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Prologue:  I Need Hope 

May 11, 2016 

For the last few weeks I’ve found myself crying.  A lot. 

It pretty much didn’t matter what I was doing.  The tears appeared. 

So I made a decision.  To go ahead and cry.  To cry hard.  To curl-up-on-the-couch-in-the-fetal-position kind of cry. 
To look-at-myself-in-the-mirror-and-watch-the-tears-appear kind of cry.  To drive-in-the-car-and-play-sad-music 
kind of cry.  

There was nothing in particular that precipitated all that sorrow.  It just came…like the slow approaching chill of 
autumn, or the river waters rising after winter’s snow.   

I talked to my family, my friends, my colleagues.  “Am I going crazy?”  “Am I depressed?”  “Am I losing my grip on 
reality?”   I have spent nearly as much time trying to determine the cause of my crying as I did…crying.   

And finally, I figured it out.  I have been mourning…mourning my loss of hope.  

Hope for my nation. Hope for compassionate leadership. Hope for my children. Hope for my children’s children.  
Hope for the bullied.  Hope for the poor, the suffering, the disenfranchised.  Hope for the underserved, the 
disabled, the voiceless.  Hope for our creatures, this land, the environment. Hope for wo/man/kind. 

For someone like me who has literally made a living…heck a life…inspiring hope…losing it is like dying.  Seriously, 
it’s like dying little tiny deaths every day. 

Two years ago, I had reached a similar kind of despair.  After working on Capitol Hill for two years on a project (the 
name of it was Run2Lead) designed to address our highly polarized nation, I had to pull the plug on it. “Whatever 
you do Molly,” one Congressional staffer shared with me.  “Do NOT use the words peace or compassion here on 
the Hill. You’ll get written off right away.  Those words don’t work here.” 

She wasn’t kidding. I was written off.  

I drove home cynical…a heart filled with despair and a tank low on hope. 

After several weeks of wandering around my house, and acknowledging my frustration with the current state of 
my beloved America, I decided, rather than waiting for hope to come to me, I would go find it! 

I rented a Mustang convertible and drove from Charlotte, NC to Las Vegas, NV and interviewed hundreds of 
Americans about what they believed was separating us from each other…in essence, what was stealing our hope.  I 
wrote extensively about my conversations.  I experienced more joy than I thought possible.  I changed.  I grew.   

I came back overflowing with hope.   

This week, after recognizing that I had lost hope again, I decided to revisit my writings about that trip.  At the time I 
called them the Red Boot Ride Ramblings and The Essence of Red Boot. 
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And now that I’ve read through these materials, two years later and at another point of despair and inflection, I am 
again…filled with hope. 

The Red Boot Ride Ramblings are my unedited journal entries from the ride. 

I wrote the Essence of Red Boot about a month after the ride.  The Essence of Red Boot incorporated all I heard 
and learned on the trip and describes, in detail, what it’s going to take to reunite America.  It’s not easy, but it is 
possible.  I wrote this section in the third person.  This was my way of attempting to be more objective about what 
I had experienced…to serve as an observer.   

So, let me just get to the point. If you are despairing about the current state of our nation…the Presidential 
election, the lack of leadership, the bullying, the violence, the anger and separation between us, please consider 
this copy of The Red Boot Ride Ramblings and the Essence of Red Boot as my gift and an offering of hope to you. 
The writings that follow are very close to their original form.  I’ve made a few changes to accommodate the 
typesetting, but other than that, these were the words as they came through me at that time.  

Read along and know that you are not alone.  We are not alone.  There are many more of us who yearn for a 
joyful, united, harmonious America than those who do not.  It’s just hard to find each other sometimes.   

 If anything in this stirs in you a desire to take action, please consider: 

 Joining us at a Red Boot Coalition meeting. We are small and mighty and growing every day!  
http://theredbootcoalition.org/find-a-meeting 

 Starting a Red Boot Coalition if there isn’t one where you live. http://theredbootcoalition.org/bring-red-
boot  

 Donating to our cause.  We have very little overhead.  Our organization is primarily volunteer-driven.  We 
do, however, employ a few program-staff to oversee the growth and quality of the program.  
http://theredbootcoalition.org/contribute 

 Red Boot Coalition meetings are an hour-long and held weekly.  

 We create safe places where all are welcome.  By practicing compassionate listening and honest sharing, 
we cultivate trust and a deep understanding of each other.   

 We then practice these learned skillsets in our families, our businesses, our daily LIVES and by doing so 
create connection, foster community and cultivate leadership that unites people. 

 To learn more or donate please visit our website at www.theredbootcoalition.org or email us at 
info@theredbootcoalition.org. 
 

A few important observations as I read these ramblings two years after writing them.  

There are a lot of, actually mostly, white people throughout this document.  I remember when I drove through 
Mississippi, Alabama and Georgia, I encountered more people of color.  I actually had a short conversation with a 
young married couple outside Atlanta, GA about the more obvious racial and ethnic integration in public places, 
throughout the South.  Here I am two years later, and realize how racially, economically and ethnically segregated 
my OWN life was back when I took this ride and how many of the biases I now see within myself and try so very 
hard to address, were not obvious to me back then.  This is the beauty of Red Boot.  Slowly over time, we begin to 
see the biases and circumstantial/institutional biases we didn’t even know were there.  I’m sure that in another 
couple of years, I will read THIS and see more than I do now. 

My method of writing changed as I got further into the trip.  Perhaps you will notice.  I went from filtering much of 
what was happening through my perspective, to simply observing.  This is an important distinction and in 

http://theredbootcoalition.org/find-a-meeting
http://theredbootcoalition.org/bring-red-boot
http://theredbootcoalition.org/bring-red-boot
http://theredbootcoalition.org/contribute
http://www.theredbootcoalition.org/
mailto:info@theredbootcoalition.org
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hindsight, taught me a lot about the difference.  Learning first to observe a situation for what it is, without 
judgment, was perhaps the greatest gift of the trip. 

At the time I didn’t think things could get worse.  Capitol Hill was immersed in vitriolic dialogue.  The current 
Presidential Election has proven me wrong. So has what’s happening in my home state of North Carolina.  Things 
are worse.  Which at first review might suggest we really are hopeless.  Although, I don’t see it as so.  I’ve been 
through some truly dark spots in my own life; but eventually, the sun breaks through.  I know this to be a universal 
truth.   

Love will always find a way.   
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Copyright 2014, 2016 by Molly Barker 

 

Published and distributed worldwide by you.   

 

 

I dedicate this book to my children, Hank and Helen. 

When you two were born, the world stood still.  The earth rejoiced at your arrival.  

It is my hope that the world will rejoice with these words and we turn the tide. 

Never, ever forget…that long after our human bodies are gone…the love we give 

sticks around in the hearts and souls of those we touch.   

 

 

 

This is how we change the world.  We love it into existence.  
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The Red Boot Ride Ramblings 

By: Molly Barker and You 
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An Overview 

Today is November 4, 2014.  As you may recall, I decided for reasons I did not fully understand at the time, to set 
off on a month-long cross country journey, this past summer, to really hit our nation’s polarization issue head on.   

I rented a Mustang convertible, packed a few simple essentials (running clothes and shoes of course) and a map.  I 
hit the road August 1, 2014 and returned August 30th, 2014.   

With nothing but a vague idea of what would unfold, I had faith that the right words, the right people, the right 
experiences would in their big bold and bodacious Red Boot way…show up. 

And, as all Red Booters know…you pretty much get what you ask for…so I came home with the “data” that would 
eventually end up being the Red Boot Coalition. 

Along the way, I wrote about my journey and shared the experience with thousands of Americans who tuned into 
my blog.  My way of writing changed over the course of the month as did my “take” on what the Red Boot 
Coalition was all about. 

I’ve decided that it might be cool to compile all of those writings and hold them in some kind of sacred way, until 
the time is right to share them.  I’m not sure when they may come in handy, but I believe that at their core, they 
share a very important message.  They also provide good food for thought and at the time of this writing, got many 
Americans exploring, examining and wondering about how they might (or might not be) contributing to the 
current “us versus them” dialogue in our beloved America. 

I’ve split these writings into two parts. 

1. The Red Boot Ride Ramblings:  This “journal” is my actual accounting, as it unfolded, of the Red Boot Ride 
2014.  These include my “raw and untouched” observations of encounters I had with people as I traveled 
across the country exploring “What’s going on to cause our polarized nation?”  
 
Every couple of days I would stop in a coffee shop and write.  I look back now and realize that the work is 
chock full of metaphors. This wasn’t intentional.  They just emerged.  I encourage you to seek those. They 
appear to me now like small winks from the future…that have become what the Red Boot Coalition is 
now. 
 

2. The Essence of Red Boot:  I’ve tried my best in this section to capture and articulate what I learned by 
listening to the literally hundreds of people I encountered on my trip.  This section is my attempt to 
connect the dots. I wrote this section in the third person.  This is my attempt to be more objective about 
what I experienced. 
 
The Essence of Red Boot is what lies at the core of the solution for our polarized America.  The solution is 
simple and not easy.  It requires “group participation!” This section captures the dream, the vision, the 
hope for my beloved America. 

So here we go. If for some reason, you are here now and happen to be reading these, please sit back and come 
along for the ride.  I encourage you to bring along a highlighter, some notecards and a journal.  Write, read and 
celebrate whatever emerges for you. 
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On the Eve of the Red Boot Ride 

July 31, 2014 

Tomorrow I set off on a month-long journey. 

Being completely honest here, because I know no other way, I can’t believe I’m doing this. In late May I gently 
tossed the idea out on my Facebook page and the “Red Boot Ride” has since taken shape. 

I’m not sure what’s going to come of all this. I have some hopes and dreams, but it is in the unknown that the 
really good stuff is going to happen…the random moments at a campground, diner or rest stop…being 
still…admiring the sunsets, the sunrises, the moon and the stars. 

I do know that there are two basic “themes.” 

1.)    Re-visioning America’s Political Leadership through a series of discussions in small towns and big cities 
alike…discussions generated by small groups of people who find joy in such conversations. 

2.)    Meeting people…like me and you…and just talking with them about where their joy lies…at least that’s where 
I’m starting. Something else may come up and I’ll go there. 

I will do my darnedest to check in everyday on Facebook and the www.theredbootcoalition.org website, but I can’t 
be certain I’ll have internet access. I’m sure a wonderful flow will develop; and my hope is that you will come 
along…participate right along with me…engage…toss out thoughts, questions, ideas. 

A couple of important comments:  For my two kids, Hank and Helen…you have sacrificed much over the years 
allowing your mama to heed the various calls of this world.  This is a prime example. I am now and will be forever 
grateful for your giving hearts. 

To the various people who responded to my Facebook posts and have willingly offered to open up your homes; to 
play host to me, your neighbors and my curiosity, I thank you.  Thank you for organizing the more structured part 
of this ride.  Allison Freeze in Winchester, VA; Molly Huff in Rochester, NY; Lori Burgess in Grand Rapids, MI; Lisa 
Kaplan in Chicago, IL; Sue Beres and Blair Milo in LaPorte, IN; Beth Gillespie in Charleston, IL; Wendi Cummings, Juli 
Bergfeld and Jim Galovski in St. Louis, MO; Dawn Brown in Columbia, MO; Holly Crump in Peyton, AZ; Tracey 
Abbott in Birmingham, AL. I appreciate each of you so so much. 

There are a handful of you…and you know who you are…who have personally and intimately supported me and 
continue to support me.  Thanks for letting me express all of my emotions and thoughts in a completely 
unconditionally loving space.  You are prime examples of what the kind of leadership we are pursuing with the Red 
Boot Coalition can do in allowing the spirits of those around you to thrive…mine included. 

I’m usually able to find the words, but as I sit here on this side of The Beginning…I cannot. Probably the best place 
to be when setting off on a journey such as this. 

http://www.theredbootcoalition.org/
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So I think I will eat a delicious meal, make some last minute checks on a handful of important items, dance a bit 
just because I can and get a good night’s sleep. 

And tomorrow… 
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Red Boot Ride Ramblings 1:  We are Small Like the Grass 

(1) At the Jiffy Lube with the Forgotten 

There is so much to share…to say. 

Friday, the first day of my cross country journey begins. I’m in the Jiffy Lube. Waiting for my “loaned car” to be 
prepared for my cross country trip. 

We are waiting: me, a man, a woman and their small son. Obama comes on the television…he is talking about the 
conflict in Israel. 

The man and his family are African-American. He mumbles.  “All lies. I’ve gotten to where I tune even HIM out.” 

I ask him, “What’s your name?” 

“I’m James. This is Gabriel,” he motions to his four-year-old son. “And this is my wife Michelle.” She smiles at me. 

“So what happened?” I asked him as I nod my head toward the television screen. 

“It’s what happens to everybody. It becomes about the money. He’s forgotten us.” 

And so I ask him. “What do you mean by “us.” 

James moves his hand in a circular motion, indicating the waiting area…it feels as if he is including me, but I’m not 
sure. 

He continues. “I’m just doing my thing with my five kids, my wife. It’s hard. I work. I try to maintain the peace in my 
home, my life. He has forgotten who he is, where he came from. He has forgotten US.” 

We sit in silence. 

Gabriel begins to “play fight” with his dad. They wrestle like two puppy dogs in the chair…there at the Jiffy Lube. 
Their play stops and Gabriel hops in his dad’s lap. 

“I think all of them (he motions to the TV) need to get in one room and fight between themselves. Instead of 
sending us to do their war for them, they need to do it. Wars are not between people.  They are between leaders.” 

The man behind the counter lets me know that my car is ready. I say bye to James. Gabriel gives me a high five and 
Michelle smiles. 

(2) The Feather 



10 
 

I’ve got this ongoing game with myself. About two weeks ago, I was running one morning and for whatever reason 
noticed a rather small bird feather resting gently on the path of my approaching feet. I took it as a symbol that I 
was on the right path…a blessed path…a path with wings indicating that this new project I’m working on is one I 
must pursue. 

The next morning, I saw another one. I wasn’t looking for it. It was just there 

I’ve seen a feather on every run since then. I’m not looking for them. They just become seen and when I see them I 
laugh and think, “Oh there you are, of course.” 

(3) Will and Gandhi  

I arrive in Winchester, VA thirty or so minutes before our Red Boot Coalition gathering there. I am not nervous. I 
am excited. Scared but not nervous. I’m scared because the power of what appears to be unfolding in front of me 
is so beautiful, so powerful, so possible that I am scared of it. Do I have the courage to do this? Do I even want to 
do this? Am I cut out for this? 

People begin to arrive. There are fifteen or so in a circle. 

We begin. On this day I have found the words…or the words have found me. Like the feather on my path each 
morning, I see them and they come and we talk and we share and we cry and we laugh and we imagine and we 
create. 

Something awesome comes into the room, when a woman who lives from the heart and leads with compassion, 
begins to cry sharing how she has felt judged by some individuals in her community because of her party 
affiliation.  We hear her and understand.  People like her...beautiful full-spirited and loving people like her...do not 
like to be put in a box, labeled, and confined to a stereotype. 

I look around the room and see the seekers, the open, the heart-driven, the compassionate, the vulnerable, the 
real, the innovative, the unifiers…people who care deeply about each other, even though they may have never 
met. 

We brainstorm. 

We imagine how things would be different: 

 If folks like us came together and emotionally supported those of us in our group who were brave enough to 
"go first"...to run for office with an entirely different mindset than the system currently supports. 

 If we no longer spoke through political ideologies, but spoke from the heart about the things that matter, 
like our children, listening to each other… if we were willing to truly dig deep to the heart of a matter and 
together find new solutions to some of our world’s most pressing problems.  This isn't about 
compromise...this is about co-creating! 

 If we came together in our local communities and together created safe spaces for those who wish to run for 
office, to be themselves, to speak without ridicule, to be heard…to be supported because we really trust 
them. 

 If we really trusted each other...leaders and people...because we are, after all, the same. 



11 
 

 If we participate in the political process not to win or be right…but to do what is best by sitting down, 
creating safe spaces for people to listen to each other and build solutions together. 

 If we were overtly transparent and vulnerable by admitting we don't always know or have all the 
answers...that sometimes we did stupid stuff when we were younger...heck even when we were older...but 
that through it all we have learned, grown and continue to learn and grow because we are after all 
remarkably human. 

We all feel a tremendous amount of positive energy emerge in the room…this is possible…because we are at this 
very moment creating the space right here right now…what has been done cannot be undone, so if we can do 
it…and we WANT to do…surely there are others. 

In closing each person shares how they can contribute to the Red Boot Coalition. 

 A 19-year-old woman shares, “I can take the time to learn a little more about the political process. I don’t 
have to go all in, but I can begin to dig in a little bit.” 

 A 50+ person shares specifics. “I am ready to help create the infrastructure for our coalition.  What does it 
look like? How often do we meet? What do we do? How do we train people to stay true to themselves as 
they engage in the political process? How do we train their support staff to stay true to themselves as they 
engage in the political process?  How can we support each other? I am ready to begin." 

 A 27-year-old shares, “I’m going to seek out a friend who differs from me politically and ask to talk with her. 
To do as we have done here. To really dig down underneath and invite her to be a part of the Red Boot 
Movement, by having a conversation with her that goes to the heart of the matter by speaking from the 
heart...telling her I care about our relationship and I want to understand her. 

 After several other people share their takeaways, Will, a free-spirited 24-year-old…his hair in a tight ponytail 
on top of his head and a smile to light up the world, says. “I’m just gonna be it.” 

We all pause…feel the grace of the moment. 

I share with him later that he and one of the world’s greatest leaders have a lot in common. “Gandhi said the exact 
same thing you know? Be the change.” 

He smiles that smile. I wonder if Gandhi smiled like that. 

(4) The Bottle Cap 

This morning I go for a run in Winchester. I’m running through neighborhoods. The sun is shining. It is a beautiful 
day. I decide to go to the local high school track to run a couple of miles there. Three girls are playing soccer with 
their dad down on the track infield. 

I am starting mile 2 when an orange bottle cap catches my eye. I reach down to pick it up…concerned someone 
may not see it and twist an ankle…when my eyes are pulled to the side of the track where three bottles await the 
family on the infield. One of them is a Girls on the Run 5k water bottle. 

I can’t resist. “Excuse me,” I say to the father. “Did one of your girls do Girls on the Run?” 

“Yes,” he says. The girls run over. 

The oldest says, “I did it this past year and I’m going to do it again.” 
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The middle shouts as if she has just won the lottery, “I’M IN THIRD GRADE NOW SO I GET TO DO IT!!!!” She lifts her 
hands up in the air and does a small victory dance. 

The youngest pouts and says. “I’m not old enough.” 

I tell them that I am the founder. They think it’s kinda cool, but soccer on this beautiful morning is way cooler.  

I finish my run…and of course, see a feather on the way back. 

(5) Grass 

I am driving somewhere. Tomorrow it is Rochester, NY. I am going North. I have no idea where I’m going to 
stop…just somewhere that seems cool. My cell service and wi-fi are spotty so I don’t know where I am exactly 
except heading in the right direction for my Red Boot Meeting tomorrow. 

I want to stop and write and enjoy this beautiful fall-like-feeling afternoon before I head to my hotel. Starbucks 
would be great. I can write, sip the hot stuff and read. 

I take the exit off the highway toward what looks like downtown Williamsport and of course, a Starbucks is there. 

I sit down, open my book to read a bit. It is a book by the sage Osho. The title of it is “Courage, the Joy of Living 
Dangerously.” 

I open the book and return to where I have been reading.  I am at this section: “When you move into life, what do 
you see? A great storm comes, and big trees fall. They should survive, according to Charles Darwin, because they 
are the fittest, strongest, most powerful. Look at an ancient tree, three hundred feet high, three thousand years 
old. The very presence of the tree creates strength, gives a feeling of strength and power. Millions of roots have 
spread inside the earth gone deep, and the tree is standing with power. Of course the tree fights—it doesn’t want 
to yield, to surrender, but after the storm, it has fallen, it is dead, it is no longer alive, and all that strength has 
gone. The storm was too much—the storm is always too much, because the storm comes from the whole, and a 
tree is just an individual. 

Then there are small plants and ordinary grass--when the storm comes the grass yields, and the storm cannot do 
any harm to it. At the most it can give it a good cleansing, that’s all. All the dirt that has gathered on it is washed 
away. When the storm has gone the small plants and the grasses are again dancing high. The grass has almost no 
roots, it can be pulled out by a small child, but the storm was defeated.” 

I think about what’s happening in my life and I marvel at the Red Boot energy…it is a grassroots effort created by 
the whole of us. 

I feel so small as I write this and I don't know whether to laugh or to cry. 
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The Red Boot Ride Ramblings 2:  We’re Doing It 

(1) Getting It 

I need to catch up with what’s happening.  I absolutely LOVE where all this is going.  I feel like I’m “getting it.”  I can 
see what we need to do to turn this country around…as in what we CAN do, but I don’t want to jump to the closing 
chapter until I’ve experienced the whole book.  Who knows what else will emerge?   

(2) The Feather and Feeling Safe 

It is August 4th.  I am in Williamsport, PA.  I wake to a brilliant sunrise, crisp air.  Have some coffee and head out for 
a run along the Susquehanna River.  I carry my IPod, but don’t use it.  I hear instead. 

Turn around to go home and there it is.  The feather rests gently on the middle of the path that I covered only 
moments ago.  I smile.  And feel safe. 
 

(3) Doray and My First Conversation 

I decide to sit for a while rather than head straight to my hotel room.  There is an indoor pool and I make myself 
comfortable on a step leading from an elevated sitting area down to the water’s edge. 

She comes in carrying a mop the size of my kitchen, a yellow bucket on wheels and a spirit that just called out for 
connection. I watch her mopping the floor.  The wet thick yarn tendrils move to and fro…requires a great deal of 
effort for a small woman. 

 

I walk over to her. 

“Can I ask you a few questions?” 

“Sure,” she says. 

https://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/doray.jpg
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I notice that she actually stops what she is doing and leans the mop up against the wall. 

“I’m traveling the country talking with people about our nation’s leadership.  What do you think is happening 
here?” 

She looks off for a moment and then says with a boldness that surprises me. 

“Money.” 

I say nothing. 

“Wages.  You see, people have to decide between work and not working.  If we don’t pay people more money than 
welfare provides, they aren’t gonna work.  They just aren’t.  It’s human nature.” 

I just listen. 

“I see them. The young people.  Selling drugs instead of working.  Its human nature you see.  We’re just all trying to 
make it.”  She looks off and shakes her head. 

“I’ve worked my whole life.  I raised my boys on my own.  I’ve had problems, but I’ve done the best I could.” 

She lowers her head and then looks back up to me.  “All they want…really all people want…is to be seen, heard, 
loved.” 

We stand there for what feels like an eternity…and talk…and as I write to you now I want to cry and shout and 
stomp my feet and listen and love and hold this beautiful woman and tell her...I see you.  I see you.  I SEE you. 

I talk about my own children and how I’ve raised them on my own and how I, too, have struggled at times to be in 
what feels like two places at one time.  Early on, just trying to make a go of it…and stay available to them. 

We talk about our health.  We are the exact same age.  We both have a small nose piercing. We laugh about 
that.  We talk about our joy…our kids.  And the heartache that goes along with that. 

I ask Doray if I can take a picture with her.  She says yes.  So I run back to my room and grab my phone. 

We pause…smile and click. 

Exactly. 

(4) Dave and the Constitution 

I’m headed to Rochester, New York today.  I stop at a Starbucks.  I am in line when Dave steps up behind me.  I 
know this because his name is on his shirt. 
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I point to one of the new energizer drinks at the counter, “Ever had one of these?” I ask. 

He smiles a bright smile and says, “No.  I’m a coffee guy.” 

I order my Pike’s blend, black…and begin to pay for it. 

“I got this,” he says. 

We walk outside together. 

“Can I ask you a few questions?” 

“Sure,” he grins. 

“So, I’m traveling around the country talking to people about political leadership.”  What do you think is going on 
here?” 

He thought for a minute before speaking. 

“I’ve worked ever since I was thirteen years old.  My grandfather worked in the coal mines here in 
Pennsylvania.”  He gestures to his right.  “Right up the road back when they carried canaries in. My father worked 
in the logging industry.  I’ve worked with my hands my whole life, but now that I’m 45 years old, I drive a truck.” 

“I was raised to work.  Not everybody appreciates work the way the men in my family do.” 

https://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/dave.jpg
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I listen to his words.  I can sense he is angry.  I remember Doray’s words…and can see that this man is no 
exception.  So I listen, see, love from a deep soulful and connected space. 

He talks and talks and talks.  Becomes more animated with each word.  He talks about Amendments 1, 2, 5 and 21, 
his mom, his fellow-truck-drivers, his community and how much he loves the outdoors…the beautiful Pennsylvania 
woods and mountains and the fresh air. 

“Do you have kids?” 

“Yep,” he smiles that smile again.  “A daughter and a son.” 

“Tell me about them.” 

“My daughter just finishing nursing school and works in the emergency room at our local hospital.  My boy is 
younger.” 

I can tell he has more to say, so I smile.  He looks at me and is a bit startled I think by what seems to be occurring 
here. 

A smile, a pause and click. 

“I’ll never forget that day.”  My son and a friend of his were coming back from fishing.  It was the summer.  They 
were coming back about 10 at night.  They were pulling out of a Sheetz convenience store and didn’t see the 
car.  It T-boned them.  My son was in the passenger seat.  He was in the hospital for three months.  They weren’t 
sure whether he was going to make it.” 

He lowers his head.  I see his lip quiver. 

“He is okay now, but it’s been hard.” 

There is a long, long pause.  My heart pours out all over the table there at the Starbucks and I want to let Dave 
know that it’s all going to be okay. 

We smile at each other. 

“Nice meetin’ ya,” he says as he pushes his chair back from the table and heads over to his truck. 

“Same here, Dave.” 

(5) Meeting with a 21st Century Hippie 

I arrive in Rochester later that day. Molly Harrigan Huff and her hubby Kevin greet me.  I know it is Molly’s house 
because of all the stickers on the car in her driveway.  You see, Molly is a real-life 21st century hippie.  She’s just 
returned from “Gathering of the Vibes”, a music festival in Connecticut.  She went with her 20-something year old 
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daughter and her daughter’s friend.  Molly is just that kind of person.  You feel so bubbly warm and 
awesomelicious when you are with her. 

 

Kevin is the same.  Beard, long pony tail, shirtless.  He hugs me.  “We’ve been waiting for you!!” 

 

Their house is somewhere I want to be.  Kevin tinkers with old stuff.  He loves to refurbish old things, cars, 
snowmobiles…stuff.  It feels homey.  They’ve been married for 30 years.  Two kids, both grown.  That night I would 
sleep in their son’s “old bedroom” 

We talk awhile and then head to Molly’s brand new yoga studio for our Red Boot Gathering.  About ten brave folks 
show up. 

https://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/molly-huff-and-me-2.jpg
https://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/kevin-and-me.jpg
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And here is where I want to sugar coat it and keep all uplifted and joyful…but I’ve got to tell you…this wasn’t how it 
went.  People are angry.  I mean really angry, hurt and frustrated with what’s going on in leadership….and 
sometimes it’s really hard to see outside all that hurt. 

Anger is not a space I typically dwell in and have to be honest don’t LIKE to dwell in but the folks around the circle 
had a lot to say and so they did. 

We eventually got around to something’s got to be done. We brainstormed a few ideas. 

We all bid our farewells.  Hugs, shaking hands…smiles. 

Funny.  Whatever it is we need…I think we’re doing it. 

 
 

(6) The Ramp and the Feather 

I set out on a run.  Molly (Huff) sends me on a route toward the Erie Canal.  The sun is bright and beautiful…the air 
crisp.  I run ½ mile and then see the walkway down to the canal. 

Little known fact to people…but I am terrified of heights.  I mean terrified and in order for me to get down to the 
water’s edge, I’m going to have to descend a ramp that is, from my perspective, steep and high.  Scary. 

I run down it. 
 

The Erie Canal is beautiful.  Quiet waters that are flat, still and peaceful. I see it there on my way back. The 
feather.  I stop, put my hands to my forehand and laugh a deep and loud laugh from my belly. 

Why oh why do I ever doubt? 

  

https://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/rochester-red-booters.jpg
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The Red Boot Ride Ramblings 3:  The Beach Digger’s Club 

(1) Clouds and No Rain 

I’ve lost track of the days.  I don’t know the date or day of the week.  I like how it feels. 

It’s August 5th. I say farewell to Molly and Kevin Huff and head to Cincinnati.  Today will be the longest drive day of 
the trip.  The skies are cloudy and all along the route are indications that rain has come and gone.  I ride the whole 
way with the top down…thunder clouds loom overhead and the rain never comes. 

(2) Michael and Molly:  Impatient R Us 

I arrive at the home of Carly Simon.  (Naw Silly.  Not THAT Carly Simon.)  Carly and her husband are hosting our 
Cincinnati Red Boot Coalition meeting.  She and her husband are both widowed. They’ve been married only two 
years.  They talk of their deceased love ones openly and as if they are present in the room.  There is a peace and 
openness about their home that is palpable.  I am glad we are meeting here. 

Peg Conway has organized the event.  I’ve never met her but have communicated via Facebook and email.  I know 
who she is when I arrive.  Like other Red Booters there is a visible element of being that says, “I am Alive.”  We 
joke that it feels as if we’ve known each other for our whole lives. 

 

Peg is an elected official in their “village” community.  She has invited an interesting mix of folks…including Natalie 
Wolf and her husband.  Natalie is another elected leader and her husband is very active on non-profit boards 
throughout the community.  

 

 

https://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/peg-conway.jpg
https://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/natalie-wolf.jpg
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We begin.  Everyone introduces themselves.  I provide some context for how this whole thing started.  We then 
toss into the room the “things” about the current climate we would like to change. 

Money.  Party-Agenda-Driven. Lack of Trust. 

I am observing that at all of our gatherings we never speak of issues.  We speak of ethos, energy, intention and 
what’s beneath the surface.  How do we fix those non-things? 

I observe the room…such passion, tenderness and willingness to listen.  I think this is it.  We are here now. 

Mary and her husband are here.  She is a poet…soft-spoken but don’t let that fool you.  She is 
strong.  Passionate.  Powerful. 

“We don’t know each other anymore.  I think it’s as simple as this.  You can’t hate people you know...really 
know.  It’s a cup of coffee, a conversation, its gathering in living rooms like this…and clearing the space, feeling 
safe, building trust.” 

Michael Conway is a strong, confident young man.  He is Peg’s son and speaks up. “I don’t mean to be the cynic of 
the bunch, but the need for change is urgent.  I don’t see how this can address the issue fast enough.” 

 

I smile at him.  I remember being 20.  The impatience of youth.  I tell him I love his impatience.  That the world 
needs young people like him to stay impatient…to do…to do something. 

I share with him that I am impatient too. 
 

(3) I Can’t Do It 

https://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/cincy-impatience.jpg
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Several years ago I am attending a Girls on the Run 5k in Norfolk, VA.  The 5k run is comprised of two 1.5 mile 
laps.  The event is taking place in an area outside of Norfolk that is absolutely breath-taking.  I am standing at the 
point where the girls begin their second lap. 

A young girl comes ‘round and she is crying…crying that kind of sob cry that takes your breath away.  I run to her 
and put my arm around her.  She gives me that “don’t touch me” look and so I don’t.  She doesn’t know that I am 
the Founder of Girls on the Run…probably thinks I’m one of the local volunteers or organizers. 

We walk a few steps together and she cries. 

“I can’t do this,” she says between all those tears and deep breaths. 

I listen.  “I know it’s tough isn’t it?” 

“I can’t do this.”  She gives me a look like what part of “I can’t do this” don’t you understand? 

We are jogging a little now and I keep listening.  I chime in every once in a while with a “Yes” or “I hear ya sister.” 

This little verbal dance of ours goes on for another ten or so minutes. 

“I can’t do this.”  At this point her declarations have now turned into angry rants…a kind of “fed-upness” has 
emerged through all those tears. 

I stop.  She stops. 

I gently point out that all the time that she’s been saying she can’t do this we have managed to make it half way 
around the second lap.  We are almost at the finish line. 

She looks around. 

The rest of our run we talk about all sorts of things…her school, her family, her pets. 

(4) The Expected Hello 

August 6:  I wake up in my hotel.  Head out on my morning run.  I see it in a ditch…with some trash.  There you 
are!  Feather, there you are! 

(5) Joyful Belonging 

 
I arrive a few minutes late for my next Red Boot Stop.  Tonight’s gathering is in Grand Rapids Michigan.  Lori 
Burgess, a soulful, spiritual woman is hosting our small gathering at a beautiful state park outside of Grand 
Rapids.  Everyone is eating dinner when I get there.  I grab a plate and join them. 

And then we begin. 
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Introductions, context, what we see in the current state of affairs and what we would like to see. 

“So how do we get from where we are to what we wish to see?” 

The conversation is rich with passion and concern.  Lori has gathered together a group of people who are willing to 
really lay their hearts on the line…open, honest, real. 

Jan, a woman in her 60’s exudes a peaceful energy that is infectious. 

“I’ve been so frustrated and have felt so helpless.  What can I do to bring about change?  But I’m getting it.”  She 
laughs out loud…as in out loud. “We are changing it right now.  Can I take this with me?  Can I impact one 
person?  Can I smile at someone?  What can I do within the life that I have?”  She pauses.  “When I was younger it 
was about changing the world from a big space…because I had my whole life ahead of me.”  She smiles, sighs that 
kind of sigh that comes with wisdom.  “Now it’s about changing my world…the one I can touch, see and 
experience.” 

Katie, a young woman in her mid-20’s, who works at an Interfaith Agency shares, “I think it’s about Joyful 
Belonging.” 

She quotes an author she has read recently who speaks of this. 

“Joyful Belonging.” 

There is a stillness in the air.  Sunsetting all around us.  We like how that sounds.  “Joyful Belonging.” 

We are wrapping up.  Lori Burgess shares a story. She was on a camping trip with her husband, Dan.  She was 
collecting interesting rocks when she came upon a field of beautiful wild flowers.  “I wanted to carry home a 
bouquet of these…their grace and beauty to light up my home.” 

She gently placed the rocks there beneath the miniature canopy of wild flowers and chose instead the purple, the 
pink and yellow blossoms. 

“I think every moment is like this,” she said. “What will I choose to carry?” 

(6) The Quiet Rush of Butterfly Wings 

I wake up in New Buffalo, Michigan.  I’ve had lots of days on and need to refuel my spirit.  I take a drive over to the 
Indiana Dunes State Park. 

I’ve never seen anything like this.  The beach looks like it could be in my home state of North Carolina overlooking 
the Atlantic Ocean.  Lake Michigan is so large I can’t see any land on the other side.  Dunes, like mountains rise up 
from out of the ground.   Children, running up and down the dunes, appear to be moving in slow motion…their 
footsteps sinking in all that powdery sand. 
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I put on my running shoes and begin.  The air is crisp.  The sun is bright.  I find the Calumet Trail…miles and miles of 
trail…weaving its way through towns and farmlands.  The plants rise so high on either side that I feel at times, as if I 
am in a maze.  The butterflies are everywhere.  I could run forever…discover I’ve been running for nearly an hour 
and should probably head back…the tattered feather is there tucked in to the small rocks and dirt under my feet.  

I cry…and love that the butterflies dance their joyful blessing. 
 

(7) The Beach Diggers Fan Club 

I am on the beach.  There are two young brothers…15 or 16 years old…digging.  

They were digging when I got there and are digging still.  The sweat is glistening on their athletic 
bodies…sunburned shoulders. 

Two young girls walk up. 

“Why are you guys digging?”  They, too are athletic, toned…full of life. 

“We are hoping to meet people who live in China.” 

The girls giggle, watch and the guys keep digging. 

Several minutes later, two more girls come up. 

The girls are talking to each other now, in the third person about the boys. “They are digging their way to China…to 
meet people who live in China.” 

More girls show up.  Eventually there are 20 young girls gathered around, watching, flirting, laughing, talking with 
our two hard-working diggers. 

Eventually all those girls sit down, with their feet dangling over the edge of the hole…a little community has 
gathered.  People from all across the beach are walking by, looking, smiling. 

I walk up to the two girls who gathered there first and smiled. 

“Look what you guys started!!!” I said. “You two, then a whole crowd!” 

I told them I was traveling cross country and journaling some of what I experienced. Could I ask them a few 
questions? 

“Sure,” they responded. 

“So…what about all this digging prompted you to walk over here?” 
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Sarai responds with an attitude that has that fabulous child-like-hand-raising-pick-me-pick-me feel to it.  “I was 
curious and wanted to know why they were digging it. I mean here we are with a whole beach of things to 
do…swim…walk and they are digging and digging and digging and I wanted to know why.  It didn’t make sense to 
me, so I came over here and asked them. It’s really not any more complicated than that.” 

She stands there…so alive with curious wonder. 

 

That’s Kaitlyn, Taylor, Abby, Sarah and Sarai. (Coincidentally they are cross country runners who were at the park 
training for their upcoming season.) 

 

Their Beach Community is Building. 

 

That’s Jake and Tyler:  The twins who dig 

https://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/digger-fan-club.jpg
https://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/digger-community.jpg
https://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/beach-diggers.jpg
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(8) America 

I am driving back to my hotel. 

I pass a Church, a Muslim gathering place, and Helen’s bar extravaganza, all within ½ mile of each other. 

 
 

(9) Sunshine in LaPorte, Indiana 

Tonight’s gathering was organized by Sue Beres and Blair Milo.  Sue is a Girls on the Run coordinator and Blair is 
the Mayor of LaPorte, Indiana.  I’ve known Sue for several years and am meeting Blair for the first time this 
evening. 

 

Sue, Molly and Blair 

I am nervous.  Our gathering is the largest to date and is taking place in LaPorte’s Town Hall.  A reporter with a 
local publication is there.  The room is full of elected leaders, community members, non-profit leaders, two 
candidates, a representative from the district Congressional office and city/county employees. 

https://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/helens-live.jpg
https://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/sue-molly-blair.jpg
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We begin with introductions and then context.  The meetings are now holding onto a kind of structure…structure 
that opens the space for uninhibited dialogue…rich with empathy and acceptance. 

Blair wrote about the event the following day on her Facebook page.  

 
It’s difficult to summarize all of the amazing energy and momentum that was created in our discussion, 
but when I think of the power of this idea and the passion for transforming the political environment in the 
US I keep coming back to two words: What if…? 

What if we talked about ideas instead of labels or parties or groups of people? 

What if we encouraged people to share their ideas and focused on what we liked about their ideas instead 
of what we didn’t like about it, or often more accurately what we don’t like about them? 

What if we set aside labels or party affiliations to get to know people for who they are? 

What if we encouraged people to follow their passions and championed their accomplishments along the 
way? 

There were so many amazing thoughts shared, but one that really stuck with me is that our political 
system is a reflection of who we are as a people, so if we want to change it then perhaps we need to ask 
ourselves what is it we can do to inspire a positive transformation. 

Coming away from our discussion I’m so excited to think, “What if the 30+ people gathered for La Porte’s 
gathering of the Red Boot Coalition decided to be the change they want to see in our political system and 
encouraged 5 people they came into contact with to do the same so that those 5 people would in turn talk 
to another 5 people and so on?” We just might make the kind of change that creates a world in which our 
political leaders choose to integrate love, compassion, humility, reflection, joy, unity, vulnerability, 
strength and courage into all facets of their lives. 

Seems doable to me, but it starts with believing in the “what if…” 

 

Sunshine, one of those in attendance, is someone you can’t help but love.  She was a little late so I can’t be 
sure…but I swear the woman drives a motorcycle. (If she doesn’t I WANT to believe she drives a motorcycle!)  She 
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is tough, gritty, no-nonsense and real to the core.   Sunshine, in recovery for alcohol addiction, works with women 
who are transitioning from incarceration to life “on the outside.”  Sunshine is raising money to up fit a home for 
these “women in transition.” 

Sunshine does not show up as a warm and fuzzy kind of person…but the moment she speaks…her compassion, 
tenderness, humanness land all about her.  Humble and, kind.  I am not surprised her name is Sunshine. 

She speaks from that place of knowing…experiences in her own life…learning to trust the path before you trust 
yourself. 

“All I know is this.  If you love them, they will follow.” 

And all this from a discussion on American Politics.  Go figure. 
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The Red Boot Ride Ramblings 3: 

 There You Are, We’ve Been Waiting for You 

I have this little game I play with myself.  Several weeks ago, a feather rested gently on the path of my approaching 
feet while out on a run.  I wanted to believe it was a blessing…an urging to pursue the Red Boot Journey and so I 
did. 

Ever since that day, a feather appears, on the path of my morning runs. 

(1) Tattered.  Dirty.  There 

It is August 8th. 

I decide to run again at the Indiana Dunes State Park, before heading to Chicago for our next Red Boot 
Gathering.  The day is glorious.  Air heavier with humidity but nothing like what I’ve come to call my “summer 
normal” in North Carolina. 

I’m finishing up my run, no feather yet.  I’m experiencing this weird kind of anxiety that makes me want to laugh at 
the same time that I don’t want to laugh.  I start looking…I need to see the feather.  The words in my head are 
riddled with this kind of what happens if I don’t see it and what does it mean? 

I see a path I didn’t take yesterday and take it.  Winding up through woods, the path is treacherous.  I almost turn 
around a few times when suddenly it opens into a large open grassy area…campers, tents scattered in the space. 

I’m laughing at my anxiety…where is the feather?  WHERE IS THE FREAKIN’ FEATHER?  I look on the exterior of 
campers, tents, cars, equipment, the things around me hoping to see something…an insignia even…that resembles 
a feather. 

There are none. 

I resign myself to the fact that today will be the day when the feather-streak ends….and I will somehow need to 
pursue in spite of feeling the loss of this funny little blessing. 

I reach down to adjust my shoe.  And there it is, literally tucked beneath the sole of my right foot.  Tattered, dirty 
and there. 
 

(2) A Mae West Strut with a Mother Teresa Attitude 

I arrive at Lisa Kaplan’s home a tad late.  She is eating pizza and a salad with her two boys and another guest, 
Kristine Binder Nader.  I feel like I’ve known these two women forever, even though we’ve only communicated via 
Facebook.  Lisa is a life coach working predominantly, if not exclusively with women, and Kristine is a high school 
science teacher.  She is known in Chicago as the Tutu Lady…numerous running races completed and all in a tutu! 
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Kristine and Me! 

We immediately move into dialogue like old friends, sisters even. 

Guests arrive.  We sit in a circle.  Introduce ourselves.  Many of us are moms and would define ourselves in that 
way.  A couple of our guests are actually young women who joined the dialogue because they came along with 
“mom.” 

The women here are extremely willing to explore their own blocks to open communication…some share their 
frustration with others.  We chuckle at how easy it is to be intolerant of those who are intolerant. 

The room is warm, open, giddy almost.  An energy is here that I haven’t felt in the same capacity in other 
gatherings…a mother-love has joined the conversation…a kind of nurturing-want-to-do-what’s-right kind of love 
coupled with a kick-ass-don’t-mess-with-my-kid kind of love.  I like how it feels. 

A kind of Mae West strut with a Mother Teresa attitude. 

(3) No Rush.  No Hurry. 

Today is August 10:  I run from my hotel to the Buffalo Creek Reservoir.   I’ve stopped running with my IPod 
altogether.  The feather is there on the path as I take my first (three) steps.  The trails are beautiful and I am in no 
rush, no hurry. 

(4) It’s a Leadership Thing 
 

I am headed to Charleston, IL for a Red Boot Coalition meeting that evening. I stop at a Casey’s General Store just 
off the road. 

Donna, a spirited woman, about my age, comes around the counter.  She is radiant, approachable, lit from within. 

I tell her I am traveling cross country and talking to folks about what’s causing all this political unrest. 

https://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/kristine-and-me.jpg
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“It’s not a Democrat or Republican thing.  It’s a leadership thing.  We’ve forgotten what we are really set out to 
do.  No vision.” 

Donna talks in great detail about the widening gap between those who have money and those who do not.  She 
worked for 30 years at a local grocery store.  Loyal employee, she made good money.  Raised her kids by 
herself.  People knew each other.  She felt respected.  She was a valued, engaged and valuable community 
member. 

“Just doesn’t feel the same. We don’t know each other anymore. “ 

We talk like two old friends, for several minutes.  She is spunky…alive…sassy even! 

I asked her if she has that special someone in her life now. 

“Nope…but doesn’t matter.  I am loving life in my 50’s.” 

I laugh.  “Me too,” I shout as I head out the door. 

Not long after my departure, I receive a “comment” on the Red Boot Coalition blog. 

It’s from Rachel…Rachel is another clerk at the store…younger and more reserved…she remained quiet throughout 
my entire exchange with Donna. 

“I met you today at Casey’s and I was telling my mom about you. She agreed on what you were talking about and 
you inspired me today. I started thinking and your right on so many levels. Thank you for stopping in and keep 
doing what you do. I’ll help pass your message on.” 

Right there it is.  Tucked in and often not seen…but it is there.  Why do I ever doubt? 
 

(5) Love More Right There in Black and White 

Tonight’s gathering is in Charleston, IL.  Beth Gillespie and her husband Michael helped coordinate the 
meeting.  Beth is involved with Girls on the Run and is full of life, vigor, joy.  She is curious to her core…child-like 
even.  I haven’t met a single person who doesn’t like to spend time with Beth. 

 

Beth Gillespie, Sarah Dowell, Me and Ashli Crowe. 

https://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/beth-and-the-girls.jpg
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We begin with introductions. 

College professors, single mamas, student life professionals, married folks, students. 

We laugh at ourselves.  How much easier is it to judge those who label and box us in…than it is to look at ourselves 
and how we do the same. 

Ashli, a brave woman in her 20’s, talks from the heart about the challenges she has had trying to remain open…to 
really listen when confronted by those who do not “listen back.”  This is especially true when the exchange is 
between family members. 

We dig deep…what’s underneath all that unwillingness? 

We decide it is fear.  Fear of not mattering, of not being seen, of going through life without being loved.  Because 
isn’t that what we all want deep down?  To be loved? To matter? 

We close with how we are feeling. 

“Inspired.”  “Hopeful.”  “Willing.”  We get to Erika.  She is quiet, emotional and oh so real. 

“I feel challenged.” 

Silence, the space to be with it. 

We all could see the wheels turning.  The letting go.  Her willingness to let go of something that’s been holding her 
back.  The movement into something new, wonderful, life-changing. 

I’m beginning to wonder if all this polarized talk isn’t giving us a chance to uncover something bigger and more 
beautiful than we could have even imagined existed. 

(6) There You Are 
 

I’m driving to St. Louis.  I stop at Eagle Creek State Park to run.  I feel like I am the only person in the world.  I like 
how it feels. The feather…it is down by the water’s edge… 
“There you are.  I’ve been waiting for you!”  It calls to me. 

(7) Stop Yelling At Me 
 

I’ve never noticed so many billboards.  I feel like they are yelling at me.  The words are in big, bold and block 
prints…shouting.  I want them to go away.  Frustrated by all the noise, the billboards, the engines of vehicles as 
they pass me…I turn up my music. 

(8) Mary’s Poem 
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Mary Lennard is a Red Booter in Cincinnati.  She is a poet.  I asked her to send me some of her work.  She does and 
it moves me. 

 “Common Good 

Make visible the images, 
Make audible the words. 

A path to common good appears, 
When dreams are seen and heard. 

A multilingual dialogue 
Addressing heart and soul 

Draws forth what is best from us: 
The strengths which make us whole.” 

My mother was a poet.  I feel her presence now, as I write, and I miss her so much. To feel joy and sorrow within 
the same moment. I think this is what it feels like to be alive. 

(9) Joe Dirt 

I met Joe Borer in Alaska back in the spring.  I wrote a piece on him entitled Joe Dirt.   He is a man of the earth, a 
construction worker who easily smiles, waves, loves….lights up the world around him.   I receive a photo from him 
today….outta the blue. 

I pull over the car to read his text. 

“Hi Molly.  Thank you for everything.  Hope your trip across the country is successful and fun.  Go The Red Boot 
Coalition. 

Joe Dirt” 

My heart delights and I do not know why the tears come. The top is down on the convertible.  I turn off the music 
and drive on. 

Next Stop St. Louis. 
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The Red Boot Ride Ramblings 4:  Eli’s Smile 

(1) The Union Men 

It is August 10th 

I arrive in St. Louis, MO…check into a Best Western that is right there on the Historic Route 66.  I head back to the 
car to grab my things and when I return there are three men…three burly men (I know no other way to describe 
them) standing at the entrance.  
  
Two are talking…the third dressed in camo is off to the side. 

One of them, gives me a nod as I come in the door. 

I say, “Hi.” 

I’m almost to the elevator when I think to myself.  “Something about these guys kind of scares me.”  I quickly run 
through the rationale of that thought and realize that there truly is no harm here.  What scares me is that I think I 
know something about them.  They are different than me and what I think I know about them…has fear all 
wrapped up around it.  

We are in the lobby.  There are people coming and going.  There is nothing to fear here…so I turn back and say, 
“Hey Ya’ll.  I’m working on a project that is looking at what’s going on in America that has us so polarized 
politically.   Would you guys be willing to talk with me about that?” 

One of the guys said, “Sure.  I’d be happy to talk.”  
  
The other one said, “I dunno.”  The I-dunno had that sing-song sound to it like “I’m not too sure about this.”  He 
continues.  “We are in the middle of a big contract negotiation within our industry.” 

“So you guys are in a union?” I ask. 

“Yep.”  The one who is more open to conversation begins. 

“We work for a multi-billion-dollar industry.  I think the management would just like to get rid of us altogether and 
let robots do the job instead.” 

I ask him how long he’s worked for his industry. 

“Fifteen years.” 

We chat a bit longer about the negotiations and how those look to him.  One of the men, the one who is off to the 
side, picks up his things and walks outside.  He does not want to engage.  

We talk a bit more about their work. 
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“Do ya’ll have kids?” 

They both do.  One of them is married.  The other is quick to let me know he is divorced.  :) 
  
“Would you mind if I snap a photo of you two?” 

They prefer that I not.  

I decide that now is a good time for me to head to the elevator. 
   
“Thank you guys for talking with me.  I really appreciate it.” 
 
“Awww.  No problem miss.”  
  
I haven’t been called miss in a long, long time. 

(2) Assume Positive Intent 

It’s 4:30 p.m. and I head on over to the home of Jim and Tara Galvoski.  Jim and I have been friends for nearly a 
year.  I spoke at a TEDx event in St. Louis and he reached out to me in advance.  His daughter did Girls on the Run 
and he was hoping to connect.  

We didn’t connect then, but have since. 

Jim is responsible for all of the cool Red Boot T-shirts and “Red Boot” celebrity images. 
   
Jim has helped organize our Red Boot Event in St. Louis.  We head out for dinner and then over to the venue where 
our evening will happen. 

The gathering is in the yoga studio of Julie Bergfeld.  Jim and I get there and the room already has most of our Red 
Boot Folks there! 

 

St. Louis Red Booters. 

https://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/st-louis-red-booters.jpg
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We sit in a circle and begin with introductions.  Many have been or are Girls on the Run coaches.  Two women are 
writing a book on politics.  Christine Doyle has been writing about the “middle ground” for a while now.  Her blog 
“Moderate Moment” is her passion. 

Wendie Cummings, along with Jim and Julie, helped bring together the group now openly communicating about 
how difficult it is to be really open when confronted by someone who appears not to be.  

“It’s a little like the parent who is hitting their child and saying, ‘Stop hitting your little brother.’ The change must 
occur with somebody, why not let it be me?” 

As with all the other Red Boot Gatherings, the warmth in the room and the willingness to be vulnerable…to share 
how hard it is to not engage in all the rhetoric…is inspiring. 

Allie says, “It’s just so simple what we can do to contribute to the conversation.  To set aside our need to be right 
and to just listen.  But it’s so hard.  Why is it so darn hard?” 

There is laughter in the room at this point.  Not an uncomfortable laughter but a “I totally relate to what you just 
said” kind of laughter. 

Jim reminds us that “Just because I am right doesn’t mean you have to be wrong.”  This doesn’t have to always 
have a “this or that” kind of approach.  

Tara his wife, a scientist, shares that she loves to constantly challenge her hypotheses.  “Personal growth comes 
when I look for the things that challenge my current way of seeing things.  I am always in a state of doubt.  This 
doesn’t mean I’m not confident.  Just always willing to challenge my own beliefs…and dig deeper into something 
new.” 

Maggie, a self-proclaimed quiet person…not one prone to express a strong opinion either way, rounds us 
out.  “Over my desk at Girls on the Run, are a list of our organizational core values.  I think the one that resonates 
with me the loudest and that seems so relevant to this conversation is this one: ‘Assume Positive Intent.'”  

We all nod.  
  
Meanwhile, just up the road in Ferguson, MO, riots are raging. A young man named Michael Brown has been shot.  

(3) Dare Devils Unite! 

I am back at Jim and Tara’s after our Red Boot Gathering.  Sam, their 7-year-old is upstairs tucked underneath the 
covers in his parents’ big queen bed watching a movie. 

Jim has shared with me that Sam can now do bike tricks.  Jim shows me Sam’s tricks on a video he has on his 
smartphone.  Sam, a rambunctiously tender kid, will ride down a hill on his two-wheeler and then lift up both legs 
off the pedals and coast like that for several feet.  

I ask Jim and Tara if I can talk to Sam about that. 
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I go upstairs. 

“Sam…I hear you can do bike tricks.” 

“Yep,” he says with this attempt to remain nonchalant but you can just tell he is overflowing with a big “YES I CAN” 
on the inside. 

I continue. “So you are telling me that you can lift both feet off the pedals and coast on your bike.  That’s totally 
awesome.” 

“Yes,” he says 
.   
We sit there for a moment or two. 

“I can also take a turn with one hand on the handlebars, one hand off the handlebars and one foot off the pedal.”  

He kind of demonstrates. 

“Wow.  That is just so cool.” 

We look at each other and smile…one dare devil to another.  

(4) Eli 

Next morning, I’m trying to find the YMCA in Kirkwood, MO so I can work out before I head to Columbia, MO.  I 
pull into a parking lot…a very large parking lot. 

Moments later I see him walking to the Mustang.  The passenger window is down and he walks to it. 

“Are you lost or something?” 

I smile at him. 

He smiles back.  
  
“Ahhh…nope.  I’m just using my phone GPS to locate my next stop.” 

This guys has THE friendliest, warmest energy about him.  You know when you feel that kind of “kindness.” 

He lingers.  I get out of the car. 
   
“Can I ask you a few questions about a project I am working on?’ 

“Sure,” he says easily and with no reluctance. 
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“What’s your name?”  
  
“Eli.” 

“I’m Molly.  Nice to meet cha.  What do you think’s going on that people are so hyped up about politics.” 

Eli begins.  “We’re just so angry.  People don’t seem to know how to communicate with each other…to listen.” 

Eli shares so much of what I’ve heard.  The media, social media, television, getting into our little bubbles.  “We are 
so rarely exposed to people who are different than us.” 

We talk about what’s going on in Ferguson…close to home for him.  It’s scary. 

We snap a photo.  I ask him if I can write about him on my blog.  There is something so incredibly cool about Eli…so 
open. 

 

Eli is about the nicest guy you’ll ever meet. 

“Sure,” he says enthusiastically. 

I get back in my car, preparing to drive away when he walks back up to the passenger window. 

“You know,” he shares.  “There’s just no love left.” 

https://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/eli.jpg
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(5) Love Will Find a Way 

I make my way to the Kirkland YMCA.  I am in the weight room, when she says to me, “So were you always in that 
kind of shape?” 

I share with her that I’ve been a runner my whole life. 
   
“I will start up again after this pregnancy,” she shares.  Pregnant with her third, this beautiful woman is a few 
months in.  She has two girls and is now pregnant with a son. 

We talk at length about the current political situation.  It’s so easy to get stuck in our own privilege and not expose 
ourselves to those without or those who are different.  

I ask her if I can write about her on my blog…we snap a photo. 

“What’s your name?” I ask. 

“Preet.”  Her parents are from India. 

 
   
 

“Does Preet have a meaning?” 

She smiles.  “Love.” 

https://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/preet.jpg
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(6) The Unexpected Race 

I run on Grant’s trail…a little later.  Grant’s trail is an asphalt path that weaves its way through St. Louis.  I just pass 
Grant’s Farm where the famous Clydesdales are raised, when I come up on a man who is running slower than me. I 
begin to pass him.  He senses I am there and speeds up…he gets several yards ahead of me and slows back down. 

I keep my pace. 

I come up on him again.  He senses I am there and accelerates again…clearly not wanting me to pass him. 

I keep my pace…although the competitor in me wants to just pass him and get it over with.  I chuckle and allow 
myself to see what will happen if I just hold my pace. 
   
This happens a half-dozen times, when on his last surge, he turns around and heads back. 

I wonder what that is all about and just keep on going. 

It’s not much further that I see it there. You know…the feather. 
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The Red Boot Ride Ramblings 4:  The Red Tinged Feather 

(1) The Story Begins to Change 

It is August 11th. 

I am leaving St. Louis, when I stop by a Target. I’ve lost the only pair of earrings I have and wanted to pick up an 
inexpensive pair…just ‘cuz. 

I’m walking toward the jewelry aisle, when a radiant smiling woman hunts me down. 

“Hey. I’ve just got to ask. Are you a runner? How did you get so fit?” 

Standing in front of me is a beautiful, lit-from-within woman…big smile, blonde hair and eyes that truly twinkle. 

“Yes. I AM a runner. I’ve been a runner my whole life!” I replied. 

“I thought so,” she says. “I used to run, but have had some back issues.” She sighed a deep nearly mournful sigh. “I 
miss it so.” 

“I understand. There really is nothing like running.” 

There is a loud pause there in the space between us. 

“Actually,” I continue, “I’ve kind of made a living out of running. Have you ever heard of Girls on the Run?” 

She laughs…has that look that says, of course! “Yes!” she says. “Do you know Molly?” 

I’m not quite sure what to do with this information. I stumble through my words. “Molly?” 

I pause. 

“Yes,” she says. “Molly James.” 

I share with her that I do not, in fact, know Molly James…but that my name is Molly and I am the founder of Girls 
on the Run. 

“You are kidding!” She says this with disbelief. “My daughter, Molly James is on the board for the St. Louis Chapter 
of Girls on the Run!” 

“What the heck are you doing in St. Louis?” She continues. 
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I share with her that I am on a cross country journey. My kids are rounding out their summer with their own 
awesome experiences and I am out writing, journaling and trying to figure out how I can help develop a more 
effective conversation…to address the hyperpolarized state of our nation. I notice that I’m beginning to change 
the context of what the trip is about. 

Rebekah and I talk for another thirty to forty minutes. We relate to each other our own experiences with family 
and friends. We discuss religion and how that can polarize people too. Rebekah is a Christian and wants nothing 
more than to use her deep love for Jesus to bring people together…to live as He did. 

I listen and share with her that the way I see it many of our greatest spiritual teachers taught the truly powerful 
benefits of acceptance and love. 

Our conversation is spirited, alive and rich with connection…there in the Target. 

She wants a picture to share with her daughter. 

Pause. Smile. Click. Connect. 

 

Rebekah James and me. 

(2) On Being Twenty and Engaged 

I arrive in Columbia, MO. I’ve gotten into this fantastic routine of getting very close to my destination point, pulling 
the car over and typing “hotels” into the google line on my phone. Hotels a-plenty pop up and I pick one…usually 
the cheapest. 

Bingo! Columbia, MO hotel found. 

http://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/20140819-190425.jpg
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I pull in and am immediately greeted by a very happy Jordan. 

We talk. I share with her that I am traveling and talking and learning and listening to Americans. I’m discovering 
that we have more in common than we realize and that somehow we’ve gotten so far apart from each other. 

She tells me that she feels a deep responsibility to make her community a great place to live. She currently 
volunteers with a sports program that “plays” with kids who don’t have all that she had, growing up. 

Jordan is only 20. She is working full-time, going to college and volunteers. 

I ask her how she does it all. 

“I just do. Because it matters.” 

 

Jordan. 

(3) The Suit, The Hippie, the Preacher and the Mom 

I arrive at the home of Jeremy and Dawn Brown. Dawn is the former council director for Girls on the Run. Her 
husband owns a couple of restaurants in Columbia and he is hosting our Red Boot Gathering at his restaurant, 
Sophia’s. 

We arrive at the restaurant. He and his crew are preparing a fine meal for the 25 or so folks who are there. Dawn 
has gathered together a very diverse group of “Columbians.” Pastors, attorneys, bankers, educators, students, 
activists, business owners. More than half of the attendees are men. 

I am nervous. 

http://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/20140819-190649.jpg
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We begin with introductions. I am moved by the immediate willingness of the group to be vulnerable…to express 
their deep and heartfelt concerns for what’s going on in America…the “under-the-surface-what’s-going-on” 
America. 

I set the context with how the whole Red Boot Coalition came to be and we begin with a discussion on the current 
state of affairs. 

Greg Copeland is a well-respected litigation attorney in Columbia. Former runner, he is there in his business suit, 
tie…he has Santa Clause eyes…years of living…most of it smiling, I think. 

Across the table and down a ways is Amy Eultgen. She is a free spirit…yoga instructor…bandana holds back long 
brown hair…she wears no makeup and is a Girls on the Run coach. 

Jaime Varvaro is a volunteer pastor at his church. He is also a marketing guy. He moves the group into the hopeful 
“what ifs.” 

“What you are talkin’ about here is a movement. The Red Boot Coalition is about…creating a universal dialogue. 
It’s grassroots. It’s real and everyone can participate. It’s open, unlimited and has no requirements other than a 
willingness to look at our own words and actions and how they can either contribute to the dysfunction or create a 
new way of engaging with each other. 

It calls us to all live into what Gandhi said: We must be the change we wish to see in the world.” 

I laugh and say out loud, “Well I can see my work is done here. See ya’ll later!” 

And then like water from river now across waterfall, the dialogue really begins. 

Jim Sutherlin is pastor of his church. He speaks from a deep well of wisdom. To be more as Jesus was. To walk, to 
see, to be with those who are underserved. To listen with an open heart. 

Greg Copeland is the attorney seated next to me. He asks, “Has anyone ever disregarded your message, perhaps, 
because you are such a free-spirit?” He smiles and says quite tenderly, “A kind of joyful hippie with love, 
compassion as your guide? Those are words so easily seen as weak or ineffective in leadership.” 

I am so incredibly inspired by this man. I toss it out there to the group. “Greg, I so appreciate your question. You 
bring up a reality we must all face. Do we consider how we are perceived or do we just keep being ourselves? Is 
how others perceive us perhaps an opportunity to open our hearts and ask point blank, “How do you see me?”, so 
that we can use that as a starting point?” 

Dawn Brown offers to host more of these gatherings at her home. “Perhaps we invite others…others we might not 
otherwise cross paths with in our daily lives…to talk, to engage, to connect.” 

I ask the group if anyone has any final thoughts. 

Scott Wilson has been relatively quiet. He wears glasses, button-down, khakis, loafers and is an attorney. 



44 
 

“A couple of years ago I attended a forum that was addressing this very issue. 

After four days of talking, debating and listening, we came to the same conclusion that it has taken us two 
hours to come to…deep down underneath it all…people just want to belong…to matter to someone…to 
have meaning. 

That’s it. It’s not complicated and yet we make it so complicated. Ultimately it comes down to one very 
simple question. Am I willing to make the effort to see, to listen to look for the humanness that rests within 
each person I encounter, talk to, read about, see in the news? 

I am asking myself this question now. How easy it is to engage like this with others when I’m on vacation 
or out of my daily routine. But what if I engaged like this in my own daily life…looked for and listened for 
the common ground with every person I see and encounter…at Starbucks or work or in traffic.” 

Pause. Snap. Click. Connect. 
 

(4) Those Goofy Red Boot People 

The next morning on my way out of town, I see a sign for Larry’s Boots. I have to stop. 

I go in. There are more cowboy boots than I’ve ever seen…rows and rows of ‘em 
. 
The Red Boots stick out from the rest…there are baby red boots, men’s red boots, women’s red boots, star-
spangled red boots, decorated-with-bling red boots, painted red boots and polk-a-dotted red boots. 

Heather is putting more boots on the shelves when I stop to chat with her a minute. 

“Hey…have you noticed who buys Red Boots? Any common characteristics?” 

She pauses for a minute. 

“Well, usually the women who buy red boots are outgoing, friendly people. Goofy even.” 

 

http://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/20140819-190713.jpg


45 
 

 

Heather. 

 

(5) Feeling Ferguson 

On my way out of Columbia, MO, I stop to run on the Katy Trail. The Trail runs across the state of Missouri and I 
find an access point about an hour outside of St. Louis. 

Physically, I’m not feeling on point and so I walk mostly…slowly in the heat…the Missouri river is broad, 
raging…crossing rock and broken limbs. 

Finishing up…I see it. A tiny black feather… tinged on the tip with red. I pick it up, feel the softness there…run my 
fingers across the edges…the delicate splendor of it 

I say a prayer for Ferguson, MO. 

(6) Rainbows and the Beautiful People 

I have two days to get to Denver. I don’t know where I’m going to stop exactly so I just go west. I am in Kansas 
somewhere when I pull off the interstate to get gas. 

They are seated on the porch of the gas station with their dog…two young people. 

http://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/20140819-190739.jpg
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Back packs open with clothes and sleeping apparatus spilling out. They are playing a game that involves dice. 

I get out of my car. He nods his head at me. 

I nod back. 

“What’s your dog’s name?” I ask. 

“Wampum.” He explains a bit about its meaning. 

“What’s ya’ll’s story? What are you doing here?? 

He explains that they are headed back to his home. They’ve been in Utah for a “Rainbow Family” gathering. 

He shares the origins of “The Rainbow Family”…founded by a couple of Vietnam Veterans, the Rainbow Family is 
open to anyone. They are, according to him, a peaceful group of people who are about living in communion with 
others. They typically gather in large national or state parks and share common beliefs around love, compassion 
and acceptance. There is usually a limited exchange of money…most things are exchanged through a barter 
system. 

I ask him if they could use a few dollars for their trek home. 

He says with gratitude, “Why yes! Anything will help.” 

I go in…grab a coke, some almonds and get some cash. 

I come back out…hand him $40.00. 

He says thank you. 

I pause. I want to know more. 

“So,” I say. “You know, people like me, who go about living our daily lives don’t fully understand people like you. 
Do you mind if I sit down and talk with you guys a bit more.” 

“Of course not,” he says. 

And so I sit cross-legged on the porch of the gas station with them. 

We talk for forty five minutes. 

His name is Brian and he is brilliant. Absolutely brilliant. Well-read and articulate, he speaks at length about 
philosophy, politics and education. He and his young wife sleep in drainage pipes and underpasses to steer clear of 
inclement weather. 
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I ask him what his parents think about his chosen lifestyle. 

“My dad didn’t understand me when I was younger. But I gotta give him credit. He decided that he’d rather 
understand than not have a relationship with me and so he actually came to one of the Rainbow Family gatherings. 

It was weird for me. There I was sitting there with my Dad. He is a far-right-wing-Republican kind of guy and there 
he was with me and all my Rainbow Family friends…sitting in a circle listening and talking with us about all of our 
philosophical beliefs. 

I’m not sure he totally gets it, but at least we have a relationship now.” 

His wife, Chrissy is from Ohio. They haven’t been married long. Her parents don’t know the full story yet. She plans 
to tell them, but she doesn’t want them to worry about her. 

I feel something stir within me…a kind of mother-protective instinct…for both of them. 

“Have you ever read ‘The Giver’ Quartet?” He holds up the thick book. 

“I’ve read ‘The Giver’ with my daughter. It’s a book that really disturbed and unsettled me…in a very provocative 
and thoughtful kind of way. It definitely made me think.” 

“You ought to read all four of the books. She is a brilliant writer.” 

I ask if I can take their picture. 

They say yes and call Wampum over to get in the picture. He isn’t very cooperative. 

They continue playing their dice game. 

I get in the car and call my kids. I miss them. 

 

Chrissy, Brian and Wampum’s back. 

http://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/20140819-190816.jpg
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(7) A Thin Space, Heaven and Earth Touch 

I am in Kansas. The Sun is setting on the distant horizon. I’ve never experienced land like this…my eyes can see to 
the ends of the earth and the road…like ribbons of black taffy stretch out in front of me. 

The top on my little car is down.  I steer with my knees as I lift both hands from the wheel… and hold them high up 
into the forceful wind and scream as loud as I can. 

 
Kansas. 

 

The Red Boot Ride Ramblings:  Boxism 

(1) The Deer Run 

It is August 12th. I am leaving Hayes Kansas and headed to Denver. I stop at the Cedar Bluffs State Park on the way. 
It is hot…high 90’s. I find a quiet path that leads to a small lake. I take it. Two deer run so close I can feel the wake 
of their passage.  

I start looking for the feather…have this fleeting sense that if I do not find one…that it’s still okay. I do not see one 
today. 

I get back to my car…check my messages and there are three waiting there…each with photos attached…of 
feathers. 

(2) The Trailblazers 

I am driving through Kansas and then into Western Colorado. I’ve never seen landscape like this. Flat, green at first 
and then barren. Cowboys live here. I see the Rockies in the distance and imagine what it must have been like for 
the settlers to blaze that trail…to see those big, sharp mountains ahead of them…and still move forward. 

http://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/20140819-190834.jpg
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(3) Safe at the Top of the Mountain 

This evening we are meeting in the home of Peg Duffy. She sends me directions to her home. It is several thousand 
feet above Denver, in the town of Golden, CO.  

My fear of heights kicks in…climbing to her home. This fear is deep.  I think I was born with it. I must have been. 
My hands get clammy, my heart beats, I have trouble breathing and I think I’m going to faint. It’s a legitimate 
phobia…debilitating…the anxiety is overwhelming.  

I’ve never met Peg but the minute I walk into her home, I feel safe. It smells of something divine…like herbs and 
essences and aromas that make me think spa, health and enlightenment.  

I see her and wonder…have we met? She is radiant. Light incarnate. Bright and present.  

The group gathers. It is a diverse group…mostly women but women from all walks of life.  

We introduce ourselves.  

There is Sasha. Sasha is an educator. She has two children with her partner. She does therapeutic work with kids 
and is tender, soft…gentle-spirited. 

Next to her is Kim. Kim is bold. She smiles with strength. “I am often the only black person in the room,” as was the 
case in this situation. Kim works with women…advocates on their behalf.  

Then there is Jill Pond. She is the Founder of Girls Rite…a group that uses writing and journaling to empower young 
girls to be the author of their own lives. 

Further along in our introductions, we meet Saorsie. She was elected to her local town’s council. She embodies the 
Red Boot Way. Strong, Tender. Deep Listening. Open-Minded. Un-wavering in her attempts to live fully into those 
ideals. 

I begin with context. How the whole Red Boot Coalition started. I feel welcome here…a yearning on the part of 
every person in the room to engage….to DO something.  

We first have to get past our anger. Several folks talk about the challenges they’ve had with a recent school board 
election. Jill brings up the need for our girls to have role models. Kim agrees. 

We all agree that what we suffer from cross-culturally is a kind of “boxism” and politics is one manifestation of 
that. It’s so engrained in us to size people up immediately…place them in a box…this keeps it easy, safe, 
understood and that this, in and of itself, isn’t necessarily bad…but when we base our perceptions of their 
character and worth to our society on the box in which we’ve “put them,” this is when things get dicey. 

Sasha points out that there are the obvious boxes…Lesbian, African-American, Woman, Poor, Muslim, Christian. 
But on the other hand…don’t we have boxes for the rich white male? The mother? The heterosexual female? The 
artist? The teenager? 
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Saorsie shares a brilliant story of someone in her voting district who was very upset with a decision she had made… 
and so she invited him to meet her. He did. And they talked…and listened…and talked some more…and listened 
some more. And while they didn’t necessarily agree with each other on this particular issue, they knew each 
other…and as she shared, “It becomes nearly impossible to dislike…to hate someone…you know and bond with. 
Surely if we start with what we have in common first…the rest is going to work itself out.” 

I drive back down the mountain…and am afraid…again. 
 

(4) Three Gifts 

The following morning, I run in Cherry Creek Park in Aurora, Colorado, a suburb of Denver. The air is dry. I do not 
see a feather. And decide that it’s okay. Someone will send one to me. 

I get back to my car…and there are three waiting there…in text messages and on my Facebook page.  

(5) Paralyzed by Fear 

August 15th. I drive to Las Vegas. I pull the car over several times to catch my breath. I cannot do this. I am literally 
terrified. The exposure, the cliffs, the expansive views, the cars and trucks around me. I’d like someone else to take 
the wheel. I cannot do this. 

(6) Life Goes On 

I am sitting by the pool at the hotel in Las Vegas and observe the young men…tan and lean…Ray Bans on…drinks in 
hand. They stand in the pool waste deep…their torsos exposed…like peacock feathers. Young women, legs 
dangling over the pool’s edge, hats on, glitter of earrings, jewelry, nails painted…eyes glance, laughter, some kind 
of “I see you” exchange. They begin to talk. 

There is an older couple…early 60’s…by the pool also. He runs his hand across her back. She smiles and places her 
hand on his knee. He giggles.  

(6) The Choice 

August 18th. I’m driving to Scottsdale, AZ. I see it in front of me. The Hoover Dam and I’ve got to cross it…the 
winds are strong and my little car rocks back and forth…Lake Mead is so far below. I am shaking. I’m getting angry. 
I hate this. I HATE this. I don’t think I can do this anymore.  

“You signed up for this Molly,” I remind myself. “Nobody is MAKING you do this.”  

I still hate it and wonder why the hell I’m putting myself through this. 

(7) The Broken Home 

The road becomes rolling. I am in the high desert of Nevada and Arizona. It is hot, but I keep the top down anyway.  



51 
 

I pass a broken-in-so-many-places-it-looks-unlivable, small mobile home in the middle of absolutely nowhere. A 
fence is around it. A hand full of rusted out cars dot the property. A curtain moves in and out of a window frame 
that has no glass. Dogs…two of them lying in the dirt…lift a curious eye as I slow down to look.  

Someone lives here. I want to know who. I want to know them. 

(8) Mostafa and Chantelle 

August 19th. Afternoon. I head to a nearby Starbucks to write. I’m setting up my little writing space. He sits next to 
me.  

“So is that a beer? Are they actually selling beer in Starbuck’s now?” 

I glance his way and smile. 

“Naw. This is a Fizzie. It’s a type of juice and sparkling water beverage.” 

He grins.  

His name is Mostafa. I liked him the minute he spoke to me. Friendly, warm, funny, charming and clearly has a way 
with the ladies. (These are his words not mine.) 

Mostafa is from Iran. He has been in the states for a long time. He has lived all over this “great nation” of ours. 
Married a couple of times, he is now married and crazy about Chantelle, his wife. She is from South Carolina. They 
own a jewelry store.  

He laughs. “She tells our customers to ‘Come back now. Ya’ll hear?’” 

I repeat what he said with a much better southern version than his accent could muster up. 

We talk for a while about politics. About thirty minutes in, we get to where all the conversations seem to “get to.” 
Souls, connection, being, listening.  

I ask him why he started talking to me. 

“Oh…you just seemed like the kind of person who would be interesting. You know…you live through your soul.” 

I thought about that. 
I think about it now. 
I like how that sounds. 
I think Mostofa lives through his soul too.  

(9) The Border That Separates 
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It is August 20th. I am in El Paso, TX.  I am talking with Gladys. She is the hostess at the restaurant where I am 
grabbing a late dinner. 

Gladys pointed across the interstate: “That’s Juarez, Mexico. One of the most dangerous cities in all of Mexico. 
Violence there is so frequent it’s become commonplace. Especially for women. You would be taking your life into 
your hands if you simply walked across the road and across the border.” 

“You will see the border police pacing along the Rio Grande. It’s very surreal.” 

She continues. “El Paso is one of the safest cities in the United States.” 

(I later ask one of my Texas friends to explain how this can be. He explains. “The Cartel that has so corrupted the 
government, police and security in Mexico wants no attention drawn to them. So they keep their illegal activity to 
just across the border.”) 

I try to see across the river, but it’s too dark now.  

Gladys speaks Spanish. She grew up in El Paso. Went to college and returned.  

She is very friendly. 

I ask her what she thinks about the people living in Mexico who are dropping their children on the American side 
of the border between the two countries. 

“I understand why. You will see Juarez in the morning, when you head East on Interstate 10. I’m not a mother yet, 
but if I were a mom…I wouldn’t know what else to do either.” 

Joseph, my waiter sits down at the table. He joins in. 

“We are a culture who bonds through polarization. It’s not just politics. It’s everywhere. It’s in everything. The 
whole idea of “Divide and Conquer.” It’s how we think. It’s how we are trained.” 

“What can we do about it?” I ask him. 

“This. Right here. This is what we can do about it.” 

(10) Their Crumbling Streets.  Our Gucci Billboards. 

I head West on Interstate 10. I see the Border Patrol Officer first. He is walking along the banks of the Rio Grande. 
Looking down into the river itself. There is a fence there. 

Juarez is close enough that I can see it in detail. Shanties and shacks, constructed out of what looks like cement 
blocks, are crumbling down the mountain side. The roads are so poorly engineered that I’m not sure cars can 
utilize them. I do not see any cars, people, life. 
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There are bikes leaning up against cement walls and clothes hanging from clothes lines. They blow in the hot wind. 

I want to know, to understand. Who is dying? Who is living? Who is afraid? Who is laughing? Who is crying? Who is 
murdering? Who is praying? Who is there? 

I glance back to the Interstate ahead of me. The billboards call to me: Gucci. Subway. Starbucks. Boots, Comfort 
Inn. Pandora. 

I think back to my conversation with Gladys. I am a mother. 

(11) We Don’t Know What We Don’t Know 

I am now driving across West Texas. It is hot. It is flat. It is sandy. It is desert. There are oil fields and wind mills. The 
smell of oil rises up on occasion. 

I can see until I can see no more. The flat line of horizon stops. There are small tornadoes of dust…tiny whirlwinds 
of white and brown sand and dust rising up from the earth.  

I wonder if these are dangerous. How fast is the wind? Will they cross the road?  

I pull into a gas station. There is an employee in the restroom cleaning the mirror and I ask…  

“So…what are those little tornados of dirt?” 

“What do you mean?” She looks at me confused. 

“Well…I mean what are they? They look like dust tornadoes. Are they dangerous? Will they hurt my car? Should I 
be worried about them?” 

She laughs so hard I think she is going to cry. 

“Naw. They are harmless.” 

I ask her why she thinks this is so funny.  

“I’ve never had anyone ask me that before. They are just so common around here.” 

(12) Awareness of my Aloneness 

I stop again. I have to. Singing Bon Jovi’s “Livin’ on a Prayer” can keep me entertained for only so long. Texas is big. 
Ginormous actually. 

I’m at a fast food restaurant. Burger. Fries. Big delicious cold and icy Coke. 
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I’m eating my meal.  

I see them. Two men. They are speaking Spanish. Their skin is very brown…weathered. They are in their late 20’s I 
think. One wears a wedding band, cowboy boots and a baseball cap. The other has gages in his ears, cowboy hat 
and work boots. Both are covered in dirt that is brown and black. 

They are laughing. The one with gages is missing a front tooth.  

I am extremely curious. I want to ask them so many questions, like where they are from…and whether their family 
is here with them. I want to know if they work on the oil fields and if they are happy. I want to know if they are 
immigrants to America or whether they were raised here. I want to know if they drive a truck and what they love 
about living here and what scares them. I want to know if they own one gun or lots of them and if they know how 
to dance and if they like to dance. I want to know what kind of music they listen to and if they enjoy a cold beer 
every once in a while.  

But I don’t…because I am afraid.  

I’m afraid because I’m a woman and they are two men. I’m afraid because I am small and they look stronger than 
me. I’m afraid because I’m not sure if they speak English. I’m afraid because I’m not quite sure where I am in Texas. 
I’m afraid because someone told me to be afraid. I’m afraid and I am sad and I want to be brave enough to ask 
them if they live through their soul. 

But I don’t. 

I get back in my car and I think and pray and wonder if all this fear o’ mine has anything to do with what’s going on 
in Ferguson. 
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The Red Boot Ride Ramblings 5:  Polarization in America 

(1) The Feather Path 

It is August 22nd.  I am in Dallas Texas.  I awaken to the humidity and white overcast skies of morning dew that I’m 
accustomed to back in Charlotte.  I’ve slept in, tired from hours of driving across Western Texas. 

I put on my running shoes, shorts and jog top and head to the Katy Trail.  The Katy Trail in Dallas is a rails to trails 
route that is about 4 miles in length…fun place to run.  Lots of people to watch. 

By the time I’m done, it’s close to 11:00 a.m.  Hot, humid and sunny.  I walk the last mile back to my hotel. 

There are dozens of feathers scattered along the path.  

(2) Where the Rich People Are 

I go to a Starbucks in the Highland Park area to write. I’ve been told this is the wealthy part of Dallas.  

Funny.  I normally engage in dialogue easily with folks, but have no luck here.  
  
My table is in the middle of the room. 
   
I wonder what that is all about. 

(3) Mattering to the Company 

I am eating a delicious meal of scallops and risotto at the hotel restaurant.  I am by myself and enjoying the 
company.  

He walks up. 

“How’s your meal, miss?” 

“Delicious.” 

I pause for a moment and then ask, “What’s up with this place?  Everyone here is absolutely wonderfully friendly.  I 
haven’t met one person who doesn’t seem to love their job.  Can you explain that to me?” 

“Well,” he explains.  “I guess it’s because we DO love our jobs.” 

We chat for a moment or two more and then he walks away. 

Five minutes later he returns. 
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“You know, you got me thinking.  I’m not sure everyone loves their jobs…as in the actual job they are paid to 
do.  But I do know that they love being here.  We are like one big family.  We all feel needed, valuable. I’m not sure 
if what we do matters to the company as much as just mattering to the company…to each other.” 

(4) Joy and Cement 

The next morning on my way back to the Katy Trail, I stopped and thanked a gentleman who was laying cement for 
a brand new city sidewalk. 

“Thank you so much for doing this.  Thanks to people like you, I’ve got a sidewalk to run on…to be safe.  Thanks to 
you, I can do this!” 

I jog in place on the sidewalk adjacent to his masterful work. 

He pulled up from the work at hand and responded in a thick Spanish accent, “Gracias. You have just made my 
day.”  

His grin that followed, made mine.  

(5) Lacy Dies 

It is August 23rd.  I learn this morning that my sweet fourteen-year-old dog Lacy has died.  Old age.  It was her 
time.  My son was with her when it happened.  He called me in tears.  We talk through precisely what steps he 
needs to make…calling our veterinarian…made a decision to cremate her body so that we can have a special 
ceremony when I get home. 

We’ve been through a lot with that precious little animal.  My divorce.  My children’s adolescence.  Hank was only 
four when we got her.  Helen was one.    

I debate about writing about her. Something about this feels so personal and intimate.   Want to hold her in my 
thoughts as the fun, gallivanting puppy-spirit that she was.  I call a few friends of mine and cry. 
   
I decide to go home…for a couple of days.  To be with my kids. 

 

Our Sweet Lacy 

https://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/lacy-lately.jpg
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(6) I’ve Learned to Just… 

 I’m not sure why but the Ferguson incident continues to weigh heavy on my mind.  I stop at a gas station in rural 
Louisiana.  I am paying for my gas. 

The woman behind the counter is African-American.  I am White.  I tell her that I’m traveling cross country and that 
I’m talking to folks all along the way about the polarized state of politics.  

She smiles, takes my money and then hands back my change. 

There is no one in line behind me so I tell her that I was in St. Louis the day Michael Brown was shot and that the 
whole thing is weighing so very heavy on my heart.  It’s a tragedy for everyone.   
  
“What do you think about all that has gone on there?” 

She pauses and lowers her head… 

“I’ve learned to just…” and then she sighs a heavy, audible sigh and moves her hands, from a central position 
adjacent to each other, out to each side…as if smoothing out the waters, or a tablecloth or the space between us.  

I look at her.  She looks at me. 

“It’s just how I cope.” 

(7) Dave, the Mississippi River and Melancholy 

I cross the Mississippi River in daylight and do my best to snap a photo of it.  I promised Dave, the truck driver I 
met back in Williamsport on the third day of my trip…that I would.  He has crossed the Mississippi so many times 
he can’t remember…but all of them in the middle of the night. 

I have no way to contact him, but trust that he knows somehow… that I have done this for him…in honor of him.  

 
 

https://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/mississippi-river.jpg
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(8) The End of the World 

I am at my hotel.  I am in Vicksburg, Mississippi.  

I order dinner.  The woman behind the counter is black.  I am white.  I now realize that I write this because as much 
as I want to think that this doesn’t affect how we talk about the polarization in America I think it might…and so I 
now feel an obligation to state the obvious.  I’m afraid to state the obvious because I want to believe, from the 
deepest parts of my heart, that the racism I grew up with in the South back in the 60’s and 70’s is gone, but I’m not 
seeing or hearing or reading that in the newspaper or seeing, hearing or reading it in the voices of those I have 
spoken with.  

And while I’m not seeing it in my own life directly, I’m beginning to question everything that is my reality.  What 
started as a dialogue about the polarization in politics is now becoming an understanding that the polarization isn’t 
about politics…but about the polarization in America…politics is just one manifestation of that. 

This trip is opening my eyes to see things through the eyes of others and while I try my very best to not box people 
in because of their race, religion, economics or gender, there are those who do.  
  
I tell her about my cross country journey.  

“I’m talking to folks about the polarized state of politics.  What do you think about that?” 

She says that people are polarized on all kinds of topics…not just politics. 

The Ferguson situation is one of those polarizing topics.  I ask her about it. 

She is the single mother to two teenage boys. 

“I’ve had to raise them to be aware.  They can’t drive through certain areas with the radio blaring and their seats 
all pushed back because they are more likely to get pulled over.  It’s just the way it is.  We’ve just learned to deal 
with it.” 

I’m thinking about how I have to be aware of my clothing at times, running in certain areas at certain times of the 
night, being alone and driving across the country…I am a woman…and it’s just how things are. 

I am scared to write this because I do not want to offend and yet I’m curious and open and loving and wanting so 
much to understand…to create safe spaces for dialogue like this to occur…where the intentions beneath the 
surface are not to separate but to unify.  I want to understand what it’s like to be the mother of two black 
teenagers and relate to her from my mother-self and the love of our children and the fears we have each and 
every day they venture out into the world. I want to talk about the violence we see in the world and how I wonder 
sometimes if mothers…mothers like us could talk about our sons and daughters and be honest and real and 
open…how that would be a start…a something…a beginning to end all that violence. 

As I walk away, she calls out.  “The Bible prophesizes that the end of the world is near anyway.  I think there’s not a 
whole lot we can do about it…so I just keep on doing what I’m doing.” 
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I think about my son Hank and his best friend Vinnie.  I hope with all my heart that she is wrong. 

 

My son Hank and his best friend Vinnie  

(7) The Red Feather 

It is August 24th.  I will not be running today.  I have a long, long drive ahead of me.  My friend sends me a photo of 
a feather he has found.   
It is a Red Feather. 

 

 
 

I have no doubt anymore…that I am exactly where I’m supposed to be.  

(8) Nate Says It Best 

I noticed while I am writing this…a highly-spirited and very contented fellow sitting at a table across the room, 
sipping on a large cup of coffee…listening to the music on the sound system.  No cell phone.  No computer.  No 
technology. 
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He is just sitting there listening to the selection of Motown hits coming through the Starbuck’s speakers. 

He and I make eye contact.  He smiles at me and I smile back.  This happens a few times.  He sits there for close to 
an hour…just listening and sipping on his coffee…before he heads outside. 

He is seated at an outside table, when as I leave, we make eye contact again. 

“Hey,” he calls out. 

“Hey,” I respond.  Like old friends, we smile at one another. 
 
You are just one of the most interesting people,” he shares. “I don’t know what it is, but you have this kind 
of…Hippie Aura about you that is wholesome, friendly and like what I knew growing up in the hippie era.” 

I stop and laugh.  As in a big laugh.  A guffaw actually. 

“Pull up a chair,’ he says. 

And so I do. 

He tells me that he is a financial guy…sells financial products that help people manage their funds. His name is 
Nate.  He is 65 years old. 

“What do you do?” he asks.  His grin is nonstop. 

“I’m working on a project that is exploring the hyperpolarized state of American Politics.” 

He almost interrupts. 

“Sister…it’s not American Politics that is polarized.  It’s AMERICA!” 

I ask him to explain.  

It’s everywhere.  Us versus Them has become our universal ways of looking at  
things.” 

I can tell that he is wise and so I ask him, “How did you become so aware of this dialogue…this us versus them 
perspective…yet remain somehow above it.” 

He continues.  “I was in the military.  In the military, you see people from all across the world…and learn quickly 
that deep down we are all really the same.  

The truth is everybody cries, laughs, feels fear, knows joy. We are really more alike than we are different.” 



61 
 

We talk for another twenty minutes.  

I ask him if I can take a picture with him and post it on my blog. 

He says, “Why of course.” 

 

  

https://theredbootrevolution.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/nate.jpg
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The Essence of Red Boot 
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The Essence of Red Boot 

(1) The Red Boot Story 

 
The Red Boot Story is the story of everyone…the story of us. 

It’s that struggle between wanting to fit in and wanting to be unique. 

It’s that struggle between wanting to be yourself and wanting to be liked. 

It’s that struggle between being afraid and being free. 

It’s the story of courageously stepping outside of cultural stereotypes and social norms to live fully into your 
biggest and boldest self. 

No matter your gender, political persuasion, nation of origin, religion or economics, we have all struggled with our 
human condition…this wondrous and at times frustrating dance between love and fear, joy and despair, hope and 
apathy, purpose and emptiness. 

The idea started by accident and in a very small, quiet kind of way. In 2010, Molly Barker, founder of Girls on the 
Run International, gave a TEDx presentation where she began the speech with an innocent-enough story about a 
pair of…yep, you guessed it…red boots. 

Molly, a self-proclaimed "bad dresser" and "fashion nightmare," would have never considered wearing something 
so bold as red boots.  "Fifty-year-old women do not wear red cowboy boots,” 

 

 

she recounts the story in her speech.  Molly's daughter Helen disagreed; and so she purchased a pair of the 
"youthful" boots and presented them to her mom for her 50th birthday.  
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Molly wore them to her TEDx talk and so begins the red boot journey.  

Since the historic wearing of the red boots, Molly can’t go anywhere without someone asking about those darn 
boots. She has received hundreds of red boot tales from countless men and women. Pictures of red boots started 
showing up on her Facebook page and in emails…most accompanied by a tale or two of how my red-boots got me 
through–you name it–mothers dying, chemotherapy, divorces, the death of a child, first jobs, first dates, coming 
out, retiring, growing old and having babies–to name a few. 

It wasn’t too long ago though-that Molly really set the boots to task. It was June of 2013.  While serving on the 
Commission for Political Reform (more on that later), Molly set off on a new adventure to see if she couldn’t 
perhaps bring some of that red-boot power to America’s political arena. “Disarmed” with red-boot courage and 
that unmistakable red-boot joy, Molly marched into Washington hoping to engage our political leaders in a 
dialogue that might bring more love and compassion onto Capitol Hill, with a new program she was founding 
entitled “Run 2 Lead.” 

After nearly a year of trying to make it go, Molly made a very difficult decision to pull the plug on the project. 

She writes, “And so, without seeing it, I was slowly but surely, lowered into the DC culture of fear. I began to 
measure my words. Watch what I wrote and said. This red-boot-wearing, joyful, open-hearted and fearless lover of 
people began to shut down. My fearless and at times irrational pursuit of seeing the good, the positive, the 
potential in all people and circumstances began to disappear and be replaced instead by a kind of cynicism. One I 
hadn’t known, EVER. 

I started to feel sick. My stomach hurt. I was experiencing headaches. I couldn’t sleep, at all. I was crying a lot. My 
temper was short with my kids. I was getting angry more easily. 

I remembered who I was before this all started. The Molly who smiles at people, confidently walks into a room, 
laughs freely and often, dances frequently and unabashedly with my teenage daughter through the aisles of the 
grocery store, wears her pajamas to the drug store when she is sick, loves to hug people and is driven not by 
money, economics, winning or politics, but by a big, bold, audacious love that invites others into its fierce and fiery 
warmth.” 

And so, Molly talked to the people who knew her best…her sister, her children, her mentors and decided that it 
was time to surrender…give up and let it go. 

The heartfelt response Molly received was overwhelming. Hundreds of people responded with compassion and 
understanding. The Red Boots reappeared. Pictures of them, in all shapes and sizes along with a lot of “atta girls” 
came pouring in from all over the world. 

“The outflow from people…people I didn’t even know…was unbelievable.” 

The message was loud and clear. “Stand strong. Stay true. Be yourself. And love, love, love. Never ever forget the 
love.” 

So as with all things red-boot-powered…a big, bold, audacious love cleared the space for something more 
powerful, more authentic, more transformative than anyone could have imagined: 
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(2) The Red Boot Ride 

Not too long after Molly started wearing those darn red boots, she was asked to serve on the Bipartisan Policy 
Center's Commission for Political Reform.  Twenty-nine folks from across the country gathered together several 
times over the course of one and half years to determine how we might bring back civil and effective dialogue to 
Congress. 

Molly was one of a hand full of “D.C. Outsiders”.  She offered up to the mostly “seasoned politicians” on the 
commission a fresh pair of eyes and a spirit not tainted or blinded by the system itself.  Her constant questioning of 
why was exhaustive but certainly brought the dialogue to a space that, within the D.C. culture, is often not found. 

In June of 2014, the Commission released 69 recommendations on how things might get better.  The 
recommendations covered the gamut from campaign reform to gerrymandering.   

And yet…Molly wasn't satisfied.  Certainly the recommendations are good, but Molly kept on questioning.  Why 
would leaders who have been currently rewarded by the system as it is, embrace recommendations that would 
potentially change the system that had gotten them there?  Molly was further frustrated by what felt to her like a 
lack of true personal ability to impact.  "Besides writing my congressional member and begging him or her to adopt 
these recommendations, I felt like I was of little use.  I mean what can one woman do?" 

Molly, the perpetual and wildly curious optimist began to wonder if there wasn't a major piece of the equation 
missing.  And so, she decided (as all truly fun-loving and daring people do) to get out there and really take an up 
front and personal look at political polarization by putting on her conversation-making red boots, driving across 
the country and talking to Americans about what they think is really going on. 

She writes here about that experience: 

Politics has been an interest of mine since I was a little girl. I grew up in Charlotte. My father, Henry Wilmer, ran for 
mayor in 1976 and served on both city council and the board of county commissioners. A shirtsleeves-rolled-up kind 
of guy, he was a gentleman, a fixer, a get-things-done doer. He was a statesman. 

My mother, on the other hand, was a poet. My passion for people comes from her. Mary Wilmer was active in 
Charlotte’s addiction recovery community. Her uncanny ability to connect heart and head was something, to  this 
day, people remember. She was authentic, kind, tender and a heart-filled giver. 

And so it is my integrated mother-father-me who writes you now – the tender-hearted mother and the fixer-doer-
father – deeply concerned with what’s going on underneath all this highly polarized, angry and demonizing 
dialogue. 

I decided to hit the polarization issue head on by asking hundreds of Americans what’s really happening beneath all 
that polarized dialogue and perspective. 

On August 1, I set off on a cross country road trip. I rented a Mustang convertible and donned a pair of Red Cowboy 
Boots. 

Why Red Boots? Put on a pair. Red Boots are an immediate conversation starter, and while I’m not a shy person, I 
figured I was going to need all the help I could get. Why the heck would anyone want to engage in dialogue around 
American politics, much less engage with a stranger? 
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I was completely surprised. Americans DO want to talk about it and we know a lot more about it than you might 
think. I met Americans across the spectrum: Christian, Muslim, Hindi, Jewish, Black, White, Asian, Latina, rich, poor, 
straight, gay, corporate, gun-owner, pro-life, pro-choice, welfare recipient, entrepreneur, young, old, Mexican, 
Russian, Iranian, African, urban, rural, country, city. I was blown away by how willing folks were to open their 
hearts and add their passionate perspective to the mix. 

 

And after all that connecting, I walked away with two so simple-it-will-kinda-make-you-laugh-out-loud conclusions: 

1. Politics is simply ONE manifestation of our culture’s deeply rooted and painfully wounding “us-versus-them” 
perspective – a perspective that when unexamined and untethered lends itself to fear, anger and violence. 

2. When we couple this fear of “the other” with the increase in technology, social media and 24/7 news stations, we 
have people within communities who do not know each other. We talk of those within a certain demographic or 
group based on what we think we know about the group. We do not know the real person. 

Words that fuel this dialogue are everywhere – “them,” “they,” “the other.” These words have become such a part 
of our daily coming and going that we don’t even see them anymore. We are all waiting for THEM to change ... to 
correct the issue ... whether that’s members of Congress, the “media,” the other political party, somebody other 
than us. We’ve become disempowered by this dysfunctional “us versus them” perspective. 
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My takeaway? Reform of our political system is necessary, but I do not believe reforms are possible (or truly 
effective) without engaging each other in dialogue, outside the political system. If we can’t talk with willing hearts 
and open minds within our own lives – with our neighbors, our friends, those of a different skin color, political party, 
sexual orientation, tax bracket or religion – then how do we expect those we elect to do so? 

After a great deal of soul-searching myself, I am beginning to wonder if this dialogue about politics might actually 
provide a beautiful gateway into something richer, more meaningful and truly globe-shaking. Might this hyper-
polarized state of politics provide all of us with an eye-opening and wondrous soul-searching opportunity to explore 
how we engage with those in our own lives? Do we choose to truly see, listen and seek first to understand the 
“other” or resort to the easy, the quick and the safer us versus them lens? 

And that's where the big idea behind the Red Boot Coalition just showed up.  The Red Boot Coalition is a growing 
community of people who aim to address our culture's obsession with fear by being what our world so desperately 
needs right now:  strong, heart-driven, joyful, authentic overtly transparent, compassionate, reflective, genuine 
innovative and curious human beings.   

In October of 2014 we began organizing meetings designed to address our "not-knowing each other".  The 11-step 
program is designed to engage people (either individually or in communion with others) who want to transform the 
“us versus them” perspective, into a new way of seeing, interacting and being.  The Red Boot Coalition Meetings 
provide opportunities for thought-provoking, heart and mind-opening listening that unleashes the power that 
comes from unity, understanding, heart-full connection and joyful belonging. 

 

 

As Gandhi once said, "In a gentle way, you can shake the world.”  At last, that little part of us that says "I matter' 
and the part of the world that is crying out for our help have combined forces to bring us here to shake things up 
and bring forth what is possible when we collectively honor and celebrate this journey we call being human. 

 

So, read on…because now we are getting to the really juicy stuff…the stuff that breaks down, builds up and creates 
something rich, powerful and globe-shakin'… 
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(3) The Challenge 

 

Fear.  It’s pretty much everywhere.   

Shoot…there’s a whole industry associated with fear.  Once you know about it…you start to see, hear, notice its 
sneaky language everywhere. 

Anger and Blame. 

Us versus Them. 

You versus Me. 

Conquer and Divide. 

They are not like us. 

They need to be different. 

They are evil. 

They. Them.  Those people. 

Just reading and saying those words feels scary.  The world feels like it’s toppling over, violent, spinning out of 
control. 

Well…there is a group of us…who think we can do something about that.  We are you.  We are bankers, 
housekeepers, truck drivers, politicians, teenagers, black, white, Latina, Asian, African, American, Canadian, 
Russian, Ukrainian, Syrian, men, women, rich, poor, gay, straight, married, single, welfare recipients and 
CEO’s.  We are Christians, Muslims, Jews, Buddhists, Atheists, Agnostics, Teachers, Union Members, government 
administrators, children, pastors, rabbis, convenience store workers, pharmaceutical sales associates, hospitality 
staff, Las Vegas gamblers and parents. We are Republicans, Democrats, Independents, Libertarians, pro-lifers, pro-
choicers, elected leaders and those running for office. Whatever way, shape, form, name exists…we are us. 

We are Red Booters. 

We live our lives with curiosity, open-minds, humility and courage. 

We love people, plain and simple.  We see differences with a kind of child-like curiosity rather than a fearful “they 
aren’t like us.”   We aren’t afraid to look fear in the face and in our courageous, loving kind of wide-eyed and 
curious way say…”Tell me more.  I want to understand.” 
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It’s kind of disarming isn’t it?  To listen to the fear, both ours and “the other’s” and see what’s really going on 
underneath. 

Well…we think it’s time to empower the Red Booter who…lives and breathes right there in our own 
communities…in our own hearts.  It’s time to show those who have not yet seen…what love, compassion, 
connectedness, a willingness to truly listen and courage can do. 

This might sound cute, or idealistic, or downright crazy to think that a group of people who believe love, 
compassion, courage and trust can peacefully bring about a shift in the current world order…but it’s been shown 
time and time again that it IS possible. 

There will be the naysayers.  Of course.   

Red Booters, are often times labeled “warm and fuzzy”, a trait frequently synced with weakness or viewed as 
irrelevant in the political dialogue. 

Well let's examine for a moment what's possible.  Molly, who got this whole Red Boot thing started, also started 
something called Girls on the Run.  She started the program, designed to empower young girls to live fully into 
their greatest potential, with 13 girls in 1996.  This year the program will nearly surpass a million girls in number of 
girls served.   

Molly writes: 

I was struck recently by a comment made in one of the latest Girls on the Run videos. One of the little girls featured 
said…”GOTR makes me feel warm and good on the inside.” 

I will admit that I totally get where the naysayers who question the power of “warm and good” are coming from. 

Feeling “warm and good on the inside” without discernment can be dangerous but as far as I can see, no “warm 
and good on the inside” is MORE dangerous. 

This year GOTR will move very close to, if not surpass, the 750,000 mark in numbers of girls who have experienced 
the “warm and good” of the program. Giving girls and the people who care for them an opportunity to feel “warm 
and good on the inside” is what attracts people to GOTR’s circle. People who feel “warm and good on the inside” 
are people I like hanging out with…confident, generous, kind people. 

This past August I talked with literally hundreds of people from across the political spectrum and joyfully discovered 
that down underneath, we really do yearn for the same things…security, love and to matter in the world. And yet it 
also became so obviously clear to me, that these common needs cannot thrive in a community that doesn’t 
embrace the warm, the good and the love. As a leader in my community I feel a great responsibility to both speak 
of love’s power as well as practice it in all areas of my life. 

It’s scary for some to talk from this place of “warm and good” but I have no fear in that realm. I have personally 
witnessed its impact in the lives of many. I am gratefully not bound by a world that considers these things weak. 
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So for those of you who feel fear when you speak of love, compassion and vulnerability in your work life, political 
life or even in some realms of your religious life. Red Boot Coalition meetings provide a safe place where you can 
openly share the importance of those with others. You are safe sharing those ideals with us and that by sharing 
we see you as both courageous and the true miracle our wounded world is crying for. 

Jesus, Gandhi, Mandela, King, Jefferson, and all of our greatest leaders spoke eloquently of and lived fully into the 
power of love…and by doing so literally changed the course of human events. 

Red Booters are a community of people who hope to practice, to the best of their ability, the very principles of 
which these brilliant leaders and teachers spoke. We know beyond any shadow of a doubt, that there are many 
many who believe as we do. 

This is really what the Red Boot Coalition is about… to fearlessly and with humility, apply love’s power in all that 
we do. 
It’s really not that complicated. 

(4) Who We Are 

Red Boot Leaders are: 

STRONG 
Red Booters exude a powerful yet humble strength, that “you-know-it-when-you-feel-it”kind of strength that 
comes when love and compassion are in the room. 
 
HEART-DRIVEN 
Red Booters are relentless in their pursuit for heartful connection even when it is least expected. (Examples 
include grocery store aisles, coast to coast airplane rides, while serving in Congress.) 

JOYFUL 
Red Booters are willing to risk being labeled “eccentric,” “crazy,” or downright “loo-loo” for expressing unabashed 
joy even in the most cynical of circumstances. (Examples include but are certainly not limited to the line at the 
Department of Motor Vehicles, sitting through a filibuster, while paying federal and state income taxes.) 

AUTHENTIC 
Red Booters crusade, not for religion, race, country, political party or gender, but instead for exuberant self-
expression and authenticity no matter the situation. (Examples include dancing pretty much wherever you feel like 
it, singing on the bus, waving at people you do not know, dropping a cartwheel every once in a while and laughing 
out loud at a joke in your own mind.) 

COMPASSIONATE 
Red Booters listen with their whole heart, see the good in people even when they can’t see it in themselves. They 
not only hold a place at the table for those who feel voiceless, disenfranchised, lost and unloved, but serve them 
first and that includes dessert. 

REFLECTIVE 
Red Booters know and delight in the wisdom that comes from solitude, silence, slowing down and self-reflection 
and make time everyday to go to that powerful space. They realize that being present is as awesome 
as…well…being present. 
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WHOLE 
Red Booters integrate the wisdom of our elders and the idealism of our youth to bring forth a leadership/lovership 
that is robust, gritty, tender and kind. 

GENUINE 
Red Booters are the first to laugh at themselves, disclose their vulnerabilities and admit their mistakes. This keeps 
them real, funny and in an ironic kind of way, unmessable with. 

INNOVATIVE 
Red Booters dare to go where others have not. They approach age old issues with fresh eyes and a willingness to 
create anew. They enjoy bringing issues down to the “last why” and building from here. They are our world’s social 
entrepreneurs, teachers, philosophers, inventors and change makers. (If you’re still struggling to grasp who we are 
picture Mother Teresa with an innovative and sometimes a little pushy vision-seeing approach of Steve Jobs.) 

Those brave enough to wear the red boots live into a big, bold and audacious love that says, “World. Bring it on! 
Give me the heartache, the pain, the joy, the sorrow, the learning, the serving, the leading, the sweet stuff life is 
made of because I am strong, powerful, human, vulnerable, real, free, giving, compassionate and loving. 

Bring it on, brothers and sisters.  Bring it on! 

(5) Our Hope 

 
Our hope is…to courageously address the fear, anger and polarization currently so prevalent within our global 
communities…by unabashedly and intentionally bringing the power of joy, compassion, love, connection, unity, 
humility, reflection and strength to our individual spheres of influence. 

What is a “sphere of influence?”  It’s the people we hang out with, see at the grocery store, drive by at a stoplight, 
wave to in our neighborhoods, work with, read about, write about, buy from and sell to.  Your sphere of influence 
is made up of literally hundreds of people…people you have the power to influence. 

Sometimes we need to expand our “sphere of influence.”  This occurs when we willingly invite into our “sphere of 
influence” those we don’t ordinarily see, hang out with, or know! 

So how do we impact our “sphere of influence” and hit the fear, anger and separation issue head on with love, 
compassion and joy? 

Simple.  So simple in fact, we can’t believe it. 

Practice, practice, practice.  There is no magic bullet (not our favorite word but you get the point) or obvious end-
game.  It’s a process that requires attention both to what we think and how we act.  It’s on-going…an 
evolution.  It’s kind of like gaining or losing weight slowly.  One day you wake up and things are just…different. 

In essence…the “Red Boot Way” is how a person interprets the events occurring around them and then chooses to 
live, based on those interpretations. 
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What follows are the Eleven Steps we use to practice the Red Boot Way.  They are specific, simple, thought-
provoking, connection-creating and doable “steps” we can take to positively and significantly impact our individual 
spheres of influence. 

What’s unique about the “Red Boot Coalition Steps” though, is the steps in it are kind of like slicing up your 
favorite onion. Each time you go through the steps, the more you peel back and reveal.  Each time you go through 
the series, you will learn a little bit more about yourself and have the capacity to more deeply and positively 
influence the people around you. 

But…and this is where the really big audacious world-changing, leadership-shifting, violence-ending, peace-
bringing stuff happens…we will be pooling together the power of Red Booters into a coalition that will have 
significant influence on our collective spheres of influence. 

We will eventually document the increase in trust and the reduction of fear in communities where the Red Boot 
Way is influencing overlapping spheres of influence. 

The outcome will be safer, trusting, happier and more economically stable communities led by trustworthy, 
effective and heart-driven courageous leaders… 

Which leads us directly to our vision…to create connection, foster community and cultivate leadership that unites 
people. So there.  We said it. 

I guess that cool Red Booter Gandhi was right after all. “Be the change you wish to see in the world.” We’re just 
gonna keep track of all that changing and watch the magic begin. 
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(6) The Red Boot Eleven Steps 
 

The following eleven steps describe the mindset helpful to live The Red Boot Way.  Think of these steps as the 
bumpers on the side of a bowling alley when a kid takes to the lane! They keep the ball moving forward and out of 
the gutter! There is no absolute right or wrong way to work the steps…they just serve as reminders as we go about 
our daily lives…on how we might approach any number of situations.   

At Red Boot Meetings we practice these steps in community with others.  We have found that this is the most 
effective and impactful way to live the Steps. We listen without an agenda and we share honestly.  We then take 
that same practice and attitude out into our daily lives and bam!  The world changes!  The safety, the authenticity, 
the “being real” goes with us.   

Many of us have seen changes in our lives immediately.  For others it has been a more gradual process.  But the 
truth is this:  We change how we view others.  The biases we were not able to see in our own perspectives…we 
begin to see.  Slowly but surely, the barriers that separate me from you come down.   

So here you go.  Print these out.  Carry them with you.  Come to a meeting.  Start a meeting.  Whatever you do, 
don’t wait.  The world needs you.  NOW! 

Step One: We came to see that, despite sometimes feeling helpless, angry and even apathetic about the current 
course of human events, we each play an essential role in our communities, our families, and our lives. We matter. 

Step Two: We came to see that, despite sometimes feeling small and powerless, we possess the power to 
positively influence all those with whom we come into contact, which on any given day can be literally hundreds of 
people. We are empowered. 
 
Step Three: We came to see that, despite at times feeling fear in admitting so, we are imperfectly human. This 
means we are free to make mistakes and free to admit when we have done so. We are wonderfully human, each 
with our own story and our own experiences. We are transparent. 
 
Step Four: We came to see that, despite sometimes feeling overwhelmed by the increasingly “noisy” effects of 
technology and the busy-ness of our lives, we can choose what and whom we allow to influence our minds, bodies, 
and personal environments. We are intentional. 
 
Step Five: We came to see that, despite sometimes being fearful of those who are not like us, we have more in 
common than we realize. We approach those we meet with positive intent and likewise assume that they come to 
us with positive intent. We are open. 
 
Step Six: We came to see that, despite often feeling stressed by the demands of life, taking time every day to be in 
stillness, provides a peace that is essential to our well-being. We are more present, available and willing to see the 
mystery of serendipity and coincidence. We are trusting. 
 
Step Seven: We came to see that, despite wanting at times to “be right”, we best serve the world by seeking first 
to understand and then be understood. We humbly put aside our own agenda and listen with our whole heart 
before responding. We are present. 
 
Step Eight: We came to see that, despite at times feeling the burden of the world upon our shoulders, expressing 
joy and approaching our lives and those in it with the innocent wonder and curiosity of a child is essential to our 
well-being and the well-being of those around us. We are joyful. 
 
Step Nine: We came to see that, despite sometimes feeling frustrated, perhaps even angry and scared at times by 
our life circumstances, expressing gratitude is essential to our well-being and the well-being of our community. We 
are grateful. 
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Step Ten: We came to see that, over time if we practiced these guiding principles on a regular basis in all areas of 
our lives, there is peace. We came to know, see and experience love, compassion, hope, humility, joy and wonder 
all around us. We are whole. 
 
Step Eleven: We came to see that living our lives as outlined in these eleven steps positively impacts our lives and 
the lives of those around us. We feel a new and joyful responsibility to serve our community in any number of 
ways. We are engaged. 
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In Closing: A Final Note from Molly 
 
Today is May 12, 2016.   I am reading these “essays” and these writings in their total.   

 
I am different somehow from when all this began.  Once you’ve seen, you cannot unsee.   

 
I have seen what is possible. 

 
And as I close out the writing of all that has brought me to now, this moment in my life…every smile, tear, joy, 
hope, fear, love along the way…I open my heart as wide as it will go and offer it to the world. 

 
And pray with all my might, that there will be others who are willing to come along. 
 
I offer this and every cell of my human being…to this effort.   
 
Love, take this, nurture it and broaden its reach.   
 
Love, give it wings.  Give it roots.  Give it heaven, earth and all that rests between.   
 
Love, give it now.  Give it hope. Give it away. 
 
No expectations.  No declarations.  Just this gift.  Now Go.  Listen.  Learn.  Lead. 
 
 
 
 
 


