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"What, to the American slave, is your 

4th of July?" 

 

"I am not included within the pale of this 

glorious anniversary." 

"A day that reveals to him more than all 

the other days in the year, the gross 

injustice and cruelly to which he is the 

constant victim." 
 

"To palter with us in a double sense: and keep the 

word of promise to the ear, but 

break it to the heart"  
 

"America is false to the past, false to 

the present, and solemnly binds herself to 

be false to the future” 
 

"The Fourth of July is yours, not 

mine" 
 

"The lesson is wholly lost on our present 

leader" 

Frederick Douglass (1852) 
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Lion of Confederacy Monument honoring unknown confederate dead 
located in Atlanta, GA.  
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Equal Justice Initiative’s Memorial for Peace and Justice honoring the 
known and unknown lynched in Montgomery, AL 



 
 

“not just 

history” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

Walking back from Centennial Park on the Fourth of July, plastered 

to a generator, we found this poster. It was a call to action against 

a Klu Klux Klan rally. But it wasn’t found just anywhere; it was in 

front of Piedmont Dining, a few feet away from where we all lived. 

On February 2nd, 2019, Klan members planned to march on Stone 

Mountain, a confederate monument only a few miles from 

Downtown Atlanta. This was a sequel, with the first rally 

numbering two dozen white supremacists back in 2016. 

Two weeks after Klan members announced this first rally, the 

Frontline Organization Working to End Racism, or FLOWER, was 

created. They organized counterdemonstrations that drew 

hundreds of people marching in opposition. 

The most recent rally, however, never happened: Klan members 

were blocked from securing a permit. FLOWER, in contrast, was 

able to demonstrate, and in the process burned an eco-friendly 

effigy of a Klansmen. Pictures are below 

History is not so far away. While we learn about it through biased 

textbooks and school curricula, we can also, simply, go outside – as 

we’ve done throughout this fellowship. 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

Reflections on Etowah 

The Etowah Detention Center. As many mentioned, it felt 

very purposefully disconnected, non-human. Tucked 

behind the screen, I couldn't help but think how 

intentional the whole scheme was -- controlled was the 

scope of interaction, no face-to-face, no holistic tell of the 

other, no description of the environment from which the 

person was speaking -- in an effort to limit any potential 

for deviance. Everything was controlled. The rigid system 

in place was similar to its humanity only in its 

imperfection: frequently the system would cut off, minutes 

before the allotted time was exhausted; a foil to the 

requests and finesses for more time that face-to-face 

interactions often induce. There was no room for 

exceptions, only submission to the clock, which managed 

to make even an agreement with time arbitrary. Indeed, 

with ten whole seconds left on the clock, time was cut, and 

along with it my ability to respectfully thank a man who 

shared his name, his story, and his dreams. I will likely 

never meet Romaine Bain again. 

- Ishan Sharma  



 
 

Etowah Immigration and Customs Enforcement Detention Facility in Gadsden, AL 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

 

Reflection on Vulnerability 

Whenever I think about how to sum up my experience in this fellowship, I 

return to the idea of vulnerability. I learned firsthand how that sense of 

helplessness and exposure impacted the systems and people of American 

society, particularly as it relates to minorities. The terrible vulnerability of black 

people in the U.S. has a scope, complexity and power that continues to be the 

epitome of injustice. The naked vulnerability Southern whites felt in a system 

utterly dependent on the denial of rights and unpaid labor of one group of 

people inspired inhuman cruelty for centuries. The shameful vulnerability to 

racial bias endemic to the systems meant to provide justice, thrown in stark 

relief by the countless graves of people swallowed whole by a system that 

hates them. And yet, in spite of all the suffering, I saw countless stories of 

when shared vulnerability became the basis for solidarity—and ultimately 

change. In the South alone, black women refused to use a bus system that 

discriminated against them, religious leaders chose to condemn racism in the 

face of violent threats and even white men and women who benefited from a 

racist system fought and died to eliminate racism. I learned that vulnerability 

can encompass both our worst impulses and our highest aspirations and its 

power to shape, inspire and threaten our essential human rights is crucial to 

understanding any country or its people. 

o Andres “Andy” Antuna 

 



 
 

  



 
 

  



 
 

 

 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

Love is the willingness to sacrifice, to be beaten, to go to jail, to be 

killed for the betterment of society rather than live out your life in 

silence. The civil rights movement, above all, was a work of love. Yet, 

even fifty years later, it is rare to find anyone who would use the 

word love to describe what we did. 

 

- Congressman John Lewis 


