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The Morning After 
 

The morning after Trump is elected president, I feel ugly.  How to explain this.  Like 
an enormous black spider, ugliness creeps onto me and squeezes until it is hard to 
breathe.  If I am able to pry off one leg, seven yet remain.  I admit, being a brown 
person, that I can feel ugly anyway in response to the ubiquitous veneration of the 
blonde. I admit that it is a chore not to feel ugly as I age.  But this new feeling of 
ugliness goes beyond these ordinary feelings of ugliness.  And a positive of aging (that I 
had finally escaped the moodiness of estrogen) has been stolen. I am distraught to find 
myself shrouded in a new darkness.   
 
Which ugly thing that Trump did or said imbedded itself into me?  Was it that he ran 
Miss Universe pageants, inspecting the girls as they were changing.  Was it that he 
called one of the winners “Miss Piggy” because she gained a few pounds, and then later 
called her “Miss Housekeeping” because she is Latina.  Was it that he told a woman 
she would look better on her knees, or was it that he boasted of being able to grab any 
woman by the “pussy”.  Was it his daughter’s dyed hair, or was it him telling Howard 
Stern it was okay to call his daughter “a piece of ass”.  Was it his third marriage to 
someone his daughter’s age.  Or was it how his third wife raises the bar:  It doesn’t 
matter if you plagiarize (because your word is only your bond if you want it to be), but 
you need to be able to pose nude if you want to become Barbie-Doll-in-Chief (I mean, 
‘First Lady’). 
 
Or was it the white women my age who voted for Trump in large numbers.  The ones 
who proudly wore t-shirts saying “Adorable Deplorable” and “Hillary Couldn’t Satisfy Bill, 
and She Can’t Satisfy Me Either”.  The ones who look away when another woman is 
being harassed.  The ones fantasizing that we will go back to the good ole days when 
women couldn’t work outside the home, and men brought home all the bacon (or didn’t).  
The good ole days when the highest aspiration for a woman was to parade around in a 
bathing suit and high heels before a panel of male judges, and perhaps be awarded a 
‘10’. 
 
I need to specify:  These uglinesses are Yours and Not Mine.  Even if you won an 
election, sort of.  Being the winner doesn’t change you from ugly to beautiful, even in a 
winner-take-all culture like ours.  And it doesn’t change me to what you have labelled 
‘ugly’….  Already I am tired from this fight, and it has barely begun. 
 
The morning after Trump is elected president, I hear a loud echo—“Get Out! Go 
Back Home!  Get Out!”   The echo is deafening.  My husband says I shouldn’t worry 
because I have a birth certificate showing that I was born in St. Paul, Minnesota.  A birth 
certificate?  That little piece of paper?  You know how much weight birth certificates 
carry with the new president!  Should I start carrying this scrap on my person at all times 
‘just in case’, as the Arizona lawmakers had wanted to legislate?  And what if I lose it?  
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Am I a free human being living in a democracy, or am I a ‘documented’ person living in 
a police state? 
 
What I can’t explain to my husband is this:  Looking at my brown face, a George 
Zimmerman-type vigilante or a white supremacist or a casual racist does not read my 
birth certificate.  Nor my Harvard College degree.  Nor my Ph. D.  None of my 
‘credentials’, not even my Human Being credential.  Just that I am Syrian or Mexican or 
an illegal immigrant or a Muslim or a refugee/terrorist.  Or all of the above.  Part of a 
large group of people (of color) that the President has labelled  “bad hombres”.  As I 
said earlier, racism is nothing new. However, the privileging of barely-veiled racist 
speech by the president elevates racism, and restores it to a level of threat not seen in 
some time.  I have a horrible sensation of being shoved backwards.   
 
And of course, there is no place to ‘go back home’ to.  Anxiously, I think:   It is a time to 
‘fly under the radar’, and a time to take care not to be ‘in the wrong place at the wrong 
time’.  I worry that I should not pull my cashmere scarf up to cover my nose in the cold 
because this might have bad connotations….  But I am angered.  This is not some 
oligarchy where the citizens are to be kept in fear so that the rulers are free to behave 
as they wish.  This is the United States of America, isn’t it?  So I sign up to march in 
protest, despite the anxieties. 
 
The morning after Trump is elected president, I see differently our United States. 
Diminished.  We are fast abandoning whatever exceptionalism and moral high ground 
we had banked.  Whole groups of people (for example, the disabled) are now officially 
scorned.  Whole groups are now increasingly fearful.  This is acceptable?  This is okay 
with 46% of Americans?  This is The American Way?  Sixty million Americans are this 
hostile, this indifferent, this unmoored from their core human values?  Mind you, 46% 
goes a good bit beyond the rust-belt working class that has had hard times.  And the 
percent is still higher if you study just the Congress.  More disconcerting is to 
acknowledge that the 46% have of course been here all along, will always be here….  
 
Some portion of this 46% must be people whose fears and hopes are easily 
manipulated, but the solace of this thought eludes me.  Now a suspiciousness enters:  I 
look at you and wonder.  Are you one of the 46%, one of the ones okay with leaving me 
to live in fear.  Okay with leaving me labelled “less than”.  You get to be White, with 
endless possibilities of self-definition.  I am assigned a “race”, and must live within the 
confines of your definition of my race.  Meanwhile, a hundred years from now an 
archeologist comparing your bones and mine will not be able to discern any distinctions.  
But also 100 years from now your children’s children will be reaping exponential gain 
from this spurious assignment of race.  Comparatively, my children’s children will be 
called out as “lazy”.   
 
I discovered that I had positive biases towards white people.  There was a conflagration 
of every old white-haired white guy and the Santa Claus that lit the top of our Christmas 
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tree.  Old white guys were kindly and all-knowing.  They were always accorded respect, 
given the benefit of the doubt.  That is how I was brought up, and many of my friends 
and family are white.  However, I now grow impatient with strangers’ projections onto 
me—that I am someone’s dog walker, someone’s housekeeper, my white mother’s 
third-world caregiver.  That I am uncouth… uneducated… uninteresting.  That I am 
stealing someone else’s job.  That I am abetting terrorists….  I want to say:  Get your 
assumptions off of me and mind your own business.  Now, suspicion and distrust move 
from my peripheral vision to the center.  Prejudice begets prejudice.  Racism begets 
racism. 
 
On the morning after, my husband tells me the election doesn’t affect me.  He says we 
will be okay.  He tells me to hold off reaction until Trump actually Does something.  I find 
myself unable to align with what my husband is saying. Though perhaps not in the legal 
sense, I know Trump Has already done something.  Maybe we will be okay, and maybe 
I won’t be okay.  It has already affected me.  The thing I feel, the thing I hear, the thing I 
see is incontrovertible.  If you see something, you must say something.  And so I speak. 
 
I join the women’s protest march in DC on the day after Inauguration.  I join hundreds 
and thousands of others.  All ages, all genders, all colors are well-represented. (I must 
remark that there are so many white people, and especially women of my age.)  We all 
have at least one thing in common:  We are unwilling to allow this new Hater-in-Chief to 
have the last word.  I recall what Fred Rogers of “Mister Roger’s Neighborhood” said to 
children scared by a traumatic event like a fire.  He told them to look at all the people 
who are trying to help.  I look around at the thousands marching with me, and ask my 
mind’s eye to take a panoramic photograph. These are the people I will remember in the 
days ahead.        
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