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At the Women’s March in Washington, D.C., January 21, 2017.

Pari Dukovic


EPIGRAPH

“I AM NOT FREE WHILE ANY WOMAN IS UNFREE, EVEN WHEN HER SHACKLES ARE VERY DIFFERENT FROM MY OWN.”

AUDRE LORDE, 1934–1992

“I LOVE NAPS BUT I STAY WOKE.”

SIGN WORN BY A TODDLER AT THE WOMEN’S MARCH, OAKLAND, CALIFORNIA, JANUARY 21, 2017
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The march as seen from the roof of the Voice of America offices on Independence Avenue in Washington, D.C.

Brian Allen / Voice of America


DEDICATION

DEDICATED TO WOMEN,
 
DOCUMENTED AND 

UNDOCUMENTED:
 
THE DAUGHTERS, THE
 
MOTHERS, THE CAREGIVERS,

THE WORKERS, THE

TRANS WARRIORS, THE
 
WITCHES, THE ARTISTS,
 
THE REFUGEES, THE
 
LEADERS. YOU ARE OUR
 
LIGHT IN THE DARK.
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Washington, D.C.

Dina Litovsky / Redux


PREFACE

BY THE WOMEN’S MARCH ORGANIZERS

Where were you on January 21, 2017? If you were like five million women from Washington, D.C., to Dar es Salaam to Seoul, you marched in towns large and small, on state capitols. You rode buses, took trains, carpooled with others, scraped together cash to pay the fare. You made signs, held your children in one hand and a sign in the other. You stood up to tyranny. You raised your voice.

You began to change the world.

The Women’s Marches held around the globe that day constitute the single largest protest in world history. Let that sink in: The single largest protest in world history. As we write this, the march is still so recent that its ultimate impact has yet to be measured—will not be measured for decades—but already we can see the ripple effects, and they are seismic.

We are the national organizers of the Women’s March—along with dozens of organizers, we planned and executed the Washington, D.C., protest, while around the world thousands of other organizers launched protests in their own communities, from 750,000 in Los Angeles to a one-person protest in Show Low, Arizona. And now we hope that the story of how the march was birthed will inspire you to continue to move forward during this moment of resistance.

Together We Rise is both the story of how it happened and the story of what will happen next, because the vision the organizers had for the march is also a vision of the future, when ours is a more equitable and inclusive country. Making change is hard work, and we want this book to be both road map and inspiration. And documenting history matters. So often women are erased from our history books. Not this time. Signs and T-shirts along the march route proclaimed “The Future Is Female,” but so is the past—and unless women tell our own story, men of privilege will always rewrite history in their favor. We created this book so that no historian, pundit, or politician could claim what was ours. And what was yours.

We also want to shine a light on the woman-of-color-led resistance work that continues to be done across the country and that is so critical to our democracy and our humanity. When women lead, a different narrative emerges, one of collaboration—in which rather than being divided by race, sexual orientation, ability, or other factors, we are united, bringing all our identities to bear in favor of fundamental human equality.

What happens now, of course, is up to all of us. It was a march, but it was also only a first step. That’s why we’ve included suggestions on how to take action on issues you care about (see You Felt How Powerful Women Are When We Rise Up. Keep Rising.). And we’re sharing the proceeds of this book with three grassroots, women-of-color-led nonprofits, The Gathering for Justice, SisterSong Women of Color Reproductive Justice Initiative, and Indigenous Women Rise. Your purchase of this book helps reform the criminal justice system, guarantees more women access to reproductive health, and uplifts indigenous women to organize for the betterment of their communities.

Together we marched on January 21. Together we march still. The moment is now. Together we rise.


INTRODUCTION

BY JAMIA WILSON

“You may shoot me with your words, you may cut me with your eyes, you may kill me with your hatefulness. But still, like air, I’ll rise.”

Poet, feminist, and racial justice advocate Maya Angelou wrote these words 40 years ago, long before a group of visionary women (many of whom had not yet been born) ignited the movement we now know as the resistance. The passion and determination of this small group brought Angelou’s proclamation to life.

Rise, we did.

On January 21, 2017, five million women (and their allies) took to the streets around the world to stand up for their rights. This extraordinary moment had been made possible by an impassioned collective of organizers. In less than three months, they had done the unimaginable: Using activism as alchemy, they transformed one of the most divisive moments in American history—the election of Donald Trump—into an unprecedented movement that was both intergenerational and intersectional, embracing all aspects of its participants’ identities. And the 653 marches in the United States and sister marches on all seven continents were only the beginning. A wave of protest and activism followed the march and sustained itself through the first year of the new administration.

In the days after the march, commentators mused on the scale and power of the crowds, the signs, the emotion. But the Women’s March didn’t “just happen.” A team of organizers—including the four cochairs, Bob Bland, Tamika Mallory, Carmen Perez, and Linda Sarsour, plus Breanne Butler, Cassady Fendlay, Sarah Sophie Flicker, Janaye Ingram, Mia Ives-Rublee, Paola Mendoza, Ginny Suss, Vanessa Wruble, and many other devoted activists—worked long hours and encountered near-constant hurdles. They took cues from freedom fighters from the civil rights movement such as Angela Davis, Dolores Huerta, and Bernice King. They adopted strategies from other movements such as Black Lives Matter, the #NoDAPL movement, the DREAMer movement, the disability rights movement, and the anti–gun violence movement to set their own mega-movement into motion. And they worked with male allies like Harry Belafonte, Ted Jackson, and Michael Skolnik, while putting women—and specifically women of color—at the center of their leadership structure.

I am a woman of color. I was born in 1980 in Columbia, South Carolina, and grew up an expat in Saudi Arabia. I come from a long line of activists who “made a way out of no way,” and that’s why I heeded the call to show up on march day. The principles that guided the Women’s March movement align deeply with my own family history of daring to resist and asserting one’s humanity at all costs. My strong, black, feminist father marched in the 1970s to protest the incarceration of Joan Little, a cousin of his who came close to being executed by the state of North Carolina because she defended herself against sexual violence in a local jail after she was charged with breaking and entering. Growing up, I was fascinated by my mother’s stories about her own involvement with the Student Nonviolent Coordinating Committee and the teach-ins she participated in. I learned from her that my grandfather was what they called a “race man,” an NAACP member who traveled the South with his family, organizing meetings and marches to end segregation. It was my mother who persuaded me to march even though I was initially conflicted about participating—I felt betrayed by the 53 percent of white women who voted for Trump. Ultimately it was important to me to continue the involvement of our family line, and I was encouraged by Dr. Martin Luther King Jr.’s truth that “the arc of the moral universe is long, but it bends toward justice.”

The story of the Women’s March is a story of legacy and learning. One reason to bear witness, to preserve its history—as I have in my interviews with 30 people central to its creation and through the voices of others who attended and observed all over the world—is that the lessons in this document can help us continue to show up to work for a better future.

I’m an experienced organizer, but I engaged with the Women’s March as both a participant and, frankly, a student. Over the weeks it was being planned, its social media and digital organizing, led by Alyssa Klein and Sophie Ellman-Golan, gave all of us a front-row seat to the step-by-step formation of a mass demonstration. Like millions of others, I watched, listened, and participated in spirited debates about inclusion, grieving the state of affairs and celebrating triumphs with the Women’s March community through Instagram, Facebook Live, and Twitter chats. The living archive expanded day and night, building excitement, creating intrigue, and teaching us that something as simple as showing up is as beautifully messy as any other human endeavor—especially in the decentralized, fluid model the march organizers chose to follow. I may not have agreed with every decision that was made, but I supported the women who were making them and their courageous attempts at working together across differences to figure things out at breakneck speed—with backlash almost always guaranteed.

Over the years, I’ve attended more marches than I can count, but I knew this one was different when I encountered droves of pink-hatted women standing in line at fast-food restaurants and rest areas on the ride down from New York City to Washington, D.C. As I listened to Trump’s swearing-in on the radio, my tension was eased by the sight of an endless stream of buses speeding by on the Beltway, decorated with signs calling for everything from labor rights to environmental justice.

On that unseasonably sunny Saturday morning in Washington, D.C., we came together under banners devoted to the protection and uplift of our communities and on behalf of voices that too often remain unheard. While I marched, I learned that back in New York the bells at St. Thomas Church on Fifth Avenue played “We Shall Overcome” as marchers passed its doors. I imagined my mother back in the sixties, lifting her voice in song alongside Dr. Martin Luther King Jr., Bayard Rustin, Ella Baker, and other marchers, and I wondered if she had felt the same flood of emotions back then that I was feeling that day in Washington. As I marched, I imagined telling my future children, “I was there! Not just for me, but for you, and for your grandchildren too.” I knew I would be proud to say to them, “I was not silent. I was not complicit. We stood, together.” And when my eyes met the gaze of an elderly white woman who was wearing a vintage yellow Jackie O–style suit, sitting in a wheelchair and holding a “Black Lives Matter” sign, I was reminded of the importance of radical solidarity being passed down from generation to generation.

The grim reality in our current world of the rise of authoritarianism and the emboldening of hate groups is chilling. Yet despite the terrain being the toughest that many of us have seen in our lifetime, we can look to our activist ancestors as a compass and a road map. And now we can also look to the march organizers, who, in the spirit of MLK before them, showed us that leadership is defined by being of service, seeking solutions, and working for the greater good. Together, the millions of souls who marched proved to the world that liberation comes not from a gilded tower, bombastic tweets, or a reality-TV empire, but instead from the energetic hope of true patriots (both documented and undocumented) who understand that we are all, as our sister marcher Gloria Steinem says, “linked, not ranked.”

On January 21, the revolution was televised, tweeted, and live-streamed, but flashed by in what felt like a second. Although the march was one of the biggest mass demonstrations in recorded history, each of us experienced our own limited corner of the bigger picture, and the sum is so much more inspiring, insightful, and instructive than the parts we saw in our own individual cities and on our feeds—which is why a deep, behind-the-scenes look is critical to our understanding of what really happened.

It is too soon to know the full impact of the movement and of the Women’s March organization, which is still forming its identity even as it continues to fight for equality, freedom of expression, and justice for all. This book, like the march itself, is only the beginning of a story. But we will feel the effects of millions of movement builders, artists, and former armchair revolutionaries who showed up and marched to resist oppression and defend human rights, and we will see the impact of the record-breaking number of women now running for office for years to come. We can find solace in the fact that women have proved time and time again, from the first interracial Anti-Slavery Convention of American Women in 1837 to the Women’s Convention held by Women’s March in Detroit in October 2017, that when people come together, share resources, and turn our daring discussions into opportunities to grow and change, there’s nothing we can’t do.

So how did the Women’s March happen? Let’s start at the beginning.


Jamia Wilson, a writer and activist, is the executive director and publisher of the Feminist Press.
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Washington, D.C.

Jessica Rinaldi / The Boston Globe via Getty Images
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The view down Pennsylvania Avenue NW.

Mario Tama / Getty Images
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Washington, D.C.

Greta Rybus
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Jennifer Roberts for The Globe and Mail
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Participants in Washington, D.C., march with a banner showing the eyes of a woman who was not able to attend, as part of Inside Out, a project created by the artist JR.

Tony Herbas


BEFORE

[image: image]

Washington, D.C.

Matthew Pillsbury
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Clinton supporters at the Javits Center in New York City on election night.

Todd Heisler / The New York Times/Redux
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NOV 8–9, 2016
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ELECTION NIGHT AND ITS AFTERMATH

“I THINK WE SHOULD MARCH.” ON THE NIGHT OF NOVEMBER 8, 2016, WHILE PROCESSING THE OUTCOME OF THE PRESIDENTIAL RACE, TERESA SHOOK, A RETIRED ATTORNEY IN HAWAII, POSTED THOSE FIVE SIMPLE WORDS ON A PRIVATE FACEBOOK GROUP PAGE BEFORE SHE WENT TO BED. BY THE TIME SHE AWOKE THE NEXT MORNING, 10,000 WOMEN HAD HEEDED HER CALL TO ACTION, SIGNING ON TO MARCH. AND AROUND THE COUNTRY, OTHER WOMEN WERE PLOTTING.

TERESA SHOOK, Founder, Women’s March At first I was depressed and felt hopeless. I jumped on Facebook hoping to find some women to commiserate with—to help make sense of what had happened. I got on a thread where women were feeling the same, and the more they expressed hopelessness, the more I felt that old fiery urge to “do something.” So I commented that “we should march.” One woman in that thread said, “I’m in,” and that was all I needed to hear.

I jumped off the Facebook page and went to make a private event. Before I went to bed that night, there were about 40 women attending and another 40 or so who had indicated that they were interested. When I woke up the next day, there were over 10,000 women attending and another 10,000 women interested. I started saying “Oh my God, oh my God” to myself over and over, trying to take it all in. Then I got busy bringing more women on board.

BOB BLAND, Women’s March Cochair and National Organizer On election night my daughter came in before her bedtime, at like eight o’clock, and said, “Mama, tell Hillary Clinton I’m sorry.”

And I was like, “Oh, baby, why? The night’s young! There’s still a lot of states to come in.”

She said, “Yeah, but Hillary Clinton has three—and Donald Trump has twenty-one.” Because, see, even though she’s six and a half, she can at least read the numbers. I was the one in denial. She knew. She knew exactly what was happening, and I couldn’t . . . you know. . . .

Just like everyone else, by 2 A.M. I’m sitting there with my mouth agape, staring at a now-empty screen and thinking, What is my life going to be now, and what am I going to do for my family? I was pregnant at the time and I thought, Oh my God, I’m about to bring another girl into a world where we’ve just demonstrated that the world’s even more sexist than we had imagined. And the most hateful person, the least responsible person, the one that reminds me so much of the people I’m battling at work in the manufacturing world of the fashion industry in New York City right now—someone like that is actually going to be the president of the United States.

So, at this point, I had a few thousand followers in this Facebook group of “nasty women,” and they all came to me online the morning after the election saying, “What are we going to do? What are we going to do?” And it just hit me. I was like, Well, we should march on Washington, D.C., on inauguration weekend. And I put it out there.

Within two hours, thanks to the magic of the Internet, my friend in Philadelphia who’s also a sustainable-fashion designer called me, and she was like, “Hey, you’ll never guess. There’s somebody else who is planning a march.”

At this time, Teresa’s page was called the Million Woman March, and I saw that she had a few thousand more people who said they were going than I did, so I connected with her, and I said, “Hey, Teresa, I just wanted to share with you that I’m also planning a march on Washington that same weekend. Why don’t we combine forces?” And between her and some of the other organizers, we were able to merge the pages.






“THE NEXT 1,459 DAYS OF THE TRUMP ADMINISTRATION WILL BE 1,459 DAYS OF RESISTANCE.”

ANGELA DAVIS, ACTIVIST AND WRITER

ONSTAGE IN WASHINGTON, D.C.
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Photographer Kisha Bari was embedded with the march organizers throughout their planning. Here, a meeting in The Gathering for Justice offices.

Kisha Bari

CARMEN PEREZ, Cochair and National Organizer Teresa didn’t feel she had the capacity to organize a march of that caliber. So she gave her blessing to Bob. They consolidated the two events. And then Vanessa Wruble came aboard and in turn reached out to Michael Skolnik, the chair of the board of the nonprofit The Gathering for Justice, to find someone who could organize a march. And Michael said, “I know exactly who you need: Carmen Perez and Tamika Mallory can organize in their sleep.”

CASSADY FENDLAY, Director of Communications and National Organizer It’s kind of beautiful how Teresa birthed this idea into the world and let it go. She gave us this idea and didn’t want to hold it and control it.

BREANNE BUTLER, Global Director and National Organizer I got on Facebook and saw a post from a mutual friend, Bob Bland. We had tons of friends in common through the fashion industry, so I messaged her and asked what I could do to help. She said, “I saw you used to work at Facebook. Can you help make Facebook pages for all the states to mobilize to get to D.C.?” This was funny because I was actually working as the executive pastry chef at Facebook New York! But at that point it didn’t matter. She added me as a host of the event, which led to a 32-hour love affair with my computer screen. I thought we were going to break Facebook.

VANESSA WRUBLE, Director of Operations and National Organizer The decision to hold the march in January emerged out of Facebook chatter, but what tipped it to the twenty-first, the day after the inauguration, was that it was a Saturday; and therefore working people would be more able to attend, and kids would be more able to join, since they didn’t have school. It also shifted the feeling of what we were doing out there—we were not going out to shout in the face of would-be inauguration goers and clash with them. We were there to stand calmly together, speaking as one voice.






MY MARCH

“I DON’T THINK I EVER WOULD HAVE CALLED MYSELF AN ACTIVIST.”

I didn’t think I would go to the Women’s March at all—not when I first heard about it. I’m 23 and new to the “real world.” I studied feminism as an undergraduate at Cornell, so I was the one that friends texted all night on November 8 as the election results came in: “What do we do?” But I had nothing to offer them. I don’t think I ever would have called myself an activist.

By the time January came around I was dejected—this presidency would cast a shadow over the start of my adult life as a woman, working and supporting myself in the same city where Trump came into his fame. In my mind, this election would ruin the lives of people of color, the poor, LGBTQIA+ folk, immigrants, and refugees. But up until the week of the march, I didn’t think I would go. I just couldn’t. I was still too broken up.

Then, the week of the march, my dad, a 66-year-old white man, came to me and told me I should go—he said I couldn’t miss out on this piece of history.

My father came of age during the Vietnam War; he was teargassed during the Hard Hat Riot. He insisted that I go to D.C. and said he’d drive me down himself.

As we drove together, Dad told me about his own experiences with political activism, about what it had changed, and about feeling that his convictions mattered so much that he’d put his body on the line. I couldn’t help but feel that he was passing on a torch of some kind to me. Like the responsibility for social change was being transferred from his baby boomer generation to mine, the millennials, at that moment. Now I know I won’t let myself or my future children—if I have any—sit out these moments. I know how necessary it is to show up.

JAMIE ZABINSKY

23, New York City, documentary film outreach coordinator; marched in Washington, D.C.







GINNY SUSS, Producer and National Organizer Vanessa told me there were rumblings of a mass women’s march happening on the Internet. She was finding out details, but she asked if I wanted to be involved—we had worked together at OkayAfrica, a media company. I jumped at the chance. I had been devastated by 45’s win. It was like looking into Dante’s Inferno and watching the devils falling into the fiery pit.

I was foreseeing having this fascist, racist, reality-star idiot in office and horrified about what that would mean for immigration, for health care, for reproductive rights. I was thinking about the loss of human rights, the threat to Black Lives Matter, to LGBTQ people, to our education system. I was sort of compelled into action in a way that I hadn’t been in a really long time.
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Washington, D.C.

Michael S. Williamson / The Washington Post via Getty Images

EMMA COLLUM, National Field Director and National Organizer So the day after the election, I was just tremendously upset. I remember I was thinking about going to have a margarita and just going home and calling it a day. And I saw posts on Facebook about Bob Bland saying that there was going to be a march on Washington.

I Facebooked Bob, and I said, “I’m an attorney. Whatever I can do, I’d love to help.” And she wrote me back, and said, “Are you in Florida?” And I said, “I am.” And she said, “Do you want to run Florida?” And I said sure, having no idea what that meant, no idea what this was possibly going to be. Eventually I got on a group call with all the other women who at the time had done something similar to what I had done—had just volunteered to run their state, run their local area.

MRINALINI CHAKRABORTY, National Field Director and National Organizer I reached out to Bob on Wednesday morning following the election when there were still only like 2,000 or 3,000 people on her page. And I was like, Bob, you don’t know me but I really want to help. Please tell me what to do. I’m a pretty good organizer. When I was growing up in India, I fought for the rights of sex workers and victims of human trafficking.

I came to this country at 18 all by myself. I can get things started. And so Bob and Breanne and another organizer, I don’t remember her name, were getting state chapters started. And they were like, can you start Illinois? Because we don’t really have anybody yet. And I said, I don’t really know what you need from state chapters, but yes, I can start one in Illinois.
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National organizer Evvie Harmon (at center, with two hands raised) announces to the team that there will be a march in Antarctica.

Kisha Bari

[image: image]

Sara Naomi Lewkowicz

BOB Part of the reason that we were able to launch all of this so quickly is that we ran it kind of like a viral start-up; we made changes on the fly and weren’t afraid to fail and try again. And I think that’s actually one of the reasons why it was successful—it’s all about the moment, you know?
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NOV 9–11, 2016

[image: image]

WHAT’S IN A NAME? EVERYTHING.

THE WOMEN’S MARCH FACED ONE OF ITS EARLIEST CHALLENGES WHEN A WAVE OF ONLINE CRITICISM ABOUT THE APPROPRIATION OF THE NAME “MILLION WOMAN MARCH” THREATENED TO PUT AN END TO THE PARTICIPATION OF AFRICAN AMERICAN WOMEN.
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Washington, D.C.

Marcus Yam / Los Angeles Times / Polaris

BOB In the span of 48 hours, the page says there’s 75,000 people interested. And then it was 150,000 people. And soon 250,000 people. The beautiful part of it being viral was all the comments. And then suddenly people started asking things like “Where are the people of color?” and “Where are the Muslims?” And they were going through the lists of people that we were saying that we wanted to march in unity with on the Facebook page, and saying, “Yeah, but where are they in the leadership?” And for the first time, oh wow, we realized that we hadn’t really thought about who was going to lead this. We were just organizing as a bunch of people, and it was just like this huge, viral thing. And at that point, people said, “Look, y’all are white. Like, all of y’all.” And we were like, “Oh, shit. Yeah, you’re right.”

VANESSA There was also an uproar about what some people were calling the march at first. They had called it the Million Woman March—being ignorant of the 1997 Million Woman March in Philadelphia, which had focused on uniting and empowering women of color in America. That was one reason why the march was immediately a lightning rod for race dynamics. What we were hearing was basically, “Black women, you should not march with these white women, and this is why.” And then it was like, oops, a bunch of ignorant white women have reappropriated this name that black women used in the past. It was a huge controversy.

I reached out to the march group and said, “The name needs to be changed ASAP.” Of course, it was not done out of anything but lack of awareness. And I said, “Let’s call it the Women’s March on Washington.” Basically, as an homage to the 1963 March on Washington we all think of when we hear the phrase.





“IF ONE WOMAN SUFFERS, WE ALL SUFFER. AND BELIEVE YOU ME, MY PEOPLE AND MY WOMEN HAVE SUFFERED.”

JENNY MUNRO, WIRADJURI ELDER AND HUMAN RIGHTS CAMPAIGNER

ONSTAGE IN SYDNEY, AUSTRALIA





PAOLA MENDOZA, Artistic Director and National Organizer I got a call from Vanessa because they were seeing tremendous pushback, because some people were calling it the Million Woman March. Folks were giving them major criticism, saying that this meant it was a white women’s march and that women of color, particularly black women, were not welcome historically in the feminist movement, and this was more of the same. Historical conflicts that have existed between black women and white feminists kind of reemerged in this moment in time, where everyone was so angry and hurt and scared.

BOB At that point, I was not an experienced activist or organizer. I said, “OK, we absolutely need to pay attention to the comments and hear what people are saying.” All of us were receiving thousands of direct messages on Facebook—way more than we could possibly read. We had a lot of people offering to help too. Thankfully, one of the people calling us out on Facebook was Vanessa Wruble, and she didn’t just call out that we didn’t have people of color centered in leadership. She said, “Hey, you have to include women of color, and I want to introduce you to some.”

VANESSA I saw the opportunity—and this is where you can fault me for being naive and idealistic—but I saw it as an opportunity to try and properly build a coalition amongst women from different backgrounds. I jumped, thinking, I can help make this happen. And I knew that the march needed to be led at least in part by women of color. And those voices needed to be at the forefront of everything that was going on, because we can’t continue to make the same mistakes—we can’t do something that’s going to actually tear this country apart. We can’t afford that at all right now.






MY MARCH

“I THOUGHT ABOUT WHAT WAS REALLY IMPORTANT, AND IT WAS LIBERTY.”

I’m an American, but I’ve lived in London for 25 years. And all that time I have
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