. Life is too hard; I don’t want to do this anymore. She called my mom and then stayed on the phone until my mom arrived. It felt like it was all moving so fast.

The next thing I knew I was in the emergency room, and then I was moved to a secluded section with glass and white walls and no TV and I was like, Okay. Now, I’m crazy. I thought Black people didn’t go crazy. That’s a white people thing, you know? I believed the good Lord was supposed to un-crazy me. Before I knew it, they told me, “We’re going to take you to a mental health institution.” Okay. Black folx don’t do mental hospitals either.

But I went. The ambulance arrived to transport me to a hospital thirty-five minutes away from my mother who took on my three kids, including my newborn daughter. On the way to the ambulance, I’ll never forget my mother’s face and the pain in her eyes. As she looked at the daughter, now a grown woman with three young children of her own, her face was filled with questions: Are we gonna get through this? Will her children recover? Hell, will she recover? Do I have to, as a former single mother, become a single mother again to three young children?

I remembered speeding to this “hospital.” And then we stopped. We went inside. It was quiet. Have you seen Girl, Interrupted, that movie with Angelina Jolie? Like with the doors? That’s a real thing, I was like, All right, how many other white folx went through this? So, they took me off the stretcher and put me in a wheelchair. And then a lady was like, “We need you to voluntarily sign yourself in.” What? I was so confused but I signed in.

And then they said, “Here’s some anxiety medication. It’s going to help you take the edge off.” I’m Black; I don’t take medication. The only medication that Black and Brown people take is for high cholesterol and diabetes.

The next morning, I woke up in the hospital. My roommate was this funky old white lady, about sixty-five with four grandkids. This was in Dekalb, Illinois, so all she talked about was the country and the grandkids and her farm and her husband and I was like, Okay, cool. And then she told me, “I’ve been in and out of this place for the last fifteen years.” And I was like, Ah hell no, that ain’t gonna be me. Not today, Satan.

It was in that moment that I was like, Okay, I must be here for a reason. I walked into the lobby, and guess what the first thing I saw was? It was a Bible. And the one thing I knew growing up in the church and being a strong-willed Black woman was that that Bible meant that there was a higher calling for my life and this experience was going to be used to bless somebody. Real talk. And I live that truth to this day. Seeing that Bible was God, the universe, Buddha, whatever you believe in, offering a sign that, baby girl, I’m here for you. It’s going to be all right, and you’re going to help somebody.

So, the Bible became my best friend. I walked around the hospital with that Bible and a journal and wrote every day. I would find scripture and ask myself, how does this scripture relate to me being in a mental health hospital? So, then my pastors came, including my Pastor Joe, who I told, “Pastor Joe, if the church had something for people of color to talk about depression and anxiety and mental illness, I wouldn’t be here today.” Now, I was high on medication so let’s not forget that, but I remember these conversations. I continued, telling him, “One day, I’m gonna start something for people of color to talk about their mental illness.” Who would have known that I was speaking Brown Sisters Speak and Iwosan Collective into existence.

And even as I sat there in that hospital, my pastor was like, “Yeah, you’re right. And we’re gonna support you.”

I smiled, looking out onto the snowy yard outside, “You bet your good Lord you are.”

When you’re in the mental health hospital, you must go to what’s called “Group.” The people who had been there multiple times told me that the way to get out is to take medication, see the doctor, pretend that everything is okay, and attend Group.

So, I did what I was told, telling everyone I was doing great, and biding my time until they gave me my diagnosis and sent me home. Before I met with the psychiatrist, I talked to my Uncle Brian, who at the time had a nonprofit called Black Men Speak in Oakland, which empowered men of color to talk about their mental illness. He said, “Myisha, no matter what the diagnosis is, it’s not a death sentence. It does not define your destiny. Keep on going.”

The next day after I got my empowering speech from Uncle Brian, I went to see the doctor, who after listening to me, replied, “Sounds like you have postpartum depression psychosis and suicidal ideation with a plan. Oh, and you’re bipolar.” Wait, what? He decided all this after forty-five minutes and a few days in the hospital? I called my mom and was pissed. I said, “I don’t know what this is, Mom. What is this?”

I asked the nurses to print out some information for me on bipolar disorder because I thought the path to healing would be fast. I could pray it away. But it wasn’t going to be that easy.

My mom talked me through it, reminding me of what Uncle Brian said, “No matter what the diagnosis is, it’s not a death sentence. It does not define your destiny.” I was still in my head thinking this was a white people disease. And that I was going to be healed from it. And so, forty-eight hours later, I was released, but that was after a seven-day stay at a mental health institution. For weeks, it felt like everybody around me who was in church, who was in my life, was judging me because they knew I was in that hospital. I felt like they all “knew” I was crazy.

Once I was out, I spent hours googling cures, trying to juice, teaching Zumba, doing Zumba, because I knew health and wellness could be a pathway, but I wasn’t quite sure how.

About three months out of the hospital, the suicidal feeling came back—that darkness, that tunnel, not being able to breathe. I told my brother I was going to take a bottle of pills and he asked me for my address. Thirty minutes later, the sheriff showed up. He told me, “You know, I’m supposed to take your kids and send you back to the hospital. But there’s something about you and I just can’t do it. So, give me the pills and promise me you won’t do this again.”

I started to feel better again, my mom came to help out, and I began to believe I was cured, but then four months later, the depression came back. I was in bed, I couldn’t get up, I couldn’t eat. My mom said, “You got two choices, you gon’ give me your kids and go do whatever you want with your life. Or you need to figure yourself out and tend to your kids.”

I was a teacher’s assistant and I said, All right, this is my last $285. I’m gonna buy me a train ticket to California because that was the last place I was truly happy. I called my cousins Simone and Wes and said, “Hey, this is what I’m going through and this is my action plan.”

And they said, “C’mon.”

Simone and Wes would be the lifeline to reset my life.

I got on a train with $5 in my pocket, real talk. A day and a half worth of snacks. And I went from Naperville, Illinois, to Emeryville, California. When I got there, seven days later, I had a full-time job. Three weeks later, my mom came with my kids, and two months later, we found our own apartment, where we’ve been living for eight years.

My breakdown led to my breakthrough, my greatest pain birthed my greatest awakening, and it led me toward the path I am on today.

You might be reading this unsure of the connection between this life story and the work I was called into with Check Your Privilege. Well, I believe that you can take pain and transmute it into power. Growing up Black, Christian, and a woman, I was taught that there are no throwaway people. That if you make space for others, you open yourself up for radical healing. Three and a half years ago, I had a disruption with a friend, which caused me to second-guess myself and question my own sanity. This friend happened to be a white woman whom I valued and trusted like a sister. Through therapy and reading, I recognized that this woman and I had a serious problem with codependency.

We decided to work through the conflict using restorative mediation, which showed me I was being pathologized for living with depression and anxiety. I was put into the one role I worked my whole life to escape—the downtrodden Black woman in need. I had done so much work to become a successful single mother, and then finally I realized it was me who was playing a role, the one whiteness kept trying to assign to me.

When we can move beyond the pathology of our identities, we can finally speak our truth. I can be neurodiverse and successful. I can be a single mother and beautiful and desired. I recognized that life isn’t a binary choice between good and bad, righteous and corrupt, as I had learned in Church. I decided I wanted to create a space to help other people identify how their behavior impacts the mental health of BIPOC folx. Check Your Privilege was born from the idea that there are no throwaway people, and that if we make space for conflict in community, we can heal our relationship with ourselves and others. I didn’t create this platform as a brand to make profit, but as a catalyst for transformation and change.

Check Your Privilege is an invitation to check our individual collusion within the interlocking systems of oppression. The systems of imperialism, white supremacy, abelism, colonialism, and patriarchy block us from being in true co-conspiratorship, instead leading us to maintain complicity in and apathy for our dominant cultural beliefs. CYP is not focused on the cultural phenomenon known as white privilege, as any one person can experience both privilege and marginalization. Privilege does not mean that you don’t have hardships; it means that the hardships you have experienced have nothing to do with your privileged identities.

CYP takes an intersectional approach by looking at the nuances of race, class, gender, ability, neurodiversity, mental health, and more. It’s about dropping into the shadows of our self and seeing how we are complicit within those interlocking systems of oppression. Because when we choose to heal ourselves, we are able to heal generations forward and back. The invitation is to check ourselves and how we individually and collectively harm BIPOC and ourselves in community. We’ll venture into conversations to unlearn and relearn what it means to heal our way forward, challenging the status quo and learning to do better together.

This work is my soul’s work. It is part of a larger calling in my life. And I continue to lead this work even as I watch my mother dying at the hands of systemic racism she experiences at the University of California, Berkley, where fake woke liberals demean her character by questioning her every move and white urgency and last-minute requests cause her to suffer from heart palpitations. I stay in this work to name the harm, to walk alongside, and to show how healing isn’t linear but a lifelong process of helping community, today and into the future.






• 1 • THE CO-CONSPIRATOR’S JOURNEY



“No matter where you are on your journey, that’s exactly where you need to be. The next road is always ahead.”

—Oprah Winfrey



Welcome to exactly where you need to be. If you are here, then you have been called in—called in to do the work, called in to show up in a different and more powerful way, called in to heal your way forward. But I’m here to tell you, healing is not a one-time event. It is not a linear process. Healing is lifelong work. Because the more you heal, the more the work is revealed to you and, usually, the more work we have to do. It’s normal to come into this work ready to pull up our sleeves and get our hands dirty. That’s why most co-conspirators move straight into performative action, rather than trusting the call of the real work—the call to trust the messy and complicated process of unlearning, relearning, being in community, and working toward the collective goal.

What is that goal? We are here to build a new way forward that centers the leadership, life, and journeys of Black, Brown, Indigenous, South East Asian, Asian American, Pacific Islander, and other marginalized persons of color. I believe that as children we are born into the world faultless, knowing nothing of the world or its expectations, but over time we are shaped and conditioned by whatever world is around us. For those of us with adverse childhood experiences, we grow up as wounded healers, looking for guidance to move forward. We search for ourselves in people, places, and things. From childhood, we have been socialized to seek happiness outside of ourselves, rather than experience happiness as an extension of who we are. It isn’t until we make the conscious choice to heal that we move away from the idea that a system or series of rules sets the standards for what liberation means for us. When we choose to heal, we recognize the journey as a life calling, and when we heal ourselves, we help heal humanity.

The co-conspirator’s journey is our reminder that healing is the only path forward. When we continue to work from our wounded places, either ignoring or causing harm, we are only walking backward from our humanity and backward into our history. We are being drawn back into the pattern of our ancestors and our ancestral oppressors. When we move forward, we heal humanity. It’s like the concept of ubuntu, an Nguni Bantu word from the people of Southern Africa, which means humanity toward others and is often translated to “I am because we are.”


I am because we are.



The co-conspirator’s journey begins with this awareness, followed by a call to action, and then requires us to face ourselves and our misdoings, including those that have brought us shame. The fear of shame can lead us to ghost the entire process, which is just another backward step into ancestral harm and complicity in imperialist, capitalist, and white supremacist racism.

Shame is an important part of the process. In order to be a true co-conspirator, we must turn the light on “shame” in order to sincerely grapple with the lessons we need to learn. Shame can be a catalyst and a teacher, but only if we move through it. Then, we can fail our way forward to heal. But fear of shame, or refusing to move through the actions it requires to unlearn those old supremacist tools, can lead to analysis paralysis, ultimately keeping well-intentioned co-conspirators from moving forward in their work and often leading them to ghost the process of growth.

Many co-conspirators get stuck in this phase of the journey. Have you ever been so caught up in your head thinking about the worst-case scenario that you freeze and become immobile to take the next step of action? The fear of getting it right leads to a freeze, and the freeze is so uncomfortable, it’s just easier to flee than stay and fight alongside the people you were working to support. One co-conspirator I work closely with is a woman named Britney, a white wife and mother who runs an animal sanctuary in Georgia. Britney has been on her journey for three years and describes that freeze as “feeling trapped in a state of constant mental and emotional overwhelm, where self-doubt and fear turn to apathy, leaving me feeling powerless to do anything.”

This experience of analysis paralysis took Britney down the path of ghosting her process. While ghosting is typically used as a dating term, in the context of the co-conspirator’s journey, it occurs from the discomfort that arises when someone moves away the psychological and emotional safety with which most white folx in the United States and abroad live and are born. When our safety feels threatened, it is easier for us to emotionally “flee.” Ghosting comes when we choose to stay comfortable. Comfort is not a teacher in life; discomfort offers the lessons we need to learn.

Our victory on this journey is waking up from comfort and reawakening to healing. And healing is not a comfortable journey. If you’ve ever broken a bone or sprained an ankle, you know healing can be more painful, uncomfortable, and frustrating than the original injury, and yet it is a biological requirement for recovery. Together, we are recovering the past and we are healing it forward.

Healing our epigenetic DNA will allow us to rewire our brains and face the memories of our ancestral past.


When we heal the fourteen generations before us, we heal fourteen generations in the future.
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