
For my talk today, I was inspired by this quote from our Soul Matters 
Identity material: 
 
From Parker Palmer (one of my friend Suzy’s favorite prophets) 
 
  Afraid that our inner light will be extinguished or our inner 
darkness exposed, we hide our true identities from each other.  In the 
process, we become separated from our own souls. We end up living 
divided lives, so far removed from the truth we hold within that we 
cannot know the “integrity that comes from being what your are” 
 
So this led me to ask myself, “Who am I?  Am I being what I am?” 
 
So I started with what I thought was the easy stuff. 
 
 I am a cis-gendered straight white woman who was a single working 

mother. In case you are unfamiliar with the term,  “Cis-gender” is a 

term for people who have a gender identity that matches the sex that 

they were assigned at birth. So being a cis-gendered straight white 

woman who was a single working mother gives me certain privileges 
in our American society and some oppression.  First, as a straight 
white person, I am associated with the majority class in our society 
and can expect to be waited on in restaurants, treated with 
respectability in most business establishments, and have my check 

accepted in the cashier line at the grocery store.  As a straight Cis-

gender, I am privileged to be given a driver’s license with an identity that 

matches how I display myself in public, I can easily use bathroom’s that 

say “Women” or “Cowgirls” or “Ladies” in public places and I don’t have 

to explain my gender or sexuality to the majority – they just see me as 

“normal.”  Transgendered, or gay or women of color don’t even get these 

privileges, but I suffer from some oppression too.   

 

As an American woman, I can expect to earn less money than a man. 

 
In the report, “The Simple Truth about the Gender Pay Gap (Fall 
2016),” by the American Association of University Woman, white 
women on average can expect to make about 80% of the pay a man 
would get for the job. Women of color will be more like 65 to 75%.  



Also, ironically, the more education I have, the lower the percentage 
of pay I will earn compared to men with the same education.  In the 
workforce, women, we have a long way to go. 

As a single working mother, I had the responsibility and financial 
burden of paying for childcare and worrying about what to do about 
my job when my child was sick.  I had difficulty traveling for my job.  I 
had trouble working late and working on weekends.  Lucky to have a 
good paying job, I could afford to pay for babysitters, but I still had the 
stress and logistical burden of making sure all the arrangements were 
in place that my male coworkers generally didn’t have to worry about.  
I was also fortunate to have good health insurance and didn’t have to 
worry about being able to afford a doctor when my child or I needed 
one. 

So to all those “pro-life” advocates out there, I would more correctly 
call it “pro-birth” advocacy.  If our society were truly “pro-life”, I believe 
we would have affordable housing for working mothers, affordable 
round the clock day care, universal health care for all children and 
subsidized nutritional programs for poor women.   

So the easy parts didn’t turn out to be that easy. 

Now on to the hard parts.   

I was physically and sexually abused as a child.  I think words matter 
in the stories we tell ourselves, and the world, so I refuse to say I was 
a “victim” of child abuse, and I have healed to the point where I don’t 
even call myself a “survivor” of abuse.  This is just something that 
happened to me, a part of my life experiences.  First, I hope you all 
understand it is not easy to reveal this part of myself.  What I fear 
most about telling my story is that people will “see” me differently 
knowing this about me and will treat me differently after knowing this.  
The reason I want to tell my story is to be true to my whole self and 
not “hide my true identity” as Parker Palmer warned about in the 
opening quote.  I also want to tell my story of redemption and healing 
to any out there that may have experienced similar pain or other 
traumatic events in their life.  I know there are no two stories of abuse 
or two people who are affected by abuse in the same way.  My story 
is just my story.  I am not an expert or a therapist, but I do know what 
eventually helped me find healing and balance in my life.  If anyone 
has experience similar pain and needs to talk about it after the 



sermon, Rev. Roberta and I will be available to talk with you. So, on 
to my story. 

 During my young life, I felt such shame and felt so “different” from 
other kids that I had to hide what was happening to me.  My young 
mind was so effective at hiding the truth; I developed  “waking 
amnesia” about my life.  I “forgot” and dissociated from the abuse.  I 
still went through my life with this baseline of shame and not feeling 
good enough or like everyone else, but I wasn’t consciously aware of 
why.  Yet, I managed to thrive in school, get a college degree, get a 
good job, get married and have a child, advance in my career, and 
unfortunately, get divorced.  After my divorce, I was so unhappy; I 
started therapy and was blessed with a wonderful woman as my 
counselor.  In many years of individual and group therapy, I 
“remembered” the truth about my childhood.  It was like I suddenly 
found years of home movies stored up in my brain and they started 
playing in my minds eye, telling me what I had “forgotten”.   With the 
help of my counselor, with the support of wonderful, deep, loving 
friendships and my determination to understand and accept my whole 
self, I found healing and peace.  I even came to feel compassion for 
my parents and the tragedies they experienced in their young lives 
that turned them into abusers.  I learned to see all the parts of them, 
the parts that loved me the best they could, as I claimed and 
accepted all the parts of myself.   

So yes, I was abused as a child, and that is just another part of my 
life experience that has made me who I am today. 

So, who am I today?  Our Soul Matters materials suggest as an option to 
develop a T-shirt that identifies you.  My T-shirt would say “I am a force 
for love and a warrior for justice.”  As a Unitarian Universalist, I believe 
in our 7 principles with all my heart.  I believe only love can fight hate, 
only light can chase away darkness. My personal commitment to be a 
force for love, I believe, brings more light into our world and allows and 
encourages everyone to be his or her best selves.  Let us join together to 
be a mighty force for love in this troubled country of ours.  Let us be the 
“light workers” of our community.   
 
Bringing love and light with our personal selves is an act of faith that 
who we are can make a difference in the world.  This is a major step, an 
important step.  Every action must be grounded on a firm base of 



knowing who we are and what we believe or our actions are vulnerable 
to contamination.  But this cannot be where we stop.  Internal work is 
not sufficient in these times.  We must also take action and resist, and 
yes, fight injustice, just as our mission statement says.  Who among us 
ever believed that with just about a month of the new administration 
that so many of our rights and principles could be threatened and even 
lost?  The list is too long and upsetting to name right now.  I get 
exhausted by keeping up with the daily executive orders, the 
objectionable nominees to important offices, the need to call my 
senators and congresswoman, register my protest against each 
despicable act, walk 12 miles in the Women’s March on Washington, 
D.C., BUT I WILL NOT GIVE UP, I WILL NOT GIVE IN, I WILL NOT BE 
SILENCED.  I feel it is my duty and my right to express my opinion and 
take action against acts that I find objectionable.  Many “nice” Germans 
watched as the Nazi’s took millions of Jews and marginalized people 
away on trains to death camps.  I WILL NOT BE NICE!    
 
I will be a warrior for justice.  I look for my tribe.  I look for my fellow 
warriors.  And I see them here, in this congregation.  I find comfort and 
strength from all of you.  I know I wouldn’t be strong enough to face all 
of this alone.  I am strong, I know that (my heroine was and still is 
Scarlett O’Hara!) but even the mighty need support.  I depend on all of 
you to give me that support.  Just by being here on Sunday mornings, I 
feel renewed and lifted up.  I feel the energy of good hearted, fairness 
loving, and affirming people here around me.  I see precious children 
being taught at the earliest ages that love is the answer and that every 
person has worth and dignity.  I see the children and us being taught 
and challenged to think for ourselves, to decide what we believe.  This 
congregation is important.  This faith is so needed now more than ever.  
Each of you is as necessary to me as oxygen.   
 
This is why I am a member of this congregation, why I serve on the 
Board of Trustees and why I give my time, my energy and my financial 
support to this church.  I donate a significant portion of my income to 
this church – well it seems significant to me! I pledge to the stewardship 
campaign and I try to increase every year, even if it’s only $5.00 a 
month.  Then, I donate extra through the year for the special collections 
like UU Service Committee, Emmanuel Dining Room, Independent 
Living for Young Adults, and others.   Everyone has to decide how much 



their family can afford to give to the stewardship campaign and I truly 
appreciate every penny that is donated!  I am fortunate to be able to rise 
to the level that I have chosen to contribute.  I know my energy is 
needed here, but I also know that to keep this congregation that I love 
and depend upon, my money is needed here too.  I joyfully give it!  I 
know I will find hope here.  I will find a message of love and respect.  I 
will find the strength to “keep on keeping on.”  One foot in front of the 
other, never looking back, never being defeated.  Battles can be lost, but 
the cause is never lost.  You and this church make sure of that for me! 
That is all I can say. 
Thank you for being my oxygen.   Blessed Be! 


