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   I am privileged. I have a comfortable home. I have a yard to enjoy. I can walk safely in any direction from my front door 

as far as I wish. I have a grocery store minutes away and I fill my cart with fresh fruits and vegetables. I have been 

courteously and professionally helped by our local police. Seeing the police patrol my street makes me feel safe, not 

threatened. Our modest home is valuable because of our excellent schools. Our schools are excellent because they are 

funded by our high property taxes. Our teachers are excellent because they receive top pay to work in safe, well equipped 

schools. 

     I received a college degree from Purdue. Our family sacrificed luxuries but my brother, sister, and I were able to go to 

college. My first job was in the Dearborn, MI, public schools. The Dearborn mayor was reelected over and over for overtly 

keeping African-Americans out of Dearborn. I don't remember knowing any African-American teachers. 

     I got a "free ride" for a Master's Degree at USC. The Watts riot occurred while we were in L. A. I can still remember the 

headlines of the L. A. Times reporting on the findings of the commission studying the riot. It stated that the cause of the riot 

was a loss of hope. This had a profound effect on me. Somehow I understood. 

     We lived in Maryland at the time of riots in Washington, D. C. 

     Then we moved to Chicago's western suburbs. I caught on that we were not to drive through the south or west parts of 

Chicago. I had a pang of sympathy for mothers in Chicago and their children who could not play safely outside. 

     I accepted a job in Homewood. That was scary. That was south. Who knew there are very nice towns down there? I had 

discounted everything south. 

     I was asked to do Home Health therapy as a part of my job as a Speech Pathologist. I asked an African-American staff 

person where it was safe to go to provide therapy. She said that if I saw children playing outside it was safe. I was travelling 

on the south side of Chicago from Homewood north to 95th street with one excursion to 79th Street. It was enlightening. 

     The pandemic has given me time to listen to the stories of African-Americans on the radio and TV.  African-Americans 

have shared many of their experiences in the newspapers. 

     I feel like I finally have some understanding of my relationship to systemic racism and white privilege. 

 


