
[image: image]


[image: image]




Dedication

To everyone who has been made to feel as if their nuance is a nuisance.

And to those picking up the pieces others thought they had broken beyond repair.
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Mercy, Mercy Me

To all of those in the process of evolving into someone freer:

For a long time, I thought joy was something I didn’t deserve because my cup always seemed to runneth over with pain. So much so that it spilled out into a river of harm I have inflicted on others. But I met joy for the first time a few years ago as I stood on the edge of that river ready to jump in and be swept away.

As I readied myself to jump, suddenly the sun’s warmth seemed to drape over and calm me, like a parent’s embrace and kiss on the forehead to calm a child. Then the wind whispered in my ears as it pushed me away from that river, “You are more than the trauma you have endured, and you can be more than the trauma you have caused.”

I began to cry as I had never cried before, and on that river, I was reborn with the understanding that healing and accountability give us the opportunity to no longer be bound to our past selves.

I am not my past selves.

That day, I believe I was given an assignment, not to simply write a book but rather to create a space. Somewhere we can leave the pieces of ourselves that don’t serve joy. Somewhere we can be accountable for who we have been within the oppressive systems that have gaslighted us into being less than who we truly are. Somewhere we can grow and help others feel safe.

The words on these pages sing the song of goodbye to the men I have been and welcome with open arms the man I am becoming. But there is room here for you as well—there is room for all of us.

My love grows daily for the man I am trying to be, but the journey to become him is difficult and I know it will take the rest of my life. As will the work of unpacking how patriarchy, white supremacy, and capitalism have consorted to destroy all we hold dear.

This book is not a map for the journey, but rather a prospective on which direction to go and someone to walk with along the way. I hope that my experiences, my pain, my growth serve as reminders that we are not bound to the gravity of pain. We are not bound to misogyny, homophobia, transphobia, or any manifestation of what has kept us from the ultimate joy of freedom.

May in this space we find strength, understanding, progress, and joy.

May in this space we find the courage to heal and grow.

May in this space we find the warmth of the sun and the honesty of the wind.

With Love,

Fred





Introduction

A Legacy of Anti-Patriarchy

I don’t have a good memory. I’m not someone who recalls faces easily or where I might have met you the first time. But it’s not for a lack of trying. I dread the moments in which I may accidentally make someone feel as if they were irrelevant to me, or that I don’t remember them because I’ve deemed myself more important than they are. In reality, for quite some time, I’ve found nearly every interaction I have and person I meet to be important. But I didn’t always feel this way.

It wasn’t until I was around twenty-four years old that I began to realize how crucial it is to breathe in all parts of those around us, good or bad. How essential it is to grasp the moments of our lives, fleeting or persistent. Connection is one of the most beautiful aspects of being here, and in a terrible turn of fate, I was made to realize this more fully than ever before. After a long stretch of arduous symptoms, I found out my short-term memory loss, along with many other newly developed ailments, was due to me having multiple sclerosis, a diagnosis that would change everything. I could no longer grasp anything or anyone as tightly as before, when I didn’t even realize how important it was to do so. Suddenly, it felt like my entire life was going to slip away, like trying to clench the last days of summer’s sand in your hand.

Learning about my sickness was the first time I considered that at such a young age I could be taken from this world by something other than a white man’s rage or a white woman’s tears. I spent most of my life being reminded by white supremacy that time is a luxury, but I couldn’t reconcile how little of it I might have.

When I was a young boy, teachers often asked me what I wanted to be when I grew up, to which I’d typically respond in a way that would make us both comfortable: “I want to be the president!” As I became older, the answer evolved into things that were more feasible: “I want to be a lawyer.” But the truth is that since I was about ten years old all I actually wanted to be when I grew up was alive.

For me at just twenty-four, every moment suddenly felt as though it was borrowed time. Doctors couldn’t tell me whether my sickness would become worse or regress back into whatever chasm it came from. All I knew was that this creature lurked in my body and threatened to take everything from me.

But as I saw my mortality looking back at me in the mirror, I began to consider not only the time that I was potentially going to lose—but also the time that I had been given. Who had I been? What would I be remembered for? What would I be remembered as? When I assessed honestly who I had been throughout my life, I didn’t like the truth. I had spent most of my youth navigating the world and the people around me through a misogynistic and toxic masculine lens; destroying many of my relationships with others, especially women; and completely failing to reciprocate any semblance of love or respect as I was receiving it. I took those truths and built a boat so that I could sail away and lose myself on an ocean of brown depression, looking for answers at the bottom of the bottle. It’s a difficult thing to accept that you may be remembered for more harm than good.

But somewhere along the way I found myself washed up on a shore in the form of a simple truth that was greater than any of my failures. Time is only what you make it. When I reached that shore, I asked myself a question, “Are you willing to try and give more than you have taken?” Since then, my work, including this book, has been an attempt to answer that question.

If there is a devil, he toils in keeping us fixated on our pain rather than on the pain we are causing. But what if together we dared to imagine ourselves beyond the harm we have felt and the harm we have inflicted? I’m daring to imagine all those things.

We will all be called home by our ancestors at some point, that is inevitable. But the question is whether you’ll be greeted fondly for what you did while you were away from home.

Realizing your life won’t last forever has a way of reminding you to be free. Realizing your name may last forever has a way of reminding you to help free others.

As I said, being a Black man in America, I’ve thought about the concept of freedom since I was very young. Who is free, who isn’t free, is anyone free? But for the first time, it dawned on me after finding out I’m sick that I may never get to see any semblance of freedom for myself during my remaining years. That doesn’t mean I can’t help others have what I never will in this life.

I have never had more conversations about freedom and the work necessary to attain it than during 2020, a year in which the world faced one of the deadliest health crises in history and its subsequent systemic impact. An impact that disproportionately decimated already marginalized communities globally, as is sadly always the case.

It was also a year in which many people believe the world began a long overdue reckoning with both white supremacy and its manifestations, such as police brutality. Personally, I believe we are heading in the right direction, but I don’t think we’ve reached a true reckoning yet. That would require a dismantling of oppressive systems and accountability for the conscious and unconscious roles we all play in them. If a true reckoning was taking place, conversations and policies focused on supporting Black transgender women and reparations would not still be widely framed as “radical.”

As I watched the names of Breonna Taylor, George Floyd, Ahmaud Arbery, and many others rightfully highlighted across various forms of media, I also saw growth in support for progressive movements and conversations. “Listen to Black women,” Black Lives Matter, the importance of Black joy, and Defund the Police were all gaining steam, even if only to regress mightily later on.

The ranks of the anti-racist movement were seemingly growing by the day. But I rarely saw mainstream conversations about the record number of trans women who had been murdered, the skyrocketing rates of domestic violence since people spent more time at home together, the assault on reproductive rights throughout the country, and the fact that most of the job loss caused by the pandemic had been suffered by women of color. The failure of many people’s anti-racism work is that they don’t account for the patriarchy and how it’s conditioned us to uphold not only homophobia, misogyny, and transphobia—but white supremacy as well.

Intersectional oppression requires intersectional liberation.

I have spent years coming face to face with and reconciling how I have been conditioned in, complicit with, and upholding of the oppression of others. That is not to say I now think of myself as perfect or some sort of savior. I’m still unpacking what I have sowed in this world. I am working every day to emancipate myself and others from the patriarchy. Because, unbeknownst to those who can’t see the chains, we are not nearly close to being free.

As bell hooks said: 

Visionary feminism is a wise and loving politics. It is rooted in the love of male and female being, refusing to privilege one over the other. The soul of feminist politics is the commitment to ending patriarchal domination of women and men, girls and boys. Love cannot exist in any relationship that is based on domination and coercion. Males cannot love themselves in patriarchal culture if their very self-definition relies on submission to patriarchal rules. When men embrace feminist thinking and practice, which emphasizes the value of mutual growth and self-actualization in all relationships, their emotional well-being will be enhanced. A genuine feminist politics always brings us from bondage to freedom, from lovelessness to loving.

We are quite literally in a fight for our lives. My hope is that the next generations remember ours as one that held ourselves accountable and fought for each other’s lives, and that the children I hope to have one day will be proud that I gave them and myself a chance at being the best versions of ourselves.





Lay of the Land





The Shore

Each one of us is a part of someone’s ocean of memories. The question is whether we’re remembered as someone who helped them float—or tried to sink them.

“Nobody’s free until everybody’s free.”

That quote by the great Fannie Lou Hamer not only changed my life—but also probably saved my soul. Over the past few years, it has been the most important lesson I’ve learned. Liberation is a lie unless every shackled soul one day finds themselves on the shores of freedom.

Many view this concept as altruistic. But in order for any of us to be free, we must no longer view the oppressions of other people as problems specific to individual groups, but instead understand that oppression in any form decays the very fabric of our society.

Thinking about the necessity of fellowship in this fight for freedom, I’m reminded of the zebra and the ostrich. Not long ago I learned that zebras have keen eyesight but a poor sense of smell, while ostriches have a keen sense of smell but poor eyesight. In understanding their individual weaknesses and the constant threat of falling prey to one of the many predators on the savanna, they often stay close to use the other’s strength to help them survive.

What’s important is not their differences, but rather their common interests. Together they have a better chance to survive. I think about this often because so many people believe fighting for those they deem different from themselves is an unnecessary act of selflessness. But in many ways our society is not unlike the savanna.

How can any of us truly enjoy breathing in the air of the free while our brothers and sisters are drowning at the bottom of an ocean, still shackled by oppression? What’s stopping the ocean’s tide from rising to our castles of sand and privilege?

These shackles exist both literally and metaphorically, taking many forms. Their names are widely known, but their impact is immeasurable. White supremacy, homophobia, transphobia, classism—and patriarchy. While each is insidious in its own right, patriarchy and white supremacy are particularly devastating. Not only do they uphold and protect the other oppressive forces, but they are also at the root of almost every facet of our society.

When trying to explain how ingrained patriarchy and white supremacy are in our daily lives, I often find myself using the film The Matrix to help peel back the harsh layers of our existence. It is the story of the prodigal savior Neo, a person who takes a red pill and learns that everything he knows and loves about the world is a fabrication used to manipulate humans into serving robots. He must then decide whether he is going to tear the system down and lose his privileges and way of life in that system or return to the façade.

While we’ve yet to be enslaved by our MacBooks and iPhones (at least not literally), the film serves as a perfect critique of society’s constructs and power dynamics. And it keenly identifies the dilemma that people who benefit from the systemic oppression of other people often face.

White supremacy and patriarchy function much like the computer-generated world in the film, a reality composed of binaries: right and wrong, haves and have-nots, man and woman. A blueprint that influences everything you and I do, wear, think, and even how we treat one another, whether we realize it or not.

I was about eight years old when I started playing an active role in upholding the patriarchy. It was a simple, yet telling moment. I hid the fact that I enjoyed watching musicals, such as West Side Story, from my classmates because during lunch I overheard one of them say musicals were “gay.” Like me, I’m sure my classmate had no idea what “gay” meant. He likely heard it from one of his parents, at church, or on television. Regardless, we all knew it was something bad that none of us wanted to be.

The reality is that for me, hiding my love for musicals was merely an attempt to avoid ridicule, but for others, it can be a matter of avoiding life-threatening situations. Hiding is something that millions of people do to simply survive; these people are often forced to hide their whole selves from the world for safety because they don’t fit into the boxes designated for them. Boxes for their interests, boxes for their gender, boxes for who they are allowed to be.

After that moment, I spent most of my life stumbling through a jungle of misogyny and sexism, which I’m still navigating my way out of now. But until a few years ago, I didn’t even know I was lost.

On the other hand, my history with white supremacy is completely different from my history with homophobia, as I’ve considered it in everything I do since childhood. I thought about it more than sleeping, eating, or breathing. As an eight-year-old, I may not have known it was wrong to call things “gay,” but I certainly knew what a “nigger” was.

While thinking about white supremacy has helped keep me alive, I often envy those who don’t carry the same burden. Whether they are white and don’t want to be held accountable for how they benefit from this system or they are non-white and living in blissful and deadly ignorance—I often envy them. In fact, I envy them so much, sometimes I hate them.

I hate them for not helping cut down the trees from which we are lynched, for their hearts not racing when a police car rolls by, for not being disrespected by white women who clutch their purses when we are near.

I hate them for not taking the red pill—for being complicit.

Over the past few years, the term “anti-racism,” which means an active role in dismantling racist systems, has become popularized. It’s the idea that, basically, it’s no longer enough to simply not be racist. If you’re against racism you should be doing things to end it. And I agree.

But how then do I reconcile my existence within a society in which the power and privilege that come from marginalizing others belongs not only to those who are white, but also to those who are cisgender heterosexual men?

Men such as myself.

How can I sit idly as we continue to murder and wage war against my brothers’ and sisters’ rights to marry, make reproductive choices, and just—be?

If I expect white people to actively participate in destroying white supremacy because they possess the power within this system, I’d be a hypocrite to not expect the same of myself regarding the patriarchy and everything that falls under it.

I’d be a hypocrite to not join the ranks of the anti-patriarchy.

Thankfully, I was eventually offered my own red pill. And just in time for a potential renaissance of progressivism and empowerment that could see the scales of equality tipping toward the marginalized. But as is always the case with progress, there are those who will do anything to stop it.

Stopping it may be an understatement, as the world is in the middle of the greatest identity crisis in society’s history. The advent of the internet and popularization of social media have birthed global communities that have helped usher in an era of understanding and education amongst people from various walks of life. But it’s also provided refuge and a strategic base for those who find community in keeping others oppressed.

As a cisgender heterosexual man, I belong to the group that has created and perpetrated these oppressive behaviors and systems. Therefore, it is largely up to us to help destroy them. But it’s not enough to simply pick up a weapon; we should be locking arms with our sisters on the front lines.

We must all play a role in defeating a monster into which we all continue to breathe life in our own ways. Which is why it’s important that our conversations about how we got here and where we are going be nuanced and intersectional.

As I reflect upon how I became so lost, I wish I could blame my problematic history and absence from the front lines of this fight solely on the men in my life who taught me their problematic behaviors—but none of them were around to do so. Nearly everything I learned about being a man, whether right or wrong, was taught to me by society at large and validated by the women around me. Like white supremacy, the patriarchy is at its strongest when its victims are unknowingly upholding it.

I’m of the belief that a rising tide lifts all ships, and in my opinion, as the most marginalized group in society, Black people are the tide for both white supremacy and patriarchy. Therefore, a society in which Black people are free is a society in which all oppressed people are free. Over the years I have learned that freeing all Black people is best accomplished by centering the liberation of the most marginalized in our community—cis and transgender Black women.

We have glorified and rewarded the exploitation, perversion, and limitations of anyone who is not a cisgender heterosexual man. This is the greatest, and most dangerous, expression of how deep the roots of patriarchy and white supremacy go.

Our current conception of manhood has become a prison for so many, and unless we seriously reevaluate it, it will be the end of us all.





Patriarchy Is . . .

The man said he treats women fairly so patriarchy has nothing to do with him . . .

The woman said patriarchy was only something the man does . . .

The son said he didn’t experience patriarchy because his mother held all the power . . .

The daughter said her sister had been born her brother and she didn’t experience true patriarchy . . .

The grandfather said women had gained their rights so patriarchy didn’t exist . . .

The grandmother agreed with the grandfather . . .

They were all wrong.

I added my pronouns (he/him) to my social media bios a few months ago. Shortly after, I received countless messages calling me “soft,” accusing me of supporting a “gay agenda,” and other things I’m not going to repeat. I wasn’t necessarily surprised by the messages, as they were fairly tame compared to what I often receive. But I was surprised by who the messages were from.

As I combed through the bombardment of DMs from bigoted men (occasionally stopping to laugh at the young white men who were seemingly still in high school yet insisting I “understand nothing about the world around me”), I noticed quite a few women had messaged me as well. I wasn’t really surprised by the fact that women were holding problematic views. But I was surprised that based on their bios, most of these women claimed to be feminists or progressives, or to have some liberal alignment.

I responded to a few of the messages, asking these women why they were actively upholding the patriarchy, to which most replied that they weren’t. Most responses I received were some variation of “The patriarchy is about men oppressing women.”

As I was working on this book I thought about these responses and people’s limited view of the patriarchy, and how, funnily enough, the patriarchy was designed to limit their view. It was a keen reminder of how oppressive systems and beliefs are so ingrained in our culture that people often don’t understand or agree upon what constitutes them. For many, concepts such as patriarchy have been part of the zeitgeist and cultural lexicon for generations. For others they are just being introduced. Either way, the work of defining these words is deeply important, as doing so often reveals how insidious these systems are. Which is why I felt defining my sense of the patriarchy and its manifestations was a necessary place to start.

First, I must admit that for some time, I considered patriarchy solely through the lens of individual men committing acts against individual women or groups of women. But much as with racism, there are various manifestations of the patriarchy, including societal systems and structures each of us exists within. An individualistic lens absolves those who may not be committing conscious or unconscious direct patriarchal acts but still benefit from the structures and systems of the patriarchy.

One of the most destructive aspects of the patriarchy is that in our own ways, we all adhere to it. The people we vote for, the music we listen to, the films we watch, the sports we play, the extent to which we love others and receive love in return. It has all been shaped in some way by the patriarchy.

Another flaw in my lens was that I failed to see how anyone on a spectrum of gender may be indoctrinated, conditioned, and influenced by patriarchal norms. Anyone can uphold the patriarchy, and in many ways, most do. As I was growing up, my aunts would often tell me that I needed to find a woman who could cook, clean, and do other domestic tasks, not realizing that they themselves were minimizing a woman’s existence and worth to being able to serve another person, specifically a man. That’s what they were taught throughout their lives, and thus those patriarchal standards were normalized. But these toxic standards and gender roles are based not in sensibility, but rather in subjugation. Ironically, my aunts also taught me all the domestic tasks they problematically had assigned to women as a gender norm.

All of that said, from an attempted intersectional and inclusive lens, I define patriarchy as:

The emotional, physical, mental, metaphysical, political, social, and economic manifestation of the false belief and oppressive ideology that individuals and groups aligned with what is subjectively deemed to be femininity and/or womanhood are inferior or of lesser value than the subjective opposite, i.e., masculinity and/or manhood.

These false beliefs and oppressive ideologies are upheld by systems, structures, and behaviors created and designed to overtly and subtly normalize, condition, and indoctrinate both those oppressed for femininity and womanhood and those benefiting from masculinity and manhood. Said systems, structures, and behaviors are aimed at upholding and maintaining power amassed by the benefiting group.

Manifestations of the patriarchy are often about what is perceived as feminine versus masculine, both of which are subjective and may exist within any person, regardless of their gender identity. But the constructed superiority of white men and traditional masculinity has given birth to not only the systems and structures that benefit their creators, but also a fraternal bond between them, a “boys’ club” ideology—a toxic culture that thrives on normalizing patriarchal culture in its most overt and oppressive forms. In this way, cisgender (historically heterosexual) men have accumulated power through their systems and structures, to be parsed out and leveraged solely by the people within this club.

Who may or may not gain proximity to this boys’ club depends upon what country, community, culture, and era you’re referring to, but in the present-day United States, it is made up of mostly those who are cisgender, heterosexual, able-bodied, capitalist, Christian, and white. And no group holds more power or is able to create more opportunities for joining this boys’ club than those who fit under one main category: whiteness.





On the Eighth Day, the Lord Made Oppression

Massa Reverend Washington walked through the doors and down the center aisle to the front of the church. Everyone stood to praise him for his graciousness in blessing the lord’s house with the good word on that fine Sunday!

“Y’all gon’ head and sit down. I want to first lay praise at the feet of his highest, our lord and savior, Jesus Christ. Let the church say amen!”

The church said amen.

“Now before I get started, I want y’all to remember a few things, cause I hear it’s been some murmurs of question and doubt. First off, Jesus most certainly was a white man with blue eyes, sort of looked like me, matter fact. All that hair on his head like wool and feet lookin’ like bronze glowing in a furnace . . . it’s all misunderstood. Again, Jesus was a white man, and it’s this very fact that reminds you that I am the closest thing to Jesus you all got. The white man was divinely chosen to lead you out of your wretchedness and away from y’all’s false gods. Which is why if I hear any more murmurs of leaving, or praise being laid upon anyone other than myself and Jesus . . . there will be hell to pay. Now let’s get to this word to save y’all’s souls from misunderstandings.”

Amen.

Massa Reverend Washington gave what many thought was the best sermon of his life that day.

My belief is that there is a God, a higher power, and a divine beautiful existence that you may see in the eyes of a child or in the colors of the sky as the sun rises. But I don’t conform to or believe in any man-made religion, and I am only now learning to conform to and believe in love—the first religion.

I have no issue with anyone who is religious. In fact, there was a time in which the Baptist church was more of a home to me than my own body. Though we weren’t in the pew every Sunday, you wouldn’t have known it from the spirit in our lives. Gospel music on weekend mornings and prayers before meals were as essential in my family as water and breathing. But at eighteen, the young man who had once spent summers at Bible camp suffered a crisis of faith.

In April 2007, Thelma Ford died after her second battle with breast cancer, having never told her family about the first. She was my confidant, my best friend, and my grandmother. She didn’t tell us she had been sick because she was conditioned to believe in the toxic narrative that she was somehow a stronger Black woman for her ability to withstand pain without seeking help. By the time we knew what was happening to her, it was too late.

As I sat less than three feet away from the small wooden box that housed the mortal remains of a woman who was larger than life, anger filled my veins. The reverend presiding over the service had spoken at length about how “good” and “strong” my grandmother was, to which those in the room responded with a resounding “yes, lord!” and “amen!” He then began singing “I Won’t Complain” by Reverend Paul Jones as he placed one hand on the small wooden box that was too pedestrian for a queen. Those in the room who knew the lyrics sang along to the song, which reflected a person who is constantly down, distraught, and suffering, but ultimately will not complain—because Jesus is by their side. Not because Jesus will make sure things become easier or their suffering will eventually end, but rather because if he is with you in your struggle, that’s all that matters.

It was in that moment that I realized the song was about my grandmother, and the millions of Black people like her. Those born into pain, forced to stumble through a life of struggle, and then broken by the exhaustion of unfairness. All while claiming that Jesus would make a way. He was there as my grandmother lay for weeks in hospice, there in the fields of cotton as my grandmother’s grandmother toiled, and in the town square as my great-great-grandfather was strung from a lamppost. He just didn’t do anything about it.

I couldn’t reconcile how we were praising a father who seemingly loved only some of his children. There was nothing I wanted more in that moment than to stand and reach out for Jesus, grab him by the arm, and force him to look in that small wooden box three feet away. Force him to look upon his complicity—and let him know I was done with him.

As the ground was placed upon my grandmother’s casket to close her physical connection to this world, my own understanding of this world was only beginning. I spent the next few years studying theology, trying to better grasp what I had so vehemently believed in my whole life. I began to realize how much of the oppression we were facing was actually rooted in and upheld by Christianity.

This is not to say that Christianity is the only religion that has been used as a tool of oppression. The same is true for all religions. Some by their inherent nature, and others because of their problematic interpretations and/or reimagining by oppressive people with power. But in the context of America, and most of the Western hemisphere, Christianity reigns supreme as a pillar of capitalistic, patriarchal, and white supremacist oppression. All of which we saw on full display with the white Christian evangelical support for Donald Trump in both the 2016 and 2020 elections, though it supersedes those moments. Since the founding of America, Christianity has been used as a tool of oppression, and navigating that reality is a key to dismantling patriarchy.

There is no specific doctrine within Christianity that says women must face the constant wrath of misogyny or sexism, but the hierarchal structures established by both patriarchal culture and Christian doctrine have combined to create inequality and oppression. If the Bible is meant to act as a guideline for behavior and worldview, there are various passages that have overtly canonized patriarchy. One example is 1 Corinthians 11:4–9:

Every man who prophesies or prays with his head covered brings shame to his head. But every woman who prays or prophesies should have her head covered. If she does not cover her head, she brings shame to her head. Then she is the same as the woman who has her head shaved. If a woman does not cover her head, it is the same as cutting off all her hair. But it is shameful for a woman to cut off all her hair or to shave her head. So she should cover her head. But a man should not cover his head, because he is made like God and is God’s glory. But a woman is man’s glory. The man did not come from a woman. The woman came from man. And man was not made for a woman. Woman was made for man.

This passage could just as easily read, “Women are less than men, and we should enjoy subjugating them.” From a biblical perspective, the inferiority of women can be traced back to the very way mankind came to exist. God made Adam in his image, and Eve was then made from the rib of Adam. The fact that Eve was made from Adam as opposed to also being made directly from God has informed much of the implied hierarchy of men and women we see today, because one may interpret, and many have interpreted, Adam as being closer to God than Eve, and thus more entitled to power.

These Christian themes have led to the abuse and domination of women, as seen with the utter lack of autonomy in the eyes of American law, which has never truly separated church and state. Women’s voting rights, reproductive rights, and need to fight for other basic human rights to this day can be traced directly back to how Christian doctrine is woven into the sociopolitical fabric of America.

Two other important common themes throughout the Bible, and specifically in the New Testament, are grace and forgiveness. This idea of “turning the other cheek” as it relates to how one might handle being wronged typically benefits only the wrongdoer, and often absolves those who hold power within Christianity of accountability. These themes are used to condition and gaslight believers to this day to help reinforce and protect the very structures, systems, and people who are oppressing them.

As famed feminist Barbara G. Walker once said, “From the pulpit, men were ordered to beat their wives, and wives to kiss the stick that beat them.”

Until a few decades ago, American Christian-centric common law decreed that a
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