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			For Kwali, Ifetayo, Tricia, and Mom. 
My Wonder Women.

		

	
		
			
				Sometimes people try to destroy you precisely because they recognize your power—not because they don’t see it, but because they see it and they don’t want it to exist.

				—bell hooks

			

		

	
		
			Part One

			Winning in the Clutch

			 

		

	
		
			1

			The MVPs and Their Three Superpowers

			“Mommy, can we go to Saturn this weekend?” My three-year-old, Ifetayo, looked up from pushing around her toy fire truck. She had perched a model of the solar system on top of it. Ife is the most confident person I have ever known, and her self-assurance was on full display that morning. During her previous obsession with Baby Shark, we had taken her to the aquarium to satisfy her curiosity. So, it stood to reason that we would now bring her to Saturn at our earliest convenience.

			It was one of the last days of summer 2021 and I was making my way downstairs to cook breakfast for my two kids. I paused on the last step, feeling the soft carpet underneath my bare feet, and taking in the sunlight streaming through the trees to land in Ife’s soft curls. It was my favorite time of year in the Pacific Northwest, when the rain and gloom have given way to warmth and blue skies, and everything has opened up—flowers, front doors to let in the breeze, and people who, after scuttling past each other during the long fall and winter months, now lifted their gazes to smile and look one another in the eye. I couldn’t see it from our house, but I knew that a few minutes away, the Salish Sea was already shimmering in deep blue, beneath the evergreen hills and snowcapped mountains.

			Ife stared at me intently. “Saturn, huh? Maybe we can ask the fairies how to get there after breakfast,” I suggested. She nodded solemnly, then looked out the window at the fairy garden our family had built around a magnolia tree in our front yard. It was already abuzz with magic, Black and Brown fairy figurines gently twirling in the breeze, a riot of vibrant purple flowers swaying above the dewy green moss below. Nestled in the moss was a host of fantastic items one might need on adventures to never-before-seen places.

			I loved the wild possibility of our fairy garden, sitting in the middle of an ordinary neighborhood in Tacoma, Washington. It was a sanctuary for the unbounded wonder of children’s minds, and a symbol of the tenacious joy of two queer women of color making way for our family in an overwhelmingly white and straight city. Given the troubling state of the world, Tricia and I were determined to provide our two daughters with the seeds for creative thinking and faith in possibility that they would need to survive the coming years.

			Our ten-year-old daughter, Kwali, bounded up to me with bright eyes. I waited for her usual morning questions about whether she could play with her neighbor friend, eat a Popsicle, or have screen time. Instead, she had just one question. “Mommy, is the world coming to an end?”

			“What made you think about that?” I asked, buying time for my uncaffeinated brain to pivot from Saturn to the end of times and try to think of a solid parental answer. Kwali explained that she and her friends had been talking about the hurricane battering New Orleans, the wildfires engulfing the West Coast, the murder of George Floyd, and abortion rights being attacked in Texas. I listened as she ran down her list of disasters. I looked at her expectant face awaiting my response.

			I wrapped my arms around my firstborn and tried to offer her a comforting answer. “Well, love,” I said. “There are a lot of good people fighting for a better world and to save our planet. We are a part of that fight. We hope we’ll win.”

			The truth is no one is coming to save us.

			The MVPs

			These are apocalyptic times. No generation has faced stakes this high or a responsibility this large. There is no guarantee that there will be enough time for future generations to accomplish the work we were too afraid to undertake, to be bold where we were timid, to act where we hesitated. All of us who are alive and able to take action today, we are the team on the court. This is our shot, and we can’t afford to miss.

			I think about this daily as I look at my two daughters and feel how much I want them and their children to have clean water to drink, clean air to breathe, and the ability to lead safe and fulfilling lives. I think about it as I reflect on my twenty-five years working in social justice movements, and the gravity of what those movements face today. Social justice victories are no longer just about who lives well or not. They are about how long human beings as a species will have a planet on which to survive. And given the outsize role the United States is playing in harming the earth, whether these movements succeed or fail has global implications.

			No team worth its salt would bench its MVPs (most valuable players) during the final championship game. Yet, in the rapidly closing window of time that we have to realize the promise of democracy, to save our rights and the planet, when many of our MVPs are women of color (WOC), that is exactly what progressive movements are doing. If movements don’t figure out how to value their skills and quit benching them by leaving them underestimated, overburdened, attacked, and undefended, it will continue to negatively affect the scoreboard for everybody.

			This is not a book about how all WOC are MVPs who know the way to freedom because…Nikki Haley. As movement elder Linda Burnham said, “Clarify your politics and we can talk from there. I don’t care what color you are. You can be wrong as two left shoes.” Nor is it a book about how everyone else needs to go quiet and get out of the way so that progressive WOC can lead. As Rajasvini Bhansali, executive director of the Solidaire Network, put it, “The points of unity cannot just be identity. They have to be political, principled, to have a movement-building orientation, and honor shared strategies for power building.” The United States is a diverse nation, and it will take people from many walks of life to ensure our collective survival. There is both a moral and tactical imperative for kindhearted people of all races, genders, and backgrounds to be active in social justice movements, as constituents, leaders, and MVPs. It’s a both-and. As in, we can put all these good people together, and without our WOC MVPs, we still don’t win.

			The immense and looming forces threatening the planet, democracy, and, increasingly, the well-being of even the most privileged are not new to WOC. In a speech I gave in 2017 in San Francisco, as Donald Trump was being sworn into office on the other side of the country, I said, “As we prepare to face the dual-headed monster of misogyny and white supremacy, women of color—who have for hundreds of years in this country been battling that same monster for our very survival—have something to teach America about how to fight.”

			This remains true.

			WOC—and Black women in particular—have repeatedly demonstrated how essential they are to the success of every major social justice movement. Black women voted in higher percentages against Trump than any other demographic group. They founded Black Lives Matter, #MeToo, and the U.S. reproductive justice movement—three of the most influential social change efforts in decades. In the 2020 election, Black women in Georgia, through sheer grit and determination and flanked by other people of color, and Black men in particular, changed the fate of the state and the country. That same year, Black women led countless uprisings for Black lives across the country—the largest protest movement in U.S. history that sparked demonstrations attracting thirty million people around the globe.

			Overall, WOC are the country’s most progressive and civically engaged voting bloc, with higher voter-turnout rates than any other group. From the streets to the ballot box and to Congress, no other demographic group in the nation stands up more strongly against hate and more clearly for freedom, climate action, and human rights.

			To name just a few examples:

			
					
					Take “the Squad,” women of color in Congress who form the most progressive flank in the U.S. House of Representatives.[1]

				

					
					Consider the drivers of the Green New Deal—a Black woman, Rhiana Gunn-Wright, wrote it; a Latina, Rep. Alexandria Ocasio-Cortez, was its first high-profile supporter in Congress; and a Desi (South Asian American) woman, Varshini Prakash, led the Sunrise Movement, which prompted a groundswell of young people to push for it.

				

					
					Think about the architects of Oregon’s best-in-the-nation reproductive justice law, which expanded access to full-spectrum reproductive health care for all, including those who are undocumented and transgender. And the WOC who led the fight to protect abortion access locally—a lifesaving backstop in many cities and states now that Roe has fallen.

				

					
					Think of Pramila Jayapal, Alexandria Ocasio-Cortez, and others in the top leadership of the Congressional Progressive Caucus who fought successfully alongside grassroots organizations to ensure that the 2022 Inflation Reduction Act, the largest allocation for energy and climate in the history of this country, a) benefited low-income and environmental justice communities, including $27 billion in direct appropriations and excluding controversial oil and gas infrastructure projects, b) capped the cost of insulin for seniors on Medicare at $35, and c) gave Medicare the power to negotiate prescription drug costs.

				

					
					Consider the WOC elected officials who teamed with groups like the National Domestic Workers Alliance to win gains for women and children in the American Rescue Plan, which expanded the Child Tax Credit for forty million families with sixty-five million children and allocated over $1 billion for survivors of domestic violence and sexual assault and $28 billion for home- and community-based care (benefiting eight million families and the domestic workers who provide care).

				

					
					Take the electoralizing[2] of racial justice movements from Arizona to Pennsylvania to Georgia, and the historical and present-day leadership of trans WOC in busting gender norms that harm us all.

				

					
					Recall that today, 30 million children in this country receive free or reduced-price meals in public schools as a result of the Black Panther free breakfast program, which was designed and run by Black women.[3]

				

					
					Examine the fifteen years of polling showing that women of color are the strongest supporters of climate action,[4] a fact demonstrated by those who led and won the fight for the Justice40 Initiative, a Biden-Harris 2021 Executive Order that mandates 40 percent of all federal climate and clean energy investments (including the Inflation Reduction Act, as well as the CHIPS and Science Act, and the Bipartisan Infrastructure Law) benefit “disadvantaged” communities.[5] This would not have happened without WOC leaders from grassroots organizations like the Asian Pacific Environmental Network, which served on the White House Environmental Justice Advisory Council, and state-based frontline alliances like the NY Renews coalition.

				

			

			Most of all, we see it in the disproportionate number of WOC-led organizations willing to tackle problems intersectionally[6]—from the term intersectionality, coined by Kimberlé Crenshaw, and introduced by the Combahee River Collective of Black women—simultaneously dismantling the forces of white supremacy, patriarchy, capitalism, and colonialism.

			And then there’s Meghan Markle. If a Black woman hadn’t called bullshit and decided to save her own life, Prince Harry would still be having high tea with a splash of brainwashing in the royal palace. If that isn’t a microcosm of how WOC save our own lives and free others in the process, I don’t know what is.

			This is not about some false romantic notion that WOC are magical beings striving to “save us all.” It’s the fact that the obstacles that WOC must remove—in order to survive and thrive—are the same ones that keep all people from being free. When WOC fight and win for ourselves and our communities, everyone else benefits by extension.

			At ninety-three years old, former United Farm Workers union leader Dolores Huerta is a feminist and social justice icon and one of the living legends of our time. When I asked her how many of her biggest victories, for farmworkers and other communities, were possible because of her lived experience as a woman of color, her response was, “Most, if not all of them.”

			People began to realize the importance of WOC during the 2020 elections. In state after state, the numbers were undeniable: WOC in general—and Black women especially—created the margin of victory that kept the country from careening over a cliff into fascism. They did it with strategies such as year-round, long-term, door-to-door grassroots organizing with voters, which had long been derided as inefficient by everyone from electoral donors to the Democratic Party leadership. They did it through community-based organizations that had for years been written off as too small and too marginal to be serious. They did it with a multi-issue approach—tackling abortion access alongside climate justice, police reform, and other issues—that had been widely dismissed as diluting the potency and focus of single-issue fights.

			When Kamala Harris stepped forward to accept the Democratic nomination for president of the United States on August 22, 2024, her candidacy represented both a historic achievement and a flashpoint for the ongoing racial and gendered challenges that women of color in leadership continue to face. From the grassroots WOC leaders who helped secure major electoral victories to Harris herself, their leadership has been met with targeted attacks designed to undermine their legitimacy.

			Harris, a Black and South Asian woman, will undoubtedly continue to encounter intensified scrutiny as a prominent leader—her identity used against her in ways that echo and surpass the struggles of her predecessors. Trump and his supporters have already given her the nickname “Laffin’ Kamala,” deliberately mispronounced her South Asian name, cast her as “the DEI candidate,” and questioned her Blackness in front of the National Association of Black Journalists. This gives greater license to those who make gendered and racial attacks on the grassroots WOC leaders who are critical to ensuring that the next administration is held accountable to deliver meaningful improvements in people’s lives, from climate justice to reproductive freedom to support for Gaza.

			These attacks mischaracterize Harris’s qualifications, reduce her to a symbol of diversity, and question her belonging, reflecting deeper issues with how our society responds to women of color in power. Yet, Harris’s nomination also stands as a testament to the power of grassroots organizing and leadership among women of color, who remain central to electoral success and advancing progressive agendas.

			Women of color understand something crucial about social change that was essential to 2020’s landmark electoral wins and to reenergizing the electorate’s sense of possibility with a Harris nomination. They know the factors that will be essential for countless other victories in the future.

			The Three Superpowers

			At the heart of what WOC bring to leadership are three superpowers that shine like megawatt bulbs, lighting the path to liberation for all people. They are:

			
					
					360-degree vision: The ability to look at things intersectionally, to innovate solutions that address white supremacy, patriarchy, capitalism, and colonialism simultaneously, pulling up from the roots the interlocking tangle of oppressions that hurt us all.

				

					
					Boldness: The tenacious drive to push beyond safe, timid, incremental change to make the brave demands required for people to thrive and for the planet to sustain human life.

				

					
					Generosity: The conviction that we rise by lifting others, encouraging and collaborating rather than competing and tearing down, so we can build a deep bench of leadership beside us and behind us that embodies the value of interdependence.

				

			

			As a group, WOC hold a disproportionately higher concentration of this kind of thinking and praxis in their work for social change than any other segment of society, making them a triple threat in the fight for freedom. These qualities are not present in every leader who is a woman of color, nor are they absent from every leader who is not.

			Disproportionality is not the same as universality.

			Ninety-five percent of Black women voted against Donald Trump, whose campaign included attacks on women, immigrants, Muslims, disabled people, the LGBTQ community, and people of color, among others. That is a stunning level of political and moral clarity. Yet, Candace Owens, an ardent Trump supporter, is a Black woman. There are WOC who are terrible leaders. Tokenizing stereotypes that cast all WOC leaders as progressive and visionary is as much a denial of our humanity as negative stereotypes that label all of us as aggressive or victims. On the flip side, no group votes more consistently for hate at the ballot box than white men, who are followed very closely by white women—both voted in clear majorities for Trump in 2016 and 2020—as just one example. Yet, Jane Fonda and Steve Kerr are two white people, among many others, who work diligently alongside people of color to free all of humanity. To buy into universality is to endorse bigotry. But to not acknowledge disproportionality is to ignore the odds.

			As I have often said to high-net-worth donors who give to “social change,” you can continue to allocate the vast majority of giving to white men and less than 1 percent to WOC, but you don’t get to call it strategic. Clarity is also contextual. In the twenty-first century in the United States, WOC have a lived experience surviving the major oppressive forces in our society simultaneously. That results in a high degree of lucidity. In another time and place, it might well be another group that drives toward freedom with the greatest clarity.

			We have to start talking about the three superpowers to truly value them. And we must start talking about the forces that keep WOC on the bench.

			The Bench

			There are many things that people do to rig the game and bench WOC leaders by making leadership positions treacherous for us, but the top four are:

			
					
					Assume she is incompetent, a setup requiring her to work four times as hard and be four times as good to be taken as seriously as her white male counterparts.

				

					
					Expect her to mother and mammy, a demand that she either expend energy nurturing and caretaking at a level that isn’t required of any other kind of leader, or be cast as cold, unfeeling, mean—labels that block her access to resources and opportunities.

				

					
					Allow her little to no margin of error, leaving her less room to fail, to experiment, to innovate without risking her career.

				

					
					When she is attacked, leave her alone and unprotected, and gaslit when she attempts to defend herself. The thoroughness and consistency with which women of color leaders are abandoned when they are attacked prompts the question posed by Carolyn Jess-Cook: “Why were we taught to be afraid of the witches and not the people who burned them alive?”

				

			

			It costs all of us when many of our best movement leaders are bleeding so much precious time and energy navigating and surviving these dynamics instead of dreaming, strategizing, innovating, and leading.

			These are not new problems. Nor are they resolved by wealth or status. Tony Award–winning actor, writer, director, and comedian Sarah Jones is a leader in advancing social justice movements through the arts. I first saw her in 1999 when her breakthrough one-woman show, Surface Transit, premiered at the Nuyorican Poets Café in New York City. I was blown away. Jones has been called “a master of the genre” by The New York Times and praised by the best in the industry, but there is nothing Hollywood about her.

			Speaking about the leading WOC in Hollywood, she told me, “You don’t graduate out of racism and misogyny. I had a show for a major network that a bunch of white men killed in their racism and ignorance and misogyny. They bought it from me and destroyed it and me for a couple of years. This is my journey in Hollywood. You get well paid and there are certain trappings, but it’s incredibly racist and misogynistic to the bone. The last few years, notwithstanding #MeToo and Time’s Up—God bless Tarana [Burke]—and the progress there has been, it is overwhelmingly still a site of a lot of pain and trauma. I’ve talked to A-list Black women and they say, ‘Yeah girl, me too, absolutely. This is happening to me too with all my millions and visibility.’ ”

			This parallels statistics that prove that, despite controlling for every other factor, women of color with higher levels of wealth and education still experience disproportionately worse health outcomes (such as high maternal mortality rates among Black and Indigenous women) driven by the stress and “weathering” of racism.[7]

			For decades, WOC were simply shut out of leadership positions in most industries. Against all odds, and thanks to the tireless work of many generations, a breakthrough occurred in the past decade, and more WOC ascended into leadership than ever before in U.S. history. In the social justice sector, we took the helm of scores of organizations, including some of the largest national legacy institutions. We began working in solidarity with one another and, despite the rigged game, scoring wins for millions of people. What a relief to finally see our MVPs on the court at a time in history when we need them most!

			Now, just a few years later, an exodus of these leaders is underway.

			One foundation colleague of mine who manages a large gender justice portfolio of mostly WOC-led groups told me that more than 70 percent of her grantees had seen leadership transitions in 2021—higher than in any year she could remember. By the end of 2021, I had lost track of the number of Zoom calls I had been on with WOC executive directors—tough, excellent, and seasoned leaders—who were in crisis about the level of attack they were under.

			One call weighs heavily in my memory, when every WOC leader on the line named a serious health problem she was managing due to the stress of being attacked from all sides. The call ended with someone sharing that they had heard separately from eight different WOC leaders that they planned to leave their positions and would never consider an executive director or CEO job again because of the impact on their bodies and psyches. Leaders were departing mid-career, taking with them decades of wisdom, skills, and relationships, an incalculable loss for movements.

			I have worked in social justice movements for twenty-five years, and though I’ve spent enough time in predominately white and male environments to have a point of comparison, WOC have been at the heart of my work for most of my career. I’ve been a researcher and freelance journalist covering a range of issues, from domestic violence survivors fighting welfare reform, to Chinatown sweatshop workers unionizing to improve working conditions, to women’s health advocates calling out racial disparities in breast cancer treatment. I’ve worked as a community and labor organizer supporting home care and other predominately low-income, WOC workforces. And I was founder and leader—for seventeen years—of Groundswell Fund and Groundswell Action Fund, two of the largest funders of WOC-led grassroots community and electoral organizing in the United States. I have dedicated most of my career to supporting WOC leaders to kick open doors and lead and have had a front-row seat to their strategic brilliance. When I sat down to write this book, I didn’t have a solution to the exodus that was occurring. In my own leadership journey, I have succeeded beyond my wildest dreams, and failed spectacularly. There is still so much I am learning and figuring out. What I did have was the drive to find a solution, the time to seek it, and a wide set of relationships with the kind of wise leaders who could help piece together the answers we all need.

			Over the years I’ve spent hundreds of hours talking to leaders, listening to their stories, what they see as their strengths, their greatest barriers to success, and what keeps them up at night. I have known many WOC leaders for fifteen or twenty years, as peers and friends. I began reaching out to them. One by one, I sat down with more than forty-five leaders, including beloved elders like Dolores Huerta, Adisa Douglas, and Bernice Johnson Reagon. Dr. Reagon, a giant of the Civil Rights Movement, the founder of Sweet Honey in the Rock, and a guiding light to so many of us, passed away just before the publication of this book, may she rest in power. I spoke with elected officials like Representative Pramila Jayapal, artists like Sarah Jones, and grassroots leaders like Ash-Lee Woodard Henderson, former co–executive director of the historic Highlander Research and Education Center, where Rosa Parks and other iconic civil rights leaders once trained. Their deep insights are woven throughout the pages of this book. Their wisdom has, for me, been a master class in leadership and a sister circle of support. I hope it is that for you too.

			Social movements are tough terrain for any leader of consequence. Anyone who has seen the film King in the Wilderness (which chronicles the final three years of Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr.’s life) knows that even those of his stature, who are widely accepted as heroes in the present day, suffered greatly from the anguish of attack from all sides. However, there is something distinct facing WOC leaders.

			In his book Whistling Vivaldi, sociologist Claude M. Steele recalled how as a young Black man he would strategically whistle a melody from the popular composer Antonio Vivaldi while walking through the predominately white neighborhood near his college campus. He noticed that when he did this, the white people passing by were less likely to grab their purses or cross the street. Their fear of him, programmed through the stereotypes of Black men as violent and dangerous, lessened, and with it the grave dangers that white fear could mean for him. By changing his own presentation, he protected himself from what he called “stereotype threat.”

			Stereotype threat for WOC leaders is a potent blend of racism and misogyny that comes at us from people of all races and genders. It makes leadership exceptionally treacherous. It shows up in how the world receives our leadership, how some WOC treat one another, and even how we see and think of ourselves. There are myriad ways in which WOC leaders “whistle Vivaldi” to put others at ease, to protect ourselves from being annihilated. Like expending energy to reassure people who are threatened by our power and success that we are not monsters. Many of these strategies sap our time and energy, putting a substantial drag on the velocity of our leadership, which in turn hinders the success of social change movements.

			
				Mini Master Class

				Gloria Walton

				Gloria Walton is the president and CEO of the Solutions Project, which is globally recognized for uniting the fields of climate change and racial justice. Gloria was most recently acclaimed as being among the most powerful women in U.S. philanthropy by Inside Philanthropy.

				“Conforming our shape and our presence to mitigate or respond to people’s conscious and unconscious bias is exhausting,” she shared. “I’m experimenting with giving myself permission not to do that, and if someone is uncomfortable, I’m also permitting myself to name what is problematic about their discomfort—in a compassionate but honest way. It’s not easy. It creates uncomfortable conversations, but if I don’t hold up a mirror and gently educate a well-meaning person, they’re not going to see it, and then they’re going to do it to the next woman of color.”

			

			The benching is worse now, with the rollback of diversity, equity, and inclusion,[8] attacks on critical race theory, the SCOTUS dismantling of affirmative action, and the extremely heightened levels of conflict within movement organizations. For decades, the laugh-to-keep-from-crying running joke among WOC leaders has been that unless we founded an organization ourselves, we were usually only invited to lead one if it was a fixer-upper. Now, a historic number of WOC are being invited to take the helm of prominent social change organizations when the entire field of social justice feels like a fixer-upper. Separate and distinct from the constructive push for organizations to evolve, a generalized anti-authority teardown of organizational leaders is sweeping across progressive movements writ large. A rising trend among nonprofit workers to conflate all authority and positional power with abuse, all boundaries with oppression, and all discipline with exploitation, is a quagmire for leaders and organizations. Right-wing attacks have also become more dangerous. All of these are hitting WOC leaders with particular force, compounding the existing racist and patriarchal notions that Black and Brown women who are assertive rather than placating are aggressive, mean, and need to be put in their place.

			On January 6, 2021, Trump incited an attack on the nation’s Capitol in which throngs of armed extremists and vigilantes stormed the building, threatening to kill people and forcing lawmakers—especially progressives—to hide for their lives in offices, under desks, and anywhere they could. One of these lawmakers was Alexandria Ocasio-Cortez, who shortly after surviving the January 6 attack talked to GQ magazine about the challenges of surviving vicious attacks on a regular basis both from the right wing and from members of her own party. “Others may see a person who is admired, but my everyday lived experience here is as a person who is despised. Imagine working a job and your bosses don’t like you and folks on your team are suspicious of you. And then the competing company is trying to kill you…. So many people in this country hate women. And they hate women of color. And that weighs very heavily on me. And it’s not just the right wing.”[9]

			Ash-Lee Woodard Henderson captured the sentiment of many WOC leaders I interviewed, saying, “It often feels like we are building the plane while flying it—and being shot at both from the outside and the inside.”

			We are living in a time when it is not unusual for WOC to simultaneously receive death threats from white supremacists, be undermined by white coalition allies, and be unfairly attacked by their own staff—including people of color. People in this country are in pain and for good reason. Globally, authoritarianism is rising, climate disasters are mounting, and war is raging, with more armed conflicts happening now than at any time since World War II.[10] Our rights are being taken away and income inequality is increasing. As an attorney colleague of mine who represents hundreds of nonprofits recently said to me, “It is one of the worst times to be a nonprofit leader because everyone’s mental health has gone down two or three notches. Leaders are having to manage through this as people bring all of that to work.”

			Part of the offering of this book at this time in history is the reality check that we in the movement have got to get ourselves together. As my longtime friend African feminist activist and writer Jessica Horn said of those working within social justice movements, “It’s not a time to be fighting each other when it’s so serious outside. We are weakening the possibility of a democratic future. This is a good moment to pause and have a think about us.”

			And we have to talk about all of it, even the parts that have been considered taboo to speak about in the public square. Some of the forces benching WOC away from leadership and power are external: white people, cis men, and the institutions they control. These forces are real and formidable. I will examine their impact and how WOC navigate and triumph over them. But I will also explore the powerful ways in which the internalization of white supremacy, patriarchy, unbridled capitalism, and the relentless messaging that we are not and should not be leaders can manifest itself in the suspicion and tearing down of our leadership efforts by our own sisters, our own communities, and, most tragically, even ourselves.

			As Audre Lorde once wrote so poignantly, “It is easier to crucify myself in you than to take on the threatening universe of whiteness by admitting that we are worth wanting each other.” This is often the greatest heartbreak: when our own people attempt to tear us down or stand idly by to allow it. Without vigilance, the internalization of oppression works to police us back into more passive and submissive stances and ultimately into silence. These dynamics can be the most painful, and when we dare to lead, they function in mighty ways to keep us from achieving the victories that we, our children, and the world at large sorely need.

			Understanding who we are as leaders, what works for and against us, how we both enable and undermine ourselves and one another, is all critical to getting off the bench and in the game.

			The Price of Silence

			As a former labor organizer, I know that workplaces don’t get safer until problems are brought out of the shadows and into the light of public discussion, where behavior and systems can be confronted and changed. It was once socially acceptable and legally permissible for most workplaces to use child labor, to demand an unending norm of fifteen-hour days and seven-day workweeks, to allow workers to be maimed or killed on the job, and to fire employees for being pregnant. None of these conditions improved without a public discussion that named them and organizing that transformed them. As James Baldwin reminds us, “Not everything that is faced can be changed; but nothing can be changed until it is faced.”

			Today, many racial and gender stereotypes have been put under the bright light of public discourse, which is a critical step in reducing their power. This is not so for WOC leaders. Beyond leaders talking quietly with one another, the public discussion of what happens to us in these positions is almost nonexistent. When I asked a prominent organizational development consultant who works primarily with WOC leaders why none of her clients were talking or writing publicly about what they were experiencing, she answered with only one word: fear.

			I know the fear of telling the truth firsthand and have at times kept silent about the hits I took in leadership, which were so much worse than those experienced by any of the white or male leaders I knew. There are the old fears: WOC have to work four times as hard to prove we can hack leadership. Speaking out about the beating you are taking once in the position will only be bandied about as proof that you couldn’t hack it after all. If the hits are coming from other people of color—which they often are—there is the fear of airing our dirty laundry in front of white folks and funders. Then there is the new fear, in the era of cancel culture, of standing up to bullies who may become further enraged and drag us online. WOC know the margin of error for us is razor-thin. White leaders and even cis men of color can often survive false accusations and unwarranted attacks in ways that we cannot. We can present all the evidence and data to disprove baseless rumors and mean-spirited lies, but who would believe us? So, we keep our mouths shut. And when the pain and damage become too great, we quietly exit the movement.

			Most leaders I spoke to about this book emphatically urged me to write it, citing the need for an authentic discussion—especially now. Still, a few cautioned me against it. “What will funders say?” they wondered. “Why make yourself a target?” I weighed this carefully. I decided to write it anyway, all of it, including the challenge of lateral violence between and among women of color.

			Library shelves are full of books by white men and women examining their imperfections and struggles without their reputations being harmed. Airbrushed representations of realities WOC leaders face may serve respectability politics, but they certainly don’t serve us. The fear of negative stereotypes keeps WOC trapped in performances of perfection. We worry that we will be destroyed if we reveal our imperfect, three-dimensional selves. This fear is toxic to us. It robs us of our humanity and steals our right to grow and evolve. It roots us in shame and traps us in pain, which is a perpetuation of the white supremacist project that demands we orient ourselves toward a judgmental white gaze rather than toward one another.

			I love us, and so I reject these taboos. Instead, I embrace the example of truth tellers like Zora Neale Hurston, who dared to write in a way that celebrated the full and imperfect humanity of Southern Black folks—their authentic vernacular, their triumphs, and their failures. For WOC to love ourselves wholly is to tell the whole truth about ourselves.

			I also have some practice in telling hard truths to get free. I was five years old when I told the truth to get free from my sexual abuser. I was twenty-two when I came out of the closet as queer. I was twenty-seven when I went to work in philanthropy, telling the truth loudly about the redlining of funding to the most marginalized communities, willing to be fired if that’s what it took to get dollars flowing in the right direction. Truth telling is not theoretical for me. It has meant real and sometimes painful consequences. But it has also led me to where I am today, freer, more whole.

			As Hurston told us, “If you are silent about your pain, they’ll kill you and say you enjoyed it.” Well, here goes breaking the silence. If the raw truth of what many people expect from women of color leaders were a job description, it would read something like this:

			Position Description: Woman of Color Leader

			Job Duties:

			
					
					In every new space you enter, deal with the assumption that you are incompetent with a positive attitude. Produce work that is four times as good as your white female or male counterparts to be seen as equally credible.

				

					
					Satisfy the mothering and mammying needs of others as needed. Provide a level of nurturing and emotional labor that would never be expected of your white or male counterparts.

				

					
					Be likable at all costs, even when it requires giving up the decision-making power that any effective leader must exercise in order to have actual impact. Understand that when people assume that every woman of color with positional power is unapproachable and mean, it’s not their problem, it’s yours. Fix it. Work harder to convince them that you are a human being and, even more important, a nice girl who doesn’t think too much of herself and knows her place.

				

					
					Work with zero margin of error, knowing how easily you can be discarded for any major mistake, real or perceived. Invest in a mouthguard for nighttime teeth grinding, and various other pharmaceuticals and herbal remedies for the hypervigilance that this requires and the toll that it will take on your body and mind.

				

					
					If you realize you’ve been invited onto a glass cliff (an organization in crisis) be nice about it. Hustle to clean up the mess that preceded you, and work your Black or Brown girl magic to save the organization. Let the knowledge that you are the only one they will blame if things fail put a fire under you to do whatever it takes to get the job done.

				

					
					When called a bitch for setting limits that would be considered normal for any other leader, ignore it. Anything else will be considered defensive and proof that you are, in fact, a bitch.

				

					
					Be a willing screen onto which your staff can project the other women authority figures who ever disappointed them in life: their mother, their grandmother, their great-grandmother. Do not react or respond as they unload the rage they have for these people onto you. Weather this with a cheery disposition.

				

					
					If your work is especially high-impact, know that you will receive more death threats than your white and male counterparts. Understand that neither the public threats on your life nor the security detail on your house will inspire enough compassion to deter others, including people in movement work and even some members of your own staff, from piling on with their own attacks. Weather this stoically and quietly.

				

					
					Apologize profusely whenever staff members accuse you of perpetuating white supremacy culture for asking them to show up to work on time or to do their jobs well. Anything less on your part will be considered defensive, unaccountable, and probably white supremacist.

				

					
					Apologize and admit fault immediately if accused of any kind of discrimination, bias, or other misuse of power—ageism, transphobia, xenophobia, antisemitism, anti-Blackness, retaliation, etc.—even if there is ample data and evidence to prove the accusation is false. Remember that data itself is white supremacist—not generally, but definitely when it is used by you, and that evidence, when delivered by you, is just defensive and mean. Also, remember that few things put people more at ease than seeing a powerful woman of color apologize.

				

					
					Follow the terrible advice of most of the organizational development (OD) firms and practitioners in the sector, that the best way to handle destructive staff is to give them more decision-making power and room to break everything in the organizational house. Understand that many OD providers also have a problem with women of color using their power and need you to know your place and be a nice girl. They also need to get paid, and creating unnecessary amounts of structure and process in which even more chaos can flourish pays much better than supporting you to follow your gut instincts to draw healthy boundaries. Don’t trust your gut. What do you know? They are the experts, do what they say!

				

					
					If you are dragged publicly for some baseless rumor, prepare to be abandoned by nearly everyone and treated as if you are radioactive. Reread The Scarlet Letter, understand that the same ancient rules still apply, and accept this inevitability. Be gracious with gutless people. Smile when they put a hand on your shoulder and express their sympathy to you in side conversations while doing absolutely nothing to have your back in public. Try your best not to despair in wondering how an army comprising so many chickenshit individuals will defeat a well-financed, rapidly advancing authoritarian machine.

				

					
					Take it in stride when other women of color who you have lifted and supported stab you in the back because of group pressure, competition for resources, internalized racism and patriarchy, jealousy or spite, or for the rewards the system gives them for taking other sisters out. Understand that heartbreak about betrayal is unprofessional.

				

					
					Be affable about tokenizing. Welcome the saccharine praise by those who are more concerned with appearing supportive of a woman of color leader than giving you the critical feedback and information you need to avoid being hit by a train headed your way.

				

					
					Never talk publicly about job duties 1–14 above. Know that if you break the code of silence people will call you hysterical and bitter. They won’t believe you. They will assume you are exaggerating because leadership is just too much for you to handle.

				

					
					If you don’t succeed in leadership after following the rules above, listen to those who remind you that not everyone is cut out for these positions. Don’t worry about the system being rigged. Instead, stew about how you failed and how it was all your fault. Accept the fact that you must not have known what you were doing after all. Step down and go quietly. Get back in your fucking place.

				

			

			If progressive women of color leaders wrote an equally honest cover letter in response to this job description, it would begin: “Dear Movement: We could all be winning more if you took your foot off of our necks.”

			No effective woman of color leader abides by everything on this list—she would never accomplish anything if she did. But every woman of color leader working to make change in political, social, or cultural movements has to expend energy navigating some aspect of this list on the daily. We need people around us to unrig the game by chucking the list in its entirety, along with the punishing behavior that so often targets a leader who refuses any part of this toxic and all too common job description.

			A Gift for My Sisters

			When I was a young leader in my midtwenties, I wished for a book that would remind me that I was not alone, that others faced the same challenges I was confronting, and that they had found a way through—and that I would too. I longed for a resource that shared the wisdom of WOC in movement, of how they thrived as leaders—making meaningful contributions to a better world—amid so many obstacles. I want this to be that book. I think of it as my gift to my movement sisters, who I love dearly, and I offer it with the heartfelt hope that it will help our superpowers shine.

			There is one comfort I hope every woman of color leader who reads this book will take away: You are not alone. For us, this book does several things: It affirms our brilliance, names the obstacles in our way, and collectivizes our wisdom on how to navigate them. It is a balm for the painful challenges we often encounter as we dare to lead. It is a reminder that there is a wellspring of knowledge and wisdom among us for how to lead in ways that transform the world while honoring our own well-being and the well-being of others. It is also a reminder that the responsibility for changing the systemic oppression we face does not rest with us alone.

			One day, I was at my daughter Kwali’s swim meet when I spotted a middle-aged woman in the crowd, likely a fellow mother, sitting in a folding chair apart from most of the parents. She had fallen asleep with her mouth open. She was clearly exhausted. Resting on her chest was a book titled What to Do When He Won’t Change. It struck me as a perfect metaphor for what often happens in movement. The fact that those who participate in and benefit from systems that exhaust WOC leaders to their core are allowed to not change—while we study up on how to work around them and somehow survive—is bullshit. The notion that WOC leaders can escape our predicament by just trying harder at leadership is magical thinking. It makes about as much sense as telling Black folks during Jim Crow to try harder to vote when literacy tests and poll taxes were making that impossible.

			WOC leaders can lift our voices to speak out about what needs changing, but those who work with us must also take collective responsibility to change norms and unrig the game.

			For WOC who are not in leadership positions, and for non-WOC, including white folks, this book presents two opportunities. First, to strengthen your own praxis by learning from the creative innovations WOC leaders are bringing to social change strategy and organizational leadership. Not all, but many of the challenges WOC leaders face are supersized versions of those being felt by leaders of all races and genders in these times. The strategies WOC use to surmount these are helpful additions to any leader’s toolbox. Second, this book is an opportunity to more deeply understand the experience of WOC leaders so that you can, in the interest of all of us, step up to help make leadership a less treacherous place. As the great Maya Angelou reminds us, “When you know better, you do better.” The responsibility lies largely with you.

			My most fervent intent is that this book opens a conversation in the public square that radically shifts how people view and treat WOC leaders. May the leaders of today—and those in my daughters’ generation—have a clearer, less obstructed runway from which to take flight with their best strategies and ideas. My vision is that we meet these end-of-times challenges with the radical imagination and confidence that is so needed to save our democracy and the planet. If my daughters decide to lead, shoulder to shoulder with grassroots communities, toward a better world, I want to be able to tell them honestly that enough people will see them, protect them, and unrig the game of the barriers that attempt to block their light. I want them, with their remarkable empathy and confidence, to have the best possible shot at taking us to the never-before-seen places, the metaphorical Saturns: the new ways of being that humanity must reach to evolve and thrive.

			Finally, my heartfelt gratitude to the more than forty-five inspirational leaders (listed in the appendix) with whom I conducted formal interviews during the writing of this book. We rise by lifting one another.
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			What Shapes Us

			When I was five years old, I had a regular morning routine. I pulled a pair of yellow construction-paper wrist cuffs over my hands and pushed a matching crown down gingerly over my jet-black curls. All the pieces of paper were fastened together with crooked staples and adorned with red, white, and blue designs I had scrawled with Crayola crayons. To me, they felt like magic. I picked up an old jump rope that I had knotted and turned into a lasso. Then I headed out into the middle of our front lawn. Standing tall, chest puffed out, I twirled the lasso in circles high above my head, shouting as loudly as I could, “I am Wonder Woman!”

			It was 1983, and Lynda Carter’s Wonder Woman was big. I spent hours staring into my family’s tiny rabbit-eared TV as she fought her way out of countless seemingly insurmountable situations. Carter was a superhero, and there was no one she couldn’t defend herself against or protect herself from. I was obsessed with her, and especially her golden lasso. Because it had the power to make people tell the truth. There was a truth sitting heavy on my heart that I desperately wanted to tell, and I wanted truth-telling power too.

			That year, my parents and I lived in a suburb of Seattle, Washington, surrounded by my close-knit Sri Lankan family—my dad’s people, who had immigrated to the United States in the late 1970s, fleeing a civil war. Priya was the middle name my parents gave me. In Tamil, it means “beloved,” and I was. When I wasn’t on the hip of an auntie or older cousin, I was being doted on by my grandparents or running through the house with my little cousin Enosh, who was like a brother to me. We would dash through the kitchen, where my favorite auntie was chopping coconut, each of us grabbing a juicy piece from her outstretched hand. My bond with my family was strong. From birth, my relatives were my entire world.

			And that’s what made the truth—hidden within me—so hard to tell. That’s why I was out there every morning, spinning that lasso, working up the courage to tell it. I knew that most everyone in my family loved and cared for me. I also knew that one of the men in our family kept doing something to me that I didn’t like, something that confused me and filled me with shame. Something he threatened me not to tell anyone about. One morning, I woke up and didn’t head out to the front lawn. Instead, I told. I had no idea that it would change the trajectory of my entire life.

			My father and his family turned their backs. They said they didn’t believe me. It would take decades before I would realize that believing me had very little to do with it. I had turned on a light in a room where many of the women in my family had hidden away their own pain. A room they needed to keep dark. The rule was clear: Either keep that light switch flipped off, in denial, or you were out of the family. Who did I think I was? Only one person stood with me: my mother. When she saw no one else was willing to protect me, she packed me up and we left. When she walked out, she left behind the only support system she had.

			It wasn’t easy. We struggled for money. The man who had sexually abused me left death threats for her on our answering machine. Some nights I would wake up and find her sitting at the end of her bed, crying and praying for the money she needed to provide for us and keep me safe. It wasn’t until years later, when I was a mother myself, that I realized the courage of what she had done.

			This is how, at age five, I learned superpower number two: My mother taught me to be bold. If you want to be free, you have to be willing to speak the brave truth. You have to be willing to lose the people who want to stay in the lie. They will break your heart, but freedom is worth it.

			At first glance, the situation was a painful but simple one: A daughter had been harmed and a mother had done what she needed to do to protect her child. In reality it was anything but. Because I was Brown and my mother was white, and this was America.

			We rented the basement unit of a house in Seattle’s north end, near the naval base. The house was modest, with outdated appliances and wood-paneled siding. My bedroom had a rust-colored carpet and a window that looked out at a brick wall. But the place had one major redeeming quality: a backyard that opened up onto a thin, pebbly beach on Lake Washington. The lake was a wonder. Its slate gray waters turned blue farther out, and in the distance, evergreen hills were topped by snowcapped mountains. My mom and I spent so much time staring at the water. I believe that watching it wash against the shore, day after day, helped us eventually heal.

			Not long after we moved in, the bright sunlight of summer waned and became the heavy gray overcast of fall. We were alone now, just my mother and me. She was loving and attentive. And yet, during those first weeks in our new home, it felt as if someone had pressed a mute button on our world. Gone was the laughter and hubbub of a bustling family life, gone were the love and care of cousins and aunties, the bursting color and glint of batiks and gold bangles, and the smell of curry and dahl balled together with fragrant basmati rice between brown fingers and lifted into waiting mouths. My family ate with their hands, as is the custom in Sri Lanka. In this new place, there was quiet and solitude, and the metallic taste of forks on teeth. Here, the only people I saw were white.

			A few family members visited infrequently. I learned that many things could be true at the same time. They loved me. And they considered me a traitor. They gave me gifts and nourished me with the familiar foods of home. And they were beginning what would be a decades-long campaign to pressure me to recant, to turn that light switch back off. Papa (my grandfather) and Granny came to visit first. “Come, da-ling,” Papa called to me, patting my shoulder firmly with his hand. “Open the parcels we brought for you, eh?” He motioned to the plastic Payless Drugstore bags they had brought, each double knotted at the top. Inside were tins full of my favorite foods—dahl, curry, rice—and usually a fresh, uncut mango that I would devour every inch of, scraping the peel and seed clean with my teeth as if it were the last mango on earth. The flavor of the curry chicken on my tongue seemed to restore balance to something deep down in my soul. I loved seeing Papa and Granny, but it felt different—formal and stiff. My mom made small talk about the weather, and my grandparents asked me rote questions about school. Papa was kindness personified. As a toddler I used to hold his eighty-year-old hands in mine, marveling at the contrast of them. One side the color of dark coffee beans, and soft in that comforting way that only the skin of elders is. The other side, cream-colored with deep, dark lines, and calloused in that way of those who have done hard labor. Kind of like the man himself, I would reflect later in life. Someone who had toughened up enough to survive the brutality of British colonization but managed to keep his heart soft and kind. I adored him. I wanted so much to just climb into his lap like I used to do, resting my head on his chest. But there was a weird pall over the room that made me hesitate. After their visits, my stomach would ache with anxiety and I’d curl up in a ball on the living room floor.

			My favorite cousin, Enosh, once visited with his sister, Shanaya, and their parents. The moment they arrived, the queasiness in my stomach doubled me over. There was no one I missed more than Enosh. I asked about him daily, and the distance between us had put a crack in my heart that only deepened with his visit, which felt neither friendly nor familiar. After a while, my stomachache eased up, and I tried to interact. “Akka!” I said, calling Shanaya by the Tamil word for sister that Enosh and I had always used for her. She turned to me with a sharp reprimand: “Akka means sister. I’m your cousin.” With my family, I felt something I had never sensed before. Instead of cupping my face in their hands and pulling me into their warm embrace, they stood at a distance and chatted about mundane things. Instead of shouting “You’re it!” and chasing me in our usual game of tag, Enosh looked at me with a bored and aloof stare. It was as if a glass door had been closed and locked. I was on the outside, looking in.

			When I asked my mom why our relatives felt so far away, she simply said, “Blood is thicker than water.” I didn’t understand. She also told me, “What happened, it’s not your fault.” But all I knew was I had told the truth. And as a result, my family had gone away. My mom and I were all alone.

			My family came to visit less and less. I kept waiting for them to come back, to reappear on the horizon. I looked for them wherever I was—at the grocery store, the mall, the library. Where had they gone? When would they return? Every day I would come home from school, plunk down on the couch in front of the TV, and turn the dial past all of the cartoons and kids’ shows until I found The Jeffersons or Good Times or Sanford and Son, all featuring Brown people who looked like my family. “Would you like some water, Mr. Jefferson?” asked Florence, the housekeeper. “Why, yes, Florence, I would, thank you,” answered Mr. Jefferson, strutting across the living room. “Good, me too,” Florence clapped back, a glint in her eye. “Get me some while you’re at it, will you?” The studio audience erupted in applause. I cracked up, alone in my living room. I stayed glued to the screen, spending quality time with my favorite TV families until my mom called me for dinner.

			Being alone was an unfamiliar sensation. So was the constant presence of fear in our household. Terrified that the man who had hurt me would harm us or kidnap me, my mom and I were forever on edge. An extremely private person, my mother had no choice but to reluctantly tell my schools and day cares to be careful not to release me to anyone who was not on the pickup list. If life was terrifying at home, it was mortifying at school. In the first grade, my teacher called me to the front of the class, gave me a clipboard with a note on it, and asked me to walk around to every class and show it to the teachers. At first, I beamed with pride. She had chosen me to be her special helper! I diligently performed the task. Each teacher I handed it to read the note, then looked at me very intently after they read it. Later, I learned that the note instructed teachers to take a good look at me and make sure that no one but my mom picked me up because a relative had abused me and I was at risk of being kidnapped. When one of the teachers made a comment revealing what was in the note, I wanted to disappear. I knew the teacher who had written the note meant well, but I felt exposed and humiliated. I learned to read and write quickly, vowing to never again shop around a set of words on a page without knowing what they said.

			Most days, my anxiety was high. I dealt with it by clinging to my mother like a barnacle. She was, in my mind, all I had left, the only thing between me and the abyss of utter loneliness and desolation. In the grocery store, especially, I was careful not to let her out of my sight in case she decided to abandon me (like Punky Brewster’s mom did on the TV sitcom). I had quiet conniptions inside my head when I was the last kid picked up from day care—which was often because Mom was rushing from work. My worst anxiety came at night. In our new house, I set up camp in my mother’s bed; graciously, she didn’t protest. At night I lay awake, listening to the clanging of her doing the dishes. When she finally came to bed, I pressed myself to her like a starfish, tightly holding handfuls of the red velour bathrobe she slept in, as if we were spinning in outer space and I could at any minute be tossed into oblivion. Sometimes she couldn’t stand it. “Enough, child!” she’d say. “Give me some space to breathe!” She seemed even more alone than I was. She had no close friends, no real support from her family. My father’s family had been her world. When we left, I had her, but she had no one. I remember asking her, years later, “Mom, who was your rock when we were going through all of that?” She responded simply: “I was my rock.”

			My mother grew up an army brat with parents from Selma, Alabama. Her parents believed in Ronald Reagan, the Republican Party, and America’s right to bomb whatever country it pleased. They believed if you weren’t Christian, you were going straight to hell, and they believed in an extreme version of spare the rod spoil the child. The severity of the beatings meant that she and her siblings often went to school covered in bruises. When she left home at seventeen, she rebelled against all of it. She became the first woman in her family to call herself a feminist, to marry outside of her race, to pursue graduate studies and a career outside the home. She left the church, lived in India for a time, and embarked on a New Age quest for spiritual meaning. Few obstacles deterred her. Worried her parents would pull all financial support if they discovered she was engaged to marry a brown-skinned man, she finished her undergraduate studies in three years instead of four. She plowed forward to complete her doctorate, facing down a level of sexism that drove many of her female classmates to drop out. That sharpness and toughness carried her and us through life.

			As a child, I witnessed her, as a single mother, start and build her own business and buy our first home. I went with her to bank after bank, watching white male loan officers size her up, a single unmarried woman with her own business, and turn her down. It had been less than fifteen years since the law changed that required women to have their husband or male relative sign off to obtain even a credit card and discrimination was still commonplace. She persisted until she found someone who would give her the loan. Growing up, I watched her put more stock in brains than looks, reject the notion that she needed a man to be complete, transgress the norm of preserving family ties at all costs (we visited her family on a total of three occasions my entire childhood), and break the cycle of generational violence by parenting me with a lot of love and kindness. I was her only child and she never once beat me. From my mother I learned that good communication is not just about what you say, but about the quality of how you listen. There was something about the calm in how she listened that inspired everyone—from a truck driver to a brain surgeon—to open up and talk about the most tender parts of their lives. One of the biggest gifts of my childhood was being raised by a mother who I could talk to about almost anything. My mother is also the least conformist person I have ever known. She paid little to no attention to the opinions and judgments of others and had an unshakable commitment to trusting her own instincts. As a parent, she was in most ways an incredible role model and my fiercest protector. There is no question in my mind that I would not be the person I am without the good that she gave me. And like every parent, she had her limitations. Unfortunately for me, a Brown child born into America, race was hers. As a girl child, I was seen and supported to the fullest. As a child of color, I was utterly alone.

			My mom moved us into a world of white liberals and New Agers. She might as well have taken me to another planet. As a tour guide, she left out a lot of pertinent information. Notwithstanding her years in India, and a decade as the only white person in the Sri Lankan family she had married into, she, like most white people, had spent most of her life in all-white environments. She lived on Planet White and thought about things largely from that perspective. It’s an
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