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Since the beginning of Black Lives Matter, my perspective of the worlds of Black and 
White has changed considerably. I never thought that being a White woman was a 
privilege. I, like Bishop Dick, grew up in a working class family with the woman at home 
and the man being the breadwinner. It never occurred to my parents that I might want to 
go to college, even though I was one of the top students in my class, belonged to the 
National Merit Society, and was a foreign exchange student. My folks thought I would 
work after high school. So my Dad arranged for an interview with the First National 
Bank in Harvey. Not realizing that my White Dad was so influential, I took my first job 
at the bank for granted. Looking back, I wonder how many Black fathers were able to do 
the same thing for their children.   
 
I’m pretty stubborn and did not give up the idea of going to college so I attended a junior 
college, worked at the bank, lived at home, and received many scholarships to pay for 
tuition and books. Again I wonder how many Black students were given the same 
opportunities.   
 
Now professions for women were limited to nursing, secretary, or teaching. It was still a 
very sexist society. I remember one evening thinking that I didn’t want to teach the 
typical student but students with special needs, especially after reading the Sermon on the 
Mount. I still had not saved enough money to go away to school but the loan officers at 
the bank reassured me that there would be grants and loans available. Was that too 
because I was White or did they give grants and loans to all students? 
 
Once I decided on ISU, doors of opportunities opened up for me. My last year at ISU, I 
made money! Tuition, books, and a stipend were given to me as a potential special 
education teacher. I had already been a Resident Assistant so my housing was paid for.  
As I recall, there were no Black RA’s and I don’t know how many Blacks were given as 
much financial aid as I had.   
 
So now I realize what “White privilege” is all about. The police have never stopped me 
unless I deserved it. The police always treated me fairly. I thought that was the way they 
were supposed to act. I have learned that it’s not always the case. The police have always 
given me the benefit of the doubt. Are my Black brothers and sisters treated the same?  
I’m learning that they are not.            
 
After listening to a webinar with Adam Hamilton and others, I have learned that Whites 
and Blacks live in two different worlds and are treated differently by institutions. I am 
glad that I had a father who was able to get me a job and eventually realized that I needed 
to go to college. I want all my Black and White brothers and sisters to have the same 
supportive family. When I meet the police, I don’t immediately think my life is at risk. I 
want a world in which the police protect and serve all my Black and White brothers and 
sisters. In Kansas City, during the protests, the police sat up tables and listened to the 
pain of their Black constituents. Guess what! There was no looting or violence. Someone 
has said that rioting is the language of the unheard. All need to listen.  
 



I have much to learn and I need to listen instead of talking. A little Black girl during the 
protests held up a homemade sign, which read, “Black Lives Matter! We didn’t say Only 
Black Lives Matter! All lives Matter! Black lives are the ones being killed! We need your 
help!” I think that in the name of Christ Jesus our Lord, we need to love our neighbors. 


