
Fired up and ready to go 
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More than anything, our week in Ohio felt like a holiday from being British. 
Not the good parts – we were all still very funny and drank a bit - but it felt like we all took a break from being negative and cynical and detached. Instead, we were making up rhymes in our mini-vans, and getting overly enthusiastic about junk food and yelling O-H---I-O wherever and whenever we could. We were hugging perfect strangers and crying at speeches and engaging with randoms on the street. Having 80-plus politically minded Brits running around a mid-western city being openly happy and inspired – forget the election of Obama, that was something I never thought I’d see in my lifetime. 

Before I left I was assured by everyone that I would be resented and seen as interfering. When I got back I was told that Obama would never live up to the hype and he was going to let the world down. But nestled between those typically bleak predictions were 7 days of unapologetic optimism. Despite being sleep deprived and surviving on a diet turning our insides to jelly, the atmosphere was such that it was impossible to be anything other than motivated. We were lucky enough to witness a nation intoxicated by the possibility of change and yet everyone kept thanking us for being there. I watched an African-American woman who hadn’t voted for a decade decide to fill in Barack Obama’s box on her absentee ballot, and she kept stopping to tell me how grateful she was that I was there. I almost had to shush her, but the exchange left a beaming smile on my face for the rest of the week. 

But while stuffing your face and celebrating an American Halloween is almost guaranteed to spread joy, what made the week truly exceptional was that underscoring everything - the friendliness, the chanting, the food – was a shared conviction of purpose, a belief that things could be better. 

The last door I knocked up on election day was answered by a middle aged Latina woman. I was asking after her grown children and though her name wasn’t on the list, I asked if she had voted. She said she couldn’t and after a slight misunderstanding where I may have said ‘illegal’ when I meant ‘not a citizen with full voting rights’ she explained that she was in the process of getting her green card. As I turned to leave I joked ‘So can we count on your vote in 2012?’ She laughed and said no, ‘because my 15 year son says he’s going to run for President then’. What more motivation does anyone need?

