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Saturday morning
Maud

Before I properly start, I suppose I wanted to say something about the value of being vulnerable.

 There is some stuff here that I rarely admit to myself let alone all of you – so this feels a bit tricky but I am sharing my vulnerabilities and failures because to me doing this can be a gift. To lay myself bare before you, to surrender myself before God in the hope that a greater truth may be revealed through my ministry.
Let’s see.

Part 1

Hello, my name is Maud, my Meeting is Selly Oak in Birmingham and my childhood meeting was Colchester in Essex. 
What follows from is prepared ministry, I tried as best I could to sit in worship and let the words come but as a parent to two youngish children, sitting in worship and feeling present to my inner teacher is a rare occurrence, so my words come from a few minutes in the shower, some quiet time whist watching a football match and the odd moment as I cooked tea. It also comes from chats with Friends, without sounding menacing – you know who you are. 
I was asked to think about climate justice through the lens of privilege. My brain needed to separate these so I’ll start with the privilege bit and move into climate justice bit although some things you can’t separate. 
I am going to talk as me and you have a choice as to whether any of what I share speaks to you. 
You have a choice – what a privilege. 
This isn’t my favourite subject – privilege doesn’t make me want to jump for joy and I like jumping for joy. 
Privilege often makes my heart sink, oh – I’m going to made to feel guilty about stuff I didn’t control like the colour of my skin, or where I was born or where I went to school 
I’m going to feel like perhaps the world would be better without me in it 
I could respond like that, put my head down and just get through this weekend as quickly and as unchanged as I arrived. 
But then I was asked to speak – introduce the session they said.
I thought ok, I’ll introduce someone more capable of speaking on this subject. 

Ahhhh Quakers and our use of language, there is no one to introduce, we are here to introduce a subject, so not an expert but here sharing my story. 
I think we need to share who we are, I don’t think our work on privilege will get very far if we don’t.
When I was younger I used to play a drinking game called I have never, when someone said something that applied to me, I drank.  It was more of an oversharing game really. 
I am not asking you to drink, and I’m not really playing either, but if you were sharing like I am about to – what would you say.

I am white

I am married to a man who was assigned male at birth

I have two children – the oldest is a boy, he likes football. My daughter likes princesses and make up

I live in a leafy neighbourhood in Birmingham – we have a drive, I have a car I can park on that drive

I went to University

I am now employed 

I have never been stopped and searched

I sit in worship and don’t fear that I might be shot in the back as I pray. 

I see armed police in shopping malls and know that they are not interested in me. 

If I lost my job today, someone in my family would help us pay our mortgage – because they can. 

I have been fat shamed

I have an invisible disease, invisible to you but I notice it every day. I am in pain. 

I have written down what I need to say, because my brain won’t retain information

I cry a lot

I live in a home where there is violence and grief

I can’t have children the natural way, I don’t know how to say that well so I told my children my tummy is broken. 

I am a parent

This is an uncomfortable level of sharing for me, I have told you things it’s hard to admit myself but I believe we need to get better at sharing – not just the bits of us we think Quakers will approve of – but all of us. Only then, when we are honest, can we truly be faithful servants to the workings of the spirit.
Many of us will live with both elements of privilege and a lack of privilege.  
What should we do with it?

· I think we need to first admit and own our privilege

· We then need to decide what can we do with it, what can we do differently or what can we step away from.
I am more than one thing, we are more than the person we show the world and we are more than you can tell from first meeting me. I know this but still I make assumptions about people and I run with those. So and so does this, so and so thinks that, so and so is a such and such. 

We must work together to seek out this unconscious bias, to challenge the power dynamics within our lives and our worshiping communities.
We are in a climate emergency, let us own our privilege, let us be uncomfortable, let us be challenged, let us be changed.

For we are complicit in the crisis we face.

What shall we do?
Part 2

As I sit in Worship, I am exposed, the light is not a warm and comfortable embrace, the light is a spotlight, showing me what I can’t hide, exposing my vulnerabilities, diminishing my ego and revealing the truth. 
Once I have sat in the Light; I cannot turn it off – I may want to hide, to avoid the truth – but once felt it cannot be undone. 
I cannot turn off the light to my privilege, it surrounds me.
I’d like to share a story about my children, this is the story that came to mind when I asked to speak about climate justice as seen through the lens of privilege.
Meeting my children gave me the opportunity to see life through their eyes, my son came to us with real experience of hunger.

We talk a lot about what it means to be safe, part of my job as his mum is to reassure him that there will always be enough food and he doesn’t need to be scared of going hungry. 
I am lying to my children and I am lying to myself. 
I am making a promise I can’t keep. Our changing climate will change life as we know it. This is not a fear for the future, life is changing now. 
In his lifetime and probably in mine we shall see food shortages and I may not be able to provide for him, but I am privileged because I can feed him today, Today he is safe. Many parents can’t feed their children. They already know this reality. 

I am scared. 
I don’t like admitting that to you, I like to name myself the Queen of Positivity, but we shouldn’t hide from our fear – these are scary times and so if you are scared, if like me you are lying to yourself or to those around you. Then know that I will walk alongside you.  
But walking alongside me will come with challenge. I don’t want to have to say to my children

· I could have said or done more, but I didn’t want to upset someone. 
· I am sorry that there isn’t enough to eat, I was worried I would make someone feel guilty
· I am sorry that I was so comfortable, and you won’t have that privilege. 
· I am sorry that when I said I loved you – I didn’t love you enough to leave you a world you can live in. 
And I too have been challenged, I have watched as people took to the streets, in mass civil disobedience, I watched and listened to their witness  - to their dedication and passion and as much as I tried to stop it – I let guilt in – I wasn’t there, what would people say ?  I got drawn into thinking because I wasn’t there, that what I do and how I respond wasn’t good enough. 
The guilt felt self-indulgent, guilt is not going to get us anywhere and so I am working on putting it to one side. 
I know action must be taken, I know I must change; I know I must do what I am capable of and then do more and more still.  I also know that in order not to fall into despair I need to do this in a way that is right for me. 
I know I am living in excess, I use too much, I waste even more and I have become accustomed to this normal
We / I need a new normal. 
A few weeks ago at a Friends of Madagascar meeting, a Malagasy student asked when I would travel to Madagascar again.  I said ‘never’.  He looked surprised.  ‘I thought you loved it’.  I do I said.

What are you prepared to sacrifice in order to make sacred.
I spoke in the beginning about choice. 

I have so many choices

I can choose to accept my privilege

I can choose to accept my privilege and not spend time justifying or qualifying my privilege with but this and but that

I can choose not to suggest answers to everything or to suggest that if we only we all did this – then it would all be ok. 

I can choose not to make this all about me.

I can choose to listen to God

I can choose to listen to God without reservation and open myself for transformation

I can choose to leave my bee in my bonnet and to be surprised by the calling that fills the openness I have created. 
What are you going to do?

If you are sitting there thinking this isn’t for me, that this is for someone else to hear.

Then consider just for a moment, really consider whether like me you are exactly the person that might need to think your actions and about your privilege and how you might use your experience of privilege and of your dis-privilege to reveal the kingdom. 

Nim

A LIFE OF PRIVILEGE IN SERVING

This re my ‘pointers’ which guide my where I am and what I am going to say, this is how I make presentations.

1. Growing up privileges as an only child of a widowed mother in a small town where mother was widely known and respected as the only midwife and also as church elder. Although a state of emergency had been declared because of the confrontation between Kenya Land and Freedom Army (KLFA), also known as Mau Mau, and the British colonists, we lived in relative safety in the hospital compound where mother worked.
2. My first encounter age 6/7 with a white boy of a similar age and our growing friendship which was ended when mother found out fearing ‘you might injure him, and it will be your word against his’
3. Off to then a prestigious boarding school that only accepted top of class boys as pupils. Discovered I was not that privileged as other pupils were children of ‘top people’; vice president’s sons, cabinet ministers, top civil servants and ‘the rich’. Finding out the pain of not being on top of class as I had been used to.
4. Moving to a big town, sense of loss of direction, fell into bad company and later joined a local gang. Failed in my first public initiation by the gang and was arrested; Headteacher intervenes, let off by judge, mother pleads for a custody punishment, judge relents.
5. Borstal inmate, my salvation as rediscovered just how privileged I was, (first secondary school student in a Kenya borstal) began a journey of faith, self-awareness and intellectual pursuit. (visited the borstal institution last year 2018 with a Quaker prison chaplain 50 years after my leaving and talked to the boys)
6. Polytechnic to bible college to Southern Baptist youth minister in Mombasa. Involvement with a World Council of Churches project in inter-tribal student exchange and dialogue; encounter with ‘Vietnamese boat people’ lost at sea who ended up in Mombasa. A time for reflection and consciousness raising about who I was in relation to the ‘other’ that was different.
7. In Vienna, working with Mission East West – supporting religious refugees from the ‘Soviet Block’ and also lived among some time with Catholic Pentecostals. Continuing to expand my encounter with a wider circle of the ‘other’ and being challenged to face up contradictions in my spiritual life.
8. In Britain –Capernwray Hall - (Bible College, East London - Spitalfields Crypt as project worker with ‘vagrant alcoholics’ Richmond Fellowship College then to Glasgow working and living in a therapeutic community for mental health clients. In Glasgow I painfully learned to de-role, coming down from a swollen ego of self-importance to be able to relate to therapeutic community clients on a human level. (First physical racist attack while guest at Falkland Palace, Fife)
9. Living in London –Multicultural marriage; minister – Church of the Holy Carpenter; facing myriad experiences of entrenched discrimination in job market, pursuing more training and academic courses to try to better myself thinking this will give me better opportunities for better job prospects – post graduate, PhD to no markedly improved chances. (examples – Covent Garden, Durning Hall etc)
10. As a therapist/counsellor both in the UK and Kenya where 75% of my clients have been non-Blacks; embassy workers, expatriates etc. This is where I came to understand structural racism by face to face encounter with individuals who were ‘societally privileged’ while being individually unprilleged in their outlook and circumstances and also how I was ‘societally unprivileged’ and individually privileged.
11. Mutual learning opportunities – I have given and received much from teaching at Open University, being a University chaplain (Anglia Ruskin) visiting tutor Hackney Community College, London Centre for Spirituality and benefitted from our very own Woodbrooke.
12. In Kenya I am privileged and support 22 subsistence farmers (about 80 families) to utilise our land in Nakuru for food security purposes. How I relate to this group of men and women has taught me the difference between intelligence and book learning. 
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