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The work of antiracism is hard, especially when you’re often witness to the oppres-
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So far as I can tell, there is no finish line for the work of antiracism. There’s no 
point at which anyone—at least not anyone I know—can legitimately claim to 
have conquered racism in their own lives or to have made a sufficient contribution 
to racial justice locally or globally to be legitimately done with the work. Because 
our ability to see ourselves and our relations, to know ourselves and the effects of 
our actions on others is always limited, always partial, we need one another. We 
need companions, guides, and friends who will both challenge us and stay with us 
as we labor to learn together the nature of the work before us in the most everyday 
as well as the most extraordinary moments of our lives. 
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