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Midterms | Election day under the new restrictions arrived. Jamal’s legal team monitored every district, documenting all the irregularities. Polling sites were crowded with long lines  stretching around blocks. Cars stalled in traffic because of buses carrying voters from distant neighborhoods.
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We Will Not Disappear 
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[image: ]They drew the lines like fences,
splitting neighborhoods on the map,
as if voices could be silenced,
as if whole towns could be removed 
with the stroke of a pen.
One seat, they said,
one place for your stories,
for your grandmothers’ hymns,
for your sons’ first baseball game,
for your daughters’ first date.
One seat for one-third of the people.
But we remember.
We remember the shoes worn thin
on Selma’s bridge,
the rivers of sweat in Freedom Summer,
the voting booth fear tactics,
and we still entered with trembling hands.

You can lock precinct doors,
you can reroute the roads,
you can drown us in paperwork requirements 
and call it neutral.
But we will arrive anyway.
On buses, with aching knees,
with canes and iphones,
with laughter and resilience,
with children on our shoulders
and with the names of the fallen on our lips, like Dr. Martin Luther King Jr.
For every vote that disappears,
a witness remains.
For every voice that's silenced,
a chorus grows louder.
And though the maps try to erase us,
the land remembers,
the bayous, the rivers, and the graves
of those who would not bend, remembers; history remembers.
You can redraw the lines,
but you cannot redraw the people.
We still remain,
and we will not disappear.
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Alana  – a young Black attorney that is representing plaintiffs against the new maps.

Reverend C– a 68-year-old pastor who remembers when Black Louisianans couldn’t vote at all.

Marcus – a college student and activist that is inspired by BLM and student organizing, but frustrated by the constant setbacks.
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The Brief That Changed Everything
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It was a slim folder, no thicker than a manual. The words inside were ordinary, clinical words: “Any use of race in redistricting violates the Constitution’s guarantee of equal protection.”

But for Alana, the young attorney who held the document in her hands inside a dim federal courthouse in Baton Rouge, the paper burned. Behind those words was an entire people’s voice—her grandmother’s stories of marching for the right to vote, her uncle’s memory of poll taxes, and her own law school nights of studying Shelby County vs. Holder.

In August of 2025, Louisiana had done the unthinkable. The state government abandoned the compromise map with two Black-majority districts, telling the Supreme Court that even acknowledging race in line-drawing was unlawful. For the first time in decades, Alana felt history folding in on itself—like the state had pulled a trapdoor under her community’s feet.
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Old Battles with New Words
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Reverend C liked to say that Louisiana had two calendars: the church calendar and the election calendar.

He was 68 now, his beard was now a thick river of gray, but he remembered being a child in 1965 when his father came home with tears in his eyes. That was the year federal examiners had finally opened the books to Black voters in East Baton Rouge Parish. C’s father, who had fought to read ballots aloud to white registrars who laughed at him, had finally signed his name into the voter rolls. Sitting in his modest office at Mount Zion Baptist, Reverend C flipped through the day’s news. The filing was everywhere: Louisiana Argues Race Cannot Be Used in Redistricting. Reverend C mumbled a scripture under his breath: “The stone the builders rejected has become the cornerstone.” But then he shook his head. The stone, it seemed, was being tossed out all over again.

And in New Orleans, Marcus, a vibrant, busy, always moving man- read the same headlines on his iphone in the student center at Xavier College. His group, Students 4 Justice, had just started voter registration drives on campus. Now, he wondered aloud to his friends: “Why sign people up to vote if the maps are rigged?” They didn’t have an answer for him; and Marcus wasn’t the type to sit around and wait for one.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Map Lines
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“Maps”, Alana thought, “were never neutral.” She sat across from her mentor, an older lawyer with a cane and experience. He traced the congressional map of Louisiana with his finger, pointing to the jagged split between New Orleans and Baton Rouge. This long thin line connected the Black parishes together into what had once been a second Black-majority district. “This here,” the lawyer said, “used to be hope; hope in the shape of a river.”

Alana got a lump in her throat. She remembered the night the new map passed in 2024. It was celebrated in a downtown café where she and other young lawyers had a toast with expensive champagne. For once, they thought they had won. For once, Black voters would have two seats at the table in Congress, not just one. But now, a single brief had undone it all. In Baton Rouge, Reverend C met with other faith leaders, trying to explain the filing to their weary congregations. “They’re saying color cannot be a factor;” he told them with his voice cracking, “but we know they mean the colored folks don’t matter.”

Meanwhile, Marcus was already scribbling plans in his notebook to counteract the decision: protests, sit-ins, and Tik Toks explaining gerrymandering to his followers  who had never heard the word before. Marcus felt fire in his chest that only injustice could ignite. Unfortunately, he also felt something else like doubt and disappointment.
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Sudden Retreat
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The retreat came like a punch in the gut. One minute, Louisiana was defending its two-district maps in court. The next minute, it had switched sides, telling the Supreme Court that race itself was the poison. Alana sat in a fluorescent-lit meeting with plaintiffs and community elders who had fought for the first map in 2024. They looked at Alana like she carried all the answers; but all she could say was: “Keep fighting!”

Reverend C preached that Sunday on the text of Exodus, about Pharaoh hardening his heart. “When freedom is near, oppressors always fight harder,” he told the congregation. While he thundered preaching, he couldn’t help but notice the tired eyes of his congregation who had fought through this cycle too many times.

And Marcus? Marcus had a megaphone shouting until his voice cracked: “One district is not enough!”  Many cars honked in agreement, some people cheered, while others rolled up their windows as if to say his cause was hopeless. History, it seemed, was looping like a hoola hoop. And all three—Alana, Reverend C, and Marcus—were all trying to master the spins.
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