
I have 

had to  

relive my 

trauma in 

front of 

the entire 

world
I thought that brett was  
accidentally going to kill me

indelible  
in the  

hippocampus  
is the laughter

September 28, 2018

Dear Dr. Blasey Ford

I believe you.
I am moved to write to you after watching your testimony yesterday, in 

front of the Senate Judiciary Committee. The strength and grace you showed 
has inspired thousands of women to share their stories. Sadly, history has 
made you a profile in courage. Yours is a name that will be served with dinner 
in houses all across the country. In our house your name is uttered respect-
fully. My children know who you are and what you have done for them. They 
believe you.

My husband and I sat quietly yesterday. He held my hand as I cried. Tears 
flowing over my cheeks as I listened to you speak your truth. For you spoke my 
truth too. When your voice cracked, my heart cracked. I was standing right 
beside you, my arms locked with the thousands of other women whose hearts 
were breaking. We believe you.

Thank you for your words. Thank you for your courage. Thank you for your 
strength. I will take your strength and add my own. And then I will pass it 
along to the next woman – a burning hot flame carried from one female to an-
other, across generations. And one day they will believe us all, for our 
voices will be so loud and so powerful, and there will be so many of us that 
they will not be able to ignore us. And they will say we know what happened 
to you. And we’re sorry we did nothing.

We will never win if we stay silent. Thank you for breathing your words 
into our hearts, for answering the door when history knocked.

Sarah Bergenfield

Dr. Blasey Ford

Kavanaugh physically pushed me into a bedroom as I was headed for a 
bathroom up a short stair well from the living room. They locked the door 

and played loud music precluding any successful 
attempt to yell for help.

by Tammy Gomez

Pre-set up – open link to this video, and hit pause.   
You will listen to this later.  Follow instructions below.  
bit.ly/botham-video

You knocked while I was finishing in the kitchen.  Had just 
grabbed a drink and closed the fridge door, to make my way 
back to the sofa—flickering from the tv giving me just enough 
light so I wouldn’t stub my toe on the end table again.  My 
chips and salsa were already on the table, and I had the set on 
mute—and pause.

I thought I heard some steps, slight muttering.  But wasn’t 
sure if I was just hearing things.  I’d had a long day and was just 
happy to be alone for a relaxing night.

Next thing I know that muttering is coming closer, pushing 
into my apartment, and I am sitting up, “What the, who are you?  
What are you doing—“  

I never got to hear the answer to my questions.  I was 
slammed back into the furniture and the furniture into the wall 
with such force and velocity, it 
was like a demon penetrated from 
the beyond and gusted me into 
the middle of winter.  I felt cold, 
things were draining out of me, 
and I couldn’t keep up my good 
posture.  Sliding, everything was 
sliding.  And my view was die 
ways, sideways, wow, I cannot 
even think straight.  That muttering 
became some kind of drill sergeant 
anger, a ferocious female bark, and 
I wish that had not been the very 
last thing I ever heard.  Why was 

the tv on mute at that moment?  It was such sweet music on.  
[click on YouTube video to start Terence Blanchard music, 

then continue reading]
When the Levees Broke.  I wanted to watch this, it’s the 13th 

anniversary of Katrina.  All the pain, more Black people suffer-
ing, water ocean people like me.

Things are broken from me too, now, and stuff is spilling.  
Out.  And I just keep sliding.  Sliding in this song of broke things.  
Down all the way.

[spend the next 8 minutes in stillness, hearing Blanchard’s 
music and recalling a time when justice seemed imminent for all 
of us]

Update: A police officer who claimed she killed a Dallas man in 
his own apartment in the mistaken belief that he was in her home 
was indicted Friday on a murder charge, authorities said. The 
indictment of Amber Guyger comes more than two months after 
she was arrested in the shooting death of Botham Shem Jean 
at the Dallas apartment complex where both lived— a killing 

that sparked days of protests.                                          
—CNN, November 30, 2018 

EDITOR’S NOTE: A literary 
ofrenda from Tammy Gómez 
was offered as part of the No-
vember Calaveras and Literary 
Ofrendas issue of La Voz de 
Esperanza. It appears in this 
issue of La Voz coincidentally 
as the indictment of Guyger was 
announced. Black Lives Matter!

Sliding on mute:  
a sonata for Botham Jean
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