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To Zayah, Savannah, EZ, Kendi, Tae, and my dear Rai​—​I love each of you so very much. Thanks for enduring all it took for this book to be written with nothing but endless love, patience, and encouragement.




Foreword

Change never comes from the top down​—​it comes from the bottom on up. I first learned that lesson generations ago. I was just nineteen years old when I packed up to move out of Brooklyn to attend college at the University of Chicago. It was 1960, and the Civil Rights movement was growing all over the country. People were organizing in courageous ways against the despicable racism and bigotry that had become normalized in the United States.

At the University of Chicago, I became the chairman of the university chapter of CORE (Congress of Racial Equality), merged our group with SNCC (Student Nonviolent Coordinating Committee), and helped lead the very first sit-in on our campus against segregated student housing that was forcing my African American sisters and brothers to live in substandard conditions. Following our protests, the university formed a commission to address the problem and, in 1963, officially ended segregated student housing once and for all.

We didn’t stop there. All over Chicago, while hundreds of classrooms at predominantly white public schools sat completely empty, young Black children were forced to go to class in overcrowded, dilapidated trailers. They were freezing cold during the winter and scorching hot in the sweltering Chicago summers. And so we organized. We chained ourselves to one another and put our bodies in front of the bulldozers standing by, ready to install more trailers for Black children. We were arrested and thrown in jail.

The problem of police brutality is not new. We organized against it when I was a student and blanketed the city with flyers demanding that it end. I remember the police coming right behind us and taking the flyers down as soon as we put them up. I was still a student when I became an organizer for the United Packinghouse Workers of America. They were early supporters of the courageous Montgomery Bus Boycott and had Dr. King as the keynote speaker at their annual convention in 1962. It was then, nearly sixty years ago, that I first truly understood that civil rights and workers’ rights were one and the same.

During my life in public service, I have always believed that nothing is more powerful than the power of organizing. Our opponents have organized money, but organized money can be defeated by organized people​—​and this book is about how we can all throw our lives into organizing to make this world a better place together. Shaun understands that change does not just happen out of thin air. It’s made. It’s crafted. It’s organized. It’s fought for. And when we fight together, we win.

It’s not about me. It’s not about Shaun. It’s about us. If we are going to confront the reality that the United States incarcerates more people than any country in the history of the world, we must organize. If we are going to confront the reality that climate scientists are telling us that we have only a few years left to change the direction of our climate crisis, we must organize for a Green New Deal. The United States is the wealthiest country in the world, but on any given night, at least 553,000 men, women, and children are homeless and sleeping on our streets, 30 million people don’t have health insurance, and 44 million Americans are drowning in student loan debt. Greed and corruption put us here, but we can organize so that every single American is housed, is insured, has their student loan debt forgiven, and is able to attend college for free. I truly believe we can do all of those things.

Brothers and sisters: We are in a time that can often feel frightening, but I am convinced that together we will not only endure it, but come through it better than we are today. Shaun and I still have hope in our future because we know that when ordinary people stand together and fight for justice, anything is possible.

Not only has Shaun helped organize on behalf of my campaigns, but together we have organized to elect brave new district attorneys. We have organized to support teachers’ and workers’ unions who went on strike for better wages and benefits. We have organized to hold corporations and billionaires accountable to pay their workers a living wage. And through organizing, we have won great victories that we can and must build upon.

But now we need you. Join us. Or start your own cause or campaign, and we’ll join you.

Of course, the naysayers, the corporate elite, and the billionaire class will try to deter and demoralize us, but we cannot let them. There is too much on the line for us to back down. We must commit ourselves to the hard work of organizing​—​and here’s the good news: if we stand together, our nation’s history tells us that there is nothing that we cannot accomplish.

 


  Bernie Sanders



Introduction

It was a beautiful, cloudless Friday morning in July of 2014. I could smell the ocean and hear the soothing sounds of its waves crashing as I took the first step out of my beat-up Hyundai and slammed the door shut. It was about 7 a.m., and Santa Monica was quiet. Rush-hour traffic in Los Angeles could be maddening, so I had left home super early that morning to beat the snarled highways and make my way to the offices of Global Green, an international environmental organization where I served as the director of communications. I was tempted, as I often was, to walk the extra block to the Pacific Coast Highway and stare out at the blue water that stretched as far as my eyes could see. Something about the ocean centers me. Seeing it never gets old. But I was behind on several tasks at work, and the mounting pressure of deadlines overruled my inclination to be contemplative that morning, so I made my way inside.


The job was a major change of pace for me after years of spearheading my own philanthropic projects. I had become known in charity circles for my use of social media and email listservs to build awareness and raise funds for causes, but doing it for an organization like Global Green was a new challenge, bringing me into a more corporate setting. As I climbed the steps to our cushy second-floor office, I had no expectation that this would be the day that would change the entire course of my life. Everything about it felt just like the day before, and the day before that, and the day before that. Routine. But as I reflect back on that day, and over my forty years on earth, I see my life as split in two, existing one particular way before that Friday and in an altogether different way after it.

For nearly a decade, Global Green had partnered with Vanity Fair to host its annual Oscars gala. The entire budget for the organization hinged on the success of the event. That morning, I organized our donor database, mundane but necessary work that consisted of cutting and pasting and entering data for hundreds of donors. As the hours crept along and my colleagues filed in, I received a push notification on my phone from a former classmate of mine from Morehouse, where I had attended college fifteen years earlier. It was a Facebook message.

“Shaun,” my friend wrote. “Somebody posted something horrible on YouTube, man. The police are harassing this middle-aged brother on the street corner in New York and the dude is just begging them to leave him alone. He tells them over and over that he didn’t do anything. The man wasn’t armed. He wasn’t violent. None of that. And all of a sudden, this plainclothes cop comes up behind him and starts choking the shit out of him, like UFC rear-naked-choke style. The cop chokes the man while the brother was still standing up​—​then wrestles him to the ground and continues choking him. And Shaun​—​you can hear the man yell out over and over and over again, ‘I can’t breathe​—​I can’t breathe.’ He says it a dozen times. And the guy dies right there on the sidewalk, man.”

When I read those words, my stomach dropped. My first thought was that I couldn’t click on that link in the Global Green office. Don’t get me wrong: the people there were nice. But nobody ever talked about civil rights or police brutality or racial justice. I just didn’t know if I was ready to explain to them what my friend told me I would be seeing. And I’m ashamed to admit this, but a small part of me thought that he must’ve left out a key detail somewhere along the way. What he described for me was cold-blooded murder in broad daylight, with witnesses, caught on film. I wondered whether my friend had left out an essential chunk of the story. He hadn’t. Such videos have spread across the world in the years since, but before that day in July, a viral video of someone being killed by police simply did not exist, and so the reality of it was confounding.

I waited until my lunch break to watch the video, turning the volume down on my computer before clicking the link. What I saw was shocking. It was just as my friend had described, but worse . . . much worse. The full video was roughly ten minutes long. I didn’t yet know that the man’s name was Eric Garner, or that this was in Staten Island, or that the cop who choked the man to death, Daniel Pantaleo, had been sued for his brutality three times before. I didn’t know that police had been called there after a fight between some men in the neighborhood broke out, and that Eric Garner had actually served as a peacemaker during that situation. I didn’t know that the police there had determined that, even though the fight was no longer going on, they needed to make an arrest of some kind anyway to fill their quotas. All I knew was that officers had surrounded this man, as if he was wanted for something truly dangerous. In the video, you hear as Eric Garner insists that he didn’t do anything illegal, that he was minding his own business. But the police are undeterred. They claim they saw Garner selling a man a loosie, or a single cigarette, out of his pack. Since doing so was technically a criminal violation​—​albeit one that would produce nothing more than a ticket​—​they used that as their excuse to confront and arrest him.

When the video was shared on the news later, it was cut down to a fifteen-second clip, where you saw a man wrestled to the ground and heard him say “I can’t breathe” over and over again. That was horrifying enough, but the thing that haunts me to this day is what they did not show: the moment Eric’s body went limp. This vibrant, strong man who had done nothing to elicit such force went from saying “I am tired of being harassed” to gasping “I can’t breathe” to total stillness and silence, in a matter of minutes. Shortly thereafter, the police, with no emotion or concern whatsoever, started poking at him like he was a dead animal. It was appalling. There was a profound disconnect between the physical reality of this Black man who had been choked to death, lying on the ground, and the casual manner of the officers afterward, as if it was business as usual.

I realized in that moment that, for the first time in my life, I had just witnessed a man die before my eyes. It felt unbelievable, like I was in a terrible dream. I was immediately reminded of the brutal choking death of a larger-than-life character named Radio Raheem in Spike Lee’s classic film Do the Right Thing. But this wasn’t the movies. This was real life, and an innocent man was dead because of baseless, unnecessary violence. Then an even more horrible realization overcame me: what I had just watched was the equivalent of a modern-day lynching. The brutality. The cruelty. The lack of justification for these actions. This was an unarmed, nonviolent man​—​a husband, a father, a son, a grandfather, someone whose life was taken away from him by an NYPD cop who served as judge, jury, and executioner that day. And the officers weren’t the slightest bit pressed about it, even radio­ing one another on how Garner’s death was no big deal to them. I had not yet heard the slogan “Black Lives Matter,” but I remember feeling an internal rage at just how little the life of this beloved man meant to the police. Realizing this made my stomach turn, but it was not an altogether unfamiliar feeling.

Incidents of such gross brutality and violence had colored my consciousness for some time. From Emmett Till to Amadou Diallo to Sandra Bland to Trayvon Martin, there is a history in this country of unarmed, nonviolent Black men and women meeting brazen killers who refuse to value Black lives. But the difference here was that I had never seen any of those horrible murders with my own eyes. That afternoon, sitting in my cubicle, I watched a man literally breathe his last breath. Put simply, I was shook.

For the rest of the afternoon, I was completely unable to focus at work, my mind racing with ideas for how I could help get justice for this man and his family. My initial thought was simple and naive: if I found a way to share this video with my own network, a diverse group of individuals I’d known from years of fundraising, activism, and other social good activities, then it might eventually spread and catch the attention of the decision-makers and people in power, who would do something about it. Today that sounds really damn foolish, but sitting there at Global Green in July of 2014, it made sense to me. And so, straightaway, still in my cubicle, I began sharing clips of the video on my Facebook and Twitter pages, along with captions explaining that this man had essentially been lynched in broad daylight. The reaction was immediate, and it was deeply emotional. The mainstream media hadn’t begun reporting this story yet, but the power of social media carried the news of Garner’s death to thousands upon thousands of people. Soon enough, local news outlets in New York began covering it, with the New York Daily News putting it on their front page. A year later, I would be hired as their senior justice writer, in part because of the around-the-clock, hour-by-hour coverage I gave the case.

The case and the injustice of the murder of Eric Garner consumed me from that day forward. I took it personally, as if this had happened to a man I had called my friend. And so I went further down the rabbit hole, determined to excavate the truth. Instead of doing the work I was supposed to be doing for Global Green, I took that research and began channeling it into writing. Every single day, several times a day, I posted short pieces about the injustice of Eric Garner’s murder on social media, breaking down the laws, demonstrating the facts of the situation via still photos and screenshots from the case, and explaining them in ways that everyday people could understand.

As the days passed and Eric Garner’s killer still walked free, I began studying the legality of chokeholds by police and found that the NYPD had officially banned the move all the way back in 1993. That was twenty-one years prior to this incident, so in my mind it meant that the termination of Officer Daniel Pantaleo was imminent. This was captured on film, after all, and New York’s own coroner’s office had declared that Garner died by asphyxiation. But the more I dug into the NYPD’s horrible history of choking Black people to death, the more I realized that the justice that I thought was around the corner wouldn’t come without a fight. In spite of the practice being banned, more than two hundred complaints of chokeholds per year persisted inside the NYPD.

As Americans reeled from the public murder of Eric Garner, police violence continued all across the nation. Within three weeks of Eric Garner’s murder, a young father named John Crawford III was shot and killed by police at a Walmart in Beavercreek, Ohio, near Dayton. Four days later, a teenage boy named Michael Brown was shot and killed in Ferguson, Missouri. And two days after that, a young man named Ezell Ford was shot and killed by police in Los Angeles. Police weren’t killing people every few months, or even every few weeks, as I had thought, but every few days. We’d later find from the Washington Post database on police brutality that between 2015 and 2019, police have shot and killed an average of three people per day​—​nearly one thousand people per year​—​but at that moment there wasn’t widespread awareness of the issue. These incidents would get trapped in the local news cycle, never getting national attention. I homed in on the injustice, determined to give these cases the voice they needed. I all but abandoned my responsibilities at Global Green, spending twelve-plus hours a day researching and writing pieces on police brutality. I finally left my job for good the next month, with no idea how I would provide for my family. It was so damn dumb of me, but I knew that we were in a moment that required all the energy I had to give. It was a movement without a name. We’d retrospectively call it the Black Lives Matter movement, but as it first grew from sparks in New York and Los Angeles and Ferguson, we were just scores of determined strangers prepared to fight back any way we knew how.

That was the turning point for me. I had fought against police brutality and white supremacy in the past; speaking and rallying and organizing were some of my most formative experiences as a young adult. But despite devoting so much of my early life to those things, after getting married and having five children, I had hung up the megaphone, for the most part. I never imagined that in the summer of 2014 my life and career would go back, in so many ways, to how I had started out as a young leader nearly twenty years earlier. All I knew was that watching Eric Garner served as a defibrillator to my conscience, propelling me to stop what I was doing and to fight against this profound injustice.

While I felt deep in my bones that our nation was experiencing a crisis, I didn’t quite have the language or data to verbalize or quantify it. I’d soon come to understand that the police brutality we were witnessing was the worst it had been in the modern history of this country. But acts of violence were not just limited to incidents of police brutality. A public spike in all sorts of violent ideology and actions was spreading like a plague across our nation. Synagogues and mosques were being shot up. School shootings crescendoed to an all-time high. Hate crimes against the Black, Latinx, and LGBTQ communities skyrocketed. And a white nationalist would soon rise up and be elected president of the United States, setting forth a racist, xenophobic agenda under the guise of conservative values. I had no idea that any of that was coming when I began my earnest fight for justice, but it quickly became apparent to me that our nation’s worst problems of the moment were deeply, deeply entrenched in the fabric of our society, with no end in sight.

I sometimes wonder whether my life would be where it is today had I not received that Facebook message from an old friend. I don’t know if seeing it as a headline or reading about Eric Garner’s murder as a trending topic later would’ve had the same effect as watching the horrors of that situation play out before my very eyes. All I know is that when it hit, instead of looking away, literally or figuratively, I decided to be a part of the solution, the fight, the struggle. I wrote this book not just to tell you all about my experiences in fighting for justice and freedom. I wrote this book because I want you to join me. The truth is that we just aren’t effective alone. I need us to be in this struggle together.

 


Over the past few years, I’ve traveled to speak and organize in forty-five states. And in all of those places, the question I have received more than any other is some version of the following: “Shaun, what can I actually do about what’s going on in the world to make an impact?”

I understand why so many people ask that question. Our worst problems seem increasingly permanent and irreversible, overwhelmingly so. Bigotry and racism and white supremacy are not some fading, fringe part of culture that will die once our elder generation passes away. These attitudes are everywhere. They are a youth movement. They are in the White House. They are deeply embedded in policies. The world is on fire, literally. Leading climate scientists have said that we have until 2030 to curb the rising temperature of the earth or the impact will be catastrophic. Mass shootings occur on what feels like a daily basis. Instead of being challenged or held to account, the world’s worst dictators are being embraced by the American government. There is famine in Yemen and apartheid-like conditions in Palestine; up to two million Uighur Muslims have been detained in China. The news is a never-ending parade of catastrophe and despair.

Trying to capture the impact of this moment feels somewhat impossible, as every day brings its own unique horrors. Take, for instance, this forty-eight-hour snapshot of events that occurred in the middle of writing this book. In August of 2019, a white supremacist, whose manifesto echoed Donald Trump’s tweets and all of the conservative propaganda about the “invasion” happening at the border between Mexico and the United States, opened fire at a Walmart in El Paso, Texas, killing twenty-two people and injuring twenty-six more. It was both gut-wrenching and terrifying, providing further evidence of our urgent need to credibly confront both white supremacy and gun reform in this nation. But before we could even really process what was happening, late that night, a gunman killed nine people and injured dozens more on the street in Dayton, Ohio.

With the nation in total despair, reeling in the wake of the successive mass shootings, three days later ICE raided several chicken-processing plants in rural Mississippi, arresting 680 Latinx workers. It was the largest mass arrest of immigrants in a single state in modern American history. The raids took place in small towns and at remote factories, mainly out of the view of journalists. Children were left alone at daycare and community centers, on the day before school was supposed to begin, with nobody to pick them up and take them home. Their guardians, their protectors, their caregivers​—​their most cherished loved ones​—​had been taken from them, leaving these little boys and girls alone and scared, with nowhere to go. A lone local journalist began photographing and filming the despondent children​—​heartbreaking images that showed these innocent children in various states of anguish and anxiety, often with their faces buried in their shirts or hands, overwhelmed by the cruelty they were facing.


In the middle of all this chaos, a journalist interviewed brave young Magdalena Gomez Gregorio, an eleven-year-old girl whose father was taken and detained in the raid. As she looked into the camera, choking out words between sobs, she told the reporter that her father was a good person, someone who had never been in trouble, and that now she had no idea how she’d eat or get the school supplies she was going to need the next day. The tears of these children had already broken me, but the courage of the young, grief-stricken Magdalena ripped me to shreds.

The next day, the following quote started circulating on social media:

 


  Terrible things are happening outside . . . poor helpless people are being dragged out of their homes . . . Families are torn apart; men, women and children are separated. Children come home to find that their parents have disappeared.



 

These words were written by Anne Frank on January 13, 1943, but the brutal truth is that Magdalena Gomez Gregorio could’ve written them herself. While it feels almost impossible to believe that a sentiment expressed during one of the most inhumane moments in history could be relevant in this era, it damn sure is. The actions of ICE may have been legal, but what we retrospectively come to call crimes against humanity almost always are. And it’s the increased frequency of these inhumane attacks that makes our current environment so overwhelming. But it is essential that we fight back. As we grieve and try to keep ourselves from falling off the cliff into a place of total despair, we must also find a way to move from desperation to organization. And while that’s no easy pivot, our very survival depends on our doing this together.

That’s why I wrote this book. I don’t say this lightly, but I think we have a national case of PTSD. We have experienced so much trauma and loss as a country, and so little justice and healing, that it is understandable that we’re in a fog, struggling to find our way forward. I’m not telling you to “shake it off”​—​it’s never that easy​—​but I am telling you that, while we are frozen and in a daze, the people and systems and corporations that mean us harm are not. They are marching forward. Every problem that ails us continues because of their relentless commitment to the status quo. I want to help you, to help us, understand that we are facing threats and enemies and obstacles that will not disappear just because we really, really want them to. We must chart a path and march forward as if our very lives depend on it​—​because in this era, they do.

For years, I thought I knew what making change looked and felt like. I was wrong. And I don’t mean that I was wrong once or twice; I was wrong several times before I finally accepted that my working philosophy of changemaking was fatally flawed. It wasn’t my heart that led me in the wrong direction​—​that was always in the right place, and I’m sure yours is, too. But we can all have the best of intentions, and still fail in our pursuit of justice and progress if we don’t truly understand how meaningful, system-disrupting change is made.

That’s what this book is about. It’s the story of how I fought so hard for change and failed miserably for years on end. It’s the story of how I finally came to accept that it wasn’t just the might of our enemies but the design of our strategies that keeps us losing. It’s the story of how we finally started winning in our fight for real, substantive, systemic change when we shifted our methods and targets. It’s a book about how my hope in our future was restored, even in the midst of unthinkable bigotry and violence, because I finally saw a real path to victory for us. And most of all, it’s a book about how you can make change, because if I know one thing, it’s that it’s going to take every single one of us moving in the same direction, at the same time, and in a deeply organized way, if we are going to shape this world into a beautiful vision that is so much better than what we’re seeing and living through right now.


Part One

Our Roots, My Roots

WHEN YOU PICKED UP this book, you picked up a pass to a better future for yourself and for this world. At my heart, I am an imaginative futurist, and I absolutely believe we have the power to build and own what our future becomes. To do that, though, we need to reflect on some key lessons from the past that will shine a bright light on the steps ahead.

In order to be an effective change agent, you need to understand two things: where we are in history and how you, personally, can have an impact. In chapter 1, we are going to go macro and examine how we think about time and social progress as compared to the reality of how human history actually unfolds. This chapter is the key, the legend, the guide that is going to inform the rest of the decisions and action steps I am going to encourage you to take throughout the rest of this book. In chapter 2, I am going to tell you my personal origin story. I’m going to be vulnerable and put all of my business out there, showing you my scars and wounds, so that you can understand how these experiences shaped my activism. In the pages ahead, I am going to ask you to dig deep into your past, too, in order for you to make key decisions about how you will fight for change. It’s going to be a difficult, soul-searching experience, but I promise you, it’ll be worth it. Are you ready? Let’s jump in.


1

The Dip

IT’S HARD TO FULLY understand a moment in history when you are in it.

Let me rephrase that: it’s damn near impossible to understand and appreciate a historical moment or era when you are living in it. It’s just not something you notice or think about as you go about your day. Our everyday lives, even amid the chaos of the world, are exceedingly mundane. We eat, sleep, shower, shit, work, laugh a little, make some love, and do so every single day with full knowledge that parts of the world are crumbling all around us.

Now, when the history books are written, the eating, sleeping, showering, shitting, working, laughing, and making love are completely removed. As far as they are concerned, nobody has ever had to piss in all of human history; no woman has ever been on her period; nobody has had to pay a bill or wait in line at the DMV or get their hair cut. History books have a way of erasing everything that makes us fully human. They skip from highlight to highlight and crisis to crisis, but that’s not actually how time unfolds.

Time is full of heartache and heartburn. It’s full of laundry and meal planning. It’s full of traffic and charging your phone and rushing to work and being glad to get home in the evening after a long day. And in the middle of it all, when groundbreaking, earth-shattering historical events take place, it’s hard to know what they truly mean in the context of history, because, well, you also need to take the garbage out and do the dishes, and your health insurance is expensive as hell, and you have no idea how you’re going to pay off your student loans. Our real lives look and feel nothing like the history books, and so, over and over again, from the beginning of time until now, humans have found themselves caught in the middle of catastrophic genocide and war, dictatorial fascism and bigotry, without an intuitive understanding of how we got there.

As a high school student, when I studied World War II and learned about the sheer devastation of the Holocaust, I was utterly confused as to how the entire world allowed millions of people to be rounded up, snatched from their homes and jobs and communities, separated from their loved ones, forced to work, and then murdered en masse. In the history books I read, the Holocaust lacked a comprehensive preface: Hitler simply came to power in the chapter following the Great Depression and boom, there we were, in midst of evil. But that’s not how it really happened. None of history’s worst moments happen all of a sudden. There are always warning signs. You don’t wake up one day to find yourself suddenly exposed to genocide or war or famine or fascism; it creeps up on you, moment by moment, day by day, until you are fully immersed in it, surrounded on all sides.

As a kid, when I thought ahead to the future, my dreams were nothing but hopeful. I never could’ve imagined how many horrible turns our world would take. How is it that we live in the deadliest era for gun violence in American history? How could the United States now be listed as one of the ten most dangerous countries in the world for women and the fifth most dangerous country in the world for journalists? How could Donald Trump win the presidency one month after a tape recording was released of him proudly bragging about walking up to women, forcefully kissing them, and grabbing them by their genitals? How is it possible, in this day and age, that children who arrive at our border as refugees are being ripped from their mothers’ arms and separated, sometimes by thousands of miles, not for safety but for cruelty and nothing more?

I don’t think you’d dispute that we are in a deeply problematic place right now. It’s awful. And when so many depraved things happen in such rapid succession, it’s easy to get lost in and overwhelmed by the hopelessness of it all. When we get stuck in the malaise of these moments, without examining their root causes, it starts to feel like quicksand. We must look forward, yes, but neglecting the truths of the past will doom us to repeat them. Because if we don’t really understand how we got here, then how do we escape it?

 



I don’t get down often, but in January of 2015, I found myself in an unfamiliar place of gloom and dread. A cloud was over me and I just couldn’t shake it. I had left a reliable job to throw my entire life into seeking justice for families who had lost a loved one to police brutality​—​and we were getting nothing close to that outcome.

It was brutal, grueling, emotionally draining work. From the beginning of the Black Lives Matter movement, the pace had been that of a full sprint, with little time for recovery or reflection between incidents. Daily, I would be asked to support and advocate for someone else who had experienced a new atrocity at the hands of the police. I’m thinking of men and women like Dontre Hamilton, Akai Gurley, Yvette Smith, Ernest Satterwhite, Tanisha Anderson​—​all of whom were unarmed when they were killed by the police. I would try my best to swiftly assess the facts of each case, while also responding quickly enough to break into the news cycle. By this time, I was writing several pieces a day for the Daily Kos, which gave me a national platform, and that platform meant that more and more heartbroken pleas for help were flooding my inbox. Today we have dozens of local and national reporters whose beat is social justice or even police brutality specifically, but in 2014, few such positions
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