
The Weight Some Were Taught to Carry 

 

How the Lie Learned to Press Inward 

The statute gave the lie its force. The pulpit gave it its blessing. Together they built a structure so 

complete it could stand without anyone choosing to hold it up - a hierarchy enforced by science, 

codified by law, and sanctified by scripture, standing in the world as though it had always been 

there. But a structure, however imposing, only endures if people carry it. A law can be written 

and left on the page. A doctrine can be printed and set on the shelf. What the lie needed next was 

something more durable than any inscription: it needed the weight to travel inward. It needed the 

people it had ranked to hold the ranking as though it were their own. 

This is where the collection crosses a threshold. 

Turn One studied the lie’s external machinery - the calipers that measured, the charts that sorted, 

the statutes that enforced, the scripture that blessed. Each essay examined an instrument and 

named the hands that held it. The architecture was laid bare: a made thing, assembled by makers, 

serving interests that preceded it. But having named the machinery, we face a harder question - 

one that does not live in the workbench or the courtroom, but in the body and the self. What 

happens to the people who must live inside that structure? How does a category written into 

statute become a feeling carried in the chest? How does a ranking printed in a book become a 

posture, a silence, a narrowing of the sense of the possible? 



The temptation is to treat this as natural - as though the weight simply settled, like weather, on 

those who stood beneath the structure. It did not. The pressing inward was not a consequence of 

being ranked. It was a project. It was achieved through identifiable social machinery - through 

the gaze of the powerful, through the institutions that enforced the ranking in daily life, through 

the relentless repetition of the verdict until the verdict began to feel like self-knowledge. This 

essay names that project. And because the project was made, it can be named - and what was 

placed can be lifted. 

For the organizer who sees the weight in the room - the community that has absorbed a verdict 

about itself, the young person who has learned to shrink before the gaze that measures them - this 

history matters because it reveals that the weight was never born. It was placed. And what was 

placed can be refused. 

The Gaze That Precedes the Self 

Frantz Fanon named the mechanism with the precision of a clinician, because he was one. 

In Black Skin, White Masks, written in 1952, Fanon diagnosed what he called the 

“epidermalization of inferiority” - the process by which the colonized internalize the colonizer’s 

gaze and come to experience themselves as objects rather than subjects. The phrase is clinical, 

and it needs to be, because what it describes is not a mood but a structural condition. The racial 

verdict does not stay on the surface of the skin. It sinks through it - into the posture, the speech, 

the way a person enters a room, the sense of what is possible and what is not. Fanon, a 

psychiatrist working in the French colonial world of the Caribbean and North Africa, observed 

this in his patients and in himself, and named it with the care of a man who had seen it from the 

inside. 

Walk the mechanism slowly, because it is the hinge of this essay and the ground everything in 

Turn Two will build upon. The external verdict -  you are lesser - is delivered first. It arrives 

through the institution, the encounter, the textbook, the law. But it does not arrive once. It arrives 

constantly, through every channel a society possesses, until the person receiving it stops hearing 

it as a verdict and begins hearing it as a description. The child who meets it in the classroom, the 

shop window, the history book, and the policeman's eye is not being offered an opinion to weigh. 

She is being immersed in a world that has already decided what she is, and the immersion is the 

mechanism. A verdict repeated often enough ceases to feel like a verdict. It begins to feel like the 

air. 

This is where the lie completes its deepest maneuver. It does not need the person it has ranked to 

agree with the ranking. It needs only that they live inside it long enough for the ranking to 

become the texture of their experience - so woven into the daily that it no longer registers as 

something imposed, but as something simply so. The colonized subject does not consciously 

assent to the verdict of inferiority. The verdict is absorbed through the skin, through the daily 

encounter, through the thousand small reminders that the world has classified you before you 



opened your mouth. And once absorbed, it does not announce itself. It works in silence - shaping 

the sense of the possible, narrowing the horizon, training the body to carry a weight it was never 

told it was holding. 

Yet Fanon’s diagnosis, for all its clinical precision, was sociological at its core. The inferiority he 

named was not an individual malady but a social condition, produced by a whole architecture of 

domination acting upon a whole people. The school that teaches a history beginning with the 

enslaver. The law that presumes. The workplace that assigns the lowest station. The shop that 

follows you through the aisles. Each is a channel of the pressing, and together they form a 

machinery as deliberate as the calipers and the statutes - more deliberate, perhaps, because it 

requires no single lawmaker and no single decree. It requires only that a society keep behaving 

as though the verdict were true, and the behaving does the rest. 

A caution belongs here, in the spirit of honest study that governs this collection. Fanon wrote 

from the specific conditions of French colonialism in the Caribbean and North Africa - a world 

shaped by the French language, by the history of Martinique, by the settler dynamics of Algeria. 

His insight illuminates the mechanism by which an external verdict becomes an internal 

condition, and it is portable: the machinery he named operates wherever a hierarchy has been 

built and enforced. But we must not collapse all experiences of imposed inferiority into his 

frame. The Black American child in a segregated school, the South African worker under 

apartheid, the Congolese subject under Belgian rule - each lived the mechanism, and each lived it 

in a particular way. Use Fanon’s analysis as a lens, not a container. Let him name the mechanism. 

Let the specifics of each life remain their own. 

What Fanon gives this essay is not a theory of psychology but a sociology of the interior - an 

account of how the structure of domination reaches into the self and reorganizes it from within. 

The pressing inward was not personal failure. It was not weakness. It was a manufactured 

condition, produced by machinery that can be named - and the naming is the first fracture in the 

mechanism's hold. A verdict you have been taught to carry as self-knowledge becomes, the 

moment you see it as a verdict, something else entirely. It becomes a thing that was done to you. 

And a thing that was done can be undone. 

The Split Self 

Fanon named the mechanism. But the lived texture of the split - the daily, hourly experience of 

moving through a world that has already decided what you are before you speak - was named 

earlier, and in a different key, by W.E.B. Du Bois. 

In The Souls of Black Folk, published in 1903, Du Bois described what he called “double 

consciousness” - the experience of “always looking at one’s self through the eyes of others,” of 

measuring oneself by a standard that was never made for you and that denies your full humanity 

at every turn. The description has lost none of its edge in more than a century, because the 

condition it names has lost none of its force. The person living under the lie’s regime is not 



permitted a single, unified experience of the self. They are split - viewing themselves from 

within and simultaneously from the vantage of a world that has already classified them, and the 

two vantages do not agree. 

Read Du Bois beside Fanon, and something clarifies. Fanon, the psychiatrist, named how the 

verdict sinks beneath the skin. Du Bois, the sociologist and historian, named what it feels like to 

live there - to move through a room knowing the room has already decided what you are, to 

measure your own speech against a standard designed to be unmet. The two complete each other 

without repetition. Fanon supplies the architecture: the verdict absorbed, internalized, settled into 

the body. Du Bois supplies the voice that carries it: the daily negotiation, the constant translation, 

the labor of being a self in a world that has denied your selfhood before you arrived. 

But the split, for all its pain, is not merely a wound. This is where Du Bois deepens beyond 

diagnosis. The person who must view themselves from two vantage points at once develops a 

knowledge the system’s beneficiaries never acquire. To live as the object of the lie’s gaze - to see 

yourself as you are and as the lie insists you are - is to develop a double vision that penetrates the 

system itself. You know, from the inside, that the ranking is a fiction, because you live daily with 

the gap between what the world says you are and what you know yourself to be. The 

beneficiaries of the lie do not see the gap. They have no reason to. Their vantage and the world’s 

vantage are aligned, and so the fiction remains invisible to them. 

This is not a consolation. It is an observation, and it must be held carefully. The double vision Du 

Bois named was no gift the lie bestowed. It was a cost extracted under duress - a form of seeing 

produced by the very domination that made the seeing necessary. But it is a form of seeing 

nonetheless, and it will matter when we reach the labor of unlearning. What was imposed as a 

wound becomes, in the hands of those who refuse to carry it passively, a source of clarity the lie 

cannot survive. 

There is a social function to the split, and naming it sharpens the argument. A self divided against 

itself is a self easier to govern. The person who must spend energy negotiating an internal 

fracture - Am I what they say I am? How do I move through this room? What will they see before 

I speak? - has less energy left for the external challenge. The splitting was, in part, 

administrative. A people at war with themselves over the question of their own worth is a people 

less likely to act in concert against the system that produced the war. The lie did not merely 

wound the self. It divided it - turning what might have been a unified force outward into a 

fractured negotiation inward. 

This is the quiet violence Fanon and Du Bois name together, each from their own vantage. The 

lie does not stop at the skin. It reaches inside and reorganizes the self - splits it, narrows it, 

redirects its energy inward - until the person carrying the weight has been taught to spend their 

strength on the question of their own worth rather than on the demolition of the system that stole 

it. 



The Repetition That Makes It Feel Like Nature 

But how does the verdict sink so deep that it stops feeling like a verdict at all? How does an 

external judgment - imposed, enforced, repeated - cross the threshold into self-knowledge? The 

answer is the simplest and most devastating mechanism in the lie's entire workshop: repetition. 

Barbara J. Fields and Karen E. Fields, in Racecraft: The Soul of Inequality in American Life, give 

this mechanism its deepest frame. Their argument, which has run beneath this whole collection, 

is that race is not a natural fact but an ideological product of racism - that the practice of racism 

produces the illusion of race, much as the practice of witchcraft produces the illusion of 

witchery. The practice comes first. The reality it seems to describe is produced by the practicing. 

And the practicing is, at its core, repetition. 

The verdict of inferiority stayed alive because it was constantly being practiced - in every 

interaction, every exclusion, every lowered expectation, every door closed before you reached it. 

Each encounter was a small act of confirmation, and together they formed a daily curriculum 

more thorough than any school’s. You do not need a statute to teach a child she is lesser if every 

encounter in her day confirms it - the teacher who expects less, the shopkeeper who follows, the 

history that centers the people who owned her ancestors and silences the ancestors themselves. 

The curriculum is the repetition, and the repetition is the mechanism. 

Walk the channels. The schoolroom that teaches a history beginning with the enslaver rather than 

the enslaved, so the child learns that her people entered the story as property - and the lesson 

lives not in what is said but in what is never said. The workplace that assigns the lowest station 

and calls it the natural order of labor. The shop that welcomes some customers and follows 

others. The law that presumes - presumes guilt, presumes deference, presumes the right of one 

person to question another’s presence. The screen that casts some faces as heroes and others as 

threats, some as lovers and others as servants, until the casting itself teaches a lesson about who 

is allowed to be what. The channels operate at once, reinforcing one another, until the repetition 

acquires the weight of evidence. Not evidence gathered and weighed - evidence felt, absorbed, 

lived. 

This is the Fields sisters’ sharpest insight, and it is the engine of this essay. The verdict feels like 

nature because the practicing never stops. It is renewed in every encounter, every morning, in 

every institution the person enters. You cannot disbelieve what your entire world is constantly 

confirming - not because the world is right, but because the world is consistent. And consistency, 

repeated long enough, hardens into the appearance of truth. The child does not learn she is 

inferior because someone told her so. She learns it because the whole architecture of her daily 

life behaves as though it were so, and a world that behaves as though something is true 

eventually teaches the people living in it to experience it as true. 

This is why evidence alone has never been enough. You cannot disprove the lie with data, 

because the lie was never a hypothesis awaiting proof. It was a practice - relentless, daily, 



institutional - and practices are not refuted; they are interrupted. The lie does not survive because 

it has not been disproven. It survives because it has not stopped being practiced. And the 

practicing is what makes a manufactured verdict feel like a fact of nature rather than a fact of 

manufacture. 

Here the argument reaches its full weight. The pressing inward was not a single event, not a law 

passed or a doctrine proclaimed. It was a campaign of repetition, conducted through every 

institution the society possessed, renewed daily across generations, until the people subjected to 

it could no longer tell the difference between the verdict and their own self-knowledge. The 

weight was not placed once. It was placed every morning, in every encounter, and picked up 

again every morning because the world gave no sign it could be set down. 

But this is also where the seed of refusal is planted. If the mechanism is repetition, then the 

interruption must also be repetitive. If the curriculum was taught through daily encounters, a 

different curriculum can be taught through different encounters. If the practicing produced the 

illusion, then replacing the practicing with a different practice can break it. The repetition that 

made the verdict feel like nature is also what makes the verdict vulnerable - because what is done 

daily can be undone daily, and what is taught can be untaught. 

The Counter-Ground: The Web That Cannot Be Severed 

And here, beneath the pressing and the splitting and the endless repetition, an older wisdom stirs 

- the same wisdom that has waited beneath every essay in this collection, patient and unbroken. 

Turn One named it as diagnosis. The calipers measured wrongly, but Ma’at revealed why the 

measuring was a wound rather than an error. The chart sorted falsely, but ubuntu revealed the 

sorting as a severing rather than a description. The statute was legally valid, but Ma’at revealed 

that legal validity and moral order are not the same thing. At every stage, the counter-ground 

named the deeper falsehood beneath the visible mechanism. But it did not yet offer a remedy. It 

whispered, and the whisper grew louder with each essay, and the collection held it lightly 

because the full answer had not yet been earned. 

Turn Two is where the whisper begins to speak. 

Mogobe Ramose, in African Philosophy Through Ubuntu, gives the counter-ground its fullest 

philosophical expression. The principle - umuntu ngumuntu ngabantu, a person is a person 

through other persons - is not a sentiment. It is a complete account of what a person is. The self 

does not exist in isolation, waiting to be located on a chart or weighed at a workbench. The self is 

constituted through relation - bound to kin and community, to the living and the dead, made real 

by the web of which it is a part, answerable to the whole. To be a person is to be in relation. 

There is no other way to be one. 

Bring the pressing inward before that understanding, and the lie’s deepest operation stands 

exposed. Fanon showed us the verdict sinking through the skin. Fields and Fields showed us the 



repetition that made the verdict feel like nature. But Ramose reveals what the verdict had to 

destroy before it could take hold. The lie could not press inward into a self that knew itself as a 

knot in a web. It had to sever the web first. It had to pry the person loose from the relations that 

gave them their reality - from the community that held a truer account of their worth, from the 

ancestors whose presence affirmed their dignity, from the lineage that carried a story older and 

sturdier than the verdict the lie was pressing in. Only a person cut off from the web could be 

taught to carry the verdict as self-knowledge, because only a person cut off from the web has no 

other account of themselves to hold against it. 

This is the prior falsehood the counter-ground names, and it is the same one it has named beneath 

every essay in this collection. The calipers had to sever the person from their relations before 

they could pretend to weigh them. The chart had to deny the relations before it could file them. 

The statute had to override the relations before it could bind them. And now the pressing inward 

- the verdict that traveled from the institution into the self - had to isolate the self from every 

relation that contradicted the verdict before it could settle in and feel like truth. The lie’s deepest 

operation, at every stage, has been the same: sever the person from the web, set them down 

alone, and speak the falsehood to the solitary figure who has no one left to say otherwise. 

Kwame Gyekye sharpens the diagnosis and begins the turn toward remedy. In his account of the 

Akan conceptual scheme, personhood is not a status issued at birth but an achievement - grown 

into through moral conduct and communal participation. The self is cultivated, not assigned. And 

the cultivation happens in community, through the daily practice of relation, reciprocity, and 

responsibility. This is the precise inversion of the lie’s mechanism. Where the lie assigned a rank 

at birth and pressed it inward until it felt like nature, Gyekye insists that personhood is something 

built - built in relation, tested by conduct, strengthened by the community that holds you 

accountable to your own best self. 

The implication is devastating, and it is also the ground of recovery. If the lie required isolation 

to take hold - if it had to cut the person off from the web that contradicted the verdict - then 

recovery begins with the reweaving. Not with the individual deciding to feel worthy in isolation, 

because isolation is precisely the condition the lie engineered. Recovery begins with community 

- with people who hold a person in their full dignity, who refuse to let the verdict stand, who 

insist on seeing the whole self the lie tried to split and diminish. Communities that practice a 

different account of who a person is disrupt the repetition that makes the verdict feel like nature. 

They break the curriculum of the everyday by teaching a different lesson - that the self is a knot 

in a web, unrepeatable, unfileable, and worth more than any verdict handed down by a world 

built on a falsehood. 

Hold this reply as both diagnosis and the beginning of an answer - the first moment in the 

collection where the counter-ground shifts from naming the wound to naming the ground from 

which the wound heals. The web the lie severed is still there. It has always been there, beneath 

the machinery, older than the calipers and more durable than the statutes. The reweaving is the 



work, and the work belongs to communities, not to individuals laboring alone against a verdict 

the whole world reinforced 

The Widening: The Weight Was Placed 

We began with a threshold - the moment the lie crossed from the external structure into the 

interior self. Let us close by naming plainly what that crossing achieved, and what it cost. 

The verdict of inferiority was no natural consequence of being ranked. It was manufactured - 

through the gaze that Fanon named, through the split that Du Bois carried, through the repetition 

that the Fields sisters traced to its root. It was pressed inward through every institution the 

society possessed, renewed every morning in every encounter, until the people subjected to it 

could no longer tell the difference between the verdict and their own self-knowledge. The weight 

was not born. It was placed - deliberately, systematically, across generations - by a machinery as 

identifiable as the calipers or the statute, and more durable than either, because it lived in the 

daily rather than the statutory, in the encounter rather than the decree. 

But the weight was placed, and what was placed can be lifted. The mechanism that pressed the 

verdict inward required isolation - the severing of the person from the web of relation that held a 

truer account. Recovery begins with the reweaving - the restoration of the community that 

contradicts the verdict simply by insisting on the full dignity of every person within it. Ubuntu 

does not promise that the lifting is easy. The reflexes drilled in by a lifetime of reinforcement do 

not release because the community speaks a different word. But the community speaking a 

different word is where the release begins, because it breaks the repetition that made the verdict 

feel like nature and replaces it with a practice that reveals the person the verdict tried to bury. 

For the organizer who sees the weight in the room - the community that has absorbed a verdict 

about itself, the young person who has learned to shrink - this history reframes the work. The 

task is not to convince people of their worth, as though the problem were a lack of confidence. 

The task is to rebuild the community that holds their worth as a fact - a community that practices 

the truth the lie tried to erase, daily, in every encounter, until the practicing produces its own 

reality and the verdict loses the consistency that made it feel like nature. The weight was placed. 

The web can be rewoven. And the reweaving is itself the refusal. 

But every verdict has two faces. The lie that told some they were lesser also told others they were 

more. And the second telling - quieter, more seductive, because it felt like comfort rather than 

cruelty - did its own kind of damage, to the people who received it and to the solidarity that 

might have united them with the people the lie placed below. The next essay turns to the other 

side of the same coin: the gift no one questioned, and what the giving cost. 

The weight was placed. And what was placed can be lifted. 
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