Trigger Warning
This comic contains depictions of sexual harrassment and police brutality.
Take time to care for yourself as needed.
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I grew up in 1960s Philidelphia,
being a runaway "I regularly saw
the police do a ‘Rodney King' on

Black people”. It was typical fo S
see harrassment like thisand T e .. F
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spoke about peaceful marches and nonviolence. But seeing that man and
people I knew and loved beaten on the ground, that violent reality clashed
‘with the peaceful methods I heard about. It showed me the weaponized hate
directed at us. In that moment, T knew 1 wanted to help smash racism in
America. I decided I had to equalise the situation. I couldn't just sit back
and wait...




I Cﬂmf‘ ot f?[e:nlgr iirs:rgel:*sl;ep(ixiﬁgsghrz stop NN T hated school-every lesson seemed to worship white
seen that morning e g

he evil T itnessing...and that evil didn't stop at § '- achievements, as if Black people had never shaped the
the evil L was wi _
school
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: classes, I }
felt {

"1 invisible, §

"% starved forj

1 stories that}

§ looked like § °

sl MiNE, for |

{ any hint of }
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1 i g ¢ Black pride §
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% Now class, who can tell me
% how Columbus saved

" America? '/ o~

§
i

Everything around me felt incomplete. The white
) students I sat in class with either couldn't fathom wha
I saw each day or just didn't care. I didn't know how
people could just not care - because I cared so deeply

i::."

Even a’r home ’rhe elder's r'ar'ely spoke of Black

achievement. In my own community, our greatness
was just as invisible as it was in the classroom.

i After school, I worked a secretary job where I 3 | '
. . Y # ~ Every day, a white woman I worked with named Janis
watched firsthand how white women, who went 4 _ ,
. o would collect money for the office to have refreshments,
on and on about equality and their rights,

treated she'd announce it when we all got in and walk around to
e s collec’r e ——

N R

I punched in that day feeling
. especially fed up with my white
| o o et {1 e i o mory TP
IR o Shedskipoverit.. e aske et

Why is it that you never
touch my money for &
refreshments? You know ;

_it's good, we work the '

& Same job! % » L LN I think...

when that white woman wouldn't take my money-it cut deeper than I could say. Her contempt made
my blood boil with a rage I'd never known, a rage born of humiliation and years of being treated as 4
less than human. In that moment, I realized how much white indifference could wound




o Lson e [ T had some family in San QR 5o T decided Tamove | |

. Newton on TV -calm, eloquent, § NPR—— : '

| fearless, | o emmnesemre———— o - Francisco, and wanted to Oakland and become § _ _ §
. Black Panthers... | chance to actually

Listening to him speak about race, self-
defense, and justice, I felt something shift
& inside me. For the first time, T saw a Black man |
® facing America without fear or apology. In
that moment, I knew what I had to do

The Panthers seemed larger than life-bold, unafraid,
; standing up to White America without begging or :
 apologizing. Their black berets, leather jackets, and fierceg
[ talk drew me in. To me, they were the only ones brave
¢ enough to face injustice head-on, and T wanted in on that

LEven in Oakland, with §
fall the excitement, I § |
i_i.-j:? remembered I was a i
£  runaway, and
loneliness crept in as
¢ soonas I closed the § &
#door behind me. I sat & #
on the bed, !B
¢ excitement fading,

~ ¢ feeling the old

" | & hunger stir inside.

Arriving in  §
Oakland, I was §
filled witha §
mix of hope
and
§ uncertainty. §
§ The city had an §
t energy that I §
§ loved. It felt §
§ like change was §
| possible here, §
and Black
voices could
rise above e e i
white ones | | I brought a deep hatred}

"% more here than § of white people to  §
el iN Philly. Tt was § AN " ~ Oakland, but I carried 'f';{_
T beginning | something inside me too §
of something - a drug addiction that §
weighed on me likea §
rfew', fhough I g dark cloud. I could gain
§ didn't yet know some agency by joinng 1
| how deeply it - the Panthers, but this
would change § ~ would take more to
me. i _ overcome
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{PANTHER PAPERS/
~o fo, HEREI _/

A few days after moving, T walked
'-:_'_; down my street and saw a few Black §
¥ Panthers selling their newspaper - In &
¢ that moment, it felt likeasignI ~ §
couldn’t ignore. This was where I £ 4

belonged.

' IStandin-|
{lginthe
;?fheadqua}_-”f
i:}rfers,I} |
;!i felt a f{
_sur'ge of
fffnervousf

ent. ¢ |

"As T stepped ouf of the office, my bold words &
i faded, replaced by a wave of insecurify. 3
| Suddenly, I was painfully aware of my clothes, §
3 my hair, and how out of place T felt-wondering
#if T truly belonged among these fierce, focused:

meeting
you,

isister. I'm/ g
CGPT ain E X .x *

" to kil

all
the

white

As I stepped out of
« Panther headquarters, §
! the city felt unfamiliar §
! and vast, my nerves still §
! recouperating from the |
! encounter inside. But as |
. I wandered Oakland's |
streets, something
began to shift. This
¢ place was nothing like §
= Philly, where the weight
i 'of white staresand |
police batons pressed
'~ down on every corner, £
¢ where school taught me §
. to revere only white §
faces and my own |
community's greatness #
! was never discussed. |
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Oakland was beautifully Black-centeredAfros bold and proud, music &
pulsing from open windows, "Right on, sister!" echoing from women
like me laughing on the street. For the first time, I saw Black men
and women moving with purpose and pride, shaping their own world.
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-~ 41 & everything felt
, i different.
¢ I saw "Muslims
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| cream, and

g ¢ hairdressers and
.| barbers stocking
_ hew |
¥ products for naturali§
% hair " For the first |
. tfime,Isawa |

¢ community building §

itself up, supporting ! ;

* : 5.

B
- lJ_lﬁwoLit' I]ll]\é Black businesses,
kit ; B and making space
- forustolove ¢
B ourselves out loud. | @

afro sheen &8
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. soaking inthe § ¢
“pride and energy
¢ of Black lifeall §
; ___'ar'ound me, I felt f
~ ifree for the first{ §

¥ "She's too

stupid to be

from the FBIL"

She was way

too honest,
It was

\ ridiculous! /

iwatching my every? &
$ - imove, checking my!
.;s’rory, making sure'
I wasn't a threat. |
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Headquarters. I didn't feel as insecure this time, and as ¢
] the captain gave me my first assignment, he reassured
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i Day by day, I found myself falling in love with |
§ | what I did in Oakland. There was a purpose in
t | every task, from bagging free groceries to

£§ handing out free breakfast to children... |
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! my brothers and sisters. I felt needed, seen,
and proud. It was like T was finally building |

i Ilikeyou.. % {
¢ But I know
about the
drugs and
¢ you've got to
%@ quit if you
want to

| One day, after T had come home, the |
captain knocked on my door and asked if §
he culd speak to me alone.

Jennings, %
something

¢ has come to
my attention
§  that we
need to

\discuss. /£
" P ¢ We can talk §
%on my couch §

§ captain told! #4
£ me he'd help} 4
'me kick my |
¥ i habit,I ¢
knew deep |
s own he was}
firight IfT | §
! wanted to be] %ol
t{ ared TNEDER
§ {Panther-to §{ _ =~ S8
{ | servemy | Tlldo ¥
¢ | people -I'd P my
: have to let : best |
§ | the drugs kaptain. |
£l go.It [Thank |
H i wouldn't be § you /
§ leasy, butI}
§ lcould feel afs. .~
i1 newlife !
£ | waiting for
{ methat T |
i couldn't |
§ ireach unless},
§!Ifacedmy {

declded That day to get sober :

-

__ Kicking my  §
' addiction was a §
. “hard fought &
. personal-war" &
§ but my captain §
t  helpedme  §
E through every §

/i

L one of those |
"twelve steps. He
t felt like the |
i friendand |
Hfather I'd never |
had. i
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!
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| After he helped me get sober, the captainand I §
£ Igot so close. He'd become my mentor, my support,

§ Fhe one who helped me through my darkest days. I
' _truly frusted him.
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I had no clue what was
happening, but I knew I
had to say something

No, thank you, sir. T
don't want that. I
just want to do my

work. Please.

& & dont §
. £ understand§
¢ Jennings. §
. You think %
you're above #
# everyone §
“£now? You're §

 I-T didn't |

mean to |

P upset |
B you-

il

! {behind him, I sat in
~ § disbelief.
¢ How could
- $someone I cared 4 Yo ey,
b 5% ¥ €4
8§ §forsodeeply-  §°ur, Wepn, 7o
. tthe closest thingf oF ho oA
£ I I'dever had to § "oy, sy,
fa father- Sy, .
_beTray my trustf Qss,
¥ like this? The : h f/7 9/7/77
: . e
¢ disappointment §
§ stung worse than
.anger. I realized
feven here, inthe ™
' place T'd hoped would
‘be different, I still &
thad fo protect myself. §

St Y

! But then his { |
! hand §}
lingered on §!
f mine,and I £ ¢
{ felt ashift §§
{ inthe [}
expectation §
£ behind his §§

" fkindness. I §§
\l confused... f §
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the captain
sure I felt it.
left out of

the earliest

started to
spread.

I'm fine, just tired of
running around like a dog
just because I didn't

sleep with the Captain

#_>*¢"*‘°“°’"m"“ﬂ*
/ She's '--%%
/abstinentl?
/ HAI
Well, isn't
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After I turned

1- Sudd enly, I was

meetings, given §

¥ In that room, I wasn't a Panther. To them, § §
# T was a woman challenging the hierarchy §
and stepping into their sphere. Every
word I overheard reminded me that I'd
have to fight twice as hard to be taken

§ influence §

ket soldiers! J

T received reprimands constantly. His revenge §

| was a quiet but cruel reminder that evenina

| struggle for freedom, some men would use §
their power to punish you for saying nho.
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“ The captain™
reccommended we
~ transfer her,

AT think that's

bad

on the
other

_____

! and joyous work", I §

® transferred. It was all the §

¢ same though, I experienced §

§ "the same kind of viscious § §
§ sexism all over again”, T had § §
£ just lost the community. I §

" £ think the men in the party

- m:* §  maybe went too long
. —eeg Without power, and couldn't §
o, N NG y~% see the double standard |

S8 but it broke my heart to
£ see so many women leave § §
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I recounted this story lecturing at California State &Y What I want you all to see in
University in 2014 while lecturing on my poetry.. K&  this poem is the depth of
RN A 4 - . love I had, and still have, for
i the Party.

ROUTINE
IN A BLACKBERRY MORNING ‘
A BULLET RESTS IN EACH CHAMBER
IN A MORNING OF CHILLED EXPECTATION
| SHOWER AND JUMP INTO LEVI'S AND COMBAT B00TS
IN A MIRROR PROVIDING MEMORY
| TORK MY BIG, BLACK BUSH
PANTHERS IN THE BEDROOM,
LIVING ROOM, BATHROOM, GROWL, LAVGH, SCowL
COUNT WEAPONG AND CLEANSE BODIES

IN THE SEEDLING OF A BLACKBERRY MORNING
WE PREPARE TOR. THE KNOCK
0T PANTHERS
STANDING
_- | AROUND THE QIMMING POOL
RIDe | CTANDING LIKE PIECES (N A GAME OF CHEG
OMOKING, NG, LISTENING |

OUR CAPTAIN MAPPING THE DAY IN A PATTERN OF PU | bt T"Vfgcmw PUCE

AND OUTSIDE UNOMILING, SICTERS AND BROTHERS
THE CTARS PINCH (NWARD | BURGTING THROUCH DOORS OF DAVIAGED GUACC

AND OUTSIDE | IN A PANTHER VAN WE RIDE

A MIDNIGHT MORNING -5_ | OMOKING, TALKING, TEACING, LISTENING
; OUR CAPTAIN MAPPING THE DAY IN A PATTERN OF PLANG

MUSES ON THE DAYLIGHT __ | IND OUTCIDE
i ' THE STARS PINCH INWARD
AND OUTSIDE
A MIDNIGHT MORNING
MUSES ON THE DAYLIGHT

[Even now, I carry such a deep love for the Party and my brothers and sisters who stood by]

| me. Many men truly supported me, but some thought fighting racism, police brutality, |

| government infiltration, and poverty were bigger battles than confronting sexism. Some
women, worh dowh by double standards and harassment, chose to leave; others, like me,
stayed, hoping to make change from within.

Looking back, I see now that our fight was always intersectional -Black
women standing at the crossroads of race and gender, working so hard to
avoid erasure from sexism and racism. My experience and those I know
} from other women in the party taught me that our liberation must center us §
all. My story is not just survival, but a festament: we were and always will be |
keystones of revolution - and our voices, our poems, '

will not be silenced



