
		
			Liminal Subjects

		

	
		
			Radical Subjects in International Politics

			Series editor: Ruth Kinna

			This series uses the idea of political subjection to promote the discussion and analysis of individual, communal and civic participation and activism. “Radical subjects” refers both to the character of the topics and issues tacked in the series and to the ethic guiding the research. The series has a radical focus in that it provides a springboard for the discussion of activism that sits outside or on the fringes of institutional politics, yet which, insofar as it reflects a commitment to social change, is far from marginal. It provides a platform for scholarship that interrogates modern political movements, probes the local, regional, and global dimensions of activist networking and the principles that drive them, and develops innovative frames to analyze issues of exclusion and empowerment. The scope of the series is defined by engagement with the concept of the radical in contemporary politics but includes research that is multi- or interdisciplinary, working at the boundaries of art and politics, political utopianism, feminism, sociology and radical geography.

			Titles in Series:

			Taking the Square: Mediated Dissent and Occupations of Public Space, edited by Maria Rovisco and Jonathan Corpus Ong

			The Politics of Transnational Peasant Struggle: Resistance, Rights and Democracy, Robin Dunford 

			Sustainable Urbanism and Direct Action: Case Studies in Dialectical Activism, Benjamin Heim Shepard

			Participation and Non-Participation in Student Activism: Paths and Barriers to Mobilizing Young People for Political Action, Alexander Hensby 

			The Crisis of Liberal Democracy and the Path Ahead, Bernd Reiter

			Becoming a Movement: Identity and Narratives in the European Global Justice Movement, Priska Daphi 

			Liminal Subjects: Weaving (Our) Liberations, Sara C. Motta

		

	
		
			Liminal Subjects

			Weaving (Our) Liberations

			Sara C. Motta

			[image: ]

			London • New York

		

	
		
			Published by Rowman & Littlefield International, Ltd.

			Unit A, Whitacre Mews, 26-34 Stannary Street, London SE11 4AB

			www.rowmaninternational.com

			Rowman & Littlefield International, Ltd. is an affiliate of Rowman & Littlefield

			4501 Forbes Boulevard, Suite 200, Lanham, Maryland 20706, USA

			With additional offices in Boulder, New York, Toronto (Canada), and Plymouth (UK)

			www.rowman.com

			Copyright © 2018 by Sara C. Motta

			All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote passages in a review.

			British Library Cataloguing in Publication Information Available

			A catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library

			ISBN: HB 978-1-78660-810-9

			ISBN: PB 978-1-78660-811-6

			Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

			Names: Motta, Sara C., 1973– author.

			Title: Liminal subjects : weaving (our) liberation / Sara C. Motta.

			Description: Lanham : Rowman & Littlefield International, 2018. | Series: Radical subjects in international politics | Includes bibliographical references and index.

			Identifiers: LCCN 2018015303 (print) | LCCN 2018030030 (ebook) | ISBN 9781786608123 (Electronic) | ISBN 9781786608109 (cloth : alk. paper) | ISBN 9781786608116 (pbk. : alk. paper)

			Subjects: LCSH: Feminism. | Feminists. | Social change.

			Classification: LCC HQ1101 (ebook) | LCC HQ1101 .M68 2018 (print) | DDC 305.42—dc23

			LC record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/2018015303

			[image: ]™ The paper used in this publication meets the minimum requirements of American National Standard for Information Sciences—Permanence of Paper for Printed Library Materials, ANSI/NISO Z39.48-1992.

			Printed in the United States of America

		

	
		
			In honor and loving memory of our fallen sister,

			Karen Louise Blake

			(August 27, 1974–May 10, 2015)

		

	
		
			For Sujey, may you always feel loved, may the luminous light of these pages nurture your courage to find your way, and may your life be a long one, well-lived. 
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			If you ever feel lost on your journey through Liminal Subjects: Weaving (Our) Liberation ‘For You’ will be your guide and anchor.

			Re-member, we have broken the cycle.

			Re-member, that we are the ones we have been waiting for.

			Re-member, that the darkness holds the keys to our emancipatory healing.

			Have faith.

			To an other beginning . . .

			Sara C. Motta

			31 December 2017

			Cali, Colombia
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			Untamable Women

			I begin on Samhain, on the dark moon, a time to let go of all that no longer serves.

			I let go of the silence. I let go of the unworthiness. I let go of the wounds that have separated me, exiled me from myself and you, you from me.

			I give thanks for my strength, resilience, joy and for our capacity to create works of art, life, love, and possibility, of exquisiteness, out of the pain.

			For we are lotus.
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					Figure 1.1. The Grandmothers

					Natvienna Hanell, Shamanic Artist (http://www.holywomanholygrail.com)

				

			

			I.

			I write this as an act of defiance, as a work of carving myself into being, and as a passing down the line of the wisdoms of our women of survival and of the groundwork out of which we might weave our liberation. I write this as a testimony to the war that is waged and has been waged for over 500 years against our women, our daughters, our sisters, our mothers, grandmothers, ourselves. I write as mestiza woman, as a political and epistemological choice and pathway of becoming other. I write, then in the traditions of racialized women who know how our philosophizing is cut like diamonds through the struggle to maintain ourselves alive and to create out of our wounds a healing that is beautiful and multiple. Our healing refuses to be contained within the disembodied epistemological borders and boundaries of modernity for whom we have always been the non-subject; the present absence whose silent screams haunt Your claims to Reason, Progress, Knowledge, and Revolution.

			I realize that I cannot keep waiting, for a time will not come when I have the luxury of time and space to think and let words and thoughts flow onto the page in the leisurely breeze that comes from the open window and a vista of peaceful waters. I realize that the only way in which I can write is to write in the cracks of my/our attempt to make sense of the traumas inflicted upon the women of my line and the communities to which I belong and where I have found my home-comings. And that this writing could never be separate from those traumas, could never or should never claim to create a sanitized distance from our red blood that flows in defiance of the claims to know us/me, the raced and feminized body politic under the White patriarchal gaze of capitalist-coloniality.

			I make no apology that this does not resemble the texts of high theory, that there is no attempt to mimic, imitate, or complete. When the (mis)naming comes (as they always name us, before we have had time to speak), of this as folkloric, ethnic (read concrete vis-à-vis your universal), unphilosophical, a politics of identity, a recuperation into hegemonic normalcy, a disappointing fake, an irrational monstrosity my reply is “FUCK YOU.” No apology. I will no longer hide. I will speak in tongues, on our terms. No attempt to explain in Your language for we have always had to explain and contort our bodies and minds and souls into such frames, grammars, worlds. Well now, it is time to LISTEN.

			A text message from my dear friend, my little girl misses me, for we are separated as I must split myself in two like the barbed wire of which Gloria Anzaldúa speaks:

			1950-mile-long open wound

			                                dividing a pueblo, a culture,

			                                running down the length of my body,

			                                            staking fence rods in my flesh,

			                                splits me splits me

			                                            me raja me raja

			                                            This is my home,

			                                this thin edge of

			                                            barbwire.

			But the skin of the earth is seamless.

			                       The sea cannot be fenced,

			           el mar does not stop at borders

			to show the white man what she thought of his

			                                           arrogance,

			Yemaya blew that wire fence down

			(Anzaldúa 1987, 24–25)

			I speak with my youngest daughter. I remind her to imagine roots growing out of her small broad feet to ground into mother earth. I remind her to imagine starlight flowing into the night sky to connect with the ancestors, our guides, to cosmic mother, to hug her mermaid and owly, and to re-member that I am next to her, that I am there always with her. She has the courage and bravery of the butterfly; my ancient soul child.

			I lay my body across the land to be at the side of my elder daughter; suffering the wounds of patriarchal capitalist coloniality, right here, right now. As I write, “Mummy I want to die” she whispers.

			I must stop now: 50 minutes grasped as the baby sleeps and in my hope that my elder is safe, in the dim light of a bent, damaged lamp, sitting on the hostel floor. My back aches, soreness, the bruises from lack of iron, listening to Lemonade—a sistar speaks. We are beginning to speak . . . of that I am sure.

			II.

			Tired weary body, shoulders, pain.

			No energy to write in the 2 hours for which I must pay.

			Plant a tree of possibility, cut out the noise to focus on the silence inside.

			Drip, drip, memories, recognition, words, being, belief.

			Many have spoken of the wounds inflicted upon us as feminized and racialized peoples by patriarchal capitalist coloniality; of our systematic negation as subjects which Frantz Fanon describes as “a furious determination to deny the other person all attributes of humanity” (1961, 250). This negation is experienced as invisibility, the White gaze of suspicion, and denial of the capacity of gift in which the question is always asked “are you like us” “are you truly human” (Maldonado-Torres 2007). This denial of the capacity of gift legitimizes the idea that there is nothing to learn from us; we are absent as (knowing) beings. In this the state, as sovereign, legitimizes an anti-ethics of war and conquest in which the exception of removal of rights, denial of humanness, and logics of elimination becomes the norm which structures our reality as raced “southern” women (Surin 2001, 205–11; Morgensen 2011, 69–73).

			These logics are the
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