
A Letter from Michele Synegal 
 
 

**** 
 

Racism killed my husband. His last spoken words to me were, “It doesn’t 

matter how much education you attain or how much wealth you amass, in their eyes, 
(white people) you are still just a Nigger.” 
 
For 13 years my husband and I worked as partners to eradicate racism in American 
corporations. Weekly, he flew to New Jersey, Pennsylvania, Montana, and Illinois 
lecturing on the ills and destructiveness of institutionalized racism. Weekly, I 
facilitated training on how to dismantle the systems that perpetuate and create 
inequities for Blacks and other People of Color within organizations for-profit and 
not-for-profit. Implicit bias was and is an existential threat to racial minorities in this 
country and across the globe. 
 
I was in denial about what I intuited was happening. With each passing month, my 
husband grew angrier about racial injustice. He punched holes in walls and ground 
his teeth. He internalized oppression. He also spent inordinate amounts of time 
alone writing letters to CEOs to use their agency and platform to speak up about the 
disparate treatment of members of the workforce for which they were ultimately 
responsible.  
 
One beautiful fall day in November 1994 the writing stopped.  The rantings muted. 
The regular consumption of witnessing and experiencing racist, discriminatory acts 
against minorities, Black men especially, became just too much for him to bear. With 
one gunshot, Thomas took his own life. In a flash, Michele, Thomas’ wife, and 
business partner became Michele, the forty-year-old, widowed mother of two.  
My heart hurt from grief. My back ached. The hair on my body hurt. My mind was 
overly stimulated by my furious attempts to answer the questions I thought about in 
rapid succession. Why didn’t he seek help? How am I going to tell the children? Our 
work took one of us out, what should I do now?  
 
My grieving lasted a thousand fortnights, but I prevailed. My faith and daily spiritual 
practices of prayer and meditation were my lifesavers.  



I recently celebrated the 30th anniversary of our business. Racism is real when you 
are on the receiving end of it and today (2020) my work is even more crucial. For as 
long as I have breath and until the consciousness of humanity knows that Black 
Lives Matter too, I have work to do. 
 
To the newly widowed: what I want you to take away from this letter is that change is 
constant, and we do not always get to plan change. What we do get to do is choose 
how we will respond to it. Know that you are equal to every challenge that life 
presents to you. 
 
Michele Synegal 
North Bethesda, Maryland 


