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Introduction

Most people with sense in the United States understand that
the reason racism has been sustained is the enabling of abusers
who demand a country where they can control Black people
and not be seen as evil for doing so, continuing a pattern of
behavior based on colonization. In conservative areas, those
who maintain racist ideals are a lot more open and honest,
and most Black people know to avoid such places due to the
permissive attitude towards racial violence. Having lived in
Austin for 20 years as an adult after being raised here, I have
come to the conclusion that purportedly “liberal” cities are
worse than conservative areas for two reasons. First, there
will still be violence and segregation, but the populations will
use words like “progress” and “safety” to justify the hostility
towards non-white people. Secondly, there will be constant
emotional coercion to validate the toxic positivity of being
hateful towards Black people while demanding good reputations,
ignoring that such places are neoliberal, not socially liberal. In
short, in “liberal” cities, Black people are supposed to face
discrimination, socioeconomic bigotry, and constant emotional
abuse while being expected to say how happy we are that we live
in a liberal city compared to more conservative cities.
Maintaining this reputation is difficult without a certain
number of Black people and other people of color to act as models
of integration. I should know, as I served as one of those models,
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NAME BRAND NEGRO

even after seeing that a Councilmember was so willfully ignorant
that I was coerced into silence. Naively or narcissistically, or
both, I figured that if I could just have the right audience, my
message would be heard and change would occur, which is how
most advocates begin our careers. With dubious encouragement,
I began my fight for change, and over time, I realized how Black
people are viewed who try to enact change within the dominant
narrative using systemic tools: name-brand negros. This is
not to say that Black people on all fronts who fight for justice
are disingenuous, but there is a difference between those who
are open to legitimate change and those who secretly enjoy the
status quo with the only difference being their position in it.
Frankly, the goal of the majority of activism seems to be the
continued assimilation of BIPOCQ participants, because then we
might be considered human and thus more palatable for social
engagement.

The main problem with such advocacy is that there are so
many people within the dominant narrative who cannot think
beyond this one concept, and they bring it with them everywhere
they go: “Black people are stupid subhumans who I am allowed
to control without restraint.” While people enjoy smiling
and saying that they are Democrats/liberals/leftists/progre
ssives, they truly enjoy pretending that they have interest in
the subgroups they created while actively shutting us down
without true engagement. Furthermore, people often use
“human nature” argument to deflect from the fact that they
intend to cause harm without reservation. During our time on
this continent, people knew they were committing violence,
so they had to brainwash themselves into believing that we
deserved this violence in some way, either through religion or
dehumanization, or both. The conditioning has remained to
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INTRODUCTION

this day because the idea that Black people deserve subjugation
is the premise of engaging with us on all levels, which is why
people are allowed to stalk, harass, denigrate, and ridicule us
at all times. This has nothing to do with “human nature,” but
deconstructing industrialized mindsets.

For many of the white people that I worked with, the premise
was, “Sure, we can fight injustice, but never forget that I
am one of the good ones, and continue assuring me of that
during this entire process.” Long after I finished doing any
advocacy projects within the dominant narrative, I realized that

”

as oppressors—in apathy, if nothing else—beneficiaries of the
dominant narrative should start from a neutral position. “I
have to be seen as one of the good ones!” What if one is honestly
not a good person? What if bigots feel perfectly safe around
someone because they feel confident that such an individual
will “keep the peace”? What if people understand that certain
individuals will feel so frozen by past trauma that they know
someone will fail to advocate for anyone, even “friends”? What
if comfort and privilege demand that people tolerate injustices
without blinking an eye? Until beneficiaries and sycophants are
willing to ask themselves these questions, all advocacy will turn
into asinine conversations structured around coddling feelings.
Nobody should stand still for that after a while.

With advocacy, what predators often do is attempt to stroke
egos, which is why compliments still raise my eyebrows. During
one such opportunity, someone continued to tell me how smart I
was while not doing any of the research required on an action. At
first, I was flattered, and would spend an unreasonable amount
of time helping out, especially with the group that we were
both supposedly equal members of, constantly mentioning
“solidarity.” However, once the group behaved in a particularly

3



NAME BRAND NEGRO

bigoted manner, the individual tried flattering me again, but
then I explained how to do what I did so that someone else could
work on it, and that stopped the fake flattery. People hope that
Black people feel flattered enough to let them prey on us, and
tell us how they need us. As our resources become depleted, we
are discarded for someone else, to whom they also lie.

When people were offering “hope” during all that “advocacy,”
which turned out to be disingenuous opportunity, we jumped at
the chance for evolution, nevermind that we were going to be
doing more of the work and getting almost none of the benefit.
After all, people who are used to decades of time and trillions
of dollars being poured into them for their benefit have no
concept of pouring into anyone else. This is why the concept of
reparations is so abhorrent. However, the results have been
that people refuse to take emotional responsibility for their
unwillingness to change. If I do something wrong, it makes
me want to repair the damage. Within the dominant narrative,
if someone does something wrong, too many hide in a useless
ball of shame because their image was destroyed. No effective
collaboration is possible with that kind of attitude. Therefore,
we need to step back and let the monsters act like the monsters
they are, no rationalizing or backup.

In this era of social media, it is important to understand that
people do not hate cancel culture, but accountability. In the
past, all these emotionally immature clowns could trap people
and hold them hostage on all kinds of emotional rollercoasters.
Now, people can not only leave, but we can all warn others.
Terrible people hate that. The only reason that anyone wants
a BIPOCQ_face in a “white” spot is to ensure that there is a
BIPOCQ face cosigning on racism and oppression. So many
idiots keep insisting on the idea that the empire is “post-racial.”

A



INTRODUCTION

“Post-racial” means that no one constantly feels comfortable
punching down on Black people in public. “Post-racial” means
that the dominant narrative stops going shopping for property
in nonwhite neighborhoods. “Post-racial” means that there
is self-awareness from non-BIPOCQ individuals about their
insistence on using BIPOCQ_ individuals as batteries. Most
importantly, “post-racial” means that BIPOCQ_ children get to
grow up in innocence and not be pathologized until someone
comes to drug them back into compliance.



My First Advocacy

When I was little, I first wanted to be a writer, but then decided
that I should study architecture to fund my interest in writing. I
had no interest in advocacy, and being raised on watered-down
Black history, I never really felt like I had anything in common
with people like that. Please note that this is a feature, not a
bug, of the school system when it teaches Black history. In
fourth grade, T had a teacher who decided that Black people were
stupid, and did her level best to make sure I was on her bad side
whenever I was in class. This was a problem for two reasons,
the first of which that I had started the school year with a Black
teacher who had left on maternity leave, and the second being
that I was in the gifted program. A friend of mine and I enjoy
the joke that “gifted” usually just means “segregated,” but I
guess to promote the lie that all the children are gifted, such
programs are required to let a few of us lesser mortals into the
class. Well, I noticed a double standard between the behavior
standards being held for me and those being held for the, ahem,
other students.

Despite my reputation of being alternatively a nerd and a
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MY FIRST ADVOCACY

class clown—it was easier to get people to leave me alone if I
bothered to entertain them—I was uninterested in being labeled
as a troublemaker, which I absolutely was not. However, even
though I pointed out inconsistencies and made straight A’s in
class, this teacher would not budge on her mentality that Black
people were stupid. Therefore, I drew a comic of her calling me
a nigger and “accidentally” let it fall on the floor in front of
her when we switched classes. While that resulted in a call to
my parents, it also resulted in my having more time away from
her than with her, which meant that I could finally get back to
being an entertaining and neurotic student. When I got home,
I was not punished, which should let people know that some
parents have begun to understand trends. Though I respect the
idea of consequences, it is irrational to punish people for being
born a color that one dislikes from a culture that one refuses to
understand.

Advocating for ourselves is something that Black people are
forced to do when growing up in predominantly white cities,
especially when growing up in the “good” neighborhoods—
meaning white and segregated. There were four Black students
in my sixth grade graduating class, and since people grew up
in segregated areas, my Black colleagues and I were apparently
responsible for fulfilling all of the stereotypes that everyone had
about Black people, a mindset that would continue as I got older.
Even though I would do my best to keep the neurotic class clown
personality active, I was struck by how many times I was forced
to stop being goofy and make it clear that Black people were
human beings. My being in magnet schools for six years did
not help, especially since I grew up in West Austin and magnet
schools were nothing more than a desegregation tactic used by
many cities to entice white students to neighborhoods of color
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to raise funds. Later, the City would simply shut down schools
in nonwhite neighborhoods for failing to meet “standards,”
quietly creating the ethnostate they richly desired.

Under the dominant narrative, Black people were first and
foremost physical slaves, forced to perform constant activity
lest we get categorized as lazy or forced to endure violence.
During the current era, we are largely emotional slaves because
it is considered acceptable that we assuage the insecurities of
strangers. Throughout my education, there were various cases
of teachers justifying the atrocities of the United States based
on other imperial examples, and people like me were required
to smile and nod. A history teacher stated that indigenous
genocide was reasonable because of the violence within that
culture, and a biology teacher claimed that indigenous people
were just as environmentally destructive. For them, I now offer
that even though Greece “developed democracy,” Greece had
slaves, because apparently, a democracy cannot exist without
slavery. Violence and coercion are the results of unchecked
insecurities, and because no one will admit to insecurities, no
one can either validate or ignore them.

As was made clear by several students and their parents, I
was not the target population for gifted and talented education,
as people wanted white students in those programs more than
anything else. While my classmates were recruited to the Uni-
versity of Texas at Austin and stayed at the overnight recruiting
event, I had yet to receive any information despite my parents
being alumni of the University of Texas at Austin School of Law.
Out of spite, I refused to apply there at all—so Abigail Fischer
could have had my spot in 1999 —but my “guidance” counselor
tried to manipulate me into applying because of my “unrealistic”
college aspirations. Despite my “guidance” counselor’s “help,”
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I was accepted into Washington University, Yale University,
University of Chicago, and Northwestern University. Most of my
classmates and their parents took it as a personal affront, and
made the last two months of high school more miserable than
the rest.

In college, I participated in two major protests. First, Yale
kept the classes going on Martin Luther King Jr. Day, and as
students at a private institution that had almost no holidays
except for the designated breaks, we decided to march and rally,
and succeeded in shutting the classes down for that day onward
beginning in the year 2001. My second protest was a march on
Washington, which was pretty heady stuff for someone majoring
in African American Studies who had learned about the Student
Nonviolent Coordinating Committee. The Supreme Court was
rehearing Brown vs. Board in 2003, so on April 1, 2003, several
groups traveled down to Washington, D.C. to protest the reversal
of integration. Having learned about protests and the supposed
results from the Civil Rights Movement, I felt like I was a part of
something bigger than myself, and like I was truly becoming a
part of the history I had studied.

After graduating from Yale, I was scheduled to complete
the New York City Teaching Fellows while teaching history
from a more marginalized perspective, but like many other
teachers—both perspective and practicing—I failed the teacher
certification tests due to a lack of study materials. This was
so depressing that I was manipulated into returning to Austin,
Texas, and while I found ways to be happy, I also realized that
Austin is nothing more than a constant demand to advocate for
one’s humanity in a city where most people are determined to
make Black people their pets, props, and tokens.



Advocacy as an Adult

Coming back to Austin, Texas was depressing, especially consid-
ering not only the lack of a Black population but the continued
expectation that Black people entertain everyone else at the
expense of ourselves. For a while, I wrote letters to the editor
in the Austin Chronicle. One such letter pointed out the empty
buses that I saw during the day, to which Lee Leffingwell thought
he would “educate” me on how the buses were not empty and
used by many people. In truth, there were and remain several
empty buses because CapMetro has discretely maneuvered its
service to move mainly students and white-collar professionals,
leaving service workers and nightshift employees to be forced to
fund our own private transportation just to commute. Writing
these letters gave me some satisfaction, but I also noticed that
I was not the only person pointing out the issues I raised, and
that discriminatory behavior was getting even worse.

When I was working on my masters’ thesis in 2011, I was sur-
prised but validated to calculate that Austin was more segregated
than Jasper, Texas—truck-dragging Texas, for those in younger
generations—and I began to eye my city even more critically
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than I had before. After all, Austin enjoys portraying itself as
a liberal paradise where “everyone” can feel safe, although I
started to understand that “everyone” meant rich, white, and
possibly queer people, but no one else. This is often the implicit
goal of liberal cities: fabulous reputations with terrible behavior,
because the only criteria for being a “good” person is voting
Democrat. Essentially, “I voted Democrat. I'm done.” Later,
I would find out just how cruel the city government would be
to people trying to invalidate the standards for being a “good”
person.

I had continued to participate in protests until 2015, when I
participated in the protest for Michael Brown, complete with
police escort. At the end of the protest, I had the same feeling I
had during election night for Barack Obama: nothing is going
to change as a result of this. Granted, a Black man entering
the White House and a Black child killed by police brutality
are different scenarios, but I realized that at the end of the
protest, nothing happened. No action was taken, and everything
was likely going to be restored to the status quo. I even took
the megaphone and encouraged people to vote, but even that
felt hollow since I had almost been a victim of police brutality
myself when housesitting for a friend, prompting other friends
to inform their neighbors when I watched houses in the future—
at the time, I was a very consistent voter. Protesting, writing,
going to meetings, voting—all of it felt both performative and
ineffective, and what felt worse is that people kept pushing for
these actions with the knowledge that nothing would change and
hoping no one would notice. Being pushed to ineffectual action
can also become depressing because all the “advice” sounds the
same, even though the people responsible for the injustice have
no self-awareness.

11



NAME BRAND NEGRO

2016 was the year that so many younger people rushed to
vote, hoping to deter the likes of Trump entering the White
House. Regardless of all the examples and all the threats, people
voted to make life harder specifically for Black people, basically
throwing a temper tantrum after having to look at a Black man in
the Oval Office for eight years. Having survived the Bush/Gore
debacle of 2000, I was not surprised, but what made several
people disgusted was finding out how many people had lied
in the polls. After doing so much to get both Barack Obama
and Hillary Clinton elected, and seeing just how spiteful and
controlling so many people were, younger people were in a
daze. That disgust would start making us less inclined to vote
as elections continued, even as the same people sabotaged us,
a fact that directed older populations to harass us as political
cycles continued. I pondered over what I would do to combat the
anticipated increase in racism, and a colleague and I decided that
we would become information activists to inform people about
how urban planning worked in language that most people could
understand. In a past life, I had wanted to be a social studies
teacher, so this would be less of a shift for me. DecipherCity.Org
would come together by the middle of 2017.

Having been in Austin for over ten years by 2016, I had made
a number of friendships, one of whom was another writer who
was receiving his doctorate in geography at the University of
Texas. He was also a cyclist, which was one of the reasons I was
introduced to an organization called “Food Not Bombs,” where
I also met other cycling activists. The graduate student and I
kept in touch after meeting at a writing event, and because he
knew about my masters in Geographic Information Systems,
he invited me to participate in a map-making project for “The
State of Black Austin 2016.” During that project, I met my future
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colleague for DecipherCity.Org based on her having lived in
New Haven, Connecticut, which I knew after attending Yale
and living off campus. I was the only Black person in the
group, but there were also two other people of color, because
fortunately, the graduate student was from Atlanta, Georgia,
making him aware that there were all kinds of people. We
created the maps, participated in the “conversation,” and just as
most of the attendees had expected, nothing happened. One of
the talking points that neoliberals like to keep repeating is that,
“These things take time,” so after the conversation, the graduate
student’s group reconvened and considered other opportunities
for change.

During the summer of 2016, I had participated in offering food
for the unhoused as part of a collaboration with the church that
I attended (which was majority white), and I had been a part of
that small group for a little over two years. It was once or twice
amonth, I enjoyed the engagement, and I thought that the team
was very united. There was only one rule with the process: the
unhoused were made to accept food at the corner instead of the
front of the church. It was never clear why there was such a rule,
but that rule was supposedly steadfast. At the beginning of our
meetups, once I finished helping with the food preparation, I
made the announcement, and for weeks, everyone followed the
rules and we went on about our business. None of the “brothers”
and “sisters” at “my” church ever demonstrated a problem with
the way I spoke because I was careful to be as neutral as possible.

However, one day when I made an announcement, one of
the white unhoused men started arguing with me, and nobody
from “my” church backed me up, and everyone stood away from
me, leaving me to look like the image in their minds: a crazy
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Black woman. The individual called the church office, and white
woman walked outside and berating me. I asked to meet the
pastor, because surely this clearly racist individual was not a
member of the leadership of the collaborating church, but in
stereotypical white woman fashion, she educated the stupid
subhuman Black woman that she was leadership. People often
believe that non-white cultures are automatically sexist; I was
surprised that someone so bigoted was an associate pastor, but
no one supported me in that moment, so I said nothing. There
was another Black man who was part of “my” church, but he
said nothing in that moment, and berated me to be humble when
I saw him again. I had never felt so abandoned in public.

Still believing in public input meetings, I put together maps
and went to a CapMetro meeting in January 2017. Before the
actual meeting, there was the audience networking session,
where people tended to conduct whatever business they meant
to deal with at the meeting before listening to prepared speeches.
There was a cluster of older white people who were talking about
transportation in Northwest Austin, and they were surprised and
frustrated by the lack of buses. Having studied African American
history, calculated segregation in Austin, and lived in Northwest
Austin, I began the delicate dance of talking about race without
saying the word “race.” “Well, there was a concern about the
types of people who would be taking buses in Northwest Austin,
which is why there were very few routes dedicated to that area,”
I said. An older white woman played dumb, smiled and said,
“Oh, you mean people like my mother?” “No,” I responded, and
the conversation would have stalled, except an older white man
said, “Yes, I remember those concerns, and we’re paying for it
now.”

“Yes, and now that the communities have been developed in
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such weird ways, it will be harder for there to be any buses. When
I lived in Northwest Austin off Jollyville Road, I always knew
that I would have to be home by a certain time because no buses
would be at that part of town during the night routes. It was very
difficult to work late,” I replied. “There are also a lot of people
who work different shifts who are forced to buy cars to get out
to some areas because the communities didn’t want them, and
now—" “That’s because there isn’t any public transportation,”
said a rude, racist voice, and I looked over to see who I now
know was a Councilmember, smirking at me before ignoring any
response I might have made, speaking longer than the allotted
time, and then flouncing off to be “important” somewhere else.
This Councilmember had no idea who I was, what my backstory
was, no self-awareness that I was discussing the segregation
that the residents from that district had wanted, or anything
else. All that mattered was shutting up a stupid, subhuman Black
woman so that a white Councilmember could be “important.”

15



Decipher City as an App

In June 2017, my colleague and I attended a “contest” called
ATX Hack4Change, during which programmers and activists
convened to make apps that were geared toward social justice.
My colleague suddenly found an errand that she was required
to attend, while I was delegated the task of attending the
conference, putting together a concept for an app, finding a
programmer, and launching said app in an attempt to gain
relevance. While I was continuing to work at my full-time job, I
came up with an idea: what if Black people could anonymously
discuss their experiences in different places and provide feed-
back about their level of comfort? After all, if everyone else is
allowed to say that they are fearful in our mere presence, what
if we had a way to speak without retaliation?

First, Iwas speaking to a Black man who had a number of ideas,
but was executing none of them in my presence, so I had no idea
about what he could do. Next, I was talking to a white man who,
when I proposed the concept of the app, immediately produced
a demo, and made it possible to test the app with both the Black
man sitting with us and me. As I was limited to a weekend,
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speed was essential, and we set about coming up with a name
for the app, trying “Comfort Austin” and “Know Austin,” both
of which were taken. Because I was a writer, I did a search for
synonyms of those words, and I found that “Decipher Austin”
was available. I imagined that there would be an opportunity to
expand outside Austin, so I registered “Decipher City” for the
app when I presented it with the programmer.

Even though the “contest” was supposed to match activists
with programmers and entice funding, we were all considered to
have “won,” which meant that we would be on our own to find
funding. At that point, my colleague and I met with the graduate
student’s group and the programmer, and we tried to consider
everything that needed to be done to create this business. My
colleague found another graphic designer, who solidified the
visual presentation for the app and could make it more attractive
for clients. Everyone agreed to be available if I could secure
funding, and I immediately set off applying for an EIN number,
finding contracts to bid on, registering with the Secretary of
State, funding a server to hold our data, registering with Apple
and Google, attending meetings and making presentations to
find opportunities. As this was also a time when everyone was
supposedly looking for a way to relieve police brutality and
address racism, I believed that even though I would never have
a massive fortune, I might be able to make a steady living, and
enough to support the people who believed in this project.

I worked on Decipher City as much as I could while trying
to maintain my social connections. My final interaction with
“my” church was during the vacation Bible school of 2017, and
I had only agreed to work part-time based on the bigotry I
had experienced during the last time I participated in a church
activity. The last time I was available for vacation Bible school
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was in 2013, and I was paid; Decipher City was not acquiring
any income, so I could desperately use the money, having
liquidated my third retirement to invest in the possibility of
DecipherCity.Org. I noticed a problem on the first day because
there were two sets of Black sisters, and one set of Black
brothers; the sister sets had matching ages, but the two Black
boys were on different floors, one with the youth and the other
with the children. During the entire week, I saw everyone
correcting him, and I tried to step in, but unfortunately, most
of the other workers were teachers with the Austin Independent
School District, which I knew from experience to be an incredibly
degrading school system for Black children. On the last day
of vacation Bible school, the younger Black boy was having a
meltdown, and I scooped him up and took him outside, prepared
to share my wisdom from my own experience with him.

I sat him on the chair away from me, and I sat on a couch
facing him, saying, “Listen, you can’t fight back like that in
class because they’ll think you’re bullying them.” “Well, they
bully me, so I bully them!” he yelled, and for a moment, I was
once again that frustrated fourth-grader being bullied by my
own teacher and other classmates, with everyone thinking the
worst of me. Just then, his white adoptive sister came over and
started trying to force him to take a pill, and I did my level best
to get her out of our conversation, but she refused to listen. I did
not like her because she enjoyed carrying this Black boy on her
hip, and I knew that she thought of him as a doll or a prop to her
family, not as a true human being who was having a completely
reasonable response to being alienated by his classmates. To
dismiss my authority as an adult, she got her mother on the
phone, who coerced me into allowing her a force a pill down his
throat, and return him compliantly to class.
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Unbeknownst to me, all the other white adults were reporting
me to the children’s director of the church, another white
woman, and they were ready to gang up on me and get rid of this
Black nuisance, as they saw me. When I went with the children
to another class, the children’s director pulled me outside the
classroom, and stated that I had been completely in the wrong.
I tried to explain to her that I had experience as a Black woman
in an all-white environment at which point she yelled, “I have
twenty years of experience as a public school teacher!” Again,
I was made to feel like a child, and the younger Black boy saw
two things: 1) his opinion was worthless to any of the white
adults around him, and 2) even if he grew up, no one would
ever believe in his autonomy. I said nothing for a moment, then
replied, “If I cannot talk about being Black in this church, then
today is my last day.” True to my word, I never set foot inside
that cursed space again. The children’s director pretended that
she had simply been “distracted,” and asked to meet with me,
and I accepted none of that garbage. It took her two weeks to
offer a fake apology and ask for a meeting, and when I suggested
a date, she had already planned to go on a vacation, but refused
to offer another date. I was never paid, and within a month,
I made sure that I got off all the email lists for that evil space.
Later, the behavior would be rationalized by stating, “We always
state that mornings are voluntary, while afternoons are paid.”

Unfortunately, what most rising Black activists and other
activists reminded me of was that the dominant narrative likes
to posture about addressing societal ills. While people really
enjoyed my coming around to discuss Decipher City and making
sad faces, none of that translated into money earned. I had
quit my job due to not receiving bonuses or promotions despite
stellar reviews for two years in a row, and my performance had
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reasonably declined as a result. Decipher City tried opening
up to different cities in hopes of other Texas cities finding the
project interesting. We hoped that some major firms were
interested in the experiences of their nonwhite employees, and
were exploring options to make workplaces safer. We received
no income, and later in 2019, we found that the Massachusetts
Institute of Technology had gained traction and funding from
a similar idea in 2016, and were able to present the Atlas of
Inequality. There is no competing with the dominant narrative
in terms of resources and attention, and the only way to extend
the possible viability of DecipherCity.Org was to morph into a
blog, which is what happened beginning in October 2017.

During the summer of 2017, [ was also attending meetings
with the City of Austin Equity Action Team, hoping to find people
interested in investing or at least businesses willing to contract
so that we could see if we had a viable product. Sending out
and searching for bids with my limited resources was becoming
a struggle, and I was running out of options before I would
be forced to find a roommate who trusted me enough to let
me stay relatively for free with the understanding that they
would be repaid. I would offer demonstrations and get a lot
of enthusiastic nods, but no real investment, and I noticed that
the City often had the same people offering the same opinions
even when the equity officer made different proposals. The
whole experience began to feel like an echo chamber without
any lasting commitment from the city and no investment in my
efforts, so I stopped attending in 2018. Running in too many
directions meant lost energy, and I needed to start looking for
work.
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People Who Refuse to Hear “No”

The biggest issue with “coming together” with beneficiaries
of the dominant narrative is that they refuse to accept that
sometimes, advocates are not interested in joining their projects.
Furthermore, people refuse to believe that Black women are
allowed to say “no,” and do not deserve to either be antagonized
or further manipulated. The problem with the United States is
that people have been calibrated to believe that they have the
right to prey on Black women and use us for whatever purpose
they see fit. In general, Black women are good prey for two
reasons. First, many of us have been parentified due to our
ambitious and/or immature parents, so we have been cultivated
to “care” for others, “care” meaning comply and repair damage
we never caused. Second, most of us have been told that we have
to work twice as hard to get half as much by “elders” who were
“helping” us maintain the status quo and acting as gatekeepers
to preserve their dominance.

When I found some full-time work to maintain my life in
2018 while trying to simultaneously maintain Decipher City, I
realized that I needed to exercise, but not in a way that would
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be dangerous, as Texas is getting hotter than it was since I was
a child. Fortunately for me, there was a pool right next to my
job, and I went there every day after work to swim a minimum
of 1 kilometer, since it was a 50m pool. I enjoyed working,
swimming, changing at the office, and then walking home, since
Ilived two miles away at the time on a fairly flat path. Taking
turns for a lane sometimes meant engaging in conversation, and
there was an elderly white couple who had seen me on a regular
basis. One day, the elderly woman approached me and we started
talking about swimming, and she mentioned that she and her
husband ran a nonprofit. I knew lots of nonprofit entities, so
that was uninteresting, but we continued to make small talk
until a lane was open and I started swimming. This happened
a couple of times, and I figured I just met some pool buddies,
and since I had met a bus buddy who had a great family and they
moved, I considered that my circle was simply expanding.

A few days later, the woman approached me again and said,
“Would you be interested in coming over to our place to make
dinner from scratch? My husband and I love hosting dinners like
that, and I like trying new recipes.” I also like cooking, and an
evening is not along time to devote to maintaining a connection;
although I would have preferred a restaurant, cooking at home
is cheaper, and I enjoy socializing while saving money. I agreed,
and we set up the evening for a couple of days later in the week.
At this point, I need to mention that I do not have a car, and at
the time, I did not use Uber because I felt uncomfortable with
its exploitative model. However, I figure walking to a bus stop
after dinner was no big deal, especially since I had no problem
walking two miles home after work on a regular basis.

We went to their house, and we had normal enough conver-
sation and prepared a delicious dinner, which she seemed to
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deliberately keep prolonging. I cannot remember what we ate,
but it seemed like we were beginning to go more slowly as the
evening progressed. At about 9pm, when I figured that we would
be finished, the woman started talking about her nonprofit
which involved teaching to African children, and finally, the
alarm bells in my mind started ringing. As a Black daughter
of two lawyers, I have met a lot of people who figured that
they were doing me a favor by engaging with me, and this
“good treatment” usually happened before expecting my labor.
I listened thoughtfully for about twenty minutes, but then said,
“Okay, this sounds interesting, so let’s continue this a bit later
since I have to go to work tomorrow.” The woman acted as if
I had said nothing, and continued to “explain” how she was
interested in my taking over their organization, in which I had
never expressed an interest. This time, her husband said, “Dear,
I think she needs to go home and sleep because she has work
tomorrow,” and suddenly I felt very drained by the whole ordeal.

With two people making her aware of her rudeness, the
woman could no longer pretend that nobody had explained
the boundary, and I picked up my belongings and stated that
I would go to a bus stop. The woman not only refused to let
me go, but while in the car, she made a lot of noises about
how she was uncomfortable driving at night, even though I had
never asked for a ride. I spent a nerve-wracking fifteen minutes
being driven back to my apartment complex, and I deliberately
told her the wrong building since she had been aggressive. My
roommate thought it was funny that night, but then was aware
that anything could have happened, and pretended to have
empathy the next night. The couple never approached me at the
pool again, and indeed, stopped going to that one since I made
it abundantly clear that I was there to exercise, not as prey.
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People who presume to believe that Black women have no
personal rights can be very dangerous, but at least I had made
it clear that they had no chance of using me as some sort of
centerpiece for their obnoxious efforts to “teach the natives.”
Most African countries have superior educational programs, as
evidenced by all the immigrants that have come to the United
States to study at universities, so by no means was I interested
in peddling inferior teaching skills. Refusing to take “no” for
an answer is the main reason that most Black people are now
distancing themselves from most organizations. No one is
interested in peddling mythology about how great the United
States is when they can barely function in their own country.
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Decipher City as a Research Entity

The City also produced an Equity Report, which was a compi-
lation of the City’s past efforts and the results, and I had some
time, so I finally started reading it, hoping to reference it in my
own demonstrations. By this time Eric Tang had produced his
report on the City and the Martin Prosperity Institute Report
had circulated, and they all detailed how Black people were
leaving the City because of its racist behavior. When I read the
Equity Report, I realized that there was almost no information
about what the City had done, just about what Black people had
done. From the perspective of that report, the City looked like
anonparticipant in its own racist policies, with “mean” Black
people asking for “too much” from the City’s resources.

I began doing research on what the City had done, and at
first, I was completely overwhelmed by the lack of information.
Most of the responses seemed dedicated to the 1928 Master
Plan, which was convenient as everyone who had initiated and
implemented that policy was dead. I went to the LBJ School
of Public Affairs library, and found the names of some groups,
and they recommended the Austin History Center. While at the
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Austin History Center, one of the staff introduced me to the City
Minutes, which were online, and I did a search on one of the
groups I found at LBJ, and I pulled up a lot of dates where the
group appeared in the meetings. Clicking on one of the results,
I noticed the actions of the group and the response from the
City, and when I had gone through all the results, I realized
that there was a message from this information. I contacted my
colleague and stated that this was more than a small piece, but
the beginning of a book project, and this was how I started my
first major independent project—which was completed largely
alone.

As for the app and the staff, I had offered a recommendation
for the programmer so that he was able to secure lasting
employment, my colleague had already found a different job
in Fort Worth, and I was struggling to make my latest retire-
ment liquidation last as long as possible. By the time I was
gaining personal income, I had invested in multiple visits to
Fort Worth to maintain the collaboration with my colleague, two
conferences—one international—to possibly gain traction for
research funding as an independent entity. Most of my debt was
in favor of maintaining DecipherCity.Org because there was still
arise in racial justice missions, and at that point, I was simply
trying to break even. My colleague and I produced a number of
shorter projects on the blog, and even included a podcast at her
suggestion, but despite hours of time on social media, there was
no traction.

In 2018, I put together a piece called Not In the Plan, demon-
strating that the problem with the “regular community engage-
ment” was that activists would go to meetings, ask for things,
but get ignored. I paid for a great deal of feedback on that piece,
and it still never translated to income. While many people may
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consider that it was foolish to keep trying to make a business
work, bear in mind that most new businesses fail, and it was
relatively inexpensive to keep applying for grants and contracts
while working full time and maintaining a presence on social
media. In fact, I had taken a job designed to help me get out
of debt just in case the business never amounted to anything.
Sadly, by that time, Robin DiAngelo’s White Fragility had been
published, and why hire a Black woman to do research when a
white woman could be called in and soothe all the elitists and
bullies by telling them they are “fragile”?

There was a supposedly socialist group called the Democratic
Socialists of America that allegedly worked to elect a Black man
who was formerly incarcerated onto the City Council in the fall
of 2018. Not only did I think very highly of the candidate—who I
had met while he was doing his work with Grassroots Initiative—
but I'was very much in favor of white people using their privilege
to promote someone who society deemed unworthy. His wife
also advocated for mental health, and as someone who has
been institutionalized due to depression at the Yale Psychiatric
Institute, I thought they were the perfect “power” couple to
advocate for the unheard on the dais of the City Council.

However, as is often the case in white spaces, the candidate
demonstrated noncompliance with the dominant narrative, and
he was called to task. People said the most horrible things to
him, and he was forced to take it because he needed them to do
work advocating for his candidacy. None of the white people
in the organization took responsibility for the fact that Black
people are always held to a higher behavioral standard than
white people, and many of them believed he was getting his
just desserts. He did not manage to secure the seat on the dais
because that is the truth of Austin, Texas: all the progressivism
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is a lie. All of it.

I stayed with the Democratic Socialists of America for a while
longer only because there was a hodgepodge of people, and I
was stupid enough to be flattered by false compliments. This is
avery common tactic with a lot of organizations, and it works
because Black people are used to constant emotional abuse or
negligence. I thought that if I were able to develop rapport, I
might be able to find contracts for research or contacts for a
better job, since most of the organization was involved with
privileged people. Yes, I consider myself to be a socioanarchist,
but I also know that people like to keep themselves comfortable,
and not many people are looking to change. I volunteered to be
on the housing committee because of my planning background,
and I thought I was working with someone who wanted to work
with me and be transparent as a co-committee leader.

Because a future roommate knew about my research with
DecipherCity.Org, she invited me to speak with the League of
Women Voters. What I did not know at the time was that the
League of Women Voters was inconsistent about its status on
racial segregation, but because the United States lies about its
history, I assumed that the organization was about engaging
women at the ballot. I wanted to see what the organization
was about, so I agreed to go to one meeting first, and I met the
Executive Director of Foundation Communities, an organization
focused on alleviating homelessness. Foundation Communities
was opening a number of properties all over the city, and
I thought that not only would he be a good contact for the
Democratic Socialists of America, but as a potential research
contract for DecipherCity.Org. After attending that meeting, I
beganto feel very positive about my engagement with all of these
entities and even more professional, having basically been left
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to manage DecipherCity.Org alone with my meager resources.

Well, I presented at the League of Women Voters, and I had
a decent time because I am generally not a shy person, and my
Decipher City colleague was still willing to do something to help,
putting together most of the PowerPoint presentation for the
organization. Towards the end, there was some justification
for the racism of Austin, which I attributed to the denialism
that most of the city possessed, so I ignored it. I was sharing
the space with another Black woman who was discussing Black
maternal mortality in hospitals, so I wanted to make sure she
had adequate time, and I was interested in what she had to say.
At the end of my presentation, there was a huge red flag because
they asked for me to come speak at the meeting alone, to have
me “all to themselves.” Iignored it because again, I could never
be sure who was where, and I was still hoping to possibly launch
DecipherCity.Org for either research or tech, certain I could find
the resources to do so.

I had to help plan a forum with the Democratic Socialists
of America, and we were discussing the logistics of where the
event should be held. My co-committee leader spent a lot
of time badmouthing the Executive Director of Foundation
Communities, which made me look bad for two reasons. First,
I was trying to get to know the structural world of socialists,
and she was doing nothing except let me flounder, not sharing
any information about it until I looked ignorant. Secondly,
she was a white activist who thought that talking smack about
people while doing very little outside her comfort zone was the
same thing as structural change, and people like that will never
do anything that will affect them in the long run. Later, she
would help with the Bernie Sanders campaign, who I despise,
but for different reasons than vote diversion. People who
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build themselves at the expense of Black people are eventually
loathsome, as my co-committee leader was turning out to be.
I confronted her on her not sharing information with me, and
she was silent, because she truly had no response for alienating
someone she supposedly considered her equal.

The forum occurred, it was engaging, but when the Executive
Director tried to hug me, I shied away and shook his hand,
opting to maintain some professionalism. I had become less
comfortable with the dominant population’s need to assume
familiarity with me while offering me nothing, and I was slowly
becoming more aware of extractive tendencies of many entities,
including the Democratic Socialists of America. After that, my
co-committee leader was going to be out of town, and I was
responsible for choosing a site for a meeting. I had decided to
go to an environmental committee meeting, and there was a
conversation about engaging with the non-English-speaking
communities. Knowing that a lot of those communities worked
in fast food, I suggested meeting at a McDonald’s, and a white
woman smirked and said, “Yes, but that’s a problem with me,
because I'm vegan.” She rolled her eyes at me, and the meeting
continued, which made me determined to schedule a meeting
at a McDonald’s, since I supposedly had that power. I was
then informed by my co-committee leader that she had already
chosen the spot for the meeting, but had neglected to inform
me.

After not being informed about so much, having my autonomy
taken away, and the blatant anti-Blackness of the organization,
I decided that enough was enough, and announced that I would
be leaving the organization. There was no point in staying with a
group that got off on bragging that they had Black membership,
but did everything in their power to command my compliance
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with their culture, adding nothing of myself but my emotional
and occasional physical labor. My co-committee leader faked
empathy and asked for a conversation, but when I confronted
her about her behavior, she gaslighted me by saying that I was
not really angry with her, but at the other white woman who had
disrespected me at the other meeting. I knew that there was no
going forward with the organization, and I held the meeting I
agreed to hold at her preferred location—a coffee shop—and
left. Someone tried to flatter me into doing more work later,
but I directed that individual to the places where he could do his
own work, and leave me out of it.

For one presentation, I was invited to a private school by a
teacher to do a presentation on “The Hate U Give,” and I was
offered no money for the task. Not only did I have to rent a car
to get to the site, but despite mentioning the PowerPoint and
lesson plan I prepared, there was no setup for my presentation
once I arrived. At the school, there was a Black teacher who
thanked me for my efforts because she knew that no one had
offered to make my job any easier, and I was left fending for
myself. The only thing that went right about the presentation
were the questions I asked, and even though the students asked
me to come back, all I could see was the cost of renting a car and
no preparation for receiving my efforts. After that presentation,
I finally stopped paying for the server for the DecipherCity
app, and I accepted that it would be impossible to get paid for
engagement regardless of all the meetings and investment I had
made. I continued doing the writing and research, but other
than a grand total of $340 from 2017 until 2022, there were no
donations coming from the blog.

People seem to be under the impression that Black people
enjoy pouring all our resources into events and opportunities,
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which never have any returns. No, people should avoid anyone
who makes a point of getting rich on the backs of other advo-
cates, and the corruption in the activism world is not sacred.
However, when nothing is offered to those who are expending
time, energy, and resources, that becomes an issue of both
entitlement and racism. Black people have had to make up the
difference in our compensation for centuries, and it is immature
to believe that money just comes from the sky to make our lives
what they are. The individuals who claimed to be “so excited”
about the possibility of my doing well with DecipherCity were
the same people who were nowhere to be found when I was
forced to change directions. For one thing, everyone seemed
to be looking for someone else to fund me, rather than leading
by example. For another, they seem to think my frustration at
racism was entertainment, rather than a painstaking effort that
took hours away from my life.

By the middle of 2019, my full-time job had begun to dissolve,
I was forced to move to avoid further financial abuse, and I
was once again looking for ways to recover the gaps in income.
During this entire time, my colleague had not only stayed
employed but gained better employment, doing less and less
of the blog while pretending to support me. The League of
Women Voters contacted me to speak at their meeting, but
when I asked for $50 as a speaking fee based on the two hours
for the meeting, I was rejected, and other than some banana
bread from a member, I never heard from them again. To be
honest, this was one of the reasons that I had no interest in
joining organizations that already existed, especially as long-
established as that. Later that year, the same organization
would host a forum and demand to be reimbursed by the City for
their independent efforts. Because the League of Women Voters
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originally refused to hold the line on segregation, that behavior
was consistent with my experience. Remember, segregation was
not only racial separation, but allowing Black people and others
to do all the work fixing up a location, and then coming up with
an excuse to manipulate us out of long-term communities.

In the fall of 2019, DecipherCity.Org collaborated with Ghisallo
Cycling Initiative and the Carver Museum to organize a Black
history bike tour for publicity of all three places, and to possibly
gain financial traction doing history tours by bicycle. Despite
the tours and a conference in New York City, I was steadily
losing my financial stability while others were maintaining
theirs, sacrificing very little. This is usually the way that the
lives of Black people work when participating in activism within
the dominant narrative: we are struggling to find our ways
while other people gain attention from our efforts. We can put
our all into it and stay working as hard as we can, but we are
also struggling while trying to attend meetings, while trying to
mobilize others, dealing with debt and instability while others
stay comfortable. Unless we already have healthy savings—
an impossibility for most people under the age of 40, despite
whatever lies older people have for us—there is no way that we
can avoid substantial loss if we put our efforts into racial justice
efforts.

DecipherCity.Org attended one more conference in New York
in which I organized the entire presentation, and there is where
I met a dean from college, who immediately recognized me.
Also, there was a play in town with Zawe Ashton and Tom
Hiddleston, which allowed me to support a Black actress and see
Loki in person. My colleague did not participate in creating the
PowerPoint, was mainly disengaged the entire time, and tried to
ruin the play just because I had paid for that, but I was catching
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on to her contempt for me and Black people in general by that
point. Even when Black people are told that our “collaborators”
truly see us as equal, if we wait long enough or are ever in close
quarters, we will be immediately disabused of such a notion.

By the beginning of 2020, Atatiana Jefferson had been mur-
dered, and my Decipher City colleague—instead of showing up
for our yearlong strategy meeting—ran off to pretend to be a
Black ally, delaying my schedule to demand control. She offered
a fake apology like she always did, but since it had become a
pattern, [ knew that her apology meant nothing; this was further
compounded by her blowing up my phone during a meeting
where she was supposedly being “compassionate.” Most fake
allies know that being seen as an ally is more important to the
dominant narrative than doing anything that would diminish
the dominant narrative. Instead of being surprised with this
behavior or impressed with her attention, I knew then that my
days of having even the idea of a colleague were over, and it was
time to start setting some distance.

As I'waited based on my commitment, a pattern was emerging
of my colleague exploiting me for her own benefit, repeated
excuses, and blanket manipulation. She would be comfortable,
regardless of what happened with racism, because she made sure
to be comfortable, even if she had to emotionally abuse what
she clearly considered her pet monkey based on her behavior.
I called her on her behavior, and then she predictably threw a
tantrum, whining about how she never meant to be involved, she
needed to set boundaries, and she would only be doing exactly
the little she felt entitled to do. That same week, she attempted
to coerce and manipulate me into participating in a conference
when I had specifically told her that I was no longer willing to
spend time or money on events that never brought in money.
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When being a name brand negro and using the master’s tools,
there is no protection, and the reality is that the dominant
narrative will abandon any Black individual who makes them
look bad. Begging her to do her part and taking on all the
additional labor and responsibilities? Well, that was supposedly
my lot as a Black woman from the United States. Holding her
accountable for disrespecting my time, money, and energy? Not
only did I have to be scolded, but after the second in-person tour
with Ghisallo Cycling Initiative, I found out that our website was
sabotaged further by her tantrum, the links to the StoryMap
deleted. Thank goodness I had a relationship with Ghisallo
Cycling Initiative, as the organization quickly migrated links
to its StoryMap, and thank goodness her irresponsibility led
her to use my phone to record videos. I repaired the website,
and despite my better judgment, did not immediately delete her
from access. The rest of the year involved two posts while filling
up the DecipherCity.Org Gmail drive with her separate projects,
bullying me with one of her coworkers, and stalking my social
media efforts while sneering with others who enjoyed bullying
me. Because every Black woman is entitled to abuse under the
dominant narrative, the only accountability I had was to not
contact her anymore, which I stopped doing after she attempted
to steal credit for my Juneteenth publication in June 2021.

A friend of mine sent me information in 2020 about a fel-
lowship with the Urban Land Institute, which had a reasonable
salary. I was truly excited, especially since I had a website
that was designed to showcase my talent and could move me
forward in a career based on urban planning, even though I had
aracial justice bent. My face fell when I saw that the premise
of the fellowship was about the privatization of public space,
because privatization of public space was, is, and always has
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been about segregation in the United States. Angry, I applied to
the position, demanding that they acknowledge that they were
essentially saying that only people with money deserved to be
in public, while people without money deserved to be confined
to their homes and their jobs. I sent a research proposal and
a timeline, and I never heard back; however, they did choose
a Latina planner to promote segregation. This is a predictable
pattern of the dominant narrative: get a vulnerable BIPOCQ.
individual —married, parent, or broke—to defend itself, and
shake its head at anyone pointing out its obvious cruelty. Thus,
in 2020, “reputable” institutions were legitimizing segregation
tactics.

Some people may blame me for being forthright, but the
problem with the United States is that there are huge groups of
people who are too complacent for their own good, and being
around people who only promote the status quo is why the
United States is where it is. People who cannot participate
in the status quo are encouraged to internalize themselves as
failures, and it made me sad that yet another organization I had
formerly respected was promoting segregation. Ironically, the
more I failed as an urban planner, the more I was able to see
how unrepentantly destructive the whole profession is. All of
this happened before the murder of George Floyd, which would
purported push racial justice to the forefront of the national
consciousness.

In the middle of 2020, my full-time job had collapsed, and
my rent was being raised. I had seen it coming, but all of the
jobs I had applied to failed to materialize, and then I was in
the middle of the lockdown. For those saying that I would
have been able to make more money if there had never been
any lockdowns, bear in mind that I had been applying to jobs
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for months, except for the IRS. I had no vehicle, I did not live
alone, and the thought of being admitted to the hospital for a
disease that had no immunity or cure at the time was terrifying
to both me and my roommate. I taught online and I completed
independent projects for Ghisallo Cycling Initiative, but because
my full-time job was a small private business, I was ineligible
for unemployment. A friend shared public school food that her
kids refused to eat, and that was how I was able to eat during
the summer of 2020.

At the end of May was the nightmare that was George Floyd.
My roommate saw the entirety of the execution, but I was still
just disgusted that it had occurred. We made a video together
during which I recited poetry—not by memory but close enough
to be a decent film. Through all of the awareness campaigns,
there was a Black man who managed to make an impromptu
bicycle tour of East Austin, and the local paper claimed that
it was the “first ever” bicycle tour of East Austin. This was
offensive not only because I had just finished participating in
four bicycle tours, but I had gotten the idea from Six Square, a dif-
ferent organization that had organized my first tour experience
in 2015, led by Black women. I called the guy out on it, as well as
the newspaper—even a conference where this Black man was
scheduled as a guest—and everyone made milksop responses
about how they were “unaware.” Sadly, this never amounted
in the Black man making a public acknowledgment, nor did the
newspaper publicly retract its statements. The information was
surreptitiously changed by the newspaper, but then the Black
man went on to receive publicity, while the Black women were
deliberately ignored.

One of the reasons that there has never been a universal
women’s movement in the United States is because everyone has
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been conditioned to believe that Black women are the footstools
of everyone, including Black men. It could be argued that
we are degraded because of the patriarchy, but there are so
many other women of other cultures and ethnicities that enjoy
extracting labor from us; in this case, a woman of color wrote
the story praising a Black man, despite being corrected about
him being a “first.” No one can justify elevating a Black man at
the expense of Black women, but because that tour happened
during a time when antiracism was trending, he enjoyed the
attention while the Black women got nothing. In the past, I
often stated that information should be free, but the reality is
that the cultivation of information is not free. For people to
jump on board with a Black man, and then avert their gaze when
being held accountable for ignoring Black women, is yet another
reason why Black women are disengaging with activism within
the dominant narrative.
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United States Census

Finally, at the end of July, the United States Census finally
contacted me after eight months of hearing nothing. If not
for the Census, I would have had to move out of my apartment
because there was no way that my roommate could pay for a two-
bedroom with the rent increase. Training for the Census took
place in person, and because we were part of the Non-Response
Follow Up team, we were expected to contact people who were
already hesitant to participate in the process. At the same time,
Trump was decrying the Census and complaining about using
federal resources to determine the population. I learned the
entire list of questions, but there were so many times that people
barely let me get past the first one, so I worked on condensing
my questions as quickly as possible. There was overtime and
bonuses, and because this was effectively my only job, and the
only outreach that I was able to have with the community, I took
it in stride. One of the best parts about working for a federal
agency was that I would have unlimited access to masks and
hand sanitizer, and without taking advantage of this, I made
sure that I was masked every time. I used a limited amount of
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sanitizer only because I showered immediately upon entering
the house and I washed my hands all the time.

Most of the people who were hesitant to participate were peo-
ple of color, so I made sure to ask them a condensed version of
the survey which would capture as much information as possible.
People are surprisingly receptive to involvement that concludes
in under a minute, and I had most of my spots completed by
the end of August. An efficient Black woman who concludes her
business and gets on her way is a lot less threatening than people
who insist on completing all the questions, and I knew that
exploited people value their spare time more than anything else.
By the way, I had further motivation to be done with my work:
being outside in Texas in August is nearly punishment for being
alive, and the main reason I avoided dehydration was because of
the hydropack I wore everyday. As the pressure was mounting
to end the Census before its time, I figured out how to get
numbers without necessarily contacting people by contacting
the property management companies of apartment complexes.
Residential properties were the most difficult because my area
was full of private property owners who owned property there
but lived somewhere else; thus, I had to do research to figure
out who the property owner was, and that took up the mornings
while I did surveys in the afternoon and evenings.

Ironically, the most offensive moment took place on the
property of a non-profit. I went to the property and tried to
contact the staff, which was mostly people of color who were
being overworked. As I was headed out to knock on doors, a
white woman left the office and followed me out, and proceeded
to explain that her staff had no idea how important the Census
was and that she would do everything possible to make sure I
had the information I needed. Having already been scammed for
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effort by a white woman for that year, I was extremely skeptical
but thanked her, gave her alist of units that I needed information
for, and proceeded to go knock on doors. Again, the people
were very receptive to shortened surveys and I had no issues
with the overworked staff, plowing through a bunch of the
units until it was time for me to go back to a complex closer
to home. Unbeknownst to me, the non-profit organization
owned more than one property, and I ran into that woman at
another property. Because she had pretended to collaborate, I
approached her as if she meant what she said, and she responded
with rage, ran to my boss, and attempted to get me fired. My boss
was confused because of my record, and nothing happened other
than stress. My response was stupid because I contacted her
boss, knowing that white women protected each other against
the stupid subhumanity that most of them consider us to be. I
simply got to enjoy a day of embarrassment and frustration, and
still had to respond to all the places on my list.

My supervisor was replaced during September, likely because
he had another job, so I got to know a different person when
dealing with the last of the census. After knocking on as many
doors as possible, there was still work to be done because
if people had not responded, one could only conclude that
someone other than the owners of the property lived onsite.
Short-term rentals, such as AirBnB and Vacation Rental by
Owner, have no residents per se, but no one can assume that
the property is vacant when completing the census. Therefore,
I started looking with the Travis County Appraisal District to
see who owned the property, and tracked it down as best I could.
This yielded more, so I explained what I did to my supervisor,
who asked me to write it down in an email for distribution to the
team. Soon, everyone was both on foot and doing the research,
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so we got a higher percentage of work done, and although there
were no more bonuses, we were able to finish by the October
deadline.
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The Pedestrian and Bicycling Advisory
Councils

Throughout the United States, there are a number of regulatory
bodies that have unpaid positions, but serve to legitimate
the dominant narrative’s cruelty on distressed communities.
Most people in poorer communities walk and use public trans-
portation, but because their communities were not considered
important or trendy enough in the past, there is a great deal of
backlog for construction. In fact, reviewing previous meeting
notes will reveal to any historian that Black people especially
have asked for community improvements only for municipal
governments to seek studies, votes and other delay tactics.
Ghisallo Cycling Initiative told me about the Pedestrian and
Bicycling Advisory Councils because they had an obvious interest
in getting someone on the Councils, and because I am a Black
