
 
 
My husband is Black  
and I am not special. 
 
I can’t find words – the right words. All I want to do is help, but what can I do? How can I 
actually make a difference? I feel so helpless. 
That’s how most of my friends feel. Most of my friends are white, most of my family is white, 
some of my family watches what they won’t admit is hateful propaganda and until now I 
haven’t had the courage to fully call it all out. Most of my family is white, but not all. Now, 
some of my family is Black, including my amazing husband.  
 
This is long. Reeeeeealy long. But it could be way longer… 
 
Recently a lot of thing happenings here in Akron have been tearing at my heart strings, 
punctuated by the tragic murder of Mr. George Floyd in Minneapolis, I haven’t wanted to cause 
more drama, but enough is enough. 
 
Now don’t scoff, it’s not like a lightbulb went off a couple of weeks ago for me. It’s been 
bubbling up for a long time, especially since I started dating Blair in 2011, and we got married in 
2013. But this isn’t about me, I’m not special, but I have witnessed more than a lot of white 
people. What I’ve come to realize is that the problem is about all of you, all of us, people that 
were born white. I’m not racist and if you’re reading this you probably feel the same. But am I 
antiracist? Here is the harder part to recognize, some of what you do, or say, or laugh at, or 
support or vote for is in fact racist – or worse yet some of what you witness and do nothing 
about it, is racist. And allowing those things to be said and done is a part of the problem, dare I 
say THE problem. Yes, there are bad people in this world regardless, and yes, they will always 
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do bad things, but if we as white society allow them to continuously happen, then we are to 
blame. White people must change. 
 
While you could say that’s all conjecture, I’d like to tell you about some of my real experiences 
– some small, others big. These are from my perspective as the 40-year-old white wife of a 35-
year-old Black man. I think you can more easily put yourself in my shoes. And once you feel that 
uneasiness, then perhaps try to dip your toes in Blair’s shoes. I have such a hard time imagining 
being in his shoes, not just because they are a size 13, but because I am so angry in my own 
shoes that I can’t imagine living with the fear and hurt every minute of every day, or becoming 
numb to it. I do my best to show him all the love I can, but it’s not enough, it’s not enough to 
keep him safe and worry-free. I hope through some of my retellings, you can identify with me, 
because we will never be looked at and treated poorly just because of the color of our skin. 
 
1 – GUESS WHO’S COMING TO DINNER? 
 
My relationship with Blair started slow to the rest of the world - we had hung out a lot with 
mutual friends. Before our first official date we spent a lot of time messaging as I was doing a 
lot of traveling (and I may have dived in to quickly with past guys) but the spark was there and 
we barely spent any time apart after date 1.  So when he officially moved in after 3 months, it 
didn’t seem fast to me. I regretfully admit there was a hesitation in sharing us with the world. 
Blair’s race didn’t matter to me, but I wasn’t sure how my family would receive the news. I 
knew they would love him, eventually. But I didn’t know how to say that he was Black, and 
thought it wasn’t fair to him to just show up and have people be surprised. I’m especially telling 
this story because I’ve had several people ask me about it, not just out of curiosity, but to help 
them “come out” - not just for an interracial relationship, but to introduce their same-sex 
partner to their family. I mentioned that things started slow because I wanted to make sure the 
relationship was worth the impending potential drama. Just to keep it straight, the fact that I 
thought I needed to do this is racist. We had only been dating a little over a month, and I was in 
in Florida visiting my grandparents. My Grandfather was in bad shape and it turned out this was 
the last time I’d see him in person. Grandpa and I were sitting together, him with his air tubes in 
his nose - I didn’t know what to tell him about Blair, but he knew I was with someone very 
special and I answered all of his questions honestly, he just didn’t happen to ask about his skin 
color. He told me before I left on that visit that I seemed the happiest he’d ever seen and 
“whole”, and to thank that young man.  
 
For the record, my mom thinks if he ever would have gotten to meet Blair that he would have 
been surprised but would have given him a chance as he valued men for men. My grandma 
LOVES Blair. She now is in a memory care home in Florida, so we are never sure what crazy 
thing she will say, and I sometimes wonder if seeing Blair will through her off as she can’t even 
remember her kids and grandkids names, but the second he appears via Face Time, she gets a 
big smile and I ask “who is that Grandma?” Her reply is usually “Oh I can never remember, but 
boy do I love him!” Back to the rest of the family… 
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And here comes mom… 
It was Christmas Eve and I talked to Blair, yes on the phone, and he said how he went over to 
his dad’s that day. I asked what he was doing the next day, Christmas, and he said “Nothing”. To 
give some context, Blair’s mom passed away April 2011, and we started talking that October, I 
think our first date was in November. So, naturally, I wouldn’t let that happen, having him be 
alone on Christmas. It was time to introduce Blair. My mom wouldn’t want to miss this, but she 
had rushed to Florida to help, so all of a sudden everything had to happen then. I called her 
super early in the morning. Having not had much time to prepare, I simply said “Blair is coming 
over.” She was excited, and then sad that she’d be missing him, and I blurted out “Mom, Blair is 
like Brandon.” (Brandon being one of our close guy friends in high school, and based on this 
post, you guessed it, Black) My mom said, “that’s wonderful!” She really liked Brandon, but she 
wasn’t getting what I was telling her. Then I said “Mom, Blair looks like Brandon.” She said 
“Ah,” and I honestly don’t remember what else she said but it was very nice, something along 
the lines of, whatever makes you happy and she couldn’t wait to meet him. Check that one off 
the list. 
 
The rest of our motley crew… 
Now to tell the rest of my immediate family. So what I came up with because I don’t know if I 
was too afraid to say “my boyfriend (which I don’t even know if we had defined our relationship 
by then) was Black” or if I didn’t know the proper way to say it, ‘African American, etc.’…was 
again “Blair is going to join us.” Everyone was excited, then I said, “It’s a Guess Who’s Coming to 
Dinner situation.” Sean, my step brother, immediately realized what I was saying, chuckled and 
said “Awesome!” The others didn’t pick up on it. Jim, my step dad, looked puzzled – the irony 
being he’s a big classic movie buff so I thought he’d be the first one to get it. Sean said “Dad, 
he’s Black.” Jim, “Ohhhhhh, now I get it!” He followed it with “we can go shoot some hoops 
after breakfast.” Yes, that is racist. While I cringed inside, I brushed it off as it also felt like 
acceptance to me. I had said it, they were prepared and everyone was very welcoming to Blair - 
I was proud. And as I fell asleep leaning on him, on the couch, as we were all watching a movie, 
my sister said she had never seen me at peace like that. That is love. 
 
2 – SNOWY TETRIS 
Almost 4 years ago, just after Christmas, Trump had just been elected but not yet inaugurated. 
Blair was driving us home from his friend’s house in Mentor. We were passing through the 
neighborhood of Kirtland Hills. It was a snowy night and I was distracting myself from being 
worried about the state of the roads by playing Tetris on my phone. Then the red lights came 
behind us. I asked Blair if he was speeding, which was kind of funny because I’m always the one 
speeding. He of course said “No”. The police officer approached our car. I forget what the latest 
racial injustice was (sad I know) but I knew to have my camera open if I needed to start 
recording. I don’t recall if he asked if Blair knew why he was pulled over, but he said that Blair 
drove past a stop sign, without stopping. As I was busy playing on my phone I had no idea if he 
ran a stop sign. Blair said he didn’t see it and that he wasn’t from this area. The police officer 
asked “Is this really your car?” It was 100% said in an accusatory way, like it couldn’t be his car. 
Mind you we weren’t rolling in a Benz or something, it was a Honda Accord – at the time it was 
pretty new. The officer then asked where he was from, Blair and I both replied “Bath,” though 
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we weren’t sure if the officer knew our little township, the officer suddenly said “Oh” in a way 
that seemed to change things. He then asked for proof, so Blair handed over his ID, and the 
officer said “Is this really where you live?” This is when I finally leaned over Blair as the 
flashlight had only been shining down on him and the officer couldn’t see me, his white wife, 
and I nicely asked “if he knew that area?” The officer took Blair’s ID back to his car and came 
back and told us to get home or something like that. We were in disbelief, if he ran a stop sign 
he would have definitely received a ticket. We didn’t talk much on the ride home, but we did 
question if a stop sign was really there, but we didn’t want to turn around and check we 
needed to get out of there. Not only did Blair not get a ticket, but he still had his life. I often 
question what would have happened if we weren’t from a “fancy” suburb or if I, his white wife, 
wasn’t in the car. That party was an annual event, we drove the same path every year, there 
was no stop sign. Do I have to say it? This is racist. 
 
What you hear about… 
This was the first time that something so blatantly racist and by a police officer no less had 
really happened to me – no it happened to Blair with me being there. (This certainly was not 
Blair’s first rodeo) Up until this experience I had only heard about “Driving while Black” and far 
worse on the news. I had heard about “the talk” that Black parents give to their Black kids, 
especially Black boys, but I had never eye-witnessed why it was so vital. This was not my reality. 
I wanted to shout it from the roof tops, and I’ve told people in various conversations, but I 
could have done more.  
 
3 – IT’S A GENERATIONAL THING 
 
In these days since Mr. Floyd was murdered, perhaps the only hope I have felt is talking to my 
friends about their beautiful children. Children that are actively being taught better and more 
than we were about acceptance and that all PEOPLE are created equal. Which makes me 
hopeful for the future, so let’s dig into a little of my back story. My father. He was the worst, to 
put it mildly. He died last February and the terrors it brought back to me were only amplified by 
this one statement that my aunt, drunkingly told to me…he called her at some point after Blair 
and I were married and said “You didn’t tell me she married a Black man, you bitch!” This 
crushed me, not just because what I always assumed was true, about his evilness, but how little 
my husband reacted when I told him. Blair didn’t flinch. Maybe I shouldn’t have told him, he 
didn’t need to hear that, but I was so filled with rage I needed him to know why and in my 
selfish way I wanted him to join me in my rage. But instead, it wasn’t surprising to Blair. He 
never met my father, but he has experienced moments like this all his life, so it was just another 
minute, of many. That is just one small sliver of my father’s foul nature - he verbally abused me 
and my sister for 19 years, and I’m sure longer for my mom. We escaped, and all have found 
pure love. I do not want to turn this post to those atrocities, but the reality is that more of us 
than care to admit may have grown up in households where racists things were said, without 
blinking an eye. If pressed, I wouldn’t have considered my household as a whole to be racist.  
 
But what about antiracist? 
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According to the Blacksonian (as Michelle likes to call it), “No one is born racist or antiracist; 
these result from the choices we make. Being antiracist results from a conscious decision to 
make frequent, consistent, equitable choices daily. These choices require ongoing self-
awareness and self-reflection as we move through life. In the absence of making antiracist 
choices, we (un)consciously uphold aspects of white supremacy, white-dominant culture, and 
unequal institutions and society. Being racist or antiracist is not about who you are; it is about 
what you do.” So while my mother certainly isn’t racist (I’ll let her claim antiracist or not for 
herself), I do remember my dad using the word “schwartzer” and his father as well. (A German 
term for Black, used derogatorily, like the n-word). Duh, that is racist. And I knew better, but as 
a kid you didn’t ever say anything. I grew up in a middle/mid-upper/upper class area of West 
Akron and attended school where some friends lived in mansions, we lived in a Cape Cod, and 
other students, mostly Black, were bussed in. In hindsight, it’s very telling that I couldn’t tell you 
the types of homes those classmates live in. 95% of my friend groups were white throughout 
the years. There usually was always one or two Black or Asian friends, but it wasn’t because we 
were trying to keep anyone out, nor were we actively trying to recruit a more diverse friend 
mix, it just never happened and I honestly don’t know why. I applaud parents now that are 
trying to diversity their children’s friend mixes. When Blair and I moved to Bath, we knew that 
our child would be the “token” Black child in school. We moved here because we wanted some 
land, and quiet, and it was easily accessible to Cleveland, where Blair’s office is. I spent much 
time dreaming of what our children might look like and worrying about teaching them all of the 
“right” things, and to love everyone, and wondering if I would know what to do about their 
hair. So Bath, our little township of 10,000 is not known for its diversity, but it is most 
welcoming. If our country’s social boundaries can be broken down, can’t we all be welcoming? 
We need to do the work!  
 
Time for turkey… 
Our house hosts most big holidays, especially since Mom and Jim moved to Florida. I vividly 
remember hosting the Thanksgiving just after Trump was elected. I wanted my house to be 
welcoming, but I feared unappreciated views being spoken, so I devised a plan to break up the 
families. No one would sit next to someone in their immediate family and spread out over three 
tables all in the same room. In my eyes, far too many from my side of the family watch Fox 
News (which more than zero is too many) and there were folks in Blair’s family that I knew 
wouldn’t stay silent if triggered, and some from my side as well. I wish I would have had the 
guts then to address all of the hateful propaganda in the outside world. But that day I wanted 
peace, at least peace within my family. I was 100% the stupid white girl from the Chris 
Rock/Dave Chapelle sketch on SNL that was in utter shock at the election results. I couldn’t 
believe that my family would support someone banning immigrants and so on and so on. The 
only thing I could ever gather to say to my mom as the travel bans started was “Don’t you get 
it?! This is like saying that Blair and I wouldn’t be allowed to get married – it wasn’t that long 
ago.” She couldn’t see it, and I gave up. I gave up trying to change their minds. So that 
Thanksgiving Blair’s cousin Michelle, gave a very nice and measured prayer/grace, and we all 
did our best to be civil and made it through. Things weren’t magically better in the world, we 
just ignored it, and I’ve let too many things go by. By “allowing it,” this is racist. 
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Ugh, more turkey… 
I can’t remember if it was the next Thanksgiving or two years later but he world was still a mess 
though there was less tension, at least amongst our mixed bag. As I’m known for coming up 
with different seating plans every year, so it probably was that following year, because I wanted 
everyone at one table. I had the older members of the family down at one end. The table was 
so long you couldn’t really hear what was happening. I thought everything went really well! The 
next day or so, Blair got a call from his dad, Jim #2 (I refer to him as that as he was the second 
Jim to enter my life). Jim #2 was bothered by something my step dad, Jim #1, said. I never heard 
it, and I don’t recall the subject of the conversation, but at some point Jim #1 said “Japs.” Jim #2 
was offended by it. No, he’s not Japanese, or Asian, but that is racist. What was I to do? I had to 
do something, I needed Jim #2 to always feel welcome at our house. I was planning to talk to 
Jim #1 about it. (Side note, he is a wonderful man, and has been the best father I have ever 
known). I decided to give my mom a heads up before I talked to him. I told her what I knew. She 
immediately went into defensive mode, that was “just something people used to say, it was 
generational thing”. This is racist. I told her well that may be the case, but that’s doesn’t mean 
that it’s ok. My father in law is upset about it and rightfully so. Perhaps he worries about other 
things. She assured me that Jim #1 had never said anything like bad about “their culture.” But I 
tried to explain that we don’t know what it’s like to hear other races discriminated against, we 
would never know. She was upset, mostly feeling like they were being attacked, not my mission 
obviously, but I had to be the one to say it. When she asked something like “what if he slips 
again?”. I said that he wouldn’t be welcomed back into our house. She was flabbergasted. She 
said “You’re not going to allow your step dad back into your house, after all that he’s done for 
you and how he loves you? Just because he said ‘Japs?’ What if that means that I won’t come 
either?” From what I recall I said “Correct. Our house is a place where all are welcomed so long 
as they show love and respect for one another.” It wasn’t good. I think the next thing I heard 
was via text, she and Jim #1 talked and he understood and all is good. Blair relayed it to Jim #2. 
That was definitely one of the hardest things I’ve done in my life, but it was worth it. (They are 
now back to their laughing and exchanging of stories) Be the change, even if it’s just a little 
change. That is love. 
 
4 - “OUT OF THE MOUNTAIN OF DESPAIR, A STONE OF HOPE”  
 
Blair’s grandma on his Mom’s side died while were dating. I remember trying to visit her in the 
hospital with Blair, but she was having a test run so I never got to meet her. I remember being 
nervous to meet her and any family as I hadn’t met anyone on his side, yet. I’m a very self-
conscious person on my own but throwing in if she or anyone would say anything about my 
race was major anxiety. We ended up running into Michelle (Blair’s only local cousin but she is 
more of an older sister to him) in the hospital’s hallway, she barely said hello, she had to keep 
moving. I wasn’t sure if her briskness was because of me, but Blair assured me in the car that 
we’d get along, that we were very much alike. His grandma passed away, and I found myself 
sitting front row with Blair in a Black church, a first for me, next to Michelle, who we now 
lovingly call “our cousin.” My parents (Mom and Jim #1) were there supporting us, in the back. 
As the service was over I didn’t know what to do, Blair was headed to the limo, and Michelle 
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who I hadn’t really spoken to before, grabbed my hand and said “you’re family, you’re coming 
with us” (we weren’t engaged yet, and had only been dating a few months) and we piled into 
the limo to head to the cemetery. That immediate acceptance was new to me. And it didn’t 
stop there.  
 
Meeting the In-Law 
I met my father-in-law, Jim #2, after dating and living with his son in my grandparent’s old 
house, for almost a year. He came to Thanksgiving, a holiday that had been hosted in that 
house for probably 60 years. I was still getting ready when he we walked in and met my whole 
(white) family, and I think Blair was in the kitchen cooking. I came downstairs and he smiled, 
but I couldn’t help but wonder if he knew the makeup of what he was walking into as I hadn’t 
asked Blair about what he told his dad about me and my family (Blair still can’t remember if he 
told him that I was white). But when I saw his smile and heard his laugh (he has a great laugh) I 
knew he was ok with things, and I remembered that he is probably used to being outnumbered 
by white people. Blair grew up in Shaker Heights - you’re all probably watching “Little Fires 
Everywhere” or have read it, I hear it’s a pretty accurate representation. He was lucky to have 
two happy parents, even though they divorced when he was 3. The Plain Dealer even featured 
them in an article about how to co-parent. Question for you the reader, have you ever been in a 
room full of people and been the ONLY white person?  
 
Matching T-Shirts 
After we were married, the sometimes semi-annual Scott family reunion was happening in 
Washington, D.C. it moves around the country depending on what branch of the family is 
hosting. Again, I was in a position I had only seen from afar, Black family reunions that is. We 
were mailed our matching t-shirts ahead of time; we stayed for a weekend in a hotel; took bus 
trips to memorials, had cookouts and game time, it was incredible! My family reunions had only 
been an afternoon picnic at Munroe Falls lake. When the bus doors opened, I was glad we had 
on matching t-shirts, as there were so many other groups with different t-shirts. I was 1 of only 
2 white people in the family and there were 2 or 3 busloads full of Scotts. I was greeted by 
everyone with hugs and stories. This is love. The part I remember most is standing at the base 
of the incredible Martin Luther King Jr. monument, he is cut of out of this giant stone that 
receded in two other pieces by his side, and I just felt like a fraud. What is this stupid white girl 
doing here with this family that has endured so much in their history and here I am in a 
matching shirt staring at this mountain of a man but feeling I can’t possibly feel what they felt. 
Here’s the thing, that’s ok. I did feel a lot, I was moved. I was moved by that remarkable man 
and what he did for our country AND THE WORLD, but I was also moved by my new family and 
from my perspective, they just saw family. A few years later another family reunion happened, 
this time in LA. And so, we all gathered there, this time I knew what to expect and looked 
forward to it. There was a younger white guy there, a boyfriend, white count now to 3. Part of 
me wanted to walk over and say “Hello” and that I’m here for him if he needed anything. But I 
thought that might be weird, because it was, what would he need?! That is racist. We are all 
just people.  
 
5 – THE GOLDEN RULE 
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The one thing that my mom reminded us over and over growing up, is to treat others the way 
you’d want to be treated, and in turn if you don’t have something nice to say to say, don’t say it 
at all. I worry that too much of my life I have been fearful of saying the wrong thing. 
 
I remember walking into a theater, I think it was at Valley View, as Blair and I decided to go see 
“Detroit”. Neither of us really knew what it was about. It was shown in one of the smaller 
theaters, and this before assigned seating so we stood there looking for open seats. It was 
rather full - everyone in the audience except for me, was Black. By this point that wasn’t jarring 
for me. What came next certainly was. The movie told the very gritty story of the riots in 
Detroit in 1967. I’ve been forcing myself to rewatch it this weekend after Mr. Floyd’s murder to 
get back into the same headspace of anger when I first started writing this piece, three years 
ago (though I didn’t get much farther than the title). And then the riots started again this 
weekend. We are now in 2020, the Detroit riots were 53 years ago, and we are living through 
the exact same thing. Except this time there is recorded proof - and yet still some don’t “get it.” 
I sat there in agony for the people on the screen, for the people who lived it, for the people in 
the seats next to me, for all of the people that continue to live it, wondering if white people 
would now see the need to try and walk in someone else’s shoes. What if I was that white girl 
that was merely found in a hotel room with a Black man, with Blair?! Would they then get it? If 
it were someone you knew, 53 years later, there must be some sort of progress, surely? 
Without completely spoiling it, as I think you should watch it and I’m betting you haven’t, all I 
wanted to do was cry and apologize to everyone in the audience. “I’m so sorry…I can never 
make it right…but I’m sorry.” It was white guilt smacking me in the face. But I didn’t know what 
to say and just wanted to get out of there. I couldn’t and still can’t believe that people treat one 
another in these inhumane and killer ways. What this movie really taught me was the ability to 
transport myself into a situation, into a terrible situation, walking in someone else’s shoes. I’ve 
spent most of my life fleeing terrible situations. 
 
It doesn’t stop… 
I think that is something that we as a race, white people, have the hardest time with. I’ve said 
over and over about how hard all of this is, for both Black people and white people. But again, 
we white folks are the ones that need to change, we need to do better, we need to be better. In 
our town, the past couple of months have brought to light many injustices at our own Akron Art 
Museum. I have always supported the arts, but this time I knew many people on both sides of 
the very clear divide, the board and then the employees with claims and proof of racist 
comments and actions as well as sexism and more. I reached out to one board member that I 
consider a close friend, they confided that they never witnessed any racism from the now ex-
director. Do you know where I’m going? Of course they wouldn’t have, they are white and 
wealthy donors. The part that broke my heart was that there wasn’t a second part of follow up, 
that might have contained a consideration of ‘maybe we goofed’, or perhaps them thinking 
they should put themselves in the position of the workers. To give more context, Blair, myself 
and friends had been hearing from employees for over a year on how things were turning bad 
there. I wish I would have done anything, to have talked with those board friends back then to 
try and help them believe the employees, the good, valuable employees that once made the 
place amazing. I broke down in tears over this actually, and it was before Mr. Floyd’s murder. I 
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asked Blair what could we do? He said “We need(ed) to do anything we could, to support the 
employees.” He told me the next day how he signed the new petition to have the board’s 
executive committee removed from their positions, but he did it anonymously so we didn’t get 
any flack. My poor husband, the last thing he wants is flack,  especially from me, usually about 
cleaning up his messes in the kitchen. The fact that he considered the board, made me all torn 
up inside - that was sweet of him, but I also hated it. I hated that he was worried about me/us 
getting blow back and that we should be standing up to it too, with our names. I signed the 
petition as well.  
 
In the words of President Barack Obama “But laws alone won’t be enough. Hearts must change. 
It won’t change overnight. Social attitudes oftentimes take generations to change. But if our 
democracy is to work the way it should in this increasingly diverse nation, then each one of us 
need to try to heed the advice of the a great character in American fiction, Atticus Finch who 
said ‘You never really understand a person until you consider things from his point of view, until 
you climb into his skin and walk around in it.’” So yes, let’s walk around, there are two sides to 
every story but let’s choose the ones filled with good. 
 
RECOGNIZE THE LITTLE THINGS 

• I can’t tell you how many times white men when introduced to my husband say 
“brother” or “my man” in a clearly 1970s-I’m-hip-to-your-jive kinda way. This is 
racist. 
o Not only is it racist if you think it’s calling him out by saying it. It’s also racist if 

you’re trying to say it to make him feel comfortable. You are not his brother, he 
is not your man. You just met, litmus test, would you say that to a white person 
you just met? 

• There have been many occasions when we get seated in restaurants near the service 
centers/bathrooms. Sure argue that it can’t be proven, but it never used to happen 
to me, and when it happens enough you start noticing. This is racist. 

• People asking Blair is he plays basketball – because he is tall, and Black. This is racist. 
• I’m not faultless, I’ve repeated jokes that I’m not proud of, and I know I’ve said 

before of Blair “He’s the whitest Black guy”. That is racist. 
• I’m always asked and I’ll be honest I was curious at first also if both of Blair’s parents 

are/were Black because he’s fairer skinned. I remember on our first date asking Blair 
questions to try and find out if he is biracial. I asked “What did your mom like to 
cook when you were growing up?” Answer: “Corned Beef,” Oh mine too! “Also, Tuna 
Salad and French Fries.” That didn’t point to anything specific. Later on I asked 
“Where is your family from (meaning ancestry)?” Answer: “Baltimore.” I just 
laughed. 
 

TEACH ACCEPTANCE 
• One of my closest friend’s parents wouldn’t come to our wedding because I was 

marrying a Black man. I didn’t know it at the time and cried when I got their RSVP 
“No”, as they had been like parents to me. Eventually the father got to know Blair 
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through parties, etc. and is now always nice to him. This is racist. But don’t give up 
on people, show them love, teach them acceptance. 

• Rifle Paper Co. makes an adorable “Birthday Girl” card with a white girl in sunglasses 
and they followed it up with a Black girl in a flower crown. I refused to have both 
cards displayed at the same time, so customers couldn’t choose one over the other. 
One time a customer asked me, when holding up the flower crown version “Does it 
matter that she’s Black?” That is racist. I truly couldn’t believe I was asked that. “No” 
was all I could say. She ended up buying it and left. But after, all I could think of, was 
how I should have walked her over to my wedding photo on the nearby shelf and 
then ask her to repeat herself. I’m ashamed the number of times I bit my tongue as a 
shop owner because I didn’t want to start anything and hurt my shop’s reputation. 
But at the time I did what I thought I could by offering more diverse products for all 
races and sexual orientations. 

 
BE OPEN 

• TO LEARNING 
o We aren’t talking 2 weeks here, we’re talking over 400 YEARS of oppression 

§ Just skimming this should upset you: https://www.theroot.com/a-
timeline-of-events-that-led-to-the-2020-fed-up-rising-
1843780800?utm_campaign=The+Root&utm_content=1590862085&
utm_medium=SocialMarketing&utm_source=facebook&fbclid=IwAR2
0--ZaMPlTlT04riTM2Jgq25JeU019jFUrtXHA-LUf89SX3Hcc2rudR8I 

o Go to museums/venues about Black people and Black culture, take them in, 
read everything. Then stand and watch the people around you, what’s the 
color of their skin? How are they reacting? With the pandemic you can visit 
them are virtually, NOW… 

§ We have visited: 
• The National Underground Railroad Freedom Center is 

wonderful in Cincinnati 
• The National Museum of African American History and Culture 

in DC is incredible – I could seriously stare at just the outside 
architecture for hours 

• The Karamu House in Cleveland 
§ Still to check out: 

• Charles H. Wright Museum of African American History is in 
nearby Detroit  

• Smithsonian National Museum of African Art on the Mall in DC 
o I would be remiss if I failed to mention the great divide that COVID-19 has 

shed a light on to class and race injustices. Read more about these very 
disproportionate statics in The Washington Post: 
https://www.washingtonpost.com/nation/2020/05/06/study-finds-that-
disproportionately-Black-counties-account-more-than-half-covid-19-cases-
us-nearly-60-percent-deaths/?itid=lk_inline_manual_6 
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o Corona Virus will eventually be handled but something that won’t (yes aside 
from racism itself) is the infant-mortality rate of Black babies and also the 
mortality rate of Black mothers when they give birth. Cuyahoga County is 
unfortunately known as the worst for Black babies – they are 3.5 times more 
likely to die than white babies (from 2019). “Education and income offer little 
protection. In fact, a black woman with an advanced degree is more likely to 
lose her baby than a white woman with less than an eighth-grade 
education.” That was from the New York Times article, read more: 
https://www.nytimes.com/2018/04/11/magazine/black-mothers-babies-
death-maternal-mortality.html 

o And if you thought Flint, Michigan was the only place to really be concerned 
over lead in the water, Black people get to worry about that everywhere, 
too. Read this EcoWatch article: https://www.ecowatch.com/lead-
environmental-racism-2645941587.html?rebelltitem=2#rebelltitem2 

o Racism clearly takes many forms, especially including financial practices. Do 
research about loan rates, especially payday loans, basically dive down the 
systemic racism rabbit hole. And while you’re at, I know I’m concerned about 
equal pay for women, but POC need help too, especially black women. At 
one point I privately asked one of Blair’s friends who was at a higher level in 
the company if Blair was making less because he was Black. (This was 
prompted by me being worried hearing what some of his younger 
counterparts were making). The fact that the superior had to pause and 
verify showed me that it wasn’t out of the realms of possibility, that that 
discrepancy could have been possible. (Gratefully he was in the middle of the 
bracket for his position at the time). 

o Fact check, fact check, fact check before sharing things, all news isn’t true.  
§ Don’t just look at one news source. Be prepared for too many lies 

with the election coming up. 
• Read about and know what “Deep Fakes” are: 

https://www.cnbc.com/2019/10/14/what-is-deepfake-and-
how-it-might-be-dangerous.html 

• If you are worried about “liberal” news, consider watching the 
BBC for an even perspective, especially globally. And if you go 
further NPR really does an excellent job at holding back biases. 

o Absorb cultural works that deal with racism, and make notes in your phone 
of your feeling as you view/read, and keep going back to those notes. 

§ TV Shows/Movies: that I recommend…“Detroit,” “Dear White 
People,” “If Beale Street Could Talk,” “Just Mercy,” “Black AF,” “The 
Banker,” “12 Years a Slave,” “Harriet” – others on my list: “13th,” 
“Mississippi Burning,” “The Freedom Riders” 

• It’s suggested to only watch these if you’re a true ally to 
appreciate the humor OR watch with a person of color: 
“Django Unchained” and “BlacKkKlansman” 
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§ Read: all on my to read list… “The Bluest Eye,” “Heavy: An American 
Memoir,” “White Fragility: Why It’s So Hard for White People to Talk 
About Racism,” “The New Jim Crow: Mass Incarceration in the Age of 
Colorblindness,” “We Were 8 Years in Power,” “Evicted,” “The Color 
of Law,” “Locking Up Our Own,” and again “Just Mercy” 

§ Listen: will soon be downloading… “Code Switch”, “1619”, “Color of 
Change”… 

o Know AND Say their names 
§ Since Eric Garner’s death in 2014 after saying “I can’t breathe” – 

sound familiar?  

 
• TO ASKING 

o Cousin Michelle has been my guide. Sure, she may laugh at me, but she 
doesn’t judge me. 

§ I’ve asked about wigs and using satin pillows  
§ Black Twitter (FYI it’s not an actual app) and more 
§ She taught me about Cotton Blocks – from which slaves were sold – 

and hopefully soon the name of her T-shirt line. 
§ Her recent trip to Ghana brought me to tears looking at her photos on 

facebook, what life for the people - not yet slaves - was like while 
waiting to come to this land of the “free” 

o I learned that my father in law, Jim #2, was part of a church group that 
worked with the Black Panthers 

o When we were doing our wedding planning, Blair wasn’t sure how he was 
connected to some of his relatives. I’ve started working with his dad on an 
Ancestry.com family tree – dig deeper! 
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§ I know we have a book floating around our house and I’ve heard 
some tales about the Scott family’s catfish farm in Alabama, but I 
JUST found this website, read it with me: 
https://www.catfishdream.com/the-life 

o I had to google, just today to find out what BIPOC stood for. I know People of 
Color is POC. BIPOC is Black, Indigenous, People of Color. Did you just learn 
something? 

• DIVERSIFY OURSELVES 
o Michelle has an amazing group of friends, and it’s usually just me and one 

other white woman, and then Black women and men, but every time I join 
them I’m so glad I did, and I learn new things and feel a little less ignorant. I 
need to do it more. 
 

USE THE RIGHT WORDS 
• OK: Black, African American, People of Color, POC, BIPOC, Black Lives Matter (BLM) 

o My mom tries and doesn’t know the right thing to say and always says “their 
culture” don’t be afraid you can say Black, mom. Your favorite son-in-law will 
love you so long as it’s not from the next list. 

• NOT OK: Saying “I’m just not a political person,” “All Lives Matter or Blue Lives 
Matter (see below)” or of course the n-word 

o Yes, all lives do matter and the (good) police matter – but do NOT say that. 
That’s not what all of this is about, it’s about acknowledging that Black Lives 
Matter, TOO and they haven’t been valued in the same way, forever. 
 

ACTUALLY BE AN ALLY 
• Don’t stop posting 

o I was a little upset when everyone around me started posting following Mr. 
Floyd’s murder, thinking that it like all of the rest would just blow over in a 
few days. I think the riots are helping cement the magnitude of this, but we 
need to keep calling out injustices, large and small as we see/hear/feel them. 

o Actually live your posts. Bring your social media conscience into your 
everyday world. 

• Realize we will never know what it’s like to be Black. 
o It’s not Black people’s problem to tell us how to fix all of this. We/our 

ancestors – and don’t just think it’s from slave days – think modern laws, 
loan officers, etc. did this to them. We and our older generations must fix it! 

o Again, do not ask your Black friends for the answers. But show them love. 
• Acknowledge that some things aren’t for us (white people) 

o Though I really wish I could join the Black Bourbon group 
• Stand up for your Black neighbors/friends/family/strangers – BLACK LIVES MATTER 

o This could be at a rally/march/protest– don’t judge how others chose to do it 
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o Yes, of course, donate – and if able, select to donate MONTHLY, not just a 

one time donation. 
§ Blair and I personally donated to the Equal Justice Initiative 

(https://support.eji.org/give/153413/#!/donation/checkout), as well 
as Black Lives Matter 
(https://secure.actblue.com/donate/ms_blm_homepage_2019 ), and 
from my Father-in-law’s suggestion, the Southern Poverty Law Center 
(https://donate.splcenter.org/ ).  

§ Join the NAACP – Yes! White people can be members and it’s only 
$30 https://www.naacp.org/membership/ 

§ If you aren’t able to donate actual funds, get creative - 
@stephanieleepaynter auctioned off a one-of-a-kind painting today, 
and @gardenerofbath is auctioning off pints of ice cream, with 100% 
of proceeds going to BLM 

o Support Black Businesses! You know small businesses make my heart pump 
– but try going out of your normal habits and frequent Black-owned 
businesses: storefronts, services, online shops, etc. Yikes, I almost forgot 
about Blair’s own business: Akron Candle Company! 

o In a conversation with your white friends/family – be the Black community’s 
ally ALL of the time – call people out, show them where they are wrong and 
teach them a better path. If anything, I would love for this to be the biggest 
takeaway, I think it’s how we can individually make the biggest difference. 
 

AND GOD DAMN IT, DON’T VOTE FOR TRUMP! 
 
I know that was a lot. It is a lot. This pain that you, my white friends and family are feeling now, 
will pass. It will NEVER pass for my Black family and friends. No matter if we do everything 
perfectly politically correct from here on out, that pain is ingrained in them from the lives they 
have lived and the lives of their ancestors before them. Certainly, some things have changed, 
slavery in the broader sense is gone in the US; gratefully thanks to Loving v. Virginia, Blair and I 
are legally allowed to be husband and wife; we can use the same drinking fountains; sit 
wherever you want on the bus; but there is still so much in our words and thoughts and 
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governing that hasn’t changed, this is what we white Americans must work to change. Please 
don’t stop the conversation, don’t shy away because it makes you uncomfortable. It’s ok if you 
don’t know what to say, but try and turn that feeling of uncertainty into something positive. If 
you need to leave that situation, do so, take time to think of what you could have done, 
consider returning. Learn more, talk more, donate more, call your congressman, message me. I 
saw so many posts this weekend about being silent is just as much as an attack, and I felt bad 
because I hadn’t posted, but as you now read I had too much too say, but I could go on and on 
– now again imagine what’s rattling around inside the head of a POC?! When I saw the post 
that a peaceful and social distant walk was happening in Akron Saturday night, I thought that 
could be my chance to show my solidarity, as Blair already said no to the Cleveland rally as he 
was concerned with COVID and that he didn’t want to be around anyone. He immediately said 
“No” to Akron as well. I didn’t argue, and he quickly disappeared. I found him in bed upset. I 
held him until his eyes closed and his snores were consistent, then I started writing. I would be 
a hypocrite if I didn’t also admit that I was afraid to go, again afraid to look like a stupid white 
girl FINALLY doing something, afraid of the virus, afraid of potential violence, and full of anger 
that it took the Minneapolis riots to get people angry enough to do something. I felt I needed to 
be with my Black husband supporting and loving him, unconditionally, as always. 
 
I know I have not done everything I can to support and defend the Black community. I have 
done things without thinking about their ramifications, even as small as laughing at jokes. That 
is racist. But we now have a chance (though we have always had a chance), collectively to rise 
above the past and do everything in our power to be better white people. These are just a few 
of my stories that I hope can help you realize that SOMEONE YOU KNOW has witnessed/been a 
part of these very real things, me. Wishing for peace and good will for all. It’s not just 
happening in a faraway city, or only down south, or in a bad part of town, it’s ALL of America.  
 
My husband is Black and I am not special. 

 
- Liz Scott 

 
PS - Michelle proofed this with me over a 3-hour call, as always, I didn’t want to offend Black 
people (or anyone) or take away from the real cause, Black Lives Matter. These events were 
hard to resurrect but these are the facts of what happened, and while there were hard 
conversations had at the time, all good things came from it. I love my WHOLE family.  

 

 
 
PPS - My Father-in-law would like you to know that I am special. 


