qob Dy The monthly DARTT column provides different voices united in

Zo the common mission -- to raise awareness about racism and

8 promote personal transformation and spiritual growth that will
intentionally move our congregation to become a truly welcoming,

i _ multi-racial, multi-cultural community. This month's column is

”%’*‘iﬂbmmw@w{‘:f‘:ﬁ authored by long time Paint Branch member Margaret Morrison.
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INAUGURATION DAY-2009
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QQ' - On January 20, 2009, cloaked against the wintry cold by the %313.74
%‘b & é‘: memories of my slave ancestors, family surnames lost in antiquity, my - '}5,2 ‘a =
Q‘:" o &R daughter, other family members and friends boarded a Metro train for a Cé'éa
(_‘,1' g _:5 = a ride into history. We needed to witness the ascendancy to the Oval a -2 ?
&~ = § Office of the first African-American President of the United States of ® v, ?; a
(&) 2@ g E America. There was no way I could not have been present. For most, 7-:, [ '5%
2565 all?, of my life, T have lived in an America that perpetuated the e X AN
A2 = 5 injustices legislated and/or long practiced in the United States of oz %
é‘g = 1) America against those of my color. I pushed those thoughts of ";%t@ Q
59 g <} g A,  injustices to the margins of my memory, and permitted myself to be ,\%9 % ‘ﬂa A
eTe & - ise this 1 : : % )
Q 85 < & , caughtupinthe promise this inaugural day presented. My emotions "{z-" . RER
g‘ i; 5? = = & and feelings were telegraphed to all by the wide smile on my face and ))A@o% ?é‘s.a, i
Q g;jg g C? § the buoyancy of my steps. In my lifetime! An African-American 0))0{ -;O 'é
= g 5‘ President of the United States! No way! Being wrong never felt so (> ‘fy (&) ‘% 2
=) OA rewarding. My thoughts were as random as kaleidoscopic scenes, one 2P ‘?}; CA %3
§ @] rs picture juxtaposed upon another, every thought forming another 4 ‘é; )
& iﬁ’ § image, another emotion: “I wish my parents were still alive™; “Am [ a2 .0 A’ﬂ ‘S‘Fl <!
S' Jaditt glad T have a silver ticket for the swearing-in ceremony!™; “I have's %f? 'ﬁf Y, o) ®
(e er been i d of this size™; “I happy”; “I can imagi 0P g B
5 &< never been in a crowd of this size™; “I am so happy™; “I can imagine %, 2.9, ¢ o
-{? ﬁ C? 3 Martin Luther King, Jr. on the Mall, his grin as big as mine™; “ I wish 74%\? %m{'?)‘ {:yL_
é‘? o oé Roy were here to witness this event with me”; “Wonder if my %g o "; &
& § o daughter got a good bleacher seat on the parade route?” And, so, [ =) %%‘%7}, ’}p
o) é’ stood on the Mall with nearly two million fellow Americans of < p ‘7’1‘% k) %
& g different races and creeds, but with a commonality of purpose as we %Cy Q‘Ao % e
& 2 & witnessed Barack Obama take the oath of office to become the 44% 2 @ = ‘g =1
s &\QQ i President of the United States of America. It was a moment of %-;"n % 2 U;
=3 \.\’A‘?’ %Q rf’ transformation, potent with the possibilities of realizing a “more A—Zp f’r}% %
§ & & perfect union.” For the first time in my life, I was proud to be a = %% Q %
,5%?&- & & ‘2 citizen because for the first time in United States® history, my heritage o % 'ﬁ% -
v \PV {Fé}" é} was fully recognized; my presence on this land acknowledged; my % O_%
D:.} S g C? intellect, hard work, and contributions rewarded. 4. 7:0 ({g kA
7, %
& LS F %
@CJ ;‘:7" &0 é? When asked to describe my feelings about that day, lines from ‘?p 'f'p g 2
SR Michael Buble’s to mind: e =
§F L& 2 1 song come to mind:
S5 & IFeel Good ?g,?” %%
{.5’ By ‘;0? Stars when you shine, you know how I feel “ {{)y %%
,é? ~ P:\A Scent of the pine, you know how I feel 9.5 d}, "fa =
& 1_@) Oh, freedom is mine. And I know how I feel 0 T % ‘i%
‘&\)Q It’s a new dawn, it’s a new day, % & 1, {;f‘r}; =)
5 It’s a new life for me, and, I'm feeling good. LPo ®) %‘ % 2
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