
The Faces of the Suffragettes 
 
To the Mothers of Revolution,  
To the Suffragettes, 
To my mother,  
Who shatters glass ceilings with no regrets: 
 
You gave everything so that I could be born into a new world 
Loving me without knowing my name 
When I took my first breath, 
Used my voice for the first time, 
It was because of you. 
 
Your fight, in streets and courtrooms 
Running through red tape and campaigning amidst cruelty 
History has failed you it whitewashed your story 
You were more than sashes, signs, and buttons 
You nursed a revolution's 
Flames curling in your chest 
You were riots at sunset 
Batons dashing through sky 
Sending stars spilling across your eyes 
You were victims of assault and police brutality 
Trampled beneath pounding feet 
Clinging to the pulse of the nation’s heartbeat 
You weave my bloodline in lifetimes of sacrifice. 
 
You gave everything so that I could be born into this new world 
When I take every first breath to begin a new poem, 
Articulate my heart, 
And cast my vote, 
Just know: 
I am your legacy embodied. 
 
To the Daughters, 
To the Movement, 
One-hundred years in the future: 
 
I carry the weight of 



Not enough 
Through every day 
Its gravity dissolving every decision I make 
Hiding behind every microphone and every loving line of every poem, 
Not enough. 
 
I'm learning that womanhood is more than moments 
It is the constant siege of 
Not enough 
It's stretched my thick skin thin 
I’ve forgotten that my life is a path yet to be made, not a tightrope 
I am more than everyone else's support, balance, and guidance 
History may have been HIS STORY, but HER STORY is told in a new rhythm 
I am not obliged to explain the mystery of femininity in masculine rhymes 
I am not the hot wire igniting a future of change, burning out in the process 
I am 
Legacy embodied. 
 
To Sisterhood: 
 
We walk in every earth-bound color 
With the same bones and structures 
One soul 
Passing between us 
We are reincarnated every day 
Northbound stars climbing up 
The memories of the movement that started it all are not lost on us 
Suffrage is a story written in fractures and fault lines 
Embedded in scars  
But we don't have to be an earthquake in order to make a change 
Our voices are all that matter 
Intellectual symphony 
Our very identity 
Isn't frozen in silence anymore. 
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