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			A WARNING FROM THE AUTHOR

			Dear Reader,

			My friend told me, “You don’t write a book to express yourself. You write a book because you care about your people.” In that spirit, I need to alert you to something about the book in your hands: this won’t be an easy read.

			This book is the story of a political shift in my work and my life as an artist, triggered by the movement for Black lives over the last decade and the lessons I’ve learned through that awakening about the struggle for racial justice. The story of that awakening is punctuated by several lethal encounters between Black Americans and the police. This book recounts several stories of Black people victimized by police violence as well as the secondary trauma I experienced in witnessing or hearing about their deaths. These things were difficult to relive in the writing of this book, and I’m certain they will be hard to read.

			I’ve made my best effort to retell the stories of some of the Black people we’ve mourned in the Black Lives Matter era without sensationalizing or unnecessarily going into the gory details. Nevertheless, it’s important to me that you make an informed decision about reading the contents of this book. If you do continue, I hope that by the end of this read, you’ll feel that I’ve cared for you well in this.

			At the same time, this book is not all grief and trauma. Hope and joy have become important to me as I’ve engaged in the movement for racial justice, and I’ve given special attention to those as well. So be assured that this journey ends with joy.

			I’ve recounted the events in these pages to the best of my ability, but I ask for your patience and forgiveness for those places where I may not remember the granular details of some events. In my effort to protect the identities of the white friends I couldn’t keep, I’ve changed their names and other details about them that might make them identifiable. Throughout the production of this writing, I’ve relied a lot on my catalog of original music to organize my thoughts. I’ve included excerpts from three of my most relevant tracks to organize this journey through my story. Each of these songs came to me during the intense time of grief and political awakening I write about in these chapters.

			I hope this book leaves you with clarity about the obstacles that lie ahead on the road to freedom, confidence that we can overcome them, and at least a little bit of laughter.

			With love,

			Andre
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			A Little Apocalypse

			
				It must be good to be you,

				You only believe what you want….

				
					—“Delusional”

				

				Written just after the 2016 election

			

		

	
		
		
			1

			Embracing the Apocalypse

			As a boy, my greatest fear was that I’d live to see the end of the world—a fear I’d absorbed by spending time with my grandma. Mumma kept her TV on all day, but she only watched a Christian station called the Trinity Broadcasting Network. Every week, I’d sit cross-legged on her bedroom floor and watch TBN’s roster of charismatic televangelists parade across their gaudy stage, explaining the ins and outs of the coming end of days. They used charts and diagrams. They spoke of stars falling to earth, the moon turning to blood, and dragons and monsters emerging from the sea—weird, I know. They warned that a charismatic, anti-Christian world leader was coming to establish and preside over a one-world government, followed by seven years of something called “The Great Tribulation.” The Tribulation years were predicted to be the last years of human history. But the most frightening of their end-times prophecies concerned something they called the Rapture.

			The Rapture was an end-of-days event in which millions of people would suddenly vanish—yes, exactly like the plot of HBO’s The Leftovers, in which 2 percent of the world population disappears without explanation. But unlike the disappearances in The Leftovers, the televangelists could tell you exactly why the Rapture would happen. They said it would happen because Jesus was taking all the “born-again” Christians to heaven, to save them from the coming Tribulation. Christians who were left behind would be beheaded by the Antichrist’s henchmen.

			The Rapture was the most terrifying thing in my nine-year-old life—scarier than when my big sister Myra made me watch as she danced along with zombie Michael Jackson to the “Thriller” music video; scarier than the hissing, flying cockroaches that broke into our home on Georgia’s sticky summer nights; scarier than the dark itself. My legs were still short enough to dangle over the plush red pews at Mumma’s church as I sat next to her to watch a grim play in which government agents stormed into churches to kill Christians who’d missed the bus to Heaven. The thought that I could be one of those left-behind Christians haunted me every night.

			I was a credulous child. I believed the televangelists were right because somebody let them talk on television, and my grandma endorsed them by nodding along while they spoke, grunting in agreement. So I woke every morning with a very real feeling that this could be the day people vanish. Routine disappearances turned into red-alert Rapture checks. If my older brother took out the trash without telling me, I’d dart around the house to make sure he hadn’t been reduced to a pile of clothes. (The raptured always leave their clothes behind in the movies. I guess heaven is full of naked people.) Other times I would go check Mumma’s room to see if she was there. Because if Mumma was still in her room, I reasoned, Jesus couldn’t have taken anyone yet. I had nightmares about being left behind, about hiding out in stuffy, tattered, abandoned sanctuaries as the sound of soldiers’ boots crescendoed past.

			One night, I sprang from my bed after one of those dreams and sprinted to Mumma’s room in terror, my feet pap-papping against our hardwood floors.

			“Wha do you?” she asked with her eyebrows raised. (She always spoke in patois, as though she’d migrated from Jamaica earlier that same day.)

			“I’m scared I’m going to be left behind, Mumma,” I squeaked while I gripped the sheets at the edge of her bed. “I don’t want to miss the Rapture.”

			Mumma paused. Her brow wrinkled. She looked at me with a fire in her eyes that had burned the fear of death ages ago.

			“Just aaask Jesus fi tek you bifou di time come,” she said.

			So that’s exactly what I did. Every night, I’d lie on my back in the dark, my Mickey Mouse covers pulled over my head, asking Jesus to please just do me a solid and protect me from the Apocalypse, repeating my prayer until my heartbeat calmed and I fell asleep.

			Little did I know, despite Mumma’s reassurances and my prayers to the contrary, I was destined to live through an apocalypse of sorts. But it would be very different from the one the televangelists predicted—more earthy and political, more concerned with the present than the future, more about new beginnings than endings. It would be more about transforming the world than escaping into the heavens.

			The apocalypse I’m talking about is the ongoing movement for Black lives.[*] Thanks in large part to the protests of millions of ordinary, organized, outraged people, the world is in the throes of a great reckoning with death-dealing systems of racial oppression and those who uphold them. The rallying cry coined in the wake of Trayvon Martin’s death in 2013—Black Lives Matter!—has evolved into uprisings from Bristol to Bogotá, from Johannesburg to West Papua. We’ve witnessed the toppling of Confederate statues, multitudes of protestors blocking traffic and surrounding police stations—all demanding an end to the state violence whose ancestry can be traced back to the colonizer’s gun and the slaveholder’s whip. But the work is far from done.

			White nationalist counterrevolutions are stirring around the globe, seeking to stop the movement for racial justice in its tracks. If we want the latest wave of racial justice protests to culminate in a decisive victory against white supremacy—meaning the end of injustices like voter suppression, migrant abuse, imperialist wars, and police brutality—then the movement for Black lives must be strengthened and expanded. That work begins with a political awakening from the ignorance that pervades Western culture about what racism is and how it works, due to centuries of systematic miseducation in the Western world about how their societies were built.

			And because most people don’t know what racism is, they don’t know how to fight it. This is even true of the millions of people who’ve taken to the streets because of the death of George Floyd, who haven’t yet taken the time to study the history and anatomy of racist systems—or the movements that have prevailed against such systems in the past—and therefore think protest alone creates systemic change. The notion that marching and chanting in great numbers is the key to social progress is a symptom of our miseducation. Until we understand that nonviolent struggle is a martial art and work to master it, we’ll keep commemorating the deaths of the fallen and past uprisings with symbolic actions that have no effect on the material conditions of the oppressed.

			This means that, for many, the fight for racial justice begins with a wake-up call that demands we unlearn the whitewashed histories we were taught in school and in national myths repeated by politicians, preachers, and pundits. A wake-up call that disabuses us of the sanitized stories of past nonviolent movements that gut them of their radical ambitions and disruptive power. And wake-up calls are what apocalypses, and this book, are all about.

			

			—

			We get the word apocalypse from an ancient Greek term that means “to reveal” or “to unveil.” An apocalypse grabs you by the shirt collar and shakes you out of the slumber of apathy and inactivity. Several millennia ago, it was a well-known, deeply political literary genre that used dramatic imagery and symbolic language. The most famous of these ancient writings is the biblical Apokolypsos, rendered “Revelation” in English.

			Revelation was written by a man named John, a political prisoner living in ancient Rome. He wrote Apokolypsos to intervene against a troubling rise of flag-waving for the Roman Empire in his community, which was in the occupied province of Asia Minor. The empire had impeccable branding. They called their regime Pax Romana, meaning “the peace of Rome,” even though said peace was established through violent military conquest. They established a cult around Caesar, through which the people Rome colonized came to deify the emperor as a savior instead of recognizing him as a war criminal who sent soldiers to kick in their doors, drag their neighbors off to captivity, burn the countryside, and raze places of worship to heaps of rubble.

			The capital gave special attention to provinces with cultic centers, and influence in provincial life was linked to participation in the local cult. Its influence could be seen in the provinces’ architecture and sculptures, in shrines to the empire and sacred festivals. They even inscribed it on their coins, which addressed Caesar as “Our Lord and God.”[1] What made the cult such an effective means of indirect rule was that it allowed John’s neighbors to envision themselves as participants in and partakers of Pax Romana instead of its victims, making patriots of the oppressed.

			John wrote Apokolypsos to expose Pax Romana as a big lie. In this book, he depicts Caesar as a many-headed monster instead of a handsome god. He exposes the empire as a violent agent of chaos instead of peace. His message to his readers is clear: Resist.

			I wrote this book because similar interventions are needed in the present. Today’s empires continue to transform marginalized subjects into spokespeople. After a presidential term that emboldened white nationalists around the globe, Donald Trump became more popular with some minority communities than when he took office in 2016. Twelve percent of Black men and 36 percent of Latino men voted to reelect Trump in 2020, the highest numbers of Black and Latino support for a Republican candidate in over a decade.[2] That kind of support—where oppressed people are so entrenched in national myths that they clamor for their oppressors—is exactly the kind of support an apocalypse aims to disrupt. I once needed that kind of intervention.

			I blush to admit that pre-apocalyptic Andre didn’t see racism as being endemic to American society. I once believed racism was primarily an emotional attitude rooted in ignorance, an irrational hatred for people based on their skin color. There was a time I believed the myth that America is a fair place where people get what they deserve. I assumed that if I just conducted myself in a “respectable” way, I’d never have to worry about being jailed or choked to death by a police officer. I believed these things because these myths are part of America’s version of Pax Romana—Pax Americanus, if you will—that the U.S. is a paragon of democracy and the leader of the free world and that racism isn’t nearly as big a problem as it used to be. Needless to say, I didn’t do much freedom fighting when I believed those things.

			I’m willing to confess the naivete of my nonrevolutionary former life because I know I’m not the only Black person to have ever sidestepped the revolution. In 2015, after activist Bree Newsome was arrested for removing a Confederate flag from a South Carolina statehouse to protest a white supremacist mass shooting, a childhood friend of mine, a Black woman, posted a long defense of the proslavery symbol. “The Confederate flag just reminds me of home,” she said. I scratched my head at her. No Black person can actually be home under the Confederate battle flag, but if we’re indoctrinated with the myths of the white world, we can think we’re partakers of a table we’re not invited to.

			I hope that my story of political awakening in this book will speak to people like the friend I’ve mentioned above—people with too much faith in the white world and too little knowledge of the power we have to liberate ourselves. I’m living proof that the amount of melanin in our skin doesn’t automatically inform us of the true nature of our freedom struggle. So, while I’m sure a great number of people from different backgrounds can benefit from reading what’s in these pages, this book centers Black political awakening.

			I want to say clearly to my Black siblings that the white world has tried to keep us ignorant of the severity and scope of racial violence and preoccupy us with strategies for racial progress that will never work. They’ve worked hard to make us into patriotic slaves, and they’ve been somewhat successful in doing so: just look at the number of Black MAGA avatars on Twitter, or Black pastors fanning the flames of white hysteria about Critical Race Theory, or Black YouTubers claiming that to acknowledge systemic racism is to have a “victim mentality.” Those are some of the most extreme examples of how white supremacy convinces people—even Black people—to oppose the Black freedom movement. But there are more subtle examples.

			A friend, a Black woman, once asked me if we should stop identifying as Black altogether because focusing on race leads to victimhood. Another friend, a Black woman, once told me that some of the most iconic civil rights activists in history regretted their activism at the end of their lives; therefore, we shouldn’t go protesting in the streets. “All we need to do is love,” she said. I’ve had countless conversations with Black men who seem convinced that a coffee conversation with their white bosses holds more potential for change than a workers’ strike.

			One way or another, the white world tries to convince people—even Black people—that there’s no need to organize for racial justice like Black Americans have always done. No need for disruptive, nonviolent action like the lunch counter sit-ins or the Freedom Rides of the Civil Rights Movement. They want all of us under the spell of Pax Americanus (or Pax Whatever-anti-Black-regime-you-live-under). My hope is that this book will do for my people what John hoped Apokolypsos would do for his. If we want to push racial progress further than it’s ever gone, we must embrace the apocalypse that defies the lies we were raised on.

			

			—

			Today, I write as a student of nonviolent struggle for social progress. When I’m not busy producing music, I teach proven principles of nonviolent civil resistance to people around the world. I also work with local activists to build strategic nonviolent campaigns in my neighborhood. I spend most of my time and energy on this kind of work because if we want to make Black lives matter, my years of study have convinced me that millions of ordinary, organized, outraged people will have to plan and execute disruptive, militant, nonviolent campaigns for racial progress on a regular basis until our vision for a racially just society is realized. In a word: what we need is a revolution.

			People often squirm when I use words like militant and revolution. It sounds extremist. But I was convinced of this approach by history’s most famous proponent of nonviolent direct action: Dr. Martin Luther King Jr., a self-identified “extremist for love.” In his last years, King spoke of a “revolution of values,” telling a Stanford University audience in 1967: “I’m still absolutely convinced that nonviolence, massively organized, powerfully executed, [and] militantly developed, is still the most potent weapon available to the black man in his struggle in the United States of America.” King was the first of many voices who convinced me that a militant, nonviolent approach to racial progress is necessary (not to be confused with militarism, which he condemned). Nonviolent direct action is militant in that it is active, confrontational, strategic, and disruptive against systems of oppression. It’s combat. But unlike conventional warfare, this method avoids physical harm to the opponent.

			Nevertheless, I get why people find all this conflict language—combat, opponents, confrontation, militance—off-putting. We don’t want to be at war. But I’ll tell you what I often tell others: you may not like to think in terms of war, but if you’re Black, the white world is already at war with you. The race war has been raging since the day Europeans began to massacre and enslave indigenous people, and it continues today in everything from the racial wealth gap in the United States to the unequal impact of the climate crisis in the Global South. And, I know, it’s not fair, but we must either fight back or submit. I say we overcome the organized violence of this anti-Black world with organized nonviolent resistance of our own. In this way, militance isn’t about being aggressors. It’s about self-defense.

			There’s no workaround for the revolution. Black freedom won’t be achieved through one-on-one coffee discussions with racists, diversity hires, interracial relationships, time, love, panels on racial justice, or education alone. Only revolution will save us. But I didn’t always believe America needed radical change.

			I was once that kid with an odd love of country. I remember lying on my bedroom floor, legs kicking behind me, as I filled white, glossy poster boards with charts and tables showing the significant events of the American Revolution: The Boston Massacre, the Boston Tea Party, the Battle of Saratoga. The story of how the colonists stood up to the bully King George and demanded their freedom—fought to the death for it against an empire—arrested my imagination and sent electricity running through my little veins. That was the America I knew: the land with revolution in its DNA, the land with Lady Liberty anchored at its gate saying, “Give me your tired, your poor, your huddled masses yearning to breathe free.” I believed in that America. And I thought the only revolution that America needed was the one that freed it from British rule.

			It wasn’t easy for me to conclude, years later, that racism was part of the cake of American society, as opposed to a fly nibbling at the icing. It was like losing belief in God or having your heart so broken that you are closed off to love. I didn’t want to believe that racism was alive and well in the country I loved—more deeply entrenched, more pervasive than I’d ever imagined. But, as they say, the facts don’t care about your feelings.

			I had so many feelings about this, though. There were many afternoons when I’d drop whatever book I was studying and weep over the crimes my country had committed and hidden. On some nights, I’d fall on the floor, groaning in tears over the friends who had turned on me for speaking up about those crimes. Somehow, my efforts to share the truths I was learning about our country was interpreted by them as hate: hate for them as people. Hate for America.

			The irony. I’d begun this quest out of patriotism. It’s just that the more I learned about American history, the more the world I thought I lived in—the one where racism was pretty much in hospice—slowly vanished. The apocalypse, that great unveiling of the world that renders us awake to monstrous political realities in the present (and inconceivable future possibilities), had come.

			And with the apocalypse came the part I once feared most. People began to vanish from my life. Many of them were cherished friendships with deep roots, but those bonds proved to be brittle as I began to speak up about racism and revolution.

			I grew up in the American South, in the world of white evangelicalism. I attended their churches and youth camps, trained for ministry at their schools, preached at their churches. For a long time, I felt like a beloved part of that world. At one point, I even imagined myself making a career in it; maybe I’d start a church, or write Christian books, or teach theology. All of that changed—my relationships with them, my relationship with Christianity, even my life ambitions—as I embraced the antiracist movement. I was surprised to see some of the people I loved most become my most ardent opponents. When I began looking for my place in that necessary revolution, most of my white friends at the time made it their business to stand in my way.

			I was surprised by this. I’d always assumed that if those former white friends had lived through a revolution for racial justice—the Civil Rights Movement, for example—they would have been on the front lines beside their Black loved ones. Beside me. But the apocalypse would reveal many uncomfortable truths to me about white America through those relationships. Namely, that most white people are too deeply entrenched in anti-Blackness, and too invested in white power, to be good neighbors to Black people or valuable partners in the pursuit of racial justice.

			I don’t just mean white people who use the N-word or march in white nationalist protests. I mean well-meaning, I-don’t-have-a-racist-bone-in-my-body white people, who nevertheless cross to the other sidewalk when they see a Black man walking toward them, or call the police on Black folks for doing suspicious things like barbecuing in a public park, or let the N-word “slip” through their lips when they get angry enough. White people with “plenty of Black friends” who nevertheless bristle when their daughters bring a Black man home. White folks who would die if labeled racist but also feel America needs saving by men like Donald Trump.

			The sad truth about white people, the apocalypse taught me, is that most of them are too attached to the notion of their racial superiority to cheer, much less fight, for racial progress. Some of them would be horrified to know that about themselves; others, I learned, were plenty content with that fact. When I realized that the white people I loved would probably never join the movement for Black lives, I had to leave those relationships, because movements aren’t built with immovable people. But with every friend I lost, I gained something: an apocalyptic lesson, a piece of practical insight for nonviolent revolution, or a newfound freedom to be my best Black self.

			In the wake of the global antiracist uprisings of 2020, many people are at a similar threshold. Fascist sentiment is rising around the globe, and people who care about racial progress have spotted their loved ones marching in the counterrevolution to preserve white power. People are asking how these divisions can be overcome. But no such unity can be achieved—that’s the hard, apocalyptic truth. Racists and antiracists can’t build a new world together. Their visions are fundamentally incongruent. It’s time to wake up to the true nature of this problem we call racism and to the arduous work it will take to confront it in a meaningful way.

			This book won’t provide any advice on how to convert racists to antiracists. Nor will it help you build bridges with white supremacists, even the benevolent ones. This book is about walking away from those kinds of people and joining those who are trying to expand the global revolution for racial justice. This is your invitation to embrace the apocalypse. But I’m warning you: once you are awake, you’ll never go back to sleep. Welcome.

		

		
			Skip Notes

			
				* When I use the terms Black Lives Matter and the movement for Black lives throughout this text, I’m usually not referring to any official organization under these names. I use these terms as umbrellas for all social movement groups working for racial progress. I also use antiracist movement and the movement for Black freedom or the movement for racial justice. When referring to a specific organization, I’ll use its full name, e.g. “Black Lives Matter LA.”

			

		

	
		
		
			2

			The Whole World Is Stone Mountain

			I was raised in the shadow of Confederate Mount Rushmore, in a small Georgia town called Stone Mountain. The place gets its name from a giant piece of quartz that stands about a mile high at the edge of town. The mountain’s north face hosts the largest bas-relief carving in the world: a giant depiction of Confederate generals Robert E. Lee and Stonewall Jackson and Confederate president Jefferson Davis on horseback. It was commissioned by Klan sympathizers who’d initially hoped to include a parade of Klansmen in the carving. At 190 feet across and 90 feet tall, it’s the largest Confederate monument in the country. The modern Ku Klux Klan first set fire to a cross on that very rock.

			One Fourth of July, my sweet mother, a hardworking immigrant, took my siblings and me to picnic at Stone Mountain Park. As night fell, she spread a blanket on the damp grass at the mountain’s base, and passed around half-frozen Capri Suns as we prepared to watch the famous “Laser Show Spectacular,” where the generals go dark, and fast-paced cartoons are projected against the mountainside to popular music.

			As the show began, Mom—“Mackie,” we called her—couldn’t stop grinning. She leaned in close with a smile and said, “There’s a part where they make the soldiers move!” She seemed as excited about the imminent resurrection of General Lee as most Americans are about the fireworks’ grand finale. I was excited, too, imagining a kind of Night at the Museum situation, where those stone sentinels would peel themselves away from the rock and dance to the Kris Kross song “Jump.”

			After a few cartoons set to country songs I was too young and Black to recognize, the show paused. The lights dimmed. The sound of a rolling snare drum came dragging its feet through the speakers. It was followed by the voice of Elvis Presley, singing, “I wish I was in the land of cotton, old times there are not forgotten! Look away! Look away! Look away! Dixie Land!” As the music crescendoed, a laser began to slowly trace the carved figures until they were all standing in multicolored, stenciled glory.

			Then, the flickering silhouette of General Lee—I kid you not—turned his gaze on us mortals below, put on his hat, kicked his horse, and began to ride. Jackson and Davis followed, as Elvis changed choruses: “Glory, Glory, Hallelujah! His truth is marching on!”

			At first, the three men’s steeds took a dignified pace. Then General Lee spurred his horse into a gallop, and the other Confederates followed suit. Lee drew his sword and held it high above his head as the three rebels turned toward us in full-on charge. The sound of hundreds of people hooting and clapping and cheering filled the air.

			In hindsight, it seems odd that people would commemorate America’s birthday by applauding three men who once declared war on the country. Even odder is the memory of my Black mother wriggling her hips at the thought of a family picnic on the very ground where the KKK was resurrected—all while “I Wish I Was in Dixie” played in the background.

			If Mackie had recognized the laser show for what I do now—white supremacist pageantry—she might have marched our family right out of that neo-Confederate theme park and across the Caribbean Sea in a fury, to raise us in her home country. But none of us were furious, because we didn’t really know the history. There was no mention of the ties between Stone Mountain and the Klan in Stone Mountain Park. They covered it up.

			

			—

			In Stone Mountain, the racist content of mundane American life was obscured by a big lie told throughout the white world.

			The lie the white world tells is, “Racism is not a problem here”—no matter where “here” may be. White people from the southern U.S. claim they’re not racist because they’re not members of the Proud Boys. Northern whites claim they aren’t racist because they’re not Southerners. European whites claim they’re not racist because they’re not Americans. Latino whites claim they’re not racist because they’re not Europeans or Americans. Nevertheless, the white world stands guilty of a crime of unfathomable scope.

			Some call it the Maafa, a Swahili word meaning something like “Great Disaster,” referring to the fifteen million indigenous Africans violently abducted from their homelands to be sold as beasts of burden in the so-called New World. They were held as captives in work camps, tortured and terrorized for generations; their descendants have continued to suffer through endless innovations of racial violence throughout history—including apartheids and poverty, police brutality and surveillance, imperialist wars and outright terrorism. The Maafa’s body count is innumerable. That’s why some Black scholars call it the Black Holocaust.

			Contrary to what people love to say about racial violence—that it springs from ignorance or blind hatred—the Maafa wasn’t, and isn’t, senseless. The crime was undertaken for a reason: profit. Over and over again, in their writings about the slave trade, white men spoke of how they must use the sweat and suffering of enslaved Africans to build their banks and textile industries, their ships and plantation homes, and to produce whatever else they “needed” to buy or sell: their coffee, tea, sugar, rum, cotton, indigo.[1] It was just business.

			Much of the world is implicated in the crime and the cover-up. Britain couldn’t have become “Great” without their work camps in Jamaica, but British schools don’t spend a lot of time teaching about the violence the British Empire wrought in its colonies. In 2005, the French government tried to pass legislation that urged schools to emphasize the “positive role of colonialism,” while schools glossed over the Black rebellion that ended French enslavement in Haiti.[2] Brazil sweeps its history of anti-Black ethnic cleansing under the rug of “racial democracy,” suggesting that the same country that once ran the world’s largest slave market now has little to no racism. In 2018, the Southern Poverty Law Center (SPLC) surveyed students from one thousand high schools in the U.S. and found that fewer than half of them had ever heard of the Middle Passage.[3]

			My point is that complicity in this atrocity is as widespread as the denial. The many nations who’ve benefited so much from the Maafa lack the moral courage to confess that the breaking of Black bodies is a central part of their stories. They’re unwilling to appraise the damage or to make whatever reparations are possible, making the suffering of the marginalized of their societies inevitable and invisible to those who have no desire to see it.

			Malcolm X once asserted that “America is Mississippi” to say that the nation couldn’t write racism off as a Southern problem. I’m saying the whole white world is Stone Mountain in that it tries to write off anti-Black racism as a uniquely American phenomenon, when it really is a global catastrophe. The signs are right in front us, mountainous in scope, but they remain shrouded by the big lie.

			These nations that are built and maintained by racial hierarchy tell the big lie to prevent revolutions. The powers that be know revolutions begin when ordinary people conclude that their situation is unjust.[4] So if they can convince people that racism isn’t a problem, then governments can spend less money on rubber bullets to shoot protesters, corporations can spend fewer resources on hiding slavery in their supply chains, and ordinary people can excuse themselves from the annoyance of reflecting on their racist behavior.

			There’s a term to describe how the white world tries to keep us from perceiving the racism that pervades the Western world: gaslighting. Gaslighting is such a buzzword that I wish I knew a better term for what I’m describing. I don’t. It comes from a 1938 play by Patrick Hamilton called Gas Light in which a man meddles with his wife’s gas-powered lights and tells her they’re only flickering in her head. The point of gaslighting is to get the target to doubt their own perceptions of reality and accept the gaslighter’s interpretation.

			That’s what the white world is trying to do to us: on the systemic level by hiding history (like how Stone Mountain Park hid its Klan ties) and on the interpersonal level by telling Black people we’re just being too sensitive or paranoid about racism being a serious problem. The white world wants us to repeat the big lie after them: raaacism iiiizzz nooot a prooooblem heeerrrre. Learning to call bullshit on the white world’s racial gaslighting was my first apocalyptic lesson—a lesson we must all learn to move racial progress forward. For me, learning to call bullshit began as a slow process of learning to see through the lies.

			

			—

			The white world’s gaslighting was strongest for me when I lived in the shadow of Confederate Mount Rushmore. In my hometown, the white world’s big lie took the form of a mind-bending cocktail of Lost Cause propaganda and colorblind racism.

			After the Civil War, ex-Confederates worked to reframe their proslavery coup as a justified uprising against tyranny. Organizations like the United Daughters of the Confederacy pushed for school curricula that taught that the war was really about states’ rights, not slavery. Southern states incorporated the Confederate Battle emblem into their flags, as a symbol of pride. Monuments to Confederate leaders were built, venerating those traitors as heroes. This grand cover-up set the stage for a pervading ignorance in my hometown about the antidemocratic elements that have always existed in America’s politics. But this ignorance was fueled by another key development in the mid-twentieth century.

			When the Civil Rights Movement made overt racism taboo, white supremacists pivoted to colorblind rhetoric to maintain white dominance. Former Republican National Committee chairman Lee Atwater broke it down in an infamous 1981 interview:

			
				You start out in 1954 by saying, “Nigger, nigger, nigger.” By 1968 you can’t say “nigger”—that hurts you, backfires. So you say stuff like, “forced busing, states’ rights,” and all that stuff…. Now, you’re talking about cutting taxes, and all these things you’re talking about are totally economic things and a byproduct of them is, blacks get hurt worse than whites…. [5]

			

			Atwater admits that colorblindness was
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