with a white man taugh
me about privilege .

Kia Abdullah thought that she was shieldec
institutional racism until some nasty home truth.

everal years ago, [ was
in the library of a luxury
cruise ship working onmy
novel when a well-heeled
American couple walked
in. The woman asked me where
the steak restaurant was. I smiled
apologetically and said I didn’t
know. “Do you know what time it
opens?” she asked. “I don't, sorry,” -
Ireplied. She frowned. “Do you |
know what other restaurants are
on this floor?” I shook my head. “I'm
afraid not.” gt o
She studied me for a second.
“Are you a volunteer?” she asked,
presumably because that would
explain why I was so bad at my
Jjob. I smiled and said: “No, I'm Y
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