Not Hopeless, Just Tired
written on January 20, 2025
I woke up today surprisingly calm.

The sun was shining, it was warm—maybe a little too warm—but as I went about the routine of
my day, despite everything, I was calm. Maybe it’s the existential dread I’ve felt for the past
several years merging into my subconscious and not being able to distinguish it or even mask it.
Maybe it’s the burgeoning Afro-pessimist in me coming to terms with the rooted anti-Blackness
within this country’s soil. Maybe it’s the insistent radical optimist who refuses to sit in despair
for too long and is actively plotting new ways of being, imagining, and living amid hellfire.

However, rather than linger in doom and apathy, I am going to live. I refuse to be silenced,
ignored, or even snuffed out. I refuse to stay in a perpetual state of victimhood. I’'m over it.

To be who I am is to be antithetical to the American nationalist project. The capitalist death
machine continues to spin so what more can we do but continue to live our lives in defiance of
the state? Would that not be an act of resistance? Many of us can’t or do not wish to flee as we
have ties to the land and earth that nourished our roots—our community which has built us into
who we are today. I can say that I’'m not surprised, but I am a bit exhausted. Like climbing up a
long flight of stairs and trying to catch your breath when you're only halfway there. Or when a
staunch liberal is telling you that it’s third-party votes and abstinence that cost the election and
not the lack of policy and justification of war and genocide that splintered the so-called left. Or
when a MAGA republican shows their joy and excitement over the election results at the
expense of others. Either way, my breath is my recollection, my salvation that I am still here,
present and alive to the ongoing onslaught against my people. “My people” here are literally my
people, the folks that I love and care for. The folks who show up and show out in amazing ways
through the storm and even in this odd calm of the mundane day-by-day horror we are all forced
to witness.

Being disillusioned with the state of our country is not something I wish on anybody. To see
folks like my mother grapple with the fabrication of “The American Dream” before her eyes has
not felt good. My mother contends with the fact of whether everything she tried to build for me
was worth it, and it hurts to see it crumble. But from those pieces, I can build a new dream she
may not have even imagined. I tell her yes it was worth it, but not in a way that affirms US
exceptionalism or individualism. Rather, I point to the connections I’ve made in my life and how
I am learning from others and teaching others how to manage these feelings of rage, love, care,
and militancy, towards actions such as mutual aid, political education, maroonage, and/or having
an appreciation for the land and those that live on it.



When folks ask “What do we do?” I want them to not burn themselves out before they’ve
already started. I think there’s a way for us to want to do more while also acknowledging the
sites of mutual aid, community, and connection we are already building. It may seem small and
insignificant, but when my friends give me rides to doctor’s appointments or cook food for me,
that is mutual aid, whether you’re doing it for a friend or a stranger, we must acknowledge the
sites of care we are already manifesting so that we may lean on them in times of grief, angst, and
strife.

When folks tell me “What do we do?” I say let us direct folks who are radicalized (and continue
to be radicalized again and again) to revolutionary theory and practice that grounds the work we
do so that they will not be trapped in the false validity of neoliberalism and electoral politics.
Let's move to meet those who are disillusioned with compassion and care, and if they come in
good faith, let's show them how to build for themselves and others without relying on the master
to give them crumbs to dissuade their cry for freedom.

In defiance of the Christo-Fascist state, I turn to the lessons of my ancestors through rootwork
and African spiritual practices. This is part of the work I am doing to ground myself in radical
politics rooted in rebellion, principled struggle, and communal care. During climate catastrophe,
connecting with the soil and earth is important not only to our existence but to the existence of
our planet.

Sometimes it may seem like we throw around words like “radical” or “revolutionary” without
any material understanding behind it, or like it's an abstract/utopian concept we cannot tangibly
reach. When I say radical or revolutionary, I think of Haiti. I think of the end of the war in
Vietnam and the end of Apartheid in South Africa. I think of those who ran away from
enslavement and fought back to break their chains like Nat Turner and Gabriel Prosser. I think of
#StopCopCity activists and Palestinian freedom fighters who continue to defy their oppressor's
tactics of genocide and fear, showing us that militarism is not normal. I think of my faith as a
Buddhist practitioner, grappling with the acknowledgment of suffering as a part of our world and
that when we understand its cause, we can work towards its end.

I don’t want to confuse stoicism in the face of crisis as a good or even helpful framework.
Instead, I want us to feel (intensely) everything we need to feel. And then I want us to think
about the after. “What happens now?”’ switches to what happens after? What is still going to
happen, after? After the election, after the inauguration, after the policy decisions. What comes
in the after is a chance for endless possibilities, strength, wisdom, and love that will be
manifested by us, not the electoral college.

A Democrat was never gonna be our savior. Burn down the Amerikkkan Plantation and from its
ashes let us build something new to replace what we refuse to be the status quo. Business will



not go on as usual and I remain vigilant in the ongoing resistance struggle. My purpose is to
connect and to teach. To inspire and to create. To dedicate my life to mutual aid and community
care. | hope yours will be too.

Just know you ain't alone. History has shown us how to move forward, and folks continue to do
the work that they were doing yesterday and planned to do tomorrow. Look and see what is
needed. Read, study, practice, and teach. We ain’t gonna get ovah today, but we sure as hell
gonna get ovah.



