
“White Privilege”
By Bill Somers

I never really thought about White privilege until recent events occurred.


I came from a small South Jersey town (Audubon) where in the 1950’s there were no 
people of color in our schools.  I didn’t think much about it, even when I competed 
(cross country and track and field) with surrounding schools that had a few people of 
color.


It was in the early 50’s (1953 or 1954) that I made a trip with my brother and cousin to 
Florida from New Jersey, with my retiring grandparents.  We stopped for gas in South 
Carolina and I got out to use the restroom.  I saw the “Colored Only” drinking fountain 
and went to get a drink.  “Can’t you read, kid”, the attendant yelled.  I headed for the 
restroom and, again, saw the “Colored Only” sign on the door.


My grandparents were Christian.  I always saw them in the balcony of our church every 
Sunday morning.  They had their favorite spot to sit.  When I asked them about why the 
attendant yelled and about the signs posted.  It was difficult, I remember, for them to 
say what it all meant.  I was 11 or 12 at the time.


The next time I personally experienced the “pain of people of color” was in 1960, my 
freshman year in college.  I had made the basketball team (very small division III 
school) and we were heading out to our first game away.  As I boarded the bus, I saw 
Jim, the only Black on our team, seated at the back of the bus.  I went back and asked 
him why he was back there by himself.  He said - “I know my place, this is where I 
belong.”  I asked if I could sit with him and he nodded yes.  We said very little else 
about the subject.


The George Floyd murder on TV really impacted me.  I had seen and heard all that Dr. 
Martin Luther King had written and spoken about.  But, that was more than 50 years 
ago and things were no better.


In 8 minutes and 46 seconds I had seen a man murdered on TV by people who had 
taken oaths to protect and serve the citizenry.


Sherry and I did something everyone should try - get down on one knee for 8 minutes 
and 46 seconds, it seemed like an eternity.  But, that was the very slow, tortuous death 
that took George Floyd’s life.  And, in the public view and on camera!


It was time to do something.  No more sitting idly by so that others might act.  I have 
listened to webcasts and other media events.  I read “So You Want to Talk About 
Race.”  It was eye opening.  I plan to read others prior to the October training session I 
signed up for on racism.




White privilege exists.  It has taken years and numerous tragic current events for me to 
realize the terrible way people of color have been treated.  And, I have been the 
beneficiary of that treatment.  My ignorance never let me realize it.




