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W h a t  i s  t h e  m e a n i n g  o f  
c o a l i t i o n  a n d  s o l i d a r i t y  

i n  s t r u g g l e ?   
 
 
 

When we saw the call for this special issue of 

Peitho focused on "Race, Feminism, and 

Rhetoric," we came together to reflect, process, 

and write about what feminist  coalition and 

solidarity mean to us as we navigate the academy. 

To do this reflective work, we looked not only to 

each other, but also to the Black and Latinx 

feminist scholars who continue to guide, support, 

and inspire us.  

 

 As Jennifer C. Nash explains in Black Feminism 
Reimagined: After Intersectionality, "black 

feminists have long emphasized the importance 

of love as a form of collectivity, as a way of 

feeling, and a practice of ordering the self" (115). 

Thus, "to act in love, with love, is to recognize this 

mutual vulnerability as something that must be 

not eschewed but rather embraced" (Nash 115).  

We leverage the rhetorical potential of this 

digital text to illustrate how we engage in 

coalitional feminist love on multiple levels, while 

also reflecting on the struggles we continue 

facing in the academy. The multimodal aspects of 

this text allow us to show struggle and joy 

simultaneously, allowing colors, sounds, and 

words to work together to help us reflect on what 

love and solidarity look like. As rhetorician 

Ronisha Browdy reminds us, "technological 

advancements like the growth of social media has 

created more spaces for Black women to share 

their voices and experiences" (7). This text, then, 

is a reflective, multidimensional piece intended to 

rhetorically convey the multiple aspects of 

feminist love that continue paving space for joy 

and survivance in the academy.   



"To center love in our labor, the 
extraordinary work of 

liberation becomes possible"
(Morton)  

 
 
 

 
 “ W h e n  w e  a c c e p t  t h a t  t r u e  

l o v e  i s  r o o t e d  i n  r e c o g n i t i o n  
a n d  a c c e p t a n c e ,  t h a t  l o v e  

c o m b i n e s  a c k n o w l e d g e m e n t ,  
c a r e ,  r e s p o n s i b i l i t y ,  

c o m m i t m e n t ,  a n d  k n o w l e d g e ,  
w e  u n d e r s t a n d  t h e r e  c a n  b e  

n o  l o v e  w i t h o u t  j u s t i c e .  W i t h  
t h a t  a w a r e n e s s  c o m e s  t h e  

u n d e r s t a n d i n g  t h a t  l o v e  h a s  
p o w e r  t o  t r a n s f o r m  u s ,  g i v i n g  

u s  t h e  s t r e n g t h  t o  o p p o s e  
d o m i n a t i o n .  To  c h o o s e  a  

f e m i n i s t  p o l i t i c s ,  t h e n ,  i s  a  
c h o i c e  t o  l o v e "  ( b e l l  h o o k s )   

 
 
 

We begin with a video in "Pecha Kucha" style 
that illustrates our reflections on the current 
moment. Then, we include four letters to our 

feminist inspirations. We end with an Afro-
futurist orientation to what we imagine the 

future will hold. 

"Womanist is to feminist as 
purple is to lavender" (Alice 

Walker)  
 
 
 



click arrow to play video



Teaching and Learning to Transgress 
by La-Toya Scott  

  
If you would have told me a year ago that I would be a 
second year PhD student, teaching in a global pandemic, 
during the height of a modern-day Civil Rights 
movement, I would have braced myself for the rest of the 
movie script. Unfortunately, this became my reality last 
Fall, as news reports declared COVID-19 a pandemic, 
which caused not only rampant fear and chaos, but also a 
blanket of confusion and despair as things began to 
pause and shut down. The university system started to 
slowly transition online as the spread of this disease 
induced a growing death toll. Not too long after, the 
world took notice of the obvious and blatant murder of 
George Floyd, an African American man in Minneapolis 
who was killed by a white cop who pressed his knee on 
Floyd’s neck until he suffocated to death. 
 
 Indeed, this was not the first time that a white cop had 
killed a Black person with excessive force in America. 
However, in the midst of a pandemic where people are 
forced to stay home and have time to watch the widely 
circulated video which captured this injustice, it 
becomes difficult to filter or skew the facts. America 
hates Black people. 
 
Being a Black woman, PhD student, and teacher who still 
had to go to school and work, academia was not 
impermeable to the reality of the two pandemics I had to 
deal with.  
  
 
  
 

 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
  
  

 
 The questions that arose for me were: 
 

 
How do I function within the walls of an 
institution that mirrors a societal 
structure that privileges the voices and 
realities of white people, while 
simultaneously minimizing or creating a 
complete erasure of people that look 
like me after the brutal murders of 
Ahmaud Arbery, Breonna Taylor, and 
George Floyd? 
  
 
How do I maintain in a global pandemic, 
knowing that Black folx are dying at 
higher rates because of lack of 
healthcare accessibility? 
   
 
 

 University officials soon started to deliver messages of 
their devotion to anti-racism while many of them still 
upheld structures that reflected a society that privileged 
white supremacist constructs, notions of white privilege, 
and marginalization of Black people and Black-centered 
curriculum on their campuses. 
 
 Over the following weeks, predominantly white 
institutions became places that paraded hot jargon like 
“diversity”, “anti-racist”, and “support” while also lacking 
in history that reflected a manifestation of such words.  



Teaching and Learning to Transgress 
by La-Toya Scott  

The pedagogy of bell hooks would suggest that when it 
comes to academia, we all should be aiming to teach to 
transgress.  
 

 Oppose the structure  
 
 Breakthrough  
 
 Change and shift  
 
 
 In other words, as society changes, this bankrupt 
investment in white academia, white safe spaces, and 
white comfortability has to change to. It is simply bad for 
business. hooks writes: 

  
"It is difficult for many educators in the 
United States to conceptualize how the 
classroom will look when they are 
confronted with the demographics which 
indicate that ‘whiteness’ may cease to be 
the norm ethnicity in classroom settings 
on all levels. Hence, educators are poorly 
prepared when we actually confront 
diversity. This is why so many of us 
stubbornly cling to old patterns" 
(Teaching to Transgress 41). 
 
 

 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
  
  

Institutions can no longer cater to whiteness because the 
new generation that is being ushered in and attending 
these colleges are: becoming increasingly diverse, 
exposed to movements that demand and endorse 
differences, and comprised of young individuals who 
grew up with a two-term Black President and now a 
Black female Vice President. The landscape in which new 
students are being socialized is drastically different from 
the curriculum and social climate that universities are 
still clinging to.   
  
Embracing this need for change, the next semester, I 
taught a course completely online in pandemic mode, 
and during an anxiety driven election season. The course 
was titled, The Racialized Other. I designed a class for 
the students of today to connect racism during the age of 
Trump to scholarly articles, social media, and literature 
by numerous racialized authors (Black, LatinX, 
Indigenous, and Asian), current news reports, and the 
pandemic.  
 
 The class demographic consisted of Black, white, LatinX, 
and racially ambiguous students. We worked together in 
a pandemic to engage in the tough conversations, ensure 
that everyone was heard/provide visibility, and create a 
community of care and grace. Our classroom community 
showed respect for everyone’s backgrounds and 
inherent differences. 
 
   
 
  
 

 
 



Teaching and Learning to Transgress 
by La-Toya Scott  

 
We discussed the murders of Ahmaud Arbery, George 
Floyd, and Breonna Taylor. We also spoke about Anti-
Asian hate in the midst of former President Trump’s use 
of language when referring to COVID-19 as the “China 
virus.” My students were in full understanding of how 
words could initiate violence. I had a white male student 
express in our safe space, “That at least America is 
getting better.” This student was iInsinuating that 
because slavery was no longer legal, it was then in fact 
better. Responding to his statement, my students of color 
gave him new insight which challenged his positionality. I 
had white female students ask, “how can we be 
accomplices as opposed to merely allies?” The work I 
assigned consisted of connecting the literature we read, 
with the history in which it was based, with the current 
events of today. This intrigued my class as it showed we 
can’t have a plan for where we are going unless we 
understand where we have been and what still needs to 
be done. 
 
Notingly, hooks acknowledges that, “Teachers are not 
therapists” (Teaching Community 133).  Nor was I trying 
to be one, as I worked to keep it together myself. 
However, hooks dually concedes that, “…there are times 
when conscious teaching—teaching with love—brings us 
insight that we will not be able to have a meaningful 
experience in the classroom without reading the 
emotional climate of our students and attending to it” 
(Teaching Community 133).    
  

 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
  
  

Given the circumstances, this class culture we constructed 
would not have been able to work if we didn't start off with 
wellness checks, discussed our feelings, and took mental 
health days. I had students with COVID, students whose 
parents got laid off, students who were Black and stated 
they feared for their safety if the election went one way 
over another. I had brilliant students that dropped the 
course because their mental health was in no state to be a 
student while trying to process nationwide traumas. 
 
Ultimately, the answer to the questions posed above was 
care. If I was going to do anything, it had to be from a place 
of care for self first (I cannot be anything to others if I do 
not stand-in and care for myself) and then exercising care 
for others.  Through this engagement, one may agree with 
hooks, who believes that “Transforming these classrooms is 
as great a challenge as learning how to teach well in the 
setting of diversity” (Teaching to Transgress 43). In 
reflection from my position, I agree with this point for the 
most part. This was true, but primarily due to the fact that 
an institutionalized university structure has conditioned 
students and even teachers that they are not deserving of 
care especially in the form of understanding and 
reciprocity.  It should not have to take a pandemic, highly 
televised and circulated Black death, and anxiety from a 
violent election to be human.  At the end of the course my 
students noted that I made the class very engaging, 
fostered discussion that progressed naturally, and showed 
passion. Although my job was not as a therapist,  my 
motivation was love and true empathy during a climate that 
was lacking.   
 
  
 



On Water and Rhythm  
by Kimberly Williams 

Yemaya is an Orisha goddess of water of the Yoruba 
tradition. She was there with enslaved people during 
the Middle Passage. Her body is the ocean and sea. 
 
Dear Yemaya,                
I come to you, facing sideways to the ocean to show the 
proper indignation of humility and reverence to you. I 
know you have taken care of our spirits to form 
communities and I know that your flesh contours their 
rhythm.  
 
Stretch or drown (Rushing). 
 
In Florida, people hardly know the history of St. 
Augustine and its depths of legacy and history. They do 
not know about the 1739 Stono Rebellion when 
enslaved, South Carolinan people plotted over drums 
and attempted to escape to St. Augustine in Florida to 
form a free community. These fearless folks were later 
captured, decapitated, and displayed to thwart another 
“drapetomania” attempt. Floridians keep it a secret that 
rhythm can be used as a precursor to freedom.  
 
Yemaya, I know you did witness other formerly enslaved 
people who escaped for St. Augustine for freedom. This 
newly free Black and Indigenous community created the 
first free settlement of former people in captivity! They 
also trekked from the Carolinas to St. Augustine and 
created the Gracia Real de Santa Teresa de Mose or Fort 
Mose. I imagined you were there offering up pearls to 
adorn their children’s hair and lobes. 
 
 
 
  
 

Florida is sunny but the humidity bares down on us like a 
mosquito.  The trees are dragon high but often droop. The 
insects are fearless and the animals ignore our presence. I 
am a couple of hours from Disneyland but I am closer to the 
Newberry 6 Lynching, the Rosewood Massacre, the Ocoee 
Massacre, and the Perry Race Riot.  What other synonyms 
can I generate to name white imagination backed by flesh 
and money? 
 
 I have to fight to feel safe and fall in love with trees, their 
muscularity, their shyness, their stubbornness. As Gloria 
Anzaldúa reminds us, “Every person, animal, plant, stone is 
interconnected in a life-and-death symbiosis” (2). I have to 
fight to love trees and climb them.  
 
Sometimes I dream myself up in behemoth when I am 
hooked by rage--the same rage that muddles my digestion 
and my sleep schedule. I guess that is why I revel in horror 
and the supernatural. I love aliens or monster movies and 
root for their violence because I often assume that 
“monsters” lived freely and had a genesis of paradise with 
stained-glass fingers, eyes like opals, and skin that blinded 
the night. I always thought monsters and aliens lived well 
before human gore. 
 

       so I ask questions like I know how 
       in the loneliness of my questioning, 
       What’s still is true; there isn’t even a tremor 
       when one is this historied out 
 
 
 
 
  
 



On Water and Rhythm  
by Kimberly Williams 

There are several universities that bridge between the 
spaces of tragedy and profit from the flesh and blood of 
those they keep unnamed like Claude Neal, Julius "July" 
Perry, Jim Dennis. Stella Young. Mary Dennis. Bert 
Dennis, The Rev. J.J. Baskins, Andrew McHenry and too 
many more families that were displaced and killed. The 
university kills us with love.  Multiple graduate students 
suicided the first year I entered my doctoral program. My 
first semester, the university brought two white 
supremacists as entertainment speakers. They balked at 
bringing Angela Davis.  

 
“If you are going to spit in the eye of the 
world, make sure your back is to the wind" 
(Anzaldúa, Speaking in Tongues) 
 
 
 Yemaya, we have a global illness that is killing people--
the illness is overwhelmingly killing marginalized people 
and we have the least access to the vaccine. Because of 
entitlement, greed, and enterprise, Florida represents 
some of the highest pandemic cases in the US.   
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
  
 
 
  
 

 
 
 
 
 
  
We are teaching in person without access to the vaccine 
and additional hazard pay. We have to advocate to live. 
When we [try] to negotiate for safety measures, they think 
of us as audacious and create a surveillance application. The 
University cannot imagine itself out of gorging and I have 
taken on a larger appetite of resentment. I worry about my 
spirit and how long I can last without perpurating what has 
been done to me. In the words of Cherríe Moraga,  
 
“To assess the damage is a dangerous act.” 
 
  
 
... 
Last week we observed inauguration day. What was that 
day to me? I focused on the preciousness of a Black poet 
who took care of her dead. Her hair was black licorice. Her 
voice was plum. She wore a persimmon headband. What 
was that day for me? A praise for her. 
... 
 
There is no grammar to explain the mourning of Black 
people (Spillers). Last year was a testament of faith. I am 
still mourning people and stressors that are unnamed but 
that my body feels when my jaw clenches and teeth grinds. 
Yemaya, I need a bridge to rest. My skin must be sensitive 
enough to embrace a kiss on the back of the neck and 
supernatural to ward off the armor of teeth (Anzaldúa). 



On Water and Rhythm  
by Kimberly Williams 

 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
  
 
 
  
 
  

I name the University as a shipyard but maybe it is more of 
an echo, a reflection from other architects of power like the 
police and prison industrial complex. I am still confused how 
these systems have managed to embed themselves on the 
windowsills of this ivory tower. But in the classroom we 
learn from theories that dismantle these complexes. The 
university has bridges of dissonance.  
 
I want to heal, Yemaya and want the ability to direct time. 
We need more water here to flush, sway, float, and to heal 
in saltwater. I want to learn without the baptism by fire. I 
wish you could flush out our campus so we may create 
another settlement.  
 
To find stillness, Yemaya, I did build an altar and I learned 
the following from its creation and tending: 
 
 
  
. 
 
 
  
 
  
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
  
  

 
 
An altar can build a bridge back to your ancestors so they 
may breathe with you, 
To sing and dance at the altar, is to sing and dance with 
your ancestors, 
“Yes, my lonely is mine” but I am not alone and I can tell 
ancestors everything by talking or being silent. 
 
At my altar, I play the djembe drum and pray twice (St. 
Augustine) to my ancestors. After, I heard a knock twice. 
Tomorrow, I will clap at all four corners. I know the ocean is 
considered your womb but may my drumming evoke my 
people too? The sun and moon are forever hungry and so 
am I, Yemaya (Lorde). And so I will drum at night, like I am 
trying to conjure or prepare for a rebellion.  
 
  
. 
 
 
  
 
  
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
  
  



Audre's Legacy Guides Me 
by Andrea Baldwin 

Dear Audre, 
  
It is the beginning of the new year 2021 and we are in the 
midst of a raging global pandemic which is killing our 
people as the state continues to demonstrate with words 
and deeds that we are without value, dare I say without 
humanity.  I write to you because you would know what 
to say, you would have the words to soothe us and yet 
boil our blood for justice.  I write to you as a Black 
Caribbean woman, academic and writer because your 
words have always spoken directly to all of me. As I sit 
and think about how far we have come and yet how much 
farther we must go, I think about the tools you left for us 
in your writings, Sister Outsider, Zami, The Cancer 
Journals, and more. More importantly, I think about the 
examples of integrity and solidarity you and other Black 
and Brown feminists left for us as examples of how to 
love ourselves and support each other. Particularly I 
think about your contribution to the feminist anthology 
This Bridge Called My Back: Writings by Radical 
Women of Color edited by Cherríe Moraga and Gloria E. 
Anzaldúa  in 1981, and how, unfortunately since its first 
publication, its relevance to Black and Brown women in 
the academy has never been more apparent.  
 

Audre, it will soon be 30 years since you transitioned, 
and, as you predicted, not much has changed. The fight 
for justice is still raging on for all Black lives, particularly 
at this moment of what feels like extreme White 
American nationalisms, hate and division resulting in 
moments as spectacular as an attempted coup at the 
capitol building on January 6th, 2021.   
 

 
 
 As a Black immigrant woman and academic working 
through a pandemic and a racial justice crisis in the US, I 
am fed up with the ways in which in this contemporary 
moment the university marks my body as always out of 
place. Having to grapple with the deep inequities that 
stem from underrepresentation and pervasive structural 
biases in the academy on a good day is exhausting, 
imagine trying to cope with this marginality during a 
pandemic as these structural injustices deepen; it feels 
hopeless!  Yet, it is because I am feeling hopeless Audre 
that I turn to you because you taught me me that “giving 
in to the fear of feeling and working to capacity is a 
luxury only the unintentional can afford, and the 
unintentional are those who do not wish to guide their 
own destinies” [Lorde, Uses of the Erotic, 2).  And so it is 
with intentionality that I write to you, as I draw from the 
treasure trove of phenomenal work you have felt for us, 
and from your examples of being in community in spite of 
difference, to get me through this tough time and to 
write my own destiny. 
 
I think specifically Audre about how in This Bridge you 
and others demonstrate that as Black and Brown women 
we will face struggles as we are pushed to be cultural 
brokers across racial, ethnic, religious, and gender 
groups, while rejecting the means in which the world 
works to use our backs as bridges to understanding and 
to humanity.  In this present struggle in the academy as 
we were asked to return to the classroom in the midst of 
a pandemic, I think about how the institution also 
treated you when you were dying of cancer.  I am 
enraged at the absolute lack of concern they had for your 
health and wellbeing then, and for our health and 
wellbeing now. I am struggling to meet the university’s 
expectations of productivity during this pandemic as a 
mother with a nine year old who has an underlying 
condition and who should not be physically present in 
the classroom during this time. 
 



Audre's Legacy Guides Me 
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As I try to teach him about the weather cycle, complex 
long division, and constantly have to revise the version of 
American history he is taught that has written his 
ancestors out of his textbooks (where the hell do they 
get off teaching him about trading routes between 
Africa, the Caribbean and Virginia in the eighteenth 
century like it was a good thing, like they were not 
trading our ancestors?), I am exhausted. Even as I am 
juggling both of our schedules and trying to keep him 
entertained, I also worry about my aging parents miles 
away in the Caribbean, who lost their jobs during the 
pandemic and require financial and emotional support. 
Audre, I constantly feel like I have nothing left to give and 
yet the university has not slowed down.  The pre-
pandemic calls for service and expectations of 
production have not changed. Those with power ask how 
you are doing, ask you to write an email detailing how 
you are impacted by the pandemic and the racial 
uprisings, to use our bodies and experiences to “stretch 
across the gap of male ignorance and to educated men as 
to our existence and our needs” only to be told that while 
they are empathetic they have no resources to offer 
support (Moraga and Anzaldúa, 3).  
 
 

And yet I know they are those not as fortunate as me, 
the plethora of Black and Brown women who the 
university counts as contingent, who while taking on the 
majority of the university’s teaching load do not have 
health care in the middle of a global pandemic and a 
racial justice crisis.  
 

 
 When I think about how the university treats us as 
though we are disposable, how they are literally killing 
us, I think about sisters like Thea Hunter who committed 
suicide after being on the never-ending adjunct wheel 
and how there are probably more Thea’s out there 
whose stories just never got told (Harris). I am enraged 
at the university’s anemic responses to what is 
happening around us and their ineffective policies to 
address them, and I am scared for my life, our lives, 
especially our students who are the most vulnerable of 
all.  
 
Can I tell you Audre, how during the summer of 2020 the 
Trump administration tried to remove international 
students who because of their educational institution’s 
policy response to COVID-19 may have had to take 
classes online. They targeted students who needed 
financial assistance during the pandemic, using a public 
charge policy that required international students “to 
demonstrate they have not made extensive use of public 
benefits if they wish to extend or change their visa status 
after they arrive" and which prevented students on  F-1 
and J-1 visas at state funded universities like the one I 
work for from accessing relief funds. How could folks be 
so cruel? Students who were unable to return to their 
homes abroad because of travel restrictions due to 
Covid-19 but also due to the Trump administration's ban 
on some Muslim countries, were in need of financial aid 
to help them get through the hardships brought on by 
the pandemic.  
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However, because they were  ineligible for federal 
monies allocated to my institution (some $19 million) 
due to the public charge policies mentioned above could 
not access these funds and there were no clear policies 
on what funds they could access or how the institution 
would assist. This is but one example of many to which 
the university’s response continues to keep us 
oppressed. And as international students found 
themselves struggling with homelessness, lack of 
resources and potential for violent and traumatic 
situations due to Covid-19, faculty like myself and others 
had to make health and financial sacrifices and find 
creative ways to help students meet the in person class 
threshold by offering independent studies and fund 
students out of our own personal monies. 
 
This is the history of academic white spaces, and you 
have taught that we, the most vulnerable, must be the 
ones to help those in need. And as we did, I remember 
your courage, strength, generosity and vulnerability even 
in the face of death. As you wrote in This Bridge “the 
need and desire to nurture each other is … redemptive, 
and it is within that knowledge that our real power is 
rediscovered. … Interdependency between women is the 
way to a freedom which allows the I to be, not in order to 
be used, but in order to be creative” (5).  
  

Your words in “The Master’s Tools” also reminded me 
that I am part of a group who even though we “stand 
outside the circle of this society’s definition of 
acceptable women; those of us who are poor, who are 
lesbian, who are black, who are older,” that we  “know 
that survival is not an academic skill. It is learning … how 
to make common cause with those other identified as 
outside the structures, in order to define and seek a 
world in which we can flourish.  It is learning how to take 
our differences and make them strengths”(6). 
 
You also told me that my rage is an appropriate response 
to racism (Sister Outsider, 129), showed me how to 
privilege my interiority, how to stand in my integrity and 
how to turn to community as a means of  survival. You 
demonstrated the importance of taking care of self as a 
part of this fight. As you wrote in A Burst of Light, caring 
for ourselves is not self-indulgence but self-
perseveration and an act of political warfare (130). I 
remember your words in these key writings as I press on 
in this pandemic, and as I followed your example and 
returned to the Caribbean to rest.   
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I took a few months to take care of myself and to spend 
crucial family time with my son who was reeling from the 
lack of physical activity and friendship. We travelled back 
home to Barbados where we celebrated our births with 
kin, basked in the ocean and the sun, felt the sea breeze 
whip across our skin as the salt water made our mouths 
tingle. Audre, I even learned how to swim! During this 
time I clung to your wisdom to save my own life. As I read 
your recollection in A Burst of Light about the embrace 
you felt coming in from a winter storm in D.C. to a “room 
filled with beautiful Black and Brown women, a table 
laden with delicious foods so obviously cooked with 
love.  … The whole spread reflected a dreamlike fullness 
of women sharing color and food and warmth and light – 
Zami come true” and how it filled you “with pleasure that 
such a space could finally come to pass … and [you] 
danced the night down” (130).   
 
As I danced the nights down in my homeland, I like you, 
continued to build community and created works of 
solidarity and survival with Black and Brown feminists 
within and across geographical boundaries albeit across 
more contemporary means. Like the collection of 
scholarship in This Bridge, I along with other Black 
women curated works aimed at educating and uplifting 
our communities in the form of the Standpoints podcast 
which I co-host with Trichia Cadette, an international 
graduate student from St. Lucia. 
 
 

 The podcast is about Black women’s experiences and 
provides grounding for me during this pandemic. I also 
cohosted and cocurated the Caribbean feminist series 
with my Black feminist colleague Nana Brantuo and the 
Black feminist organization Black Women Radicals ( 
https://www.blackwomenradicals.com/) where we were 
in fellowship learning from Black Caribbean feminist 
whose work is based in community organizing, 
demonstrating and love.  
  
Audre, during this time I have written, cried, laughed, 
danced, created and cussed in solidarity with Black 
women. It has been a time, though traumatic, that has 
held out so many possibilities for reimagining kinship. 
And so I wanted to write to you to tell you thanks for 
being a guide. Relying on your words and your example 
has helped me to navigate the ravages of this pandemic 
on our lives. Your work continues to guide us and is a 
testament of how you and other feminists fighting for 
justice have given us a legacy that lives on through us 
and hopefully those who come after us as we still have so 
much healing to do. 
 
  
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
  
  



Pedagogies of Love 
By Laura Gonzales

To the Black and Latinx feminists who teach me about 
pedagogies of love: 
  
Thank you. Mil gracias.  
 
As I enter my classroom to teach in person in the midst 
of a global pandemic, where Black and Brown 
communities are being disproportionately killed due to 
longstanding systemic racism in the healthcare 
industry,  
  
I receive emails from my institution celebrating the 
"end" of the pandemic: 
 
"Welcome to the University of Florida's website 
celebrating the fact that we are back together on 
campus!"  
  
It's as though the pandemic "was" just a small speed 
bump that we drove over. 
 
And yet, I have just returned from my first flight home 
to Bolivia, where I packed up my deceased mother's 
belongings. Belonging that sat there, untouched and 
uncared for a year after her death due to travel 
restrictions and ongoing tragedy. 
 
It's as though I wasn't teaching on Zoom while also 
navigating my grief and the grief of my family, 
community, and students.  
  
It's as though my Black students weren't also trying to 
attend my class while watching the police continue to 
murder Black people without hesitation.  
  

In “Translating Chicana Testimonios into Pedagogy for a 
White Midwestern Classroom,” J. Estrella Torrez 
describes the “pedagogy of love” that guides how she 
navigates her work in the academy. Torrez explains that a 
pedagogy of love is often dismissed in the academy, seen 
as antithetical to the “rigor” and white-dominated ways 
of learning and performing embraced in the academy. She 
explains: 
 
“carrying this idea of love, I entered the academy 
hopeful that my love of teaching and learning, as well as 
for the students and for the ideals of the cogeneration 
of knowledge, was shared in my new learning 
community. As scholar-activists, we could uplift our 
communities (both on and off campus) through 
validating knowledge produced in various spaces. I 
relished the idea of serving emerging scholars 
surrounded by faculty with similar goals. Our love 
would bind us together, my familia would expand and I 
would learn from others’ testimonios. Unfortunately, I 
found my notion of love is not shared by a majority of 
academics and is marginalized in the grind of 
professional survival” (16-17).  
 
What would it look like for Universities to embrace a 
pedagogy of love, not only in our current pandemic, but in 
every aspect of our work? 
  
A pedagogy of love is not a wishy-washy abstract 
concept, but is rather an intentional form of mentorship 
and guidance grounded in women of color feminisms. 
Black and Chicanx/Latinx Feminists have long argued 
that women of color faculty should never love 
institutions, precisely because institutions will never love 
you back (Lorde). 
 



Pedagogies of Love 
By Laura Gonzales

In Teaching Community: A Pedagogy of Hope, bell 
hooks explains that “When teachers teach with love, 
combining care, commitment, knowledge, 
responsibility, respect, and trust, we are often able to 
enter the classroom and go straight to the heart of the 
matter, which is knowing what to do on any given day 
to create the best climate for learning.”  
 
Embracing a pedagogy of love, especially in the wake of 
a pandemic and ongoing racial uprisings around the 
world means that we work to get to the “heart of the 
matter”—we do not ignore what is going on in the world 
in order to create some pseudo sterilized classroom 
space somehow detached from reality.  
 
In this context, embracing a pedagogy of love in my 
classroom meant that I tried to hold space for grief, not 
by ignoring its presence or by expecting my students to 
share their grief and pain, but rather by saying it's okay 
to not be present in class, to turn your camera off, to 
walk away if and when you need to. 
  
A pedagogy of love also means that we push students 
to reckon with their privilege as they also work to 
uncover aspects of themselves through their learning. 
This means that students will not always be happy with 
their instructor, and they won’t always recognize the 
scope of what they are learning within the frame of the 
traditional 16-week semester.  
  
 
 
  
 
  

A pedagogy of love also means, particularly for me as a 
white Latina, understanding the role of my own 
positionality in my teaching. In the wake of several white 
women posing as Black and Latina women to reap the 
supposed “benefits” of structural oppression, the Black 
Latinas Know Collective points to “the innumerable ways 
in which racially, socially-secure arbiters of Latinidad 
exclude, discount, or at worse ignore the contributions of 
those of us whose experiences do not fit their narrow, 
racialized/whitened conception of who belongs.” In other 
words, my identity as a Latina, as much as it is connected 
to my ethnicity, language, and upbringing, is also tied up 
in a white supremacist mentality that continues erasing 
Blackness from Latinx spaces. As the Black Latinas Know 

Collective points out, how come white 
European women can “pass” as Latinas, 
while Black Latinas are consistently 
pushed out of mainstream narratives and 
representations of “Latinidad?”
 
How come I'm still perceived as "professional" and am 
congratulated for continuing to perform at my job, even 
while mourning the loss of my mother? How come I get 
invited to lead  the "diversity conversation" while Black 
Latinas such as the brilliant Dr. Lorgia García Peña are 
denied tenure and expelled from the ivory tower without 
apology? While privilege continues to prevail in Latinx 
spaces.  
 
  
  
 
 
  
 



Pedagogies of Love 
By Laura Gonzales

A pedagogy of love pushes us to “go straight to the 
heart of the matter”: Latininad, without Blackness, is 
white supremacy.  
  
“Pandemic conversations,” without acknowledging 
race, gender, ethnicity, disability, immigration status, 
and more, is white supremacy.  
  
A University that claims to support Black Lives while 
pushing all faculty and students back to campus during 
a pandemic, is white supremacist.  
  

The heart of the matter.  
  
A pedagogy of love pushes Universities to move 
beyond abstract conversations about campus safety to 
build community with students, faculty, staff, and the 
surrounding community. Training workshops about 
using digital technologies in the classroom, especially 
during a pandemic, will mean nothing if instructors and 
students don’t have space to build community and 
establish space to process grief and pain.  
 
 
 
  
 
  
 
 
  
 

How do we make space in digital environments to have 
students process a pandemic?  
  
How do we create space and provide resources for our 
Black, Indigenous, and Students of Color and students 
from marginalized backgrounds to heal, rather than to 
take on the role of having to mentor their white 
colleagues into understanding privilege and oppression?  
  
These are the conversations that a pedagogy of love can 
help us engage in. 
  

A University does not and will not 
love me, but it does need to support 
the way I love.  
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