Dear Racism, 

I hope you are not well as of this writing. I am writing to you as a 58 year-old white woman who is trying to understand your insistence, your stubbornness, your reason for existence, while also, coming to terms with how you’ve shaped my world by taking so much away from others.
I have to hand it to you, you are friggin’ tough!
And strong!
You hold on like a vice
It is SO hard for people to free themselves of your seduction. You are ugly and destructive, yet to your foot soldiers you are a drug, a dose of special powers that course through the veins. 
You know, my dad chose happiness with you instead of a relationship with me
Don’t get me wrong, he’s still my dad
But he prefers the false narrative
He prefers believing he had no edge
	That he didn’t benefit from your rigged game
	That if we don’t hold down the fort we will lose everything! 
Where did you come from? 
I know your old history, the one I grew up with. The one that talks about how we overcame the hate when they were freed, then they got the vote, when they got one of theirs elected, (can’t they get over it!) and how the Civil War was about defending a “lifestyle” and how my white Irish ancestors can’t be responsible because they were “slaves”, too. SMH!

I always doubted you, but maybe I was afraid of confrontation so I kept my distance. That worked for a while, but DAMN you’ve got balls! You laid yourself bare, you opened the trench coat and showed us your corrupted flesh and you are friggin’ everywhere!  So GROSS!  I knew it would be difficult to wash you off of my skin, it’s gonna take a good scrubbing.  Sure, it is uncomfortable, leaves you kinda raw, but all I’m losing is my false history, a tad of my identity, not my freedom, not my life, not my dreams, not my children. Somehow, I thought I was pretty clean, but I was swimming in your filth. You perfumed the waters to hide the stench and kept them warm so that I wouldn’t want to leave the pool of anointed ones. BUT when the light shines, and you can see a little deeper, it is crystal clear that the floaters in those waters are poison, the kind that eat away at you if you don’t get out and wash off. Now I have to keep scrubbing, but I’ll keep the clean water cold so I stay alert, so I speed things up, so I shed your scales. 

I know more about you now, about how you made/make it easier for people to subjugate and dehumanize and breed hate. You entered our language and became normal, it was easy, we made it easy. You became part of our humor and our nursery rhymes, the games we played and the products we consumed. You helped us justify our thievery and glorify our looting. You found a way into the minds of little shits who propped up their heroes (little shits too) and immortalized them into our very essence as a nation. This “proud” nation that made us all complicit little shits, except your victims of course. They suffered while we prospered. It is hard to reel ourselves back from your addiction. It is hard to tear down this false identity. Who wants to admit they are a corrupted, stinky, little shit?
Here’s how I think you found your way in. I think you are a master player of people’s shame. You find the shapeshifters and insert yourself inside them, the power-cravers devoid of shame. You nestle yourself in that empty lymph pocket and fester
	 and to the shape shifters, it feels good. 
And because it grows so fast, it can be given away freely. Given to those who want to feel smarter, stronger, better. Given to those who can’t look at themselves or the people they live with. Given to those who feel small and want some power. You are going to be tough to slough off. Especially when you have slick social media pages and news networks that have your dog whistles perfected. BUT when you step back, it is obvious you are just a hack. You are the one of the biggest little shits to step out of someone’s imagination ever and it will take a lot more than imagination to get you back into your dark cave. At least my kids are on to you. That gives me hope. 

I don’t know why I wasted my time writing to you, I know you don’t care. But I will be keeping my eyes on the rising waters and I hope the systems you put into place are swept away with you when the winds whip and the seas churn and the cleansing floods wash over us. 

							Good Riddance, 
							Jeannine Bardo

Note to self: As of this writing, I discovered a swollen lymph node. Am I cleansing or is it too late? 
