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I was taught to see racism only in individual acts of meanness, not in invisible 
systems conferring dominance on my group.   
 

–Peggy McIntosh 
 

Welcome                                         
Darla T. 
 

The Covenant (read in unison) 

L. Griswold Williams 
 
LOVE IS THE DOCTRINE OF THIS CHURCH, 
THE QUEST OF TRUTH IS ITS SACRAMENT 
AND SERVICE IS ITS PRAYER. 
  
THIS IS OUR GREAT COVENANT: 
TO DWELL TOGETHER IN PEACE, 
TO SEEK KNOWLEDGE IN FREEDOM, 
TO SERVE HUMAN NEED, 
TO THE END THAT ALL SOULS SHALL 
GROW IN HARMONY WITH THE DIVINE. 

 

Opening Words                                   
Darla T. 
 



In this service, you will hear the ADORE group talking about the connections we’ve made between 

our own lives, and racism.  

  

I believe that racism is stupid, and that white supremacy is morally reprehensible. And yet . . .  

 

I was working for a Fortune 10 corporation as an instructor in one of our training centers. One day 

a colleague surprised me by using the N-word to refer to Patty, one of her subordinates. Patty had 

been my student.  

 

I should have responded. I should have told her that the ugly word she had just used was made up 

by people like us to justify stealing the lives and labor of people like Patty, over generations—and 

centuries.  

 

But I said . . . nothing. I was uncomfortable and embarrassed and I let the odious word slide. I 

thanked Kathy for the information she’d given me. I probably smiled. I spent the next part of the 

day beating myself up. Why were her lips flapping, and mine sealed shut?  

  

A couple years later, same company, different job. I was reviewing sales data in preparation for a 

meeting at which our sales people would be rated, ranked, and awarded bonuses. And I noticed 

something troubling in the historical data. When a white guy occupied the bottom slot of the 

performance rankings, he got a little encouraging carrot—a bonus, small, but still, something. But 

when a black woman or a brown man was in the cellar, zero dollars. A stick. I’d been in all these 

bonus meetings, and I’d heard no overt expression of racism. But there it was, right on my 

spreadsheet.  

 

A couple years later, same company, different job . . . but same me. I saw racism, and I did nothing 

to address it. 

 

I’ve told the story of my uncomfortable conversation with Kathy to the ADORE group. I admitted 

that I said nothing about her racist language because, in that moment, I didn’t know what to say.  

But in the months of participating in ADORE, and in the weeks of reading Debbie Irving’s book 

Waking Up White, I realized that my admission was only a half-truth. It wasn’t that I didn’t know 

what to say. It was that I didn’t know what to say that wouldn’t embarrass Kathy, or upset Kathy, or 

damage MY business relationship with her. I considered Kathy, and I considered myself. I did not 

consider Patty. And my failure to call Kathy out for using a racist epithet gave her tacit permission 

to use it again.  

  

The challenge for me, as it was for Debbie Irving, has been to understand that yes, I value racial 

equality and justice. But I have other cultural values, white values, that often collide. I value conflict 

avoidance, and emotional restraint. I want to be easy to work with. These values are my default 

settings, which overrode my abhorrence of racist language. Competitiveness, collegiality, and a sense 

of urgency—corporate values—kept me from intervening to address racism in my division’s bonus 

awards. 



 

Debbie Irving wrote this: As a racial justice advocate, I need to become aware of my own  

racialized tendencies as well as find ways to interrupt racism when I see it in the world around me. 

I’ve learned that when it comes to race, there’s no such thing as neutral: either I’m intentionally and 

strategically working against it, or I’m aiding and abetting the system.  

 

Debbie Irving on advocacy. 

 

White people seldom talk about race. We don’t think we have to. But the ADORE group has been 

talking about it a lot. Today we’ll be sharing some of our stories with you.  

 
Chalice Lighting (read responsively) 
1st Principle Chalice Lighting 

Florence Caplow 

 

We light this chalice today  

in honor of the Unitarian Universalist First Principle:  

 

TO AFFIRM AND PROMOTE  

THE INHERENT WORTH AND DIGNITY  

OF EVERY PERSON. 

 

We recognize that these are not just words to be spoken;  

 

INSTEAD, THEY CALL US OUT OF OUR COMFORT 

INTO AN EVER-DEEPENING COMMITMENT: 

 

a commitment we make to the rights  

of all whose inherent worth and dignity are denied, diminished, or destroyed  

by systems of oppression.  

 

AND THEY CALL US INTO THE PRACTICE  

OF LOOKING INTO OUR OWN HEARTS,  

WITH COURAGE AND HONESTY. 

 

Prelude/Stone Drop 
“Medgar Evers Lullaby” 

Richard Weissman 

Performed by Spice K.  

 

[This lullaby for the son of Medgar Evers, begins with these words:  

 

Bye, bye, my baby, I'll rock you to sleep, 



Sing you a sad song, it might make you weep. 

Your daddy is dead, and he'll never come back, 

And the reason they killed him because he was black. 

 

See https://www.antiwarsongs.org/canzone.php?lang=en&id=8169 for the rest of the lyrics.] 

 

READING   
from Savanna Hartman's untitled racism poem and Morgan's “I Don't See Color” spoken word  

Delivered by Kathy R.  

I can’t imagine what it’s like to be born with skin that’s black not white.  

I wasn’t born rich but don’t get it twisted.  

See how I look, my white skin is my privilege.  

I don’t get watched when I go to the mall.  

If I get stopped for a ticket, it doesn’t end in a brawl.  

I don’t know what It’s like to go out for a snack and end up lying dead on my back.  

My car has never been watched, I’m not followed around.  

My kids don’t play in parks and get gunned down.  

I don’t know anyone murdered for selling cigs or CDs.  

I’ve never been choked out or shot at by corrupt men in PD’s.  

I won’t pretend to know how they feel, but what I say is true and real.  

These aren’t opinions, these are black and white facts.  

I don’t see color.  

When I hear I don’t see color, I hear white guilt.  

Screaming loud and clear.  

I hear race makes me uncomfortable,  

So for the sake of me, Let’s just ignore it.  

I hear apathy disguised in a pretty mask of compassion.  

I see you shifting in your seat.  

But what’s so wrong with being color blind to ignore race.  

Discrimination will cease to exist, right, wrong  

When I hear I don’t see color,  

I think you never met a color blind person in your life.  

Because I know that if you did, you’d know  

That color blind people still see color.  

They may have a hard time differentiating  

Between certain hues but still  

Know there is a difference between your skin and “another’s.”  

You can still see the difference in shades.  

You can still see the difference just like that cop can still  

See the difference between a wallet and a gun.  

You’d think that the one thing they hold every day  

https://www.antiwarsongs.org/canzone.php?lang=en&id=8169


Would register so distinctly in their minds that mistakes wouldn’t be made.  

But mistakes are made almost every single day.  

Their mistakes cost lives.  

Their mistakes are excused just fed with fear and embraced with understanding.  

Apparently that same understanding does not extend to the slums.  

A colored person’s mistakes are judged with one strike and you’re out.  

One strike with a bullet and he’s out.  

One time caught with recreational drugs and she’s out. 

When I hear I don’t see color,  

I see the bright blinding lights of a baseball stadium 

I hear the umpire strike out the black boy for the  

Same mishap as the white batter that went unacknowledged.  

And I know that he’s just playing a game that was never meant for him to win.  

To move forward from here we all need to change.  

Stop blaming them like their deaths were deserved.  

We cannot change the past but we can change what’s ahead 

With accountability for our actions and a voice for our cause.  

We can form new statutes, create new laws. 

We can set things in motion and have tough conversations.  

We can change the future for the rest of our nation.  

It only takes one person to stand up and say, “I won’t stand for this, this is not the way.” 

Reflection 1 

“Awakenings” 

Sue W. 

 

“Ahaaa,” Grandma proclaimed, “Those smart alecks got just what they deserved.”  I flinched as 

though she had thrown a punch at me.  

 

“Oh, Grandma,” I said, “those were just kids. Some of them weren’t even demonstrating. They were 

just innocent victims.”  

 

We were discussing the events of the Kent State students killed by the National Guard while 

protesting the Viet Nam war. Nothing I could say deterred her from her position. Now, I knew my 

grandmother was a kind and compassionate person, and this stance made me sick to my stomach. In 

1970, I was a lot closer to the ages of those kids than I was to Grandma’s age, and I realized that we 

were never going to come to agreement on this issue.  

 

This Kent State massacre had politicized me in a way as nothing else in my 35 years of living had 

done. I woke up from the haze of the 50’s when we all liked Ike, and we had recently emerged 

victorious from a just war, and life was good. I woke up from the muddle of the 60’s when I had 



three babies in as many years, and life outside my little family was almost too much to think about. I 

was touched by the civil rights movement and supported it, but I was too busy to do anything 

actively about it. Just keeping those three little buggers fed and safe consumed most of my waking 

hours.  

 

Where I grew up, in a small northern town, desegregation was not an issue. There were two or three 

black families living there. We went to school with their kids and never thought much about other 

towns, south of us, not allowing such intermingling. I remember how proud we were once when the 

entire football team walked out of a restaurant because the lone black team member was refused 

service. My parents ran a motel where they turned no one away because of skin color, and I felt 

rather liberated and perhaps a bit superior when I arrived in Baltimore.  

 

In the 50’s, Baltimore was a segregated city in many ways.  It was my good luck to go to work for 

the Department of Welfare as a caseworker. There, and in the school system, black professional 

people could work without fear of discrimination. I became friends with black staff members and 

one of our biggest problems was finding nearby restaurants where it was possible for blacks and 

whites to eat together. I can’t tell you how many lunches I had in Penn Station. One day I learned 

from a co-worker that she couldn’t go into a department store and try on clothes. If she wanted a 

dress, she had to buy it without a try-on, and then it was not returnable.  

 

I began to get a glimpse of how complex the racial situation was when I had trouble with a black 

supervisor. She had to sign off on every letter that I sent, and sometimes she would make changes 

that resulted in grammatical errors. When I attempted to point out these errors, we would wind up 

at a stalemate. I began to realize that she was taking my hostility as a racial issue when she asked me 

one day to touch her arm. How humiliating. I didn’t have the nerve to tell her that it was not her 

skin color, but her stupidity about grammar that was bugging me. Only then did I begin to 

understand how complicated and deep-rooted this race stuff was. 

 

The horrible events of the 60’s – the Ole Miss riots, Governors Faubus and Wallace acting like 

idiots, the Freedom Riders, the killings of Goodman, Chaney and Shwerner, the church bombing 

that killed four little girls, the mistreatment of black protesters in Selma, the march on Washington – 

all made a deep impression on me that set the stage for the tumultuous 70’s, which pushed me over 

the edge, politically. Finally, I knew that it was not enough to trust your government to do the right 

thing. It just didn’t always happen. People run the government, and people are fallible and weak and 

make huge mistakes and it is up to the populace to demonstrate when things are wrong.  

 

And so, I made a profound change in my way of viewing our national life. I would never again be 

that complacent woman, counting on things going well. I never miss voting, for that is one way my 

voice counts. I have marched and stood on vigils; I have written to my representatives in local and 

national government; I have sent money where I could; I have learned, difficult as it is for me, to 

speak up when I hear some outrageous view being proclaimed as truth. Even though I know, just as 

with Grandma, I can’t change someone’s mindset, I feel better about myself for having stood up for 



a principle that I believe to be true. Sometimes people don’t like me because of it, but I’m too old 

now to care about whether the world loves me.  

 

Old Polonius had it right. “To thine own self be true.” And I try. 

Appreciation 
“There Is More Love Somewhere” 

Judi C. 

Since becoming a UU, I have observed that the words to many of our hymns have been altered 

from the original text for reasons of sexism, references to God and Jesus, and others. Some 

congregations have been known to change the words of the following hymn from “somewhere” to 

“right here.”  

As a white person, it is always a challenge to perform an African spiritual, but, in this case, changing 

just one word of the text also changes the meaning. By way of further explanation, here are excerpts 

from essays by a couple of experts on the subject.  

From Dr. Glen Rideout, Director of Music and Worship at First Unitarian Universalist Church of 

Ann Arbor, Michigan, who happens to be black. “ . . . for those of us who live with the privilege of 

knowing love, it can be difficult to understand the perspective of one who lives without such a 

privilege . . . it can be difficult to understand the lived experience of those who have trouble finding 

the evidence of love in their immediate vicinity; in their church; in their neighborhood; in their city; 

in their nation; even in their planet.”  

And from Rev. Peter Boullata, a UU Minister and current Ph.D. candidate in spiritual care and 

psychotherapy, “People who have everything they need don’t understand why they would sing about 

love and hope and joy being somewhere else . . . People privileged enough to not want for many of 

life’s blessings can be incapable of hearing the yearning of those who go without.”  

Hymn No. 95 “There Is More Love Somewhere” 
Sung by Judi C. and congregation 

Reflection 2 

“White Privilege; Who, Me?” 

Sheila M. 

Good Morning. As many of you know, over the past four years I have been exploring racism in 

America. And every time I think I understand, I learn something new and realize how much I do not 

know.  

This spring here at TUUC we discussed the book Waking Up White by Debbie Irving and I became 

familiar with the concept of White Privilege. My first reaction was, “Privilege? Not me!” 



I have not lived a privileged life. Not at all! My childhood was disadvantaged; it was a struggle. My 

single mother worked seven days a week at two jobs—teacher and waitress—to barely provide the 

basics of food, housing and clothing for her six children. This left no time for her most important 

job, MOTHER. One result of this parental neglect was my daily tattered appearance of unkempt 

hair and a messy, wrinkled Catholic school uniform. Some people, including teachers, took notice, 

judged, and even shamed me, treated me as less-than for a status clearly beyond my control. 

Privileged? No, not me.  

I did have a glimpse into the privileged life of relatives—their comforts, luxuries, and county club 

connections. For a long time my perspective on privilege has been that it equals economic standing.  

As an adult, I cleaned up my appearance, easily blended in, and successfully landed jobs and a career. 

I never recognized that my whiteness allowed me an advantage to attain these opportunities. I only 

knew I worked hard for everything. It was frequently a struggle, and when provided the challenge, I 

proved myself worthy.  

Now on a daily basis I think about the difficulties and injustices of living black in America. Driving, 

walking, talking, shopping, job hunting, dressing, banking, and most everything “while black” in 

America is more difficult, and absolutely different than it is for me as white woman.  

In America, people of color think about racism every day. How often do you think about racism? A 

few years ago during a racial-dialogue gathering downtown, a tall, beautiful 30-something black man 

shared one of his truths, stating that he never leaves home without wearing his suit and his smile, so 

as not to be perceived as a dangerous black man. I am now aware this is a daily experience for this 

man and many others. So I made a change and bring my smile and a beaming hello when I 

encounter young black men, instead of responding with fear.  

In her book, Debby Irving shares a conversation with a co-worker, a black women, stating how 

uncomfortable it is for her to even go out her front door to pick up the newspaper dressed in 

shabby clothing, as she will be judged for her appearance as a representative of her race. Number 12 

on Peggy McIntosh’s list, “Unpacking the Invisible Knapsack,” states a white privilege as “I can 

swear, or dress in second-hand clothes, or not answer letters, without having people attribute these 

choices to the bad morals, the poverty, or the illiteracy of my race.” 

Even though I experienced judgement for my childhood status, now I clearly see how my white skin 

allowed me to transform and blend-in. My experience helps me empathize, but I do not have a true 

appreciation of the struggle of walking in the shoes of a person of color in America, only a hunch.  

What is most needed is for white people to “Wake Up White” and truly observe and respond to the 

daily reality of the unjust systemic racism. White people continually sharing this truth with other 

white people is one of our best tools to help alleviate the daily injustices, and to push back against 

racism. Join in and engage specifically by encouraging other white people to Wake Up White.  



Hopefully one day America will be WOKE! Let’s start to move the dial.  

Reflection 3 

“My Journey to Awareness” 

Monica S. 

I’ve brought with me my “invisible knapsack.” It is full of privileges we white people experience and 

might not even be aware of. Nevertheless, it does exist. It contains things such as being able to go 

shopping without being followed or harassed. I’ll get to more of the contents we can find in here a 

little later. Let me begin now with my story, which starts in a completely white world. I had virtually 

no interactions with people of color until I was in middle school, and then these were few and 

usually not substantive. I had a black friend in high school, one of the two people of color in my 

white upper middle class institution. We never discussed race. I had always considered myself open 

minded with regard to race, but I did not know at the time how oblivious I was. I am still learning 

on this journey.  

 

My journey of understanding race began with my first teaching job 40 years ago at a magnet school 

in Cincinnati, Ohio, a city with a predominantly black population. I learned a lot from my many 

black students and believe I saw them for who they were as humans, and not through a racial lens. 

But I came up short by not trying to understand what life was like for them as black children in a 

world dominated by white privilege. I didn’t listen to their stories, believing that it was enough just 

to teach them, and that their education would open all the same doors as it did for me. I naively 

assumed that everyone where I lived had the same opportunities that I did given the proper tools to 

take advantage of them. 

 

 I didn’t really grasp the prevalence of white privilege until the last few years during which I have 

undertaken the uncomfortable and often difficult task of trying to understand it. I now see the harm 

being done to everyone by our country’s history with race. Racism and white privilege don’t hurt just 

people of color; they hurt all of us. To quote Dr. Martin Luther King, “Injustice anywhere is a threat 

to justice everywhere… Whatever affects one directly, affects all indirectly.” Our ADORE group’s 

book study has helped me continue on this journey. In the book Waking Up White: And Finding Myself 

in the Story of Race, Debby Irving cites Feminist and Wellesley College Professor Peggy McIntosh 

several times, especially referring to her 1989 article “White Privilege: Unpacking the Invisible 

Knapsack,” an important influence on Irving. Many ideas in this article have impacted me also. It 

has helped me see more clearly the unearned benefits I receive just for being white. 

 

So now back to the invisible knapsack. In explaining her metaphor, McIntosh writes, “ I have come 

to see white privilege as an invisible package of unearned assets which I can count on cashing in 

each day, but about which I was ‘meant’ to remain oblivious.” That plan sure has been successful. I 

would venture to guess that most of us white people have been oblivious to these privileges at least 

in some parts of our lives. White people have not been taught to see ourselves as “an oppressor, as 

an unfairly advantaged person, or as a participant in a damaged culture.” Whites are taught to think 

of their lives as “morally neutral, normative, and average” and our work to benefit others is seen as 



“work which will allow ‘them’ to be more like ‘us.’” In your order of service you can see the list of 

26 examples of white privilege that Peggy McIntosh has discovered in her invisible knapsack. She 

states that these are conditions more attached to skin-color than other factors such as class, religion, 

ethnic status or geographical location. Even though she published her article in 1989, one can see 

that for the most part these are still quite true today. When reading this list, we can see that white 

people enjoy unearned advantages in many very important areas: where we can live, how we are 

received by our neighbors, choosing public accommodations, assumptions about our financial 

status, being comfortable in many professional situations, seeing people who look like us reflected in 

history books, literature, movies, TV, toys, magazines etc. Have many of us white people ever been 

asked to speak for all the people of our racial group? When reading over McIntosh’s list, I can say 

we have made progress on a few, but most of them are as true today as they were thirty years ago. If 

I could add a new one to the list, it would be this, “I can feel fairly assured that I will not be stopped 

by the police if I have not done anything wrong, and that if I do get stopped, I will not be shot by 

them.” 

 

I have learned that these privileges we white people enjoy and take for granted are not the norm for 

people of color. They don’t carry this invisible knapsack. So what do we do? McIntosh says, 

“Disapproving of the systems won’t be enough to change them.” First we need to acknowledge this 

privilege and the negative impact this injustice has on our society. Next we need to choose to use 

our “unearned advantage to weaken hidden systems of advantage” and “use any of our arbitrarily-

awarded power to try to reconstruct power systems on a broader base.”  

 

Coming to understand these unearned privileges is what has motivated me to speak here today. We 

are all in different stages of our journey of waking up which can be a very uncomfortable and 

difficult process. I hope perhaps to have pushed you forward a bit. This injustice needs to end, and 

we white folks need to do our part in making that happen. We can start by unpacking our knapsacks 

and waking up to the unjust system from which whites benefit solely because of the color of our 

skin.  

 

Offertory 
It’s a Hard Life 

Nancy Griffith 

Performed by Spice K. 

[This is the refrain in Nancy Griffith’s song about prejudice: 

It's a hard life 

It's a hard life 

It's a very hard life 

It's a hard life wherever you go 

If we poison our children with hatred 

then, the hard life is all that they'll know 



And there ain't no place in (Belfast/Chicago/the world)  ] for 

these kids to go. 

Hear all the lyrics at https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=a9lUG4gBjSE&feature=youtu.be] 

Homily    
The Culture of White Supremacy and the UUA  
Marti M. 
 

Good morning.  Like others who have spoken here this morning, I was affected by Debby Irving’s 

book, Waking Up White.  Just when we thought we had a handle on understanding and dismantling 

racism, we came face-to-face with an honest portrayal of what that really meant.  For me, it came 

when Irving related an occurrence in her classroom – an occurrence that I had dealt with time and 

time again in my teaching career.  One night Irving and other educators had discussed how some 

cultures revolve around a collective orientation as opposed to an individual one.  The next day in her 

second grade classroom, Rosie, a Haitian student, jumped up during math to go talk to a classmate 

across the room.  This had been happening all year, sometimes several times a day, and Irving had 

become increasingly frustrated.  She had tried everything but nothing was effective in changing 

Rosie’s behavior.  Instead the student would look devastated, return to her seat, and put her head 

down, crushed to the point that she could not do her math.  

 

Irving continues,  

At lunch that day I squatted beside her.  “Rosie, I saw you get up and help Kendall today 

during math.” She gave me an “I know . . . whoops, sorry,” look.   

 

“It’s okay,” I said.  “I’m starting to think you love helping people.”   

 

Rosie grinned at me, “Yup.” 

 

“I know a lot of times I’ve told you to sit when I notice you getting out of your chair.”   

 

With a roll of her eyes she nodded.  “Do you think some of those times it’s because you 

wanted to go help a classmate?”   

 

She beamed at me, put her fork down and hugged me. 

 

Irving was beginning to see that education in the United States, like other institutions, was based on 

the way whites learn, interact, operate.  From the beginning of formal education here, students 

learned independently – the white way, the way it would always be.  It is part of a system, and the 

name of that system is White Supremacy.   

 

In Latin America the idea of working independently goes against everything students are taught at 

home.  Likewise, studies have shown that African American students perform better in collaborative 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=a9lUG4gBjSE&feature=youtu.be


learning settings.  Both of these cultures revolve around a collective orientation instead of an 

independent one.    

 

But here in the US, we expect students to operate independently, the white way.   It is part of the 

larger system, white supremacy.  Among other features, it helps define white privilege, but it is not the 

same thing.  When the subject is discussed many people get uncomfortable. Some will say, use 

“white privilege” instead of “white supremacy,” because people wrongly associate the latter only 

with the KKK or other extremist groups, and hearing it scares them off.   

 

But NO, these terms don’t mean the same thing and should not be conflated.   So let’s clear up the 

difference between the two. 

 

As Jesse Bern writes in the Huffington Post, white supremacy refers to a racial hierarchy in which 

whiteness sits atop.  The United States was founded on a system – legally, culturally, economically 

and politically – of white male upper-class supremacy.  All of these remain today.  Each can be 

confirmed through a number of outcomes and measurements—wage gaps, employment gaps, 

cultural influence, political power, economic power, incarceration rates, sentencing disparities . . . 

and on and on. Those arguments don’t need to be made here. These are established facts. 

 

So when I say something about white supremacy, this system of racial hierarchy is what I’m referring 

to. You can see that the Klan and Nazis have little to do with this system. In fact, every member of 

white supremacist terrorist organizations could fall off the face of the earth tomorrow (we can 

dream can’t we?), still, white supremacy would remain as powerful as it is today. 

 

Now, white privilege, on the other hand, is a reference to the myriad of benefits bestowed on white 

people stemming from the aforementioned system of white supremacy. 

 

It’s white privilege that, growing up, almost all of my teachers in school looked like me. Or that 

almost all of the characters in children’s books and on TV looked like me. And other situations that 

people this morning have mentioned.  It is white supremacy that created a system in which this was 

inevitable. 

 

It’s white privilege to walk into a room and be interviewed by someone who looks like me. It’s white 

supremacy that made it so this is a routine occurrence. 

 

So, white supremacy refers to the system, white privilege refers to its benefits. The two are 

inexorably tied, but not the same thing.  

 

We introduce this term, white supremacy, at this time deliberately.  At the annual General Assembly 

of the Unitarian Universalist Association in June,  Karyn Marsh and myself, TUUC’s voting 

delegates, joined hundreds of other voting delegates in passing a Congregational Study Action Item, 

“Undoing Intersectional White Supremacy.”   



That’s right.  Our religion of liberal thinking, of religious freedom, our spiritual family that includes 

some of the greatest minds in the history of the United States – we need to undo our own white supremacy.  

 

The study item not only defines white supremacy, but adds that it is the nation’s most toxic export, 

shaping policies and practices that do profound harm to the Earth and all living things.  Continuing 

the statement, white supremacy operates intersectionally.  Beyond black and white, and interwoven 

with other forms of oppression, it is multiracial and intersects with issues of class and income, 

gender, age, ethnicity, immigration status, sexual orientation, religion, ability and more.  White 

supremacy is becoming so grounded in Unitarian Universalist study that there were no less than 13 

workshops at General Assembly this year with the words white supremacy in the title or description.  

For the next four years the CSAI will be a congregational focus and a possible Statement of 

Conscience.   

 

No, we did not know when the ADORE group selected Waking Up White for group discussion that 

it would relate to UU Congregational Study for the next four years.  Nor did we know it would give 

some 40 of us a background to engage in that study.  Today we invite you to join us with this easy 

but eye-opening read.  Toward that goal several of us are offering our books for your summer 

reading.  Others have bought copies that you can have as your own.  First come, first serve in the 

lobby during hospitality.  Read in peace . . .  

 

Hymn 
Lean on Me  

(Lyrics on insert) 

 

Closing Words 
We have embarked on a study of racism – now a study of white supremacy—which is opening eyes 

and minds to a way to support our first principle, the inherent worth and dignity of all beings.  Let 

us go in peace to continue that study. 

 
 


