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EVERYMAN'S POLITICS:
THE DEMOCRATIZATION OF
| VIOLENCE

Terror, the human form divine . . . / WILLIAM BLAKE

Look closely at her. ‘

She crosses a city street, juggling her briefcase and her sack |

of groceries. Or she walks down a dirt road, balancing a basket

on her head. Or she hurries toward her locked car, pulling a

small child along with her. Or she trudges home from the fields,
the baby strapped to her back.

Suddenly there are footsteps behind her. Heavy, rapid. A
man’s footsteps. She knows this immediately, just as she knows 9
that she must not look around. She quickens her pace in time
to the quickening of her pulse. She is afraid. He could be a |
rapist. He could be a soldier, a harasser, a robber, a killer. He |
could be none of these. He could be a man in a hurry. He could  §
be a man merely walking at his normal pace. But she fears him. |
She fears him because he is a man. She has reason to fear. f

She does not feel the same way—on city street or dirt road, |
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