
 
 
Life Reflections – Carole Cartwright 
 
My church family knows me as Carole B Cartwright, the B stands for Beard. I'm proud of my racial heritage as 
African-American, but my strongest identity is that of a Christian. 
  
As I observe and think about the tensions and political movements of America today, my mind returns to my early 
growing up years, in the suburbs of Chicago, (107th to 119th south of the City) where my family lived in a 
community called Morgan Park. The north/south racial dividing line was Vincennes Avenue. Black families (then 
called Negroes or Colored) lived East of Vincennes and White families lived West of Vincennes in a neighborhood 
bordering on the wealthy community of Beverly Hills.   
 
My parents came to Chicago during the great Migration of the 1930's. Blacks from the South came to the North for 
better job opportunities. Growing up, parents and teachers (in our all black elementary school) talked about 
discrimination but made sure I did not define myself as either successful or not successful by them. They handled 
the discrimination by infusing in me the belief that, regardless of my encounters with other races, I was going to 
succeed if I studied and got an education.   
 
I attended Shoop Elementary School East of Vincennes and did not encounter my first personal contact with a White 
person until High School at Morgan Park High. Black and White students mingled at school activities: Sports, 
Assemblies, etc., but not socially; and frankly, no one cared. I never looked at White teachers or students as being 
"privileged." Everyone worked hard for those marks that would get them in to college! Frankly, as a person of 
lighter brown color, I suffered more hateful language from my own people during my elementary school years, than 
I ever did from White students in high school.  
 
Those early lessons and support for being the best person you could be helped me deal with life as an adult. After 
graduating from college and being told I was either “not qualified” or “not experienced enough….for an entry level 
job” during interviews with an HR Person who clearly had not expected to see a Black person based on the resume 
they received from De Paul University, I began to include my ethnic background along with my resume to avoid any 
more surprises! 
 
The opportunity to work in television came because a White HR person saw ambition and eagerness in a young 
woman of color. It was the start at the bottom of a ladder to accomplished “firsts” in television program remote 
production and later station management. It was a journey that started with one employment manager who could 
look beyond ethnicity to talent and was joined by others, along the way, who did the same.  
 
I don't like the history of mistreatment of slaves in America (some of whom were my ancestors); and as a young 
teenager, my family and I watched television coverage of Martin Luther King leading peaceful protesters sing "We 
Shall Overcome," and getting soaked with high powered water hoses. King's tactics did provide major changes. 
 
Will White acknowledgement of privilege solve today's issues? Possibly, but prayer, active engagement with Black 
Families encouraging them to give their children the kind of support my family gave me; and Teachers sharing the 
true inspiring stories of African Americans who have made major contributions to America, would sure be worth a 
try! 
 


