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I am angry.  

I am angry at the thought of all that my five-year-old son has had to give up and 

everything he has had to miss out on in the past year and a half. I am angry at the 

thought that this might all seem normal to him now and he has no idea what it means to 

go to school or attend church outside of a pandemic. I am also mad about all the things 

I have had to miss. We had to cancel a long-saved for trip to Walt Disney World; I have 

been unable to meet most of my classmates in seminary; and I missed months of 

seeing my nephews and beloved friends before leaving Oklahoma and most likely never 

living in the same city as them again. I suspect I might not be the only person in this 

room who is feeling some anger at the state of the world. The thought of going into yet 

another holiday season apart from family and friends is daunting and frustrating, 

particularly when you feel like you might be the only one taking all of this seriously.  

It was one thing when we could all chalk it up to a worldwide pandemic that was no 

one’s fault and we could feel a sense of solidarity and common purpose. We were all in 

this boat together. But now, it feels like some of us are still wading through these 

choppy waters together, while others are free to live their lives almost exactly as they 

did before. And there are still others who choose to chastise those of us who have been 

safe about masking and social distancing or who got vaccinated. This can feel 

maddening. But the question then becomes, what do we do with our anger? How do we 

care for ourselves emotionally when this virus has already taken so much from so many 



of us? How do we make peace with family and friends who do not share our concern 

with the state of the world at best, and at worst, diminish the impact issues such as 

COVID-19, white supremacy culture, and climate change have on our lives? I suspect 

many of you have these same or similar questions about your family or friends.  

I know many of you have been personally touched by COVID-19, and our family was 

affected as well. My husband, Eric, got sick in mid-March 2020. Ultimately, we were 

fortunate that he came out of it okay and with no apparent long-lasting health 

conditions. However, seeing the responses many of our family and friends had to 

COVID has been angering and disappointing and likely had long-term effects on our 

relationships. When your loved one is sicker than you have ever seen him, and people 

who you previously thought cared about you both, do not take the virus that made him 

so ill seriously, it is upsetting and, oftentimes, enraging.  

As many of you may already know I recently moved to Massachusetts from Oklahoma, 

a red and very religiously and politically conservative state. It was not easy being 

politically and religiously liberal in such a conservative state. Quite frankly, I am still 

mystified as to where I got my political views from. Though I suspect it might be a mix of 

Designing Women and Murphy Brown, coupled with too much time alone with the t.v. It 

certainly was not something I learned at home. As a child, a local Southern Baptist 

church, but I never felt like I fit in. My parents were divorced so I could only attend 

church every other weekend which I think put a bit of a cloud over me. The kids did not 

seem to accept me as so few kids during that time had divorced parents.  

It wasn’t just the kids at church though that made me feel like I did not belong, I also felt 

like an outsider at school. I never seemed to be Christian enough for my classmates, 



particularly because of my left-leaning political beliefs. And any sense of belonging I 

might have had really went south when I converted to Catholicism as a young 

adolescent. A number of my Protestant friends talked to me with great alarm about my 

Catholicism and told me about the concerning things they learned about my religion at 

their Wednesday night youth group meetings.  

Yet, these experiences, while sometimes stressful, also brought about unexpected gifts. 

By growing up with people who thought differently than me, I was able to hone my 

arguments and determine for myself what I really thought. It allowed me to develop 

strong bonds and cherished relationships with people who I often adamantly disagreed 

with. And, as I became more involved in community organizing, I saw firsthand the 

power of being in relationship with people from all different parts of the political and 

religious spectrum.  

However, though it is important to be mindful of the contributions many people who 

think differently than me have had on my life and I appreciate this impact and recognize 

the importance of interfaith and nonpartisan dialogue, I do not think it is incumbent upon 

us to allow someone to be racist, sexist, homophobic, or ableist. Neither do I have 

patience for the “good people on both sides” argument. It is necessary to hold people 

accountable for their words and deeds, but I still take comfort in the notion that many of 

the barriers affecting some of the political discourse can be transcended.  

Despite my personal pride in my ability to maintain relationships amidst deep religious 

and political divides, I have begun to notice a particular emotion bubbling to the surface 

more frequently in the past few years—rage. I always had a healthy dose of anger at 

the world, but, as I said, I also understood that people were going to think differently 



than me. At some point along the way I worried I had lost the ability to listen to people 

with opposing viewpoints. For me, this came to a head when one of my cousins 

messaged me around the time of the January 6th insurrection, and I was angry before I 

even opened the message. I assumed he was going to chastise me or challenge 

something I had posted on Facebook, but instead he asked me for my legal opinion 

about the matter. We had a reasoned discussion and he thanked me for my time. It was 

sobering to recognize how quickly I had risen to angry? judgment over what I thought 

his message would be when it was actually an attempt by him to reach across the 

divide.  

While this anger might feel good and righteous in the moment, it does little to nothing to 

the person who is the subject of our anger, but it can do us a great deal of harm. In 

Braving the Wilderness1, Brene Brown writes,  

“Anger is a catalyst. Holding on to it will make us exhausted and sick. 
Internalizing anger will take away our joy and spirit; externalizing anger will make 
us less effective in our attempts to create change and forge connection. It’s an 
emotion that we need to transform into something life-giving: courage, love, 
change, compassion, justice. Or sometimes anger can mask a far more difficult 
emotion like grief, regret, or shame, and we need to use it to dig into what we’re 
really feeling. Either way, anger is a powerful catalyst but a life-sucking 
companion.” 
 

Brown is challenging us to consider how we are affected by our anger. Brown 

understands that anger can be a catalyst for change, but she is asking us to consider 

what it can do to us personally. For instance, my husband’s cousin in Tennessee has no 

idea that I am raging at his anti-masking Facebook post nor does the girl I went to junior 

                                                        
1 https://www.amazon.com/BRAVING-WILDERNESS-Bren%C3%A9-
Brown/dp/1785041754/ref=asc_df_1785041754/?tag=hyprod-
20&linkCode=df0&hvadid=312168414377&hvpos=&hvnetw=g&hvrand=7128491546901277252&hvpone=&hvptw
o=&hvqmt=&hvdev=c&hvdvcmdl=&hvlocint=&hvlocphy=1018251&hvtargid=pla-370262182747&psc=1 



high with have any idea of my thoughts on her views regarding vaccinations, but it 

affects me. Not that long ago, I was talking to someone about my guilt over something 

and she asked me, “But what does that do for anyone including yourself?” I couldn’t 

answer her. I think the same is probably true for my anger. It does not help anyone, 

including myself, and, in fact, it probably prevents me from the doing the true work of 

allyship that I need to be doing for the marginalized groups still most affected by white 

supremacy culture and the effects of COVID-19. Sharon Salzberg writes2, “It is indeed 

natural to be outraged in the face of injustice or cruelty. But when anger becomes a 

steady presence, it narrows our perceptions and possibilities.” Accordingly, if I am 

spending my time nurturing my anger, what do I have left for performing the work of 

supporting and advocating for marginalized peoples?  

To help us understand why our anger might not be an effective tool for social change, 

Activist Anoosh Jorjorian writes3,  

Here’s what doesn’t help: taking on the mantle of Black, Indigenous, and People 
of Color’s rage and tearing down well-intentioned but ignorant white folks on our 
behalf. Our anger isn’t yours. It doesn’t belong to you. By being angry and 
berating other white people for being asleep all this time, you are actually 
centering yourself and your feelings — a mistake you should leave behind in 
White Allying 101. 
 

BIPOC activists and writers have said time and again they do not need our anger, but 

what they need is for us to take responsibility for our family and friends and use those 

relationships to do the emotional labor of calling in our loved ones and having the hard 

conversations.  One of my previous roles before this one was as a civil rights officer at a 

state agency. I frequently had to pull aside employees and speak with them about why 

                                                        
2 https://www.sharonsalzberg.com/cool-revolution-transforming-anger/ 
3 https://jorjorian.medium.com/dear-white-allies-our-anger-isnt-yours-ea482e702569 



what they said might have been offensive or hurtful to another employee. The person 

was often defensive, but I think that when they saw me approach them confidentially 

and from a place of education rather than judgment, they always responded well and we 

were able to forge a deeper connection, and they would often return to me with 

additional questions that we would talk through. If I had responded in an angry way or 

called the person out in front of a group of their colleagues, I suspect the result would 

have been much different.  

At the end of the day, I simply don’t want to be angry all the time, and I wonder if any of 

you are feeling the same way. I can imagine many of you have also struggled with 

reading the news or looking on your social media timeline and wanted to throw your 

hands up in anger or frustration? Perhaps you have seen one too many social media 

post from a family member and thought maybe you should skip seeing them at 

Thanksgiving this year? Or even, stop seeing them altogether? I have certainly had 

those moments. But, I have also had moments in which I recognize I am tired of being 

angry and tired of letting someone else’s words or actions affect emotion well-being.  

 

We all have people in our lives that, for better or worse, we are going to have to 

continue to deal with even if we find their values to be frustrating or even enraging. We 

can distance ourselves from family and friends, but I wonder if that is the best choice for 

us in the long-run? It is true that some of the people I grew up with, like my cousins, 

might say things or make choices that frustrate me right now, but I also think of all the 

joy they have brought to my life and the memories of our youth spent swimming at the 

pool or camping at the lake together. I wonder if you have anyone in your life that you 



have fond memories of but whose current-day presence gives you grief? What do you 

do with those dichotomous feelings? Is it possible to let some of that anger go and love 

the person for all that they are—past and present? Perhaps its worth a try for their sake 

and our own. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


