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Excerpt from
Anything We Love Can Be Saved: A Writer’s Activism

By Alice Walker

My activism - cultural, political, spiritual - is rooted in my love of nature and my delight
in human beings. It is when people are at peace, content, full, that they are most likely
to meet my expectation, selfish, no doubt, that they be a generous, joyous, even
entertaining experience for me. | believe that people exist to be enjoyed, much as a
restful or engaging view might be. As the ocean or drifting clouds might be. Or as if
they were the human equivalent of melons, mangoes, or any other kind of attractive,
seductive fruit. When | am in the presence of other human beings | want to revel in
their creative and intellectual fullness, their uninhibited social warmth. | want their
precious human radiance to wrap me in light. | do not want fear of war or starvation or
bodily mutilation to steal both my pleasure in them and their own birthright.
Everything | would like other people to be for me, | want to be for them.

| have been an activist all my adult life, though | have sometimes felt embarrassed to
call myself one. In the Sixties, many of us were plagued by the notion that, given the
magnitude of the task before us - the dismantling of American apartheid - our
individual acts were puny. There was also the apparent reality that the most
committed, most directly confrontational people suffered more. The most
"revolutionary" often ended up severely beaten, in prison, or dead. Shot down in front
of their children, blown up in cars or in church, run over by racist drunks, raped and
thrown in the river.

In Mississippi, where | lived from 1967 to 1974, people who challenged the system
anticipated menace, battery, even murder, every day. In this context, | sometimes felt
ashamed that my contributions at the time were not more radical. | taught in two local
black colleges, | wrote about the Movement, and | created tiny history booklets which
were used to teach the teachers of children enrolled in Head Start. And, of course, |
was interracially married, which was illegal. It was perhaps in Mississippi during those
years that | understood how the daily news of disaster can become, for the spirit, a
numbing assault, and that one's own activism, however modest, fighting against this
tide of death, provides at least the possibility of generating a different kind of "news."
A "news" that empowers rather that defeats.



Walker, Alice. (1998). Introduction: Belief in the Love of the World. Anything We Love
Can Be Saved: A Writer’s Activism. Ballantine Books.

There is always a moment in any kind of struggle when one feels in full bloom. Vivid.
Alive. One might be blown to bits in such a moment and still be at peace. Martin
Luther King, Jr., at the mountaintop. Gandhi dying with the name of God on his lips.
Sojourner Truth baring her breasts at a women's rights convention in 1851. Harriet
Tubman exposing her revolver to some of the slaves she had freed, who, fearing an
unknown freedom, looks longingly backward to their captivity, thereby endangering
the freedom of all. To be such a person or to witness anyone at this moment of
transcendent presence is to know that what is human is linked, by a daring
compassion, to what is divine. During my years of being close to people engaged in
changing the world | have seen fear turn into courage. Sorrow into joy. Funerals into
celebrations. Because whatever the consequences, people, standing side by side, have
expressed who they really are, and that ultimately they believe in the love of the
world and each other enough *to be that* - which is the foundation of activism.

It has become a common feeling, | believe, as we have watched our heroes falling over
the years, that our own small stone of activism, which might not seem to measure up
to the rugged boulders of heroism we have so admired, is a paltry offering toward the
building of an edifice of hope. Many who believe this choose to withhold their
offerings out of shame.

This is the tragedy of our world.

For we can do nothing substantial toward changing our course on the planet, a
destructive one, without rousing ourselves, individual by individual, and bringing our
small, imperfect stones to the pile.

In this regard, | have a story to tell.



