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To my love, to my heart, to my purpose, my son, Tarique.

I know the pain that my work has caused you.

To be present for the world requires my absence

in your life at times when I am needed most.

Know that, while my work takes me to places you

can’t follow, you are always with me.

It is because of you that I fight this fight,

    to make the world better for you. I see your greatness.

    Thank you for being my son and my best friend.






In order to see where we are going, we not only must remember where we have been, but we must understand where we have been.

—ELLA BAKER








Foreword “Is there room for someone like me?”


I’m from the bottom. To a lot of you reading, you have no idea what that means. The bottom is a place where you have to learn to survive before you get to live. I grew up in the Bronx. That was my bottom, but the bottom applies to any ghetto in America. The faces may change, but the problems in every hood are the same. The bottom is a place where mothers have to figure out how to feed their kids. It’s a place where there are no jobs. It’s where there are more bodegas and liquor stores than grocery stores. It’s where violence is so out of control that you have to slick your face down with Vaseline in case someone tries to fight you on the way to school. It’s like a piece of society that America has forgotten, like a piece of a garden that’s gone without water, so the only thing growing out the hood is weeds and that unlikely flower that survives through cracked concrete. I guess I would be considered the rose that grew from concrete. I made it out, but a lot of people I love are still there. Still suffering. Still neglected. Nobody can hear their cries for help. So, I use my voice.

Don’t get me wrong. I ain’t no activist. Tamika is the activist. She’s the one the people need. I’m just a real-ass bitch who’s not afraid to speak up when I see something wrong. That’s the thing that gets me. America is blatant when it comes to disrespecting and systemically murdering people of color. It’s obvious. It’s wrong, but everybody is afraid to speak up. They’re afraid to lose their endorsement deals, afraid to offend their fans, but I can’t help it. If I see it, I have to speak it, because I’ve been blessed with a platform that people pay attention to. Yes, I’m a rapper. Yes, I twerk. No, I’m not trying to be your children’s role model. But I still have an opinion on the injustices of Black and brown people. I don’t care that I’m not perfect. I don’t care that it doesn’t come out eloquently. People misunderstand my message sometimes because it comes out wrong. I don’t express it like a scholar. I get emotional. I let my anger bring out the accent, and sometimes it exposes the things I don’t know. I curse. I call people out. I say all the right things the wrong way, but I’ll tell you this—you don’t have to be a college graduate to be on the right side of history. My heart leads me to speak up. I don’t gain anything from speaking up, for standing with Tamika, for aligning myself with Breonna Taylor’s family or bringing awareness to our brothers and sisters locked up in prisons. I just want change. I’m trying to contribute to change. This conversation is for everybody. Every voice belongs at the table. From those surviving at the bottom, like I was once upon a time in the Bronx, to the rich white celebrities who grew up in Beverly Hills. Everyone who is willing to speak about the injustices against people of color should be welcome to this fight. No, I’m not on the front lines. We have our superheroes for that. That’s Tamika’s place. That’s not my place, but the awareness that I can bring with a single tweet, with a single social media post, with a single sound bite, is what I’m bringing to the potluck. That’s my contribution, and yes, sometimes I put my foot in my mouth, sometimes I feel out of place, sometimes I feel unwelcome because I’m not a traditional activist, but I still activate.

I hope this book, written by a woman who I look up to, a woman who shows all sides of herself to make sure she is relatable to regular people like me… I hope I learn from her words. I hope this book gives me knowledge and helps me understand the history of the plight of people of color. I don’t want to study it the way I did when I was in school. I want to feel Tamika’s perspective. I want to be inspired and guided to be a better activist so that I use my voice in a way that is impactful to the fight for freedom because I am criticized a lot for speaking up and saying the wrong things. I see people talk about my lyrics and me twerking like those things don’t allow me to give myself to injustice. The world makes me feel like I don’t have a seat at the table sometimes, but the ones who love to criticize shouldn’t care about who is sitting at the table. Whether it’s an old-school activist from the great civil rights era or a new-school social media activist. We all want the same things. If I’m doing something wrong in the way I represent the movement, don’t shun me, teach me. Help me. Tell me how to use my influence in a way that pushes forward the agenda for justice and equal rights. That’s what I want. I’m so honored to be in this book with Dr. Angela Davis. She is our hero. Sometimes because of the haters, I feel like I should just shut up, but I know I can’t. It’s too serious. Dr. Davis, please tell me and people like me, how do we activate? Are we welcome? How does someone like me, someone who has no political background, who’s a little loud, a little unbuttoned, how does that girl or boy from the bottom do their part?

—CARDI B






Foreword Dearest Cardi B


This pursuit of Black freedom for Black people has persevered over so many centuries and has claimed untold numbers of proponents. I consider myself one of many who have helped to push forward this struggle. It goes without saying that what is necessary to guarantee its continued presence is young people who can guarantee its future trajectory. Yes, of course you are welcome and you know that you are especially needed at this moment. Just as this movement requires the sturdy shoulders, forceful words, and steady leadership of our sister Tamika, we also need your vision, your creative power, and your unabashed political interventions. You inspire Tamika—and you inspire all of us. Young activists today recognize that structures have to be transformed, systems must be changed, and that we need a revolutionary approach to racism, misogyny, climate change, homophobia, and transphobia.

I was eleven years old when the Montgomery Bus Boycott took place and when the southern movement for Black freedom took shape. I have always been critical of the way we are urged to think of this vast freedom movement as only focused on civil rights, which is often narrowly defined as assimilation into the existing order. I advocated for the Black liberation movement because I knew that civil rights was necessary but not sufficient. Even Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., recognized that Black citizens required more than civil rights. We need justice: racial justice, economic justice, gender justice, and all of the substantive changes that will uplift our communities. As Black people who have historically benefited from the support of indigenous people in slave uprisings and in the creation of maroon communities, we should always be willing to stand with our native sisters and brothers. Our destiny is connected to Latinx struggles. The border must not be the site of racist violence. Nor should we accept racist violence in Occupied Palestine. This is the intersectionality of our struggles.

Black liberation is a pivotal ingredient of planetary justice and all those who imagine emancipatory futures are welcomed at the table. Your affirmation of this movement and of Tamika’s role in it demonstrates your commitment to equality. It is important that you and people like you, our artists, cultural workers, and influencers of new generations, are present because you invite critical engagement with our current issues. You all have an important role to play during this period. So many Black youth would not have been politicized if it were not for music culture and especially hip-hop culture. Hip-hop, like everything else, is diverse and full of internal contradictions, but it is absolutely clear that this music has helped to create new communities of struggle. We should not assume that political leaders and scholar/activists are always the ones who have the answers. Most often it is the forgers of our popular musical and visual cultures who know how to invite the world to experience, at the level of feeling, desires for habitable futures that scholars have not figured out how to convey.

I appreciate your humility, Cardi. While “modesty” is not a descriptor that most people would associate with you, the very fact that you are modestly questioning where you belong in this struggle indicates that you are precisely the kind of person we need. Your reluctance to acknowledge yourself as a powerful force for the movement reminds me of the way Nina Simone underestimated the way her art played an essential role in the fight for Black liberation.



Many decades ago, Nina came to visit me while I was in jail. It was a major highlight of the period of my incarceration. As she sat in my cell (I was in a small holding facility in Palo Alto with no visiting room), we discussed Black struggles unfolding at the time. My lawyers had demanded that I have access to any books I needed, so I had a few hundred books stacked against the wall. Nina took a look at the books and commented that she felt like she didn’t know anything at all and that she needed to educate herself in order to better participate in the Black movement. I was shocked because I looked up to Nina Simone as one of our leaders in the same way I looked up to other cultural figures like James Baldwin and Harry Belafonte. When Huey Newton’s birthday was celebrated by thousands of people at the Los Angeles Coliseum less than two months before the assassination of Dr. King, Nina Simone was the most powerful voice and the only woman on the program that evening. I felt compelled to tell her that she already had more knowledge than most of us, knowledge that moved, inspired, and persuaded people to join the struggle. Her “Mississippi Goddam” probably brought more people to the movement than speeches and political tracts from acknowledged movement leaders. So yes, Cardi, you are welcome: your art, your platform, your heart, your rage, are all welcome. You are an amazing cultural activist and you help to expand the collective movement to achieve justice for those who live under the weight of racism and heteropatriarchy.

There was a time when Black liberation was fundamentally about the liberation of the Black man. This was the approach that most of us took, even women, during the early period of the 1960s. So, this is an exciting moment because not only are we witnessing new ways of standing up against racism, but also ways in which the patriarchal traditions of leadership are falling away. This of course requires us to think about issues of gender and the ways in which binary conceptions of gender have prevented us from recognizing and taking advantage of the full power of possibilities of struggle. If we once thought freedom was freedom for the Black man and we had to argue that women needed to be included in that conception of freedom, we now recognize that we can’t hold on to these anachronistic notions. We live in a time where yes, Cardi B, you can be a leader. A woman. A rapper. And you can still speak up when you see injustice. It is important to give women like you the microphone to speak truth to the power of their experiences with injustice. It is equally important to welcome all progressive activists, however they express their activism, and especially trans women of color. If we learn how to challenge the binary structure of gender, that means we can also challenge a whole range of racist ideas and structures that have been with us for so long that they appear to be normal.

We are fighting for justice, equality, and for the radical transformation of the conditions surrounding our existence.

We deny ourselves the beauty and the power of collective movements when we assume that all of the participants are required to think and act in the same way. My own definition of activism is always very broad. It does not prescribe how people must think, how they must formulate their ideas, or how they must practice their resistance. It is not limited to certain walks of life and it emphasizes intellectual approaches that emanate from lived experiences and aesthetic awareness as well as from institutionalized learning. Its goal is to build communities and to bring ever larger numbers of people into the circle of radical struggle. Cardi, you can do that with your art, with your music, and with your words. You are just as welcome as those, like Tamika, whom I first met at the 2017 Women’s March, who take the podium and inspire us with their forceful speeches.

Many years ago, I came to understand the crucial importance of music and poetry when I visited the island of Grenada in the aftermath of their revolution. I realized that at their rallies the necessary political speeches would occupy no more than 20 to 30 percent of the program, because it was the music and the poetry that the people in attendance really wanted to hear. Art moves people, it educates people, it educates their imagination. So dear, please pull your seat up to this table, take your seat next to Tamika as she offers this book to the world, and be confident that you absolutely deserve that place. So don’t be reticent. This is a message to you and to all those who question their own roles in continuing a collective struggle that has been kept alive across generations. We urgently need your name, your voice, your art, your fans. Ring the alarms of justice because we have lived in a state of emergency for far too long. A radical revolution is on the horizon and it is the “unbuttoned activist,” in your words, who can relate to the people. We all want the same thing. Change will never come without the collective of organized communities of struggle.

This book—the powerful voice of a generation—offers us glimpses of the history of Black oppression and a guide for those who want to revolutionize our visions of the future. Remember that fearless young woman who gave us the words we needed when we were seeking to express our collective agony in the aftermath of the racist police murders of George Floyd and Breonna Taylor. Tamika D. Mallory now offers us a radical manifesto that will help to shape future generations of revolutionary freedom fighters. Take heed and move forward.

—ANGELA Y. DAVIS






Prologue January 6, 2021 Washington, DC


When I think of the most terrifying tools of hatred in this country’s history, I don’t think of a knife, or a gun. I think of a noose. I think of the Black men and boys whose necks were snapped under the weight of their swinging bodies as they hung from trees. It was paralyzing to see a noose hang in front of the United States Capitol while domestic terrorists breached the complex our congressional leaders use to write our laws. The images of January 6, 2021 left me stunned. The MAGA hats, the rioters scaling the walls of our nation’s Capitol, the uncontrollable mob causing destruction and accosting armed police officers without consequence. I took it all in, but it was the sight of the noose that left my chest hollow. The entitlement and privilege that so many still deny even exists was on full display for the world to witness on that day.

Over one hundred years ago, Ida B. Wells took a stance against lynching with her work, her words, and a printing press. She found that the lynchings rampant around the United States were not the consequence to crimes committed by Black men, as many wished them to be portrayed. Wells found those lynchings to be tools applied to enforce white superiority. The works of white mobs who wanted to keep Blacks in their place, economically and socially.

Fast forward one century later to the leader of this nation inciting the descendants of those mobs to the Capitol with the intent to intimidate, harm, and even murder political leaders. They came with their nooses, the symbol for injustice and murder, to remind Black people to stay in our place. Only these men and women didn’t hide behind white hoods. They didn’t keep in the shadows. They were emboldened enough to storm a building that hadn’t been breached in two hundred years to spit in the face of American democracy.

They were there to protest a new President Biden, and they were there in protest of Vice President Kamala Harris. Because how dare a Black woman be elected to represent a country they feel is theirs to keep. To own. So, they came, nooses hung high to put us in our places.

The infection that sickens America is racism, and the election of our new administration was the lance that forced that sickness out for the time being. Those men and women, unremarkable by appearance but terrorists all the same, came from behind stethoscopes, from behind desks, from behind their suburban gates. We have names. We have faces. Those were cops, they were military men and women, they were Olympians, they were even politicians themselves, attacking their own kind. In case we had forgotten in our moments of relief, this insurrection showed us that racism continues to live around us.

The irony that it took Eugene Goodman, a Black law enforcement officer, to save our nation’s congressmen and women from terrorists born and bred to kill their own, shows us what history has shown us time and time again.

Black men, Black people, expected to survive in the most impossible of circumstances, must always persist, expected to sacrifice for the good of “us all” without much recognition expected in return. Eugene Goodman, that Black man, is the epitome of what officers of the law can, should, and must be. He was in immeasurable and imminent danger. He was outnumbered and surely feared for his life, yet he refrained from using deadly force. He didn’t fire one bullet. He used his other skills, his training, and his humanity to divert the mob away from their targets of hate and violence. Who is to say what would have happened had he drawn his firearm. Does a bullet stop a mob? Does it fix the hatred in the hearts of man? Would one gun stop dozens or hundreds? Well one man, Eugene Goodman, showed what Black people have wished cops would recognize all along.

That mob showed up to fight. Not for human rights. Not because a member of their community had been shot and killed in her sleep. Not because a member of their community had been murdered by the very people their tax dollars pay to offer protection.

No, they showed up to defend their legacy of oppression over people of color and to affirm their claim on America as their country and no one else’s.

President Biden and Vice President Harris’s first days showed some hope. They lifted the bans on Muslim and African people trying to enter this country. They attacked the COVID-19 crisis head-on, committing to increase distribution of the vaccines that promised to save American lives. But tackling systemic racism will take more than the stroke of a pen. The attack on the Capitol proved that the issues Black and brown communities have called attention to, marched for, and died for are deep-seated, and the only way to do right by us all is to address this country’s history of subjugation.

We can’t go forward and unite with our oppressor until that oppressor repents and repairs what centuries of institutional imprisonment, murder, and hatred have wrought. Let’s see how the next four years under this administration tackles that. Until they do, this remains a state of emergency.

So, what are we going to do about it?

—TAMIKA D. MALLORY







SECTION ONE HOW WE GOT HERE









One Our Moment


My book.

That still doesn’t feel quite right when I see it. Despite what you may think, I’m not a woman who relishes the spotlight. Especially one cast over me in the wake of destruction. No, I don’t like that type of attention at all, so calling this MY BOOK feels self-centered. Calling a book written by a Black woman about race, mine, feels small. I come from a long line of Black women who never had the opportunity to put their thoughts to paper for the world to see. We must never forget that literacy is a privilege in this country. The very notion of reading and writing was a crime for my people once upon a time. I come from a lineage of American enslavement where Black men and women were whipped, jailed, and often murdered for attempting to learn to read and write—so it feels selfish to call this my book. It’s much bigger than that. I see using my voice, my school of activism, my history, and my personal experience to pen a manifesto of freedom as a responsibility to represent every Black man and woman who shed blood in this fight before me. I am my ancestors’ wildest manifestation. It is monumental that I’m able to contribute my narrative to history. So no, this isn’t my book. It belongs to all of us. This is a book about THE MOMENT but also about the people who forged this path to freedom before I was even a thought in my parents’ minds. This book is about bringing us—you and me and everyone fed up with the way things have been allowed to be—together to hold our institutions accountable. Finally. For their misuses of power. Their cold-blooded murders. Their pillaging of communities left out and left behind. And this book is a call to action to those who want to do something about it.

It’s no secret that America is at war with itself. On a global stage for the world to witness, we’ve shown ourselves to be at our weakest. A land promised to be a cultural melting pot has been ripped to shreds by leadership that encourages division between its citizens. But do not forget, this isn’t new. Donald Trump pumped old blood through new veins, reviving a time when overt racism was not only acceptable but expected.

“Systemic oppression” may sound like something trendy and new cooked up by wannabe radicals, but that notion is far from the truth. From the very inception of this nation, the powers that be have brutalized those of different races, religions, cultures, customs, and pigmentations. Starting with the decimation of indigenous American tribes, the founding fathers established this country with a clear hierarchical system in mind. Despite being guests in the New World, Puritans from England claimed to discover a land that was already inhabited. Native people lived in America prior to the false discoveries of Christopher Columbus (and Leif Erikson, too). People were already here. You can’t discover what belongs to someone else. The theft and murder that took place upon the arrival of the Europeans was the first act of terrorism on American soil. Native tribes were thriving, growing crops, governing themselves, and enterprising with one another. When the crusade to discover new land brought white men to America, they arrived to loot and conquer that which was not theirs to take. They brought terror and disease. Armed with new technologies of war, a system of enslavement ensued to keep the natives in line. Over 90 percent of that homegrown population was killed off. The land that our leaders—almost all wealthy and white—have the privilege to call free was purchased with the lives of people in all shades of humankind’s palette. Whether the currency be by blood or by bondage, ethnic groups outside of Anglo-Saxon heritage paid that hefty price.

Been there and done that, but it needs to be stated again. The greatest unresolved travesty in American history remains the brutal system of human enslavement in the South. It is the origin of Black America. Of impoverished America. Of incarcerated America. Black Americans have faced the most damaging forms of discrimination of any group in this nation’s history. While all ethnicities and races have experienced moments of discrimination here, systemic oppression for Black Americans has endured uninterrupted for centuries. It isn’t a moment. It isn’t a stretch of time when Black people had it rough and needed to earn their place in line. The invisible knee on the neck of the Black community has never let up. It is the totality of our experience in America, and the clock still ticks, as 402 years of systemic racism precedes me. We were born oppressed, we live oppressed, and we die oppressed. It is a system that offers no reprieve, no reparation, only a recurrence of injustice. It’s a cycle. It’s a generational burden passed down from the days of enslavement. Doesn’t mean there aren’t stories of success and Black excellence. Most of our people, however, deal with trauma as a normal part of daily existence.

It has always been in the interest of our oppressors to encourage America’s ethnic groups to separate themselves from one another. Tokenized and villainized, Black people have most often been the ones to keep at arm’s length. The scapegoats to look down upon as you make your play to move up the social ladder here. But if we look at the treatment of all communities of color over the course of American history, we will realize we are more alike than different. The Black, brown, and immigrant people who built this country’s economic infrastructure since the founding of the thirteen colonies have always been welcome only as long as we were useful—and quiet. It’s ironic that the Puritans who fled England out of fear of religious persecution went on to settle in the New World and persecute new groups of people they could perceive as below themselves, beginning with the Native Americans. White America has always capitalized off the sweat equity of people of color only to turn around and alienate minorities from the product of that labor. Labor produces wealth. Wealth produces power. Those in power make the laws. And these laws protect the majority and create disparity for every other community. Wealth in the South was accumulated off the beaten backs of African enslaved people. Chinese migrant workers laid down the transcontinental railroad systems that connected east to west. The jobs were so dangerous that there was a shortage of white men willing to do the work, only then opening an opportunity for laborers from the Far East. They carved the railroad through the Sierra Nevada mountains, yet their story is rarely told anymore.

Before them, immigrants from Europe came to nineteenth-century America in droves, attracted by the land of opportunity. What opportunity they could find was often in sweatshops, at manufacturers, and at the mercy of contractors more than ready to exploit their need for employment. Italian, Irish, German, Scandinavian, and Polish workers left home for low wages, poor conditions, and grueling hours. Ellis Island still holds records of the relentless stream of immigrants—all of whom would now be called “white”—who came into America, dispersed throughout the major cities looking for work, and found almost nothing of worth. You see, in America, even white people have seen the face of exploitation. Because here, everything, from enslavement on down to more recent disempowerment of this country’s workforce, has always been driven by capitalism and greed.

Green, the color of money, was the motivation behind these unfair systems. America is infamous for its disenfranchisement of communities of color. Our last president put behind bars thousands of immigrants seeking asylum. Guilty of nothing more than seeking refuge, they were locked away in cages while their children were taken and thrown behind barbed-wire fences—or worse. While I am a Black American and I advocate for my community, this prescription for change is necessary for all afflicted communities.

Discrimination and the brutality that stems from it are not only a Black issue. At any given moment, white supremacy can narrow its lens on you. Equality is a shared struggle for marginalized communities, but for Black folks, it has been exceptionally violent and dehumanizing. We’ve made strides over time, but the Trump era of politics reignited a strain of racism we hoped had been extinguished sixty years ago. Those old stains of blood pushed up through the soil as the rhetoric of white power was pushed forth from the White House. A country that allows the murder and disregard of innocent Black and brown people is a country unworthy of its allies’ trust or its citizens’ support. Half a decade spent whitewashing this nation, spent denigrating the unique cultures and shades that make this planet the beautiful symphony we know it to be, has left the rest of the world alienated. Black men killed by racist police and gangs—yes, gangs—of white-supremacist vigilantes. The president of the free world sent dog whistles clear as day to white supremacists, instructing them to stand by for action. Those same vigilantes stormed the Capitol Building armed with white privilege as protection. If it had been a nonviolent protest for Black freedom and justice, it would have ended tragically, yet these thugs, yes, thugs, were escorted out of the Capitol Building without the exercising of force. I’d bet that not a single body camera malfunctioned that day. We’ve all woken up some during the past few years and felt like we’re in The Twilight Zone, a place where everything we accepted as reality was turned upside down. It is a terrifying time to be Black in America. This book is my counterattack on that disorienting feeling.

I step foot in the streets to protest in the pursuit of justice. There are moments along that pursuit that feel lonely. I am not new to activism—this has been a twenty-five-year journey for me, and it has not always come with support and understanding. Many out there perceive me as an angry Black woman. Well, I am. I am angry because Black people are under attack by the very entity we’ve been told represents safety. I am angry because my community and the communities of my people are policed based on appearance rather than on suspicion. I am angry because innocent, unarmed Americans are being murdered left and right, for no justifiable reason, by the state sworn to protect them. How can you sit by and watch a George Floyd cry out for his deceased mother while being choked out by a racist cop, and feel anything less than anger? “Angry Black woman” is accurate. I’ve personally never contested that, but recently, others have begun to share in my rage. The world has been awakened to the inherent pain of the Black experience. Whether it be through personal tragedy or through witnessing injustice over social media, there has been an influx of support, an outcry, demanding justice. It’s a moment that has been a long time coming. Two hundred and forty-six years in the making, in fact. We cannot abide a world where humanity condones brutality by gun, by cop, by neglect, or by dollars.

We are in the middle of a revolution in America. Not the type of revolution white supremacists are fighting for. This is a revolution about true freedom and equity. We the people are fed up and will not silently stand by any longer. Donald Trump is no martyr, but his deplorable rise and fall exposed cracks we’ve all needed to see in this project we call the United States of America. He brought out the worst in us, but he also reminded us of the best in us as we pushed back against his poisonous agenda. History books tell you that revolutionaries wear tricorn hats or practice guerilla warfare in battlefields a world away—but they also live on your block, attend your church, teach in your schools, share your ideals, and do their work at home, shedding light on inequities and reminding friends and colleagues of the humanity we all share.

More than forty countries around the world joined the protests in 2020 against the brutalization of Black people. We saw an awakening. The entire planet recognized the plight of Black Americans and decided that enough is enough. The world’s beacon on a hill can no longer also project violence globally and leave its underclasses to suffer. People are choosing a side. Not everybody, but many.


Racist vs. Anti-racist.

Right vs. Wrong.

Moral vs. Immoral.



We must ask ourselves what type of world we want to live in. What type of society do we want to pass on to our children? If you are new to this fight, racism may not be easily identifiable to you. It is not always obvious, so let me be clear in my definition of what a racist is.

A RACIST individual is someone who believes their race is superior and will lie, kill, or steal to keep and impose that power.

It is not enough to be nonracist. In the words of Ibram X. Kendi, an ANTI-RACIST is someone who believes in equality and recognizes racism and fights against it, even within themselves.1 All communities come with their ideas of what other communities might be like. Everyone has bias. Everyone makes assumptions. Judgments. It is not realistic for me to say otherwise. It’s nice to think of oneself as more enlightened than the rest, but in truth none of us is perfect. We all have moments of prejudice. We all have categorized a group of people based on history and stereotypes imparted long before we ourselves were born. And that is why being nonracist is not enough. We must work hard to go against racism. Whether it be institutional or personal, an anti-racist will check racism whenever and wherever it is present. An anti-racist operates at a heightened state of awareness and is aware that skin tone creates unfairness in the world. Anti-racists actively attempt to level the playing field for different communities of people.

The alternative—not making a choice—is still making a choice. We live in a digital world where the excuse of ignorance no longer applies. There is no such thing as “I didn’t know.” In the past, a Northerner would never encounter the truth of racism that existed in the Jim Crow South. Or you might genuinely have been oblivious to the struggles of people held down in other places around the world, in Palestine or the Sudan. There was a level of concealing racism in the past. Today you know. Today you are aware. In a time when hashtags carry word of injustice around the world with the click of a button, there is no way for you not to know. It is right in front of your eyes, day after day, murder after murder. A lot of people have been asleep during the freedom fight.

Now is the time to wake the hell up.

This Book.

My Book.

Our Book.

The book of the moment rings the alarms of righteousness because humankind is in a state of emergency. My people are dying. Black people are dying.

OUR people are dying.






Two Legacy of an Activist


WHERE I CAME FROM

I guess I should begin with my name. Tamika D. Mallory. The Mallory name is rooted in activism. I can trace it back as far as 1861. Shepard Mallory, who I believe to be my ancestor, was one of the slaves who helped end Black enslavement for all in America.1 He was one of three enslaved Black men who decided to defy an order from their master, Colonel Charles Mallory. He caught wind of impending orders to help construct an artillery emplacement for the Confederacy in North Carolina.

Shepard Mallory, along with Frank Baker and James Townsend, fled upon learning of their master’s plans. They feared being away from their families. Today it sounds simple to think of someone running away, but it was a weighty decision for men with loved ones still in bondage. Not only did they risk their own lives by fleeing, but the punishment for doing so would likely be passed down to those they left behind. Still, they took the chance at freedom. Union soldiers from the North were nearby, too close not to take the leap of faith.


Just seeing the name of the family that used to own mine, the master who stripped me of the African surname that was rightfully mine, gives me chills. I’m a Mallory because this white man purchased my ancestors. It’s wild to think of yourself as a possession to be bought and sold, but it’s a part of who I am. Sorry. That’s off topic, but it’s what comes to mind when I think of where I came from. I’ll try to stay focused.



They took a rowboat across Hampton Roads in Virginia to Fort Monroe. The three of them were seized upon arrival by Major General Benjamin Butler. The Union leadership didn’t quite know what to do with the three slaves. The Fugitive Slave Act required that the three men be returned to their owner, but Virginia had just seceded and was a self-governing state, bound only by its own laws, meaning the commander at Fort Monroe wasn’t obligated by federal law to return the slaves. The valuable information about the Confederate Army’s plans to build more artillery forts made Shepard Mallory and the other men valuable assets at Fort Monroe, but by law, they were not even considered people. They were property, and by the letter of the law, their owner being a Confederate colonel made them contrabands of war. General Butler couldn’t return Confederate contraband that could be harmful to his mission. Instead, he offered the men refuge and let them become laborers within Fort Monroe. For some Union soldiers, it was their first time being in the presence of a slave, and through their interactions, they learned that Black people in the South were human beings, just like everybody else they knew. Shepard Mallory’s decision to escape to Fort Monroe caused a ripple effect, drawing more enslaved people to Union lines seeking refuge, forcing President Abraham Lincoln to finally address not just the approach to war but the circumstance of enslaved people waiting for the outcome.2 Those three brave men in bondage, one of whom is my blood ancestor, started a movement that created contraband slaves, building to more than forty thousand freed men and women who made it to Union lines.


OEBPS/e9781982173487/fonts/Roboto-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982173487/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982173487/fonts/Roboto-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982173487/fonts/Roboto-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982173487/fonts/Roboto-Medium.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982173487/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982173487/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		Foreword: “Is There Room for Someone Like Me?”


		Foreword: Dearest Cardi B


		Prologue: January 6, 2021 Washington, DC


		Section One: How We Got Here

		Chapter One: Our Moment


		Chapter Two: Legacy of an Activist


		Chapter Three: Justice Is Not a Comfortable Fight


		Chapter Four: The Rules






		Section Two: Where We Are

		Chapter Five: The U.S. vs. Black America


		Chapter Six: The Roots of Rebellion


		Chapter Seven: Say All Their Names


		Chapter Eight: No Way Out






		Section Three: Where We’re Going

		Chapter Nine: Defund the Police


		Chapter Ten: Harnessing the Power of Our Voice


		Chapter Eleven: Other Strategies for Change


		Chapter Twelve: Equal Justice Under the Law


		Chapter Thirteen: Cannot Stand


		Chapter Fourteen: Vote and Build


		Chapter Fifteen: The Fight Is Not Yet Won






		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Notes


		Index


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Foreword


		Epigraph


		Prologue


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Notes


		Index


		Copyright








		I


		II


		III


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		XI


		XII


		XIII


		XIV


		XV


		XVI


		XVII


		XVIII


		XIX


		XX


		XXI


		XXII


		XXIII


		XXIV


		XXV


		XXVI


		XXVII


		XXVIII


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238








OEBPS/e9781982173487/fonts/Roboto-Black.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982173487/images/9781982173487.jpg
Tamika D. Mallory

STATE
of
How We Win in
the Country We Built

Forewords by
ANGELAY. DAVIS ano CARDI B





OEBPS/e9781982173487/images/title.jpg
STATE
of

EMERGENCY

How We Win in
the Country We Built

TAMIKA D. MALLORY

ASTOLD TO ASHLEY A. COLEMAN

LLLLLLLLLLLLLL
IIIIIIIIII

New York London Toronto Sydney New Delhi





OEBPS/e9781982173487/fonts/Roboto-MediumItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982173487/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


