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F1GHTING COCKS

ECOFEMINISM VERSUS SEXUALIZED VIOLENCE

I ’m sitting in a low lawn chair, wearing boxer shorts and a t-shirt that says
“Feminists for Animal Rights.” My legs are streaked with mud and there’s
abright yellow patch on one ankle that can only be dried egg yolk. My forearms
are dotted with abrasions encircled by bruises. It’s sunny and hot.

From under the brim of a floppy hat, I've got one eye on a Penguin paperback
and the other on a multicolored rooster who might or might not start a fight.
My hat sports the colors of the Brazilian flag, but ought to be UN blue, because
I’'m a peace-keeper today. At any moment, I might be forced to place myself
between combatants. In the interim, I wait. And wait.

Welcome to the exciting yet enervating world of rooster rehabilitation. At
the Eastern Shore Sanctuary, we help roosters who have formerly been used
in cockfighting to live peacefully with other birds. Although illegal in many
countries, and in most of the United States, cockfighting persists in parts of
Asia, on some Pacific Islands, in parts of South and Central America, and
in the southern United States. In this cruel “sport,” roosters are socialized to
view other roosters as predators, provoked by injections of testosterone and
methamphetamines, armed with steel blades attached to the stumps of their
sawed-oft spurs, and then matched in bloody battles from which the only
escape is death. In between events, they are typically isolated in small cages or
tethered to stakes adjacent to A-frame shelters.

Because cockfights are inevitably the site of illegal gambling, authorities are
quicker to intervene in cockfighting than in other forms of animal cruelty.
Unfortunately, their interventions usually do not aid the true victims of the
crime —roosters. Most often, birds confiscated from cockfighting operations
are euthanized. We are able to rescue and rehabilitate only a handful of the
hundreds of former fighting cocks who are confiscated every year. For each
rooster we are able to save, our sanctuary means everything. Because chickens
are very close genetically to the wild jungle fowl (the living ancestors of modern
chickens), many former fighters choose a feral lifestyle, sleeping in trees and
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wandering the woods all day. Others move into the coops, joining former egg
factory inmates and big “broiler” chickens, in a more sedate lifestyle. It’s their
choice, as it should be.

How did a lesbian-feminist from Baltimore end up rehabbing roosters in a
rural chicken yard? Just like the old joke, it all started with a chicken crossing a
road. Shortly after unknowingly moving to an epicenter of industrial poultry
production, my former partner Miriam Jones and I rescued a chicken from the
roadside. I'd always admired birds from afar, but was surprised to find myself
growing emotionally close to this ungainly creature, who sometimes looked so
much like a reptile that I knew scientists were right about birds being dinosaurs.
I also noticed that she had my grandmother’s eyes (as well as her stubborn
charm) and that her feet were amazingly similar to human hands. I'd always
felt so earthbound, but here was the evidence: People are related to birds! I was
excited by this discovery, and very touched by this particular bird’s growing
attachment to me.

One day, Mosselle (as we called her, after my grandmother) made a new
sound that seemed some kind of announcement. “Maybe she laid an egg!” I
thought. I'ran aroundlooking for where she might have hidden her prize. A few
days later, early in the morning, she gargled like she was choking, and I worried
that she might be sick. Luckily, somebody with some sense commented, “That
bird’s a rooster.” I had misunderstood an adolescent rooster’s first attempts at
crowing!

I struggled with the realization that my beloved friend was a rooster, rather
than a hen. Even though he hadn’t changed, it was hard not to see him dif-
terently. I struggled not to let all of the things I had heard about arrogant,
posturing, aggressive roosters change the way I saw this dear young bird, who
had come to count on me. This was my first inkling of the ways that gendered
preconceptions alter our perceptions of chickens and other nonhuman ani-
mals.

That insight was a long time coming. “What was I thinking?!?” That’s what
I'wonder every time I remember the years I spent as a vegetarian-but-not-vegan
lesbian/feminist/anti-racist/pro-peace/anti-poverty activist who insisted that
everything — racism, sexism, homophobia, capitalism, militarism, etc., etc. —
was connected . . . but somehow managed to leave nonhuman animals out of
the equation. For me, the question is not “whatled me to include other animals
in my activism?” but, rather, “what took me so long to include other animals in
my activism?” Itis a question worth answering. After we make a radical change
in thought or behavior, we have a tendency to distance our new selves from our
previous selves. That’s understandable, but not useful. If we can’t remember —
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much less have empathy with — our former ways of thinking and feeling, how
can we make meaningful contact with those who still think and feel as we used
to do? And, if we can’t make contact, how can we prompt others to rethink
what feel to them like intensely personal choices?

So, as much as it makes me feel queasy to do so, I'm going to try to actually
answer the question of why an altruistic, animal-loving, vegetarian feminist
activist, who insisted that all forms of oppression were linked, took so damn
long to go vegan.

I quit eating meat in 1976, the same year I turned 15, came out, and went to
my first gay rights rally (notin that order). When I'say thatI “came out,” Imean
that I resolved to never lie about my love for women, never deliberately pass for
straight, and never deny alover by calling her “him.” To do so, I felt, would be to
betray not only the women I desired, but my deepest self.My decision to quit
meat was equally simple. Somehow, through the confluence of mid-seventies
influences, I knew that vegetarianism was a particularly healthy way to eat. One
day, quite suddenly, I realized: If I didn’t need to eat meat to stay alive, then
eating meat was killing for pleasure. I couldn’t live with myself, wouldn’t be
the nonviolent person I believed myself to be, if T killed other beings — beings
who had their own desires — merely to satisfy 7y desire for the taste of their
flesh.

Looking back, I see that both decisions, coming out and quitting meat, are
about the interplay of desire and integrity. Sometimes integrity means being
true to your desires, and sometimes integrity requires you to refuse your desires.
I also notice that both decisions were about bodies and consent. A primary
tenet of gay liberation is that what consenting people do with each other’s
bodies is nobody else’s business. And, of course, eating meat is something you
do to somebody else’s body without their consent. Since both of these ethical
decisions were about bodies, I don’t want to leave out their visceral dimensions.
These were full-bodied decisions. I didn’t just zhznk, “I'm going to quit meat,”
and “I'm not going to lie about my sexuality.” Once I had thought through
the questions, my body recoiled at the zotion of eating a cow or pretending to
be straight. I remember very clearly the feeling of revulsion that arose when-
ever I summoned up the mental image of a cow, and imagined eating her,
which is particularly interesting in light of what ’'m going to tell you a little
later When I look back on that earnest teenager making those two seemingly
unrelated decisions, it seems to me now that in both instances she was decisively
rejecting patriarchal control of her body. I know now that homophobia is what
Suzanne Pharr calls “a weapon of sexism,” one of many means of coercing
people into patriarchal families. And I know now that patriarchy (male rule)
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and pastoralism (herding farmed animals) co-evolved, the ideas and practices
of each commingling with and compounding the other.

ButIdidn’tknow any of this back in 1976. Or 1986. Or even 1996, although
then I was on the brink of an emotional and intellectual breakthrough that
would lead me to go vegan and become an animal advocate.

Meanwhile, I was vegetarian, not vegan. Not even reliably vegetarian. I held
out well enough while I was living rough, as a teenager, supporting myself at an
urban fast food restaurant. All of us relied on free food from the restaurant to
augment salaries that didn’t cover rent and groceries. Sometimes, when I was
really hungry and couldn’t bring myself to stomach one more meal of salad and
french fries, I'd break down and resentfully eat a burger or piece of chicken. I
have a very clear memory of me, at about 17, sitting in a cheap molded plastic
chair, looking out the grimy window at a grey day, choking down chicken flesh
thinking, “this is so wrong!”Those were raw years for me, with the wounds
of a troubled childhood still oozing anger and pain that anybody could see.
Maybe that’s why it was so easy for me to hold onto the bodily empathy in
which my vegetarianism was most deeply rooted. But then I entered a period
of years wherein I walled off feelings in order to focus on pulling myself out of
the dangerous lifestyle into which I had drifted. I gota good job. I started night
school. And I forgot about nonhuman animals.

In the early and mid 80s, I lived with lovers who ate meat and I also occa-
sionally ate, or even prepared, meat. But when those relationships ended, I
went back to being steadily vegetarian at home, and happily so. But if I had a
really strong urge for a hamburger or a pepperoni pizza, I sometimes gave in,
rationalizing that compromise would maintain a vegetarian diet in the long run
better than rigidity.

Somehow, the ethical clarity of my original decision to be vegetarian had

become muddied and muddled. I knew very well that I tended to want to eat
meat when I felt angry. I knew very well that eating that hamburger would be
displacing my aggression onto an innocent nonhuman. And yet I did eat that
hamburger every once in a while. More often than I want to admit.
Those murderous “lapses” were mentally and morally tolerable to me, leaving
me feeling only slightly more guilty than I already felt, because nonhuman
animals had gone missing from my emotional landscape. Those occasional
hamburgers were just “meat” to me rather than the remains of dead nonhu-
mans with whom I actively empathized.

All of that stopped, thanks to Alice Walker. In her essay, “Am I Blue?” Walker
describes going out for a celebratory steak dinner only to have the thought,
“I am eating misery” interrupt her pleasure. That phrase must have stealthily
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planted itself in my brain, because the next time I tried to give into a craving for
meat, I had no sooner taken a bite than the words “I am eating misery” echoed
in my head. My stomach reeled. I spit out the half-chewed flesh and have never
been tempted again.

So, for me at least, the ethical mandate had to be full-bodied — a matter of heart
and gut as well as mind — in order to be truly sustainable. I suspect that’s true
for many people. Abstract rules are easily broken. People often do things they
know they ought not to do, if they can get away with it, especially if they can
tell themselves that it doesn’t hurt anybody.

Which brings us to the next lesson we can learn from my past misdeeds:
We must keep the real repercussions of our actions (or inaction) oz actual
nonhuman animals always in mind. That’s true, I think, not only for would-be
vegans but also for those who purport to be advocates for nonhuman animals.

The question remains: Why did I think of the decision whether or not to eat
meat as an apolitical personal choice rather than a political decision (like every
other decision)? The ardent activism of my teens returned with a vengeance
in my late twenties, once the chore of working my way through college was
behind me, and I was safely ensconced in graduate school. I involved myself
in local struggles for fair housing and against police brutality and in national
struggles against AIDS and for peace. I marched and chanted, led workshops,
organized sit-ins and kiss-ins, distributed condoms and clean needles, and sat
through endless hours of tedious meetings. Whenever I had a little extra money
(which wasn’t often), I gave it to PETA (the only animal organization I knew
about). And yet, when one of the students in the social change class that I was
teaching asked me why our line-up of social change movements didn’t include
the animal rights movement, I incoherently responded that I supported animal
rights, but that this issue was tangential to the linked oppressions (racism,
sexism, etc.) that were the focus of our scrutiny.

What was I thinking?!? As a feminist, I was well-versed in the theory behind
the slogan, “the personal is political,” which simply means that everything we
choose to do (or not do) matters. What in the world led me to believe that
every decision in life — including decisions about how to conduct one’s most
intimate relations — was a political decision excepr the decision whether or
not to eat meat? I can’t even say “except what we eat,” since I was boycotting
grapes (farm workers) and Coca-Cola (apartheid) at the time. I also believed in,
although couldn’t always afford to support, organic agriculture. I recognized
that many food decisions were political decisions.

This very strange notion that the decision whether or not to eat nonhuman
animals is a purely personal decision, uniquely exempt from the ethical and
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political considerations that ought to inform every other decision, is quite
common and worthy of our attention. When I interrogate this notion, I find
that, for me, declaring vegetarianism a political decision would have been tan-
tamount to mandating vegetarianism for everybody, and that there were two
reasons I hesitated to do this: excessive deference to religion and a misplaced
application of the right to bodily self-determination.

Like many people raised to respect “freedom of religion,” I used to shy away
from analyzing the implications of the political ideologies that call themselves
religions. Even though I was an atheist, I never challenged anybody about their
religious beliefs. And though I had not yet had the pleasure of hearing Chris-
tians shout “God made chickens for us to eat!” I knew that most Christians
view the eating of meat as a literally God-given right. Since I saw religion as a
sacrosanct personal decision, I felt that I had no right to challenge this religious
understanding. Only when I quit thinking of religious ideologies as uniquely
exempt from ethical scrutiny was I free to directly challenge the human hubris
implicit in most of the belief systems that men have constructed to explain the
world and claim dominion over nonhuman animals.

I say “men” rather than “people” because it was men, and also because
those same stories have been and continue to be used to assert male domin-
ion over women and girls. So, it’s not surprising that an association between
animal advocacy and feminism dates back to those hunger-striking vegetarian
suffragists who were force-fed meat in a vain effort to get them to swallow
male domination. Of course, control of female bodies is precisely the point
of patriarchy. Maybe that’s why — in spite of the fact that women have made
up the majority of animal advocates from the earliest days of anti-vivisection
agitation to the current era of open rescues — many women feel oppressed
when somebody tells them they ought not to eat farmed animals. The mandate
to “go vegan” can feel to some women like one more instance of others telling
you what you must or cannot do with your own body. That’s because, as was
the case for me during my lapses from vegetarianism, the nonhuman animals
are absent from the mental equation. Only if other animals enter the picture is
it possible to see that eating meat is doing something to somebody else’s body.

Women make most food purchases and preparation decisions. If women are
going to both go vegan and withstand the demands of male family members
for meat, then women must be emboldened to resist their own subordination
and at the same time reject the oppression of nonhuman individuals. In other
words, animal advocates must balance the demand that women give up their
power over nonhuman animals by encouraging them to sezze their power among
human animals. This sounds tricky, but comes easy once you see that sexism
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and speciesism, having grown up together across the centuries, are co-de-
pendent siblings of dysfunctional patriarchal families.

But before I illustrate this assertion, I have one more question for my
former self: Why did it take me so long to extend my personal ban on meat
to include dairy and eggs?

Here are some of my predictable and common answers to “What was
I thinking?”: 1 didn’t know about battery cages and forced pregnancies.
I didn’t think about what happened to cows and hens after their bodies
stopped producing economically profitable quantities of milk and eggs. I
had been seduced by Elsie the Cloverland cow and other fictions designed
to deceive us into believing that happy hens and placid cows live on spa-
cious farms and are not at all inconvenienced by the friendly farmers who
collect their eggs and relieve them of excess milk.

My former partner, Miriam Jones burst my bubble a couple of years
before we moved to the country and found that first chicken. We jiggled
our checkbook, and I was able to donate a lot more money than I had ever
been able to donate before. Soon the newsletters of the animal rights orga-
nizations, farmed animal sanctuaries, and anti-vivisection societies began
flooding our mailbox, and we learned more than we ever wanted to know.
Thanks to an early childhood trauma involving a flood of blood, I have a
hard time with gory images, so Miriam screened the brochures, telling me
the relevant facts and showing me the photos she felt I really needed to see.
One picture I really needed to see was of hens in battery cages. I quit eggs.
Dairy was more difficult. Thad a really hard time believing what Miriam was
reading to me. Something about the whole issue was deeply destabilizing,
so much so that I half-believed that animal advocates were trying to trick
me, even though I knew that was an absurd idea. What was I thinking?!?
Perhaps the more apt question would be: What wasn’t I thinking and why
wasn’t I thinking it?

To answer this question, we need to explore an incident years earlier. I
really don’t want to tell you about this; I had forgotten all about it until
I started writing this essay. Indeed, my wish not to speak of this incident
was so strong that I was even more belated in meeting this essay’s writing
deadline than I usually am. I repeatedly stopped right at this point in the
essay, set my work aside, and forgot about it for days or even weeks. What I
kept wanting to forget, what I don’t want you to know, is that I did know
that something was very wrong with dairy. I did see, felt uncomfortable,
then promptly forgot that cows were hurt in the process of producing milk
and cheese.
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Here’s what happened: I went to visit my sister in Vermont, where she was
living while finishing her undergraduate degree. I was in my mid twenties, just
starting graduate school, and the demands of working my way through college
and getting myself into graduate school had precluded any substantial attention
to activism for several years. Soon I would again be the fierce fire-breathing
activist I had been in my late teens, but at that moment I was disoriented,
coming up for air after years of scholarly submersion to find myself living in
a university milieu so substantially different than the streets of my teens that it
might have been a different planet.

My younger sister was my only family connection, though she was living
far from our hometown of Baltimore. Maybe that’s why I was so hesitant to
challenge her when she assured me that those mean-looking milk machines
didn’t hurt the cows. Maybe it was my overall sense of dislocation that led me
to feel so dizzy as I looked down the row of milking stalls.

Or maybe there’s some other reason that I can’t even remember whether or
not there were cows in those stalls as I stood there feeling silly and silenced and
angry and ashamed all at the same time. Maybe it’s significant that / can t even
tell you whether or not I saw a cow at all. All1 know for sure is that my sister took
me to a local, probably small, maybe organic, dairy farm; I felt uneasy and we
argued briefly, and then the incident disappeared from my memory along with
the cows, leaving me free to continue to consume dairy products without even
a twinge of bad conscience.

It would be years before cows reappeared in my consciousness, before Farm
Sanctuary newsletters would combine with my own scholarly musings about
daughters and dairy cows as property of husbands to finally lead me to the cows
themselves, what they wanted, how they felt, how terribly unfair it was for them
to be ensnared not only by our ideas about nonhuman animals but also by our
ideas about femaleness. And even then it took me more than a year to get what
I now call “the demon dairy” all the way out of my life, actively wrestling with
what now seem to be inane rationalizations all the way.Understand: I do not
forgive myself for this; I am just reporting what happened. Nor do I seck to
expiate my wrongs by confessing. No. What I want to know—what I think we
need to know—is why. Why was that dairy farm visit so profoundly upsetting
that I immediately repressed it, and my recollection of it now, years later, has all
the hallmarks of a traumatic memory? Why, once I brought the issue back into
consciousness, did I so strongly resist remembering what I knew, and doing
what I needed to do?

I can’t explain from the inside. From the outside the response is easy: “she
didn’t want to give up that sharp Vermont cheddar, so she put it out of her
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mind.” But since the forgetting was not a conscious choice, I doubt that’s how
it happened. Perhaps, more than the loss of favored dairy products, I dreaded
the sickening feeling of complicity that emerged when I finally confronted, and
rejected, dairy.

I’ll never know for sure why the queasy uneasiness I felt at the dairy farm
slithered out of sight so easily. What I do know for sure is that this kind
of shifty slippage probably helps to explain why the altruistic, animal-loving,
feminist friend who sat next to me sobbing as we watched the documentary
“Peaceable Kingdom” is still eating meat. Animal advocates need to understand
this response more clearly so that we can understand why efforts to force people
to confront their complicity in cruelty rarely lead to behavior changes.

The ease with which we forget facilitates animal abuse and all other atrocities
that tend to make us sputter and reach for the word “unspeakable”: child abuse,
nukes, poverty in the midst of plenty. We need to learn how to speak of such
things in a way that keeps them uncomfortably conscious. This requires us to
see and think about the sexual and perversely sexualized exploitation of female
tarmed animals zhat is the norm in animal agriculture.

When I look closely at dairy, I see the hurtful exploitation of specifically
female bodies so that some people can enjoy sensual pleasures of consumption
while others enjoy the psychological pleasure of collecting profits from the
exertions of somebody else’s body. Cows are forcibly impregnated, dispossessed
of their children, and then painfully robbed of the milk produced by their
bodies for those children. No wonder I didn’t want to see my complicity!
Most women don’t consciously perceive the everyday violence against girls and
women that permeates and structures our society. How much harder itis, then,
to see the gendered violence against nonhuman animals behind the everyday
items on the grocery store shelf. When we, as women, partake of that violence,
we participate in sexism even as we enjoy the illusory benefits of speciesism. No
wonder a glimpse of the sexist violence behind my breakfast cereal left me dizzy.

If we’re going to make any headway on dairy and eggs, we’ve got to confront
this directly. We’ve got to start talking to women about the sexist exploita-
tion of female reproductive capacities to produce consumer goods that hurt
women and children. We” must talk about this explicitly, knowing that one
in three women has herself been raped or battered, and may thus have strong
or seemingly strange reactions to the facts. We need to confront the sickening
collision of sex and violence by which nonhuman animals are electroejaculated
and forcibly impregnated for human pleasures. We have to be able to look at a//
of the complicated and uncomfortable dynamics that drive and derive from this
sexualized exploitation. Similar conflagrations of gender, violence, and pleasure
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smolder at the source of cultural products and activities as seemingly disparate
as pornography, interrogatory torture, and cockfighting.

Which brings us back to chickens. Roosters are both the victims and the
unwitting agents of human sexism. One of the most damaging aspects of sexism
is the confusion between sex (maleness or femaleness) and gender (masculinity
or femininity). Some people are more assertive while others are more yielding.
Some are brave; some are nurturing. Sexism assigns such characteristics to
gender and then asserts that gender is a natural expression of sex. Thus, girls
who are assertive and boys who are nurturing are led to believe that there is
something unnatural about them. While sex is a physical fact, gender is what
social scientists call a “social construct.” Social constructs feel real but are,
in truth, just ideas made up and maintained by members of a social group.
People use other animals to make gender seem as real as sex, pointing to non-
human animals as “proof” that certain kinds of behavior are typically male
or typically female. Not surprisingly, given the wide range of animal behavior
in nature, they always find what they’re secking. For many years, male field
researchers studying primates explained away, refused to record, or simply failed
to perceive behaviors that were inconsistent with their preconceived dominance
hierarchies. (Similar biases and blind spots led scientists to miss or dismiss
observations of homosexuality in hundreds of species.)

People also force or trick nonhuman animals into acting out sexist stereo-

types, then point to those same beings as evidence that the stereotypes reflect
a “natural order”. This is nowhere more clear than with fighting cocks, who
are subjected to an array of abuses designed to trick them into murderous
aggression.
Roosters have long been seen as embodiments of masculinity. That’s how the
word “cock” came to be used as slang for a human penis. International studies
of cock-fighters show that men and boys see fighting roosters as expressions of
their own masculinity, and they feel shame if one of “their” roosters behaves
normally, fleeing from an aggressor or declining to attack a retreating bird. In
contrast, unnaturally aggressive birds are accorded an almost totemic respect.
Cockfighters have very strong ideas about what they believe to be natural
behavior for roosters, and they fail to recognize how their interventions create
unnatural fights where roosters kill one another.In nature, roosters are the
sentinels and protectors of the flock. They constantly scan the skies and the
horizon for predators, while joining the hens to look for food.

In contrast to the myth of male stoicism, roosters tend to be more emotional
than hens, probably because they need to be more sensitive to potential threats.
Of course there is much overlap between the characteristics of roosters and the
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characteristics of hens, as well as much variation among roosters and among
hens. A rooster will risk his life protecting the flock from a predator. A hen will
often take the same risk protecting her chicks. Some roosters are very nurturing
toward chicks; others simply ignore their offspring. Some roosters spend all
of their time with hens. Others prefer the company of other roosters, or stay
to themselves. Neither wild jungle fowl nor feral roosters risk their survival in
death matches with other roosters. Roosters sometimes struggle for dominance
and territory, but the fights are short and rarely lead to serious injury. Certainly,
fights such as are seen in cockfighting spectacles, where the victorious bird
continues to attack until the loser is dead, do not occur. When a rooster has
been bested, he assumes a submissive posture or runs away. The victor then
postures or crows, signaling, “I've won!” Breeders and trainers of fighting cocks
prohibit roosters from learning the social signals of conflict resolution. Isolated
in cages or tethered to stakes, fed less than they would choose to eat, and kept
apart from hens, these roosters are in a constant state of frustrated excitation.
Add thesstress of transport, the confusing sights and sounds of a busy event, and
the injection of drugs or hormones, and it’s easy to see how terrified roosters
can be brought to fight to the death when faced with a similarly terrified bird
armed with steel talons. This is the secret that cockfighters can’t face, and don’t
want you to know: Roosters fight from fear, not aggression.

That’s the secret of our rooster rehabilitation program, too. We rehabilitate
fighting cocks by teaching them that they don’t have to be afraid of other birds,
using the same principles that a psychotherapist might use to help patients
overcome phobias or post-traumatic stress. At first, they simply need to be
soothed and given time to see and be near other birds without fear. Then,
during supervised free periods, such as the one that began this essay, a former
fighter is allowed to roam freely until he starts a fight, at which time he is placed
back in his spacious rehabilitation cage, from which he can see and interact
with, but not hurt or be hurt by, the other birds. Over time, a rooster is able to
be free for longer and longer periods (hence the boredom for us), until he can be
trusted to mingle peacefully with the other birds all day long. The rehabilitation
process takes anywhere from a few days to several weeks. Some birds “get it”
very quickly, and seem palpably relieved to be out of harm’s way. Others take
longer to relax. While personality clashes sometimes have required us to shift
birds from yard to yard, we’ve never had a fighting cock so incorrigible that we
couldn’t find a place for him to be free. Fighting unto death is not their natural
behavior.

People need safety to find freedom, too. More than we realize, we all lead lives
structured and constricted by lies and fear. That’s why I’ve tried so hard to tell
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the truth in this essay, because none of us can be truly free in the context of
violent duplicity.



