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My Brothers. 
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It has been proven 
that we can live 
closer to the ideal 
than we have been. 

—Carl C. Bell





xi

The presidential election of 2008 was layered on top of a broken 
health care system and the second worst economic recession in U.S. 
History. With 9 million U.S. Americans unemployed, only 2 million 
jobs existed.1 The language of “hope and change” wasn’t completely 
irrelevant, but as always there were questions and complex perspectives 
being either silenced, ignored, or portrayed unjustly by the mainstream 
media. Critically thinking Americans were starving for fresh prophetic 
perspectives on the issues.

As Election Day drew closer, Ivan Azaan Tarver and I were 
approached by Black Freighter Productions. The publisher had an idea 
for an anthology project and specifically requested us because of our 
“civic involvment, performance experience, and poetry network.” The 
premise was simple; capture the poetic and political voices and stories of 
the generation that would elect America’s first Black President. But how? 
The answer was also simple; the same way Barack was gaining his 
support; grassroots connections and technology. Without much access 
to mainstream authors, we began talking to our friends, neighbors and 
co-workers. We promoted like crazy all over Facebook and MySpace. 
After a few weeks of “hustling” the submissions began to trickle in. The 
process was slow and steady, but the final product has turned out to be 
something of which to be proud. 

The stories and voices in Poetic Hustles in the Era of Hope and 
Change are some of the most passionate and active voices of today. 
The authors included in this project take pride in discussing subjects like 
hip-hop, democracy, and poverty, and give dignity back to the process of 
questioning how things became the way they are. 

Foreword
by Tiffanie Beatty
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Poetic Hustles in the Era of Hope and Change is a contribution 
to the ongoing poetic and political dialogue between communities and 
generations of Americans who have shaped, and are being shaped by 
the historical election and campaign of President Barack Obama. These 
Americans have struggled and overcome. They have hustled to get 
where they are and continue to hustle socially, politically, and of course 
poetically.  

 

Tiffanie Beatty
Poet and Editor

1Words like “foreclosure” and “furlough” had become a part of our daily vocabulary. 
At the time, there was no sign that Americans without health insurance would be 
offered a plan they could afford.



Things may come to those 
who wait, but only the 
things left by those who 

hustle.
—Abraham Lincoln





1

Stimulus, unemployment bill, healthcare reform—
SAVE US, we need you
To rescue the poor
And those ill people
Who sit at home torn
From society
And deal with the
Fact that
Collectors still collect,
No matter the cost or debt,
While banks get money
And raise rates.

We need help today,
Just like yesterday.
No patriotic speeches
Or band-aids
To cover these open wounds.
Politicians assume their decisions
Reach the people
While they sleep in separate rooms.
We need to be healed
Not in 10 years
But NOW!

These are hard times
We sit in the belly of depression
At home—idle,

Save Us
by Ivan Azaan Tarver
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With desperate thoughts.
We all believe in an American dream
And a charismatic president
Whose words carried us
Like life boats though turbulent waters.
Yesterday we
Hoped for CHANGE,
But today we pray.
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Hip Hop
by Cedric Pierce

I was conceived out of hunger, 
Birthed to deliver a message.
I protect and convey expressions 
To assist the most helpless.
I transition, however never forsake the streets.
I was born in alleys, now I collaborate international peace.
I start from a thought, spill off a tongue.
You can feel my spirit internally squeezing your lungs.
I make you hot, cold, love, and feel my pain.
If you never hugged the block,
I allow you to experience the game.
One word, one sentence, becomes a bar.
I take the unimaginable, turn them into superstars.
Against all odds, without patience, I defy them.
I took a hustler, Shawn Carter, made him a corporate giant.
I stabilize economies, put food on tables.
For some, I have truly been a savior—
Imagine a world without me!
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Honor of God
by Darlene O.H. Williams

Having a propitious and auspicious soul
Those are honors of God you can behold,
And drink from the fountain of prosperity
Being blessed to live your life propitiously.
Propitious means you are favorable,
Kindly and gracious as you have been able,
Successful and well off and well to do—
They’re aspects and elements special to you.
Auspicious means you are successful, too.
Prosperity came from God to see you through,
And rained down from heaven graciously;
Therefore you treated your fellowman kindly,
And showed characteristics and special traits
Because from Almighty God only you wait
For guidance and leadership in all your ways
That’s how you’ve been blessed with successful days—
By living honorable, propitiously
Being blessed with favor to live successfully.
Auspiciously prosperity rained on you
Because the honor of God has seen you through.
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Every American was inaugurated,
Into the new life in which he or she created.
On the day Mr. Barack Obama took office,
All Americans began a metamorphosis.
This transformation of the mind began a new thought,
The kind of change and development 
Which can’t be bought.
When mankind marked change of habitual conditions,
Led by the man with the change
You can believe in mission.
It seems most Americans were ready for real change,
In facets of their life now ready to rearrange,
For it’s a new era of responsibility,
With all Americans doing their civic duty,
For justice of cause for the American people.
Cries to Heaven for all men are created equal,
This is the price and promise of citizenship,
With liberty and freedom to be released from the grip
Of an unconsolidated democracy
The people elected a new President—
God bless America in its change of government.

—Darlene O.H. Williams

Inauguration to A  New America
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From Strength to Strength 
Part I : Who Is Strong?
by Kenneth Christiansen

Years ago,
I thought that I was strong,
And the other weak
When I first walked on poverty’s streets,
Some even said that I was
Quite an illusion.
What strength does it take
to grow up in a well protected home
Well supplied with needed resources?
Solid walls and doors,
Furnace for heat in winter,
Fans for cooling in summer,
Fresh, canned and frozen food,
Mechanized servants to do laundry and dishes,
Electricity, hot and cold running water always there,
Comfortable beds for sleeping,
Clocks to wake on time,
Cars or buses to get to work,
Efficient police and courts to deter crime,
Schools and libraries to learn and grow,
Designer fields for sport and play,
Friends with similar “strengths.”
Looking back
Or forward
It is easy to see
The “strengths” were not mine.
They belonged more to the world I lived in.
Some say the structure of the world around you doesn’t matter,
That strength is all an individual thing.
Anyone who thinks about it knows better.
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From Strength to Strength 
Part II: Real Strength

Visiting remote parts of Cambodia
We saw real strength—people who make lives
Out of almost nothing,
Risking destruction to grow food in fields
Shared with live mines and bombs left from previous wars.
Eating whatever is nourishing
And being thankful for it—tendons, feet, fish heads for protein, not 
Wasting any part of the critter.
Insects offer the taste of life when you are hungry enough.
Bananas, pineapples, mangoes, and coconuts 
Gathered in the wild 
Provide sweet vitamins and antioxidants when available.
Fish sauce, tamarind and chilies can bring joy.
And then there is rice, always rice.
What does it mean to live in the shadow of the Killing Fields, trying not 
To remember the past,
Living the Buddhist message as best one can,
Suppressing desire for what cannot be,
Forgiving the others who dropped the bombs,
Or planted the mines, forgiving the neighbor
Who helped run the Killing Fields, drinking water we could Not drink, 
Working hard to make life better,
Hoping for the future.
Hard work and strong commitment in a difficult environment
May not produce an equal result, but it does demonstrate
EXTREME STRENGTH!

—Kenneth Christiansen
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—Kenneth Christiansen
 

Two survivors of the Cambodian Holocaust
“The Killing Fields”
Three years eight months
Starting at ages 9 and 5.
Herded like cattle from home.
Many miles walking.
Separated from family.
Forced Labor.
Eating insects for protein.
Supporting each other.
One now lives in Florida,
One in Battambang.
One tends an International Organization,
One tends a rice paddy.
Both Care for Others.
Both Strong Women.
Friends.
Friends for life.

Friends for Life
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Who will be the next person to climb upon the steps?
Delivering speeches heaven sent, 
In front of Lincoln’s Monument.
Will he get beat down at the next club party?
Will she be date raped, in her mind feeling sorry?
Will it be aborted by the next hit or sip?
Is it that person, whom you keep trying to trip?
Who will be the next Moses, to lead our people to victory?
Look around and you will see—we—are making history.
Because history is not just the past, it’s the present,
And if we just live for now and not for our descendants,
Then it will be easy for us to misrepresent
Who we really are to be, 
And what God has intended of we.
I don’t know who is sitting next to me.
The future leaders of today, are all around me.
So, I’ll portray, in a way, with natural boundaries.
Received a call, I can not fall, my next mission found me.
Come too far to turn around.
Getting up at the next voiced sound.
But we can’t always wait until someone tells us what to do.
Future leaders of today, please stand if this is you.

Future Leaders
Today
by Micala D. Evans
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The One Who
Changes Things
by William Clark

Are you going to be the ONE who changes things?
ONE man can decide to be ethical in everything he does
and teach others to do the same, even if it seems small—that man has 
produced change.

ONE neighbor can go out everyday and start sweeping the streets on 
their block, their neighbors notice and pretty soon littering stops.

ONE student can excel in school and convince his friends to succeed, 
and sooner or later excelling in school is the standard to be.

ONE politician can say no to lobbyist and yes to the people’s needs, 
and the community he governs receives the change they need.
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Confesssions
by Antoine Lindsey

These are our confessions we’re talking to our Lord.
We need forgiveness for what we’ve done.
We held our guns and everything went wrong.
There’s no turning back the war is on.

Down and out in a depressed mood, we need prayer.
Or just some people around us that really do care;
And can bare our pain;
And de-emphasize this game;
Help us cope with society before we go insane.
It is plain as day.
When you look us in our faces,
There’s too much hate—
Wondering when our hearts will break.
It’s hard to concentrate on heaven when we think we headed for hell.
It’s like our souls have left our bodies 
And we stuck in shells.
Underrated!
Ever since we were created, 
Was born getting faded
‘Cause our Pops was not affiliated.
We retaliated—thought it was for the better,
Every thought we thought was all about increasing chedda’.
Now we got a problem ‘cause we stuck in this stage.
I’m hoping we mature and get up out this phase.
For too long we haven’t.
For too long we been trapped in this position.
Got us sending people off, putting ‘em on blank missions,
Thinking our excess was a blessing but it was just senseless.
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These are our confessions, we talking to our Lord.
We need forgiveness for what we have done.
We held our guns and everything went wrong.
There’s no turning back—the war is on.
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High Hopes
by Angela Pugh

High Hopes!
We have to have high hopes
To create peace and keep it
Amongst this diverse continent
In which we reside.
Us as a people deserve to live
Comfortable and safe 
So why must we be deprived?
Deprived of my health care
Because you say I receive welfare
And the government shouldn’t have to take care
Of me and my people?
No, no, now that doesn’t seem fair
But you expect me to sit here
And share
The pain that my grandmother is feelin’?
Because the deprivation of health care
Won’t let her get her insulin?
So once again we are left with
High Hopes!
Hopes of a better tomorrow,
Hopes of receiving health care,
Hope of educated children,
Hopes that our voices will be heard,
Hopes that action will be taken,
Hopes that this Black President will be
Everything we ever dreamed of,
Hopes that the discouraged will become encouraged.
Hopes....
High Hopes.
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Yes, You Can!
by Carmen Clegg 

Just when you can’t—
Yes, you can!
You can do all things, says the Great “I AM”

Bring every thought into captivity
Don’t receive an evil report continually.

You’re more than a conqueror.
A new creature in Christ.
You’re the head and not the tail.
You’re the prophet of your life.

Don’t be fooled by what is seen
Sometimes what is seen don’t mean a thing.

You’re more than capable—Yes, you can!
You have the perfect example,
The Son of Man.

What seems impossible is only impossible to man,
With the greater one on the inside of you—
Yes, you can!

You are above only, and not beneath.
Don’t waste your years in disbelief.

Strive Forward!
Possess the Land!

You can do all things through Christ.
Yes, you can!
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I used to live a drama free life.
Suddenly letting people one by one
Come and interfere with what I thought was right.

I’ve been bruised in every possible area of my body.
Finally wake up realizing
What I thought was true wasn’t true.
Let downs, hurt, anger, tears, manipulation, and stupidity
No answers, 
Who can I run to?

Dismissing the bad apples in the bunch
Which can only make sense?
The remaining ones are the ones 
God put for me on this earth,
No more need to straddle the fence.

I appreciate the life lessons and experiences
Embracing them and smiling joyfully
Just from a routine of waking up 
And enjoying God’s creation,
All of these things came to me.

It All Came to Me
by Courtney Clegg 
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Litany for the Wordless
by Maya Marshall 

“Dear God Almighty,” has become a curse in my mouth.
A lashing
Reaching from fissured enamel
And tongue tip
To say:

I want meat and gnashing teeth—
Meaning to supplement the open mouths.

I give words from sounds.
“Say: Ni. Th. Cu. Cat.
Say: A. a. ah. aa. I i am.

Then I hand her the pen to scribe the words
“He hurts me. When my baby cries
My breasts leak. He bites, and it feels like rape.”

Dear, Christ Almighty, save me from the futility of prayer.

Oh, method and practice,
Grant me the aptitude to
Teach a woman with worn hands,
Wooly mammoth hair—
To give her the words to protect
The gash between her thighs—
To save her sons from the wrath of misunderstanding—
To prevent the unraveling of another generation of
Passing, of yes sirs, vapid noddings, poverty,

Endless migration.

This is for the wordless and the undersexed—
The wordless who mimic for want of identity.
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The undersexed who
Sleep and
Eat and
Work alone
For want of mixing love with status.
For the undersexed who’s names are
Older than the histories they’re allowed to remember.
For the XY’s coupling with the XX’s I say
We want proud, rounded, curved bodies to
Touch other hard/soft bodies
Kindly, gently and with deference.

In acts of work
And
Love and
Education
I want phonemes and in strokes
To collide
Roughly with passion
Like an ax to bark or
Gracefully like whittling.

Dear God, let them read to know the words
To write/to say, “I am, too.”



Poetic Hustles

18

The Restoration Administration
by Solomohn N. Ennis-Klyczek

Dear Mr. America,

 My estranged husband, I’m not distracted by your abandonment 

of me anymore.

 You know why?

 Because I chose life and got busy tending to the beautiful 

things we have shared—this land, culture, atmosphere, feelings, ideas, 

and family. 

 You see, it is all about perspective—regardless of the relational 

weather, as long as I have freedom to have faith, freedom to believe in 

what is beautiful—despite floodplains, despite oil spills, despite disasters 

as far as the eye can see—I have the promise of the rainbow—the 

promise of a love everlasting. The very love that made all of creation—

the earth, you, and me. This situation—these floating feelings, these 

hopes left to die, this life swollen with injustice to the point of bursting—

is but a passing condition—not our perpetual state of existence, which is 

wrapped in ribbons beyond this union in a gracious sky.

 I’m not dismayed by your neglect of me anymore. Nope, 

Sweetheart, I’m not. Because when the sun rose up bright and clear this 

morning, God gave me Revelation-knowledge, and I was reminded of
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who I am. I remembered me—my value, our interdependence. I 

remembered I am home—your home.  It dawned on me: You always 

have to come back to me. Regardless of the what, when, who, where, 

and how; regardless of how long—you will always come back to me—

home. I’m not hurt anymore. You didn’t abandon me. You abandoned 

yourself. 

 Mr. America, I am as necessary as I have always been. And, 

it is because of this—my inherent, inalienable goodness—that you will 

always have a place to come to, a place to be restored, a place to call 

home.

 

Sincerely,

Mrs. Renew Orleans-America
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With These Eyes
by Jenne Price

With these eyes I am blinded
I can see day and night
But
I cannot see your Spirit
I can see the clouds in the sky
But not your glory which goes even higher
My desire is not to see what is visible to the naked eye but
That which is transparent
To see thru rock-solid things
That have internal purposes and needs

With these eyes I am blinded from your Truth
Their natural makeup allows me to see out
But I cannot see within
This world this ‘natural realm’ of what we call
Reality
Is it really?
I feel like this flesh limits me
I can only obtain so much knowledge in this limited capacity
1 + 2 = 3 makes sense
But doesn’t make sense to me
Especially when 1 can put away a thousand but 2 can put Away ten 
thousand
1 = a thousand and a thousand = 1
Hmmm...
Something’s missing

Something that
These blinded eyes are unable to perceive
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I can see what I do and
Do what I see but,
I cannot see me.
It’s like I’m in a cave with no
Real sense of existence but then your presence moves me.

A movement that
Transcends all space and time
The Creator, so Divine captures me in a place
Where my mind has
Understanding
My spirit is free
Life
Life is a gift that you gave me, with true meaning
With it I am to do Your will and Your will only
You love me enuff to teach me, grow me, help me, show Me

You have revealed yourself to me
I am beyond these blinded eyes
Because of you
I can see
Me.
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The Understanding of a 
Female Without a Father
by Erica Grier

 They say life is, and can only be, what you make it. If that’s 
the truth everything in this world is within my reach, but it’s up to me to 
take it. 

 Well, I take what I can now and still so much seems in an area 
that’s unattainable. My unhappiness comes from within, but the reasons 
seem somewhat unexplainable. Maybe it originated before birth when my 
mother’s mother disappeared and never returned. Her absence in my 
mothers life left love a lesson that was somewhat unlearned.

 See, while relationships left her trying to fill that void and find 
her own love, it always felt like I was the person nobody seemed to be 
thinking of. Or maybe it was my growing up without a father being there? 
As I got older I guess it hurt because he didn’t even care. No worries 
about my development, survival, or emotional well-being. The most 
important thing to him was child support fleeing.

 Maybe that’s why nowadays I get a sense of sadness and envy, 
when I see a little girl with her father? I wonder why that wasn’t me? 
I was never “Daddy’s Little Girl,” or the “Princess” he always wanted. 
Using charm to pick out things and smile as he bought it. My sister’s 
father stepped up and helped raise me as his little girl. But there was no 
man who really explained to me the ways of a man in this cold world. 
 
 My relationships also left a lot more to be desired because I 
was so inexperienced. In this one person I was looking for a lover, a 
father,and a friend. And changes have brought the good and the bad, 
the worst and the best. But I don’t know if it’s brought more pain or 
success. 
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 See, now I fear change so much because with that loss is a 
gain. But what if what I acquire brings me even more pain? While my 
mind has gotten wiser my heart still remains. And even those who hurt 
me, I still love you the same. Sometimes I wonder why I still care about 
a father when I am grown. Maybe without a father and a significant other 
I feel somewhat alone? 

 They say I should never need a man to complete me. But I 
don’t think they understand the concept completely. A father loves and 
nurtures you preparing you to be a young lady with class. A significant 
other/friend leads, teaches and loves through the good and the bad. 
While that man does not complete you, he makes you better. God even 
created Adam and Eve so they could endure life together. With a million 
thoughts in my head and a smile on my face, I thank God for all the 
wonderful men I met that have shown me love.



Poetic Hustles

24

We Have Truly Lost Sight
by Veronica Clarke

We have truly lost sight.  
They took us from our land 
Whipped our men 
Raped our women  
And snatched our kids 
Yet we use our time to play, 
Won’t go to school for education 
Because what you say? It’s not your forte’? 
Our people prided themselves on family, 
Yet we have more than one 
Thinking this is what makes you a man 
Your player card is more important than you buying a car  
To support yourself and your kid 
Your chain hangs down to your knees  
Making you naïve  
To realize materials are the plants that oppressed us 
And money was the seed 
Sit back and contemplate 
The best things in life are free 
But you can’t see that 
Because you make it look as if money grows on trees 
Our women used to be uplifted  
Now they’re barely gifted 
Giving up everything that they know 
Not understanding that your body is precious 
It’s better to be celibate, 
Cuz sister you’re giving him your soul 
I shed tear after tear  
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Watching our people detour  
But I can only teach them what I know 
I use this knowledge to sober up 
Because I’m drunk off the few that glow 
Shine your light, but it’s not enough 
It gets worse as the days go on 
I’m not blaming it on music 
But yes it has something to do with it 
I’m not saying I’m not a fan 
But I’m not consumed in it 
I’m speaking to the listeners, not the man 
But I’m trying to get you to listen to what I am saying 
Our people started the walk 
They passed the torch 
Yet we dropped it and put it in the white folks hands, again 
When will we learn? 
We have to finish the race, and not leave it up to them 
Yes people we have truly lost sight of what is right 
We’re blinded by the money and the rims 
Don’t have enough sense to spend the money on land 
The one thing they promised us 
Oh! You forgot, they promised us 
Yet we let liars make our decisions 
Backs were broken 
Blood was shed 
Feet were blistered 
Hands were red 
Barely fed  
And you tell me we’re not blinded? 
My people we have truly lost sight. 
We’re fighting everywhere we go 
Making Blacks the conversation on radio shows 
And being called “nappy headed hoes.” 
Our children are being locked down in cells 
Were being killed  
Rest in peace Sean Bell, and Emmett Till  
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It could be your baby, open your eyes 
They’re breaking us down  
With the one thing we stood on—pride 
Celebrating our skin and our hair 
Trying to make me unaware  
Of the shit that takes place in my country 
And then try to make me believe
And tell me that you really care 
Tell me one time you helped my people
Through their turmoil? 
Katrina is all the evidence I needed 
My people can you see it? 
Have I opened your eyes a little more? 
They never cared about us  
So we have to do it ourselves 
Take back what we lost a long time ago 
Our sight. 
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Lovers of Learning
by Tara Yi

Perseverance;  
Wasn’t taught to me,  
With those hands it was shown.  
  
Calloused and crooked, now. 
Before she was the old one  
worked the bullet lines  
The pea factory—  
She doesn’t read the language,  
Barely speaks the tongue.  
  
Promotions didn’t require a degree— 
All you needed, her hands 
A soul’s hands, capture ethics  
Conquer hearts, while peeling a simple pea. 
  
She taught me this work— 
Dishes and laundry;  
Weeding and watering.  
Summers spent melting and painting. 
Up at dawn to learn her solid ways. 
  
Guttural complaints of a lazy youth— 
Holding a wooden spoon, those hands disciplined  
My dirty feet run through the house, how she caught my Soiled  
Soles we’ll never know. 
Into her winter season she remains 
Dynamic.
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Arthritis can’t slow down her will 
The commons; gardening and dishes— 
Accompanied by the push of a button 
Slot machines and mobiles.  
  
Those hands weathered and cracked, peel 
The fruit I eat,  
I am the fruit even after, she is— 
Still.
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Brother to Brother: 
Heat Coming Around the Corner
by Deep Thinker

Amazing 

How on the street corner of reality 

Traffic and people  

Move 

Like 

The thoroughfare corners of the mind 

Life and time; 

All  

Seem to Intersect 

Past and present flow with a cause and effect mentality 

Once 

In  

Time 

We cherish and held each other with true love and pride 

Once 

In  

Space 

We moved with empowering parallel integrity and respect 

Still  

No matter sweeping movements even as others tried to Suppress the 

powerful Soul radiating inside 

Once 

Brothers exchanged positive greetings and empowering Strength on the 

corner 
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Sisters, respectful vanguards, instill strength

And love as We, 

As ONE, 

Willingly fought side-by-side  

Movement 

Progressive; not to decimate or overtake  

Only  

Seeking equal stake  

Liberation 

By laws held with slanted counterweight  

Brothers on the corner, formed alliances; organizations Discuss tactics 

Desiring to remove shifting oppression by those seeking to Get over 

Then 

Acceptance came 

Freedom 

[Really?] 

No longer held in chains 

True  

Yet new mentality confines 

Suppressed not by overseers seen on horseback with Shotgun;  

Crushed now by quest to heed economic overseers’ Demands in this 

‘Digital instant gratification’ in this current Space and time 

Movement 

Frozen; no time, no time 

Now 

Brothers on the corner making deals 

Chasing weight of respect  

Hustling for honor that’s not real 

Brothers once stood, righteous to fight against the heat of Dogs and tear 

Gas minus the mask 

Now 
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Heat coming,  

Pressure to maintain a style, trend or latest fad 

Heat coming, 

Heavy demand to portray yourself as all together; 

Sad so sad  

Judged  

Not for one’s substance, depth and their discerning mental 

Evaluated  

Litmus test holds to excessive cash flow, booming bass, appearance in 

The public eye worthy potential 

Fail to look not to have ‘swagger’, your other Brother-Man And even 

Some Sisters do not even acknowledge your Existence in this  

Metropolitan economic dream deferred aspect 

Heat coming, 

Around to the corner 

At this intersection 

Reality and demands collide with painful even deadly Physics 

Now 

True Soul Sister lament hoping sirens screams are not Those calling the 

Angel of Death coming to claim her beloved Brother and or Her coveted 

Loved seed 

Still 

Standing at the corner 

Hoping 

We will stop coming into our own intersecting space 

Killing each other over foolish bravado, damaging our own Abilities to 

Uplift our race 

Praying 

For discerning to form alliances with others to stop Destruction before it 

Is too, too late 

My Sisters will remain steadfast to those of us willing to do Right and 
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make Our communities whole and straight 

Working 

My mind, clearing my soul and keeping optimistic flow Beating in my 

heart 

So I can handle any and all adversity coming around this corner and the 

Next one; not hesitating to leave positivity and Empowerment, killing 

Off the negativity as I move forward with grace to freely Impart 

Respect 

Peace 

…Selah 
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When Will We Ever Learn?
by Antonio Edwards, Jr.

It is better to place your trust in God than in man  
Political agendas have been around for some time now  
Designed to please the up and keep the down around  
to do the work  
 
No surprise  
The plan for my demise  
Is openly constitutionalized  
Eyes open wide  
I read between the lies  
Don’t have to choose sides  
That decision has already been made for me  
 
I remember my not for Bush vote  
Leaving a great big knot in my throat  
Elections of re-count  
rigged ballot box  
Of smoke and mirrors  
 
One would have to be a fool  
‘Cause from George Washington to George W.  
All of the words spoken have been skewed  
 
I’m still tripping about the “Loose Change” of “911”  
The day 110 stories blew  
The day over 5,000 doves flew  
Leaving everyone in America blue  
And the powers that be, they knew  
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Now Obama, I know you inherited this mess  
And I pray that you and your family continue to be blessed  
But with no faith in this Government  
All I have to say is  
I’m not all that impressed.  
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My Essence, My Soul, 
My Foundation, My Ressurection
by Ryan McNee

 It is said that in death all questions of life will be answered. 
I died once and discovered the truth to all that bemused me in this 
beautiful struggle we call life; but then only found myself shackled by the 
misery and ignorance of this world through my resurrection. 

 The wisdom in her eyes even though never properly educated 
in the knowledge of man, the joy in her smile even though once 
enslaved by those who call themselves educators of man’s knowledge, 
the beauty in her face and hands even though now calloused to protect 
her soul from evil, my grandmother’s essence lights a fire within; she 
taught me his name and with open ears he whispered into my heart 
words that echoed throughout my soul. 

 I crawled through pain and weakness so I could learn to walk 
with strength and liberation. I thank my father for raising this warrior 
with pride, I thank my mother for teaching this king to sit on a throne 
of humility, and I thank GOD for never forsaking me. To think oneself 
untainted is to be imprisoned by denial, but to hope for purification is 
to free oneself with faith and I BELIEVE. NO, I DIDNT FALL FROM 
HEAVEN, I ROSE THROUGH HELL.
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Granny s Big House
by Tiffanie Beatty

Red-bone, yellow girl, good
hair. White mom, black
Woman’s enemy, black woman’s 
Standard, subjectivity.

For soul, watch Daddy’s 
Mommy dance and stand
In her kitchen as she pours
Her plans.

But do not out that window 
Glance at Granny’s black babies, 
Field niggers. 

They say to you,
“You are a house nigger!” 
With hate for you, and envy too. 
“But Grandma is inside,” you reply.
Blind fool—

Look at Grandma’s hands;
Old, overworked and overlooked.
Her eyes dark and dry, no more
Tears to cry. Her mouth,
smiling down on your promising 
Complexion. Gold,
Girl, you gon make it!

You smile back.
But fake it.
You, inside. Them, outside,
None can escape it: All niggers.
But you, Grandma’s favorite.

,
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South Side Summers

By August 28
56 of your brothers will be shot;
Many will die, but you gotta stay
Cool like gray
Days in May.

Soil still damp, children
Chase the afternoon
Sun, run
Run black boy. Shine on!
Fly, dry like
Summer has
Come, while

Hyde Parkers stroll in the 53rd Street breeze.
Suburban commuters cruise down
Lake Shore Drive, cool like
Four windows down.

Water Lillies sprout 
All summer long
In the stagnant waters, 
Surrounding the Gardens–
Sweet-scented and wild, 
Unlike the tulips on Magnificent Mile.

—Tiffanie Beatty
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Time Stood Still
by Geoffrey “Dr. Groove” Watts             

Time stood still when we heard he got shot in the head.
He was not only a soldier and a cop, he was someone’s son.
And now he’s dead
The perpetrators let Satan take rule through some alcohol.
And a life was snuffed out like a cigarette.
We should all be appalled.
Yes his dad was gallant,
But the end resulted in more tragedy.
I don’t know about you, but this whole situation is quite sad to me.
Another depleted life—
Parents from both sides will have many sleepless nights;
Long after the news moves on to the next catastrophe.
My pen has to record the present pain because
I must do what God has asked of me.
What will you do to change the status quo?
Will you continue to allow concrete hearts to block where love should 
grow?
Will you keep being idle, residing in fear?
When I think of our condition, my mind sheds a tear.
Sometimes I become a zombie because my mind is not all here.
It resides someplace heavenly 
until the verity of life re-appears.
Sad to say, some of yall ain’t my people
Because you have no remorse for what you’re doing or what you did.
You ain’t even thinking about heaven—too busy trying to be one of 
Satan’s kids.
I hear you plotting on the cell phone and on the street
Telling people what you’re gonna do to someone—Satan’s kids are not 
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unique, they don’t cry until they realize they’ve been left all alone in a 
cell or close to the grave, neither place should be condoned.
And when they come to their senses and see they have really been 
“had” Satan laughs because he is the original deadbeat dad.
He leaves you with felonies and plenty of misdemeanors
And while all of this is happening—
There are only few interveners.  
Evil has never had your best interest in mind
Yet you listened to fools and imps and they only helped you do time.
They’ll tell you Jesus is a fable and the Bible is a myth;
When truly the Word is the only power Satan can not come against.
With no unity in the community it will only get worse.
Until we get back to the Bible and place God first.
It’s evident that we all need love’s healing.
We must pray without ceasing.
We should all be kneeling.
We must cry out for God to heal our land.
Cuz right now more people die from violence in Chicago
Than Iraq or Afghanistan. 
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1
You created me
Your ink runs in my blood
You built me
My face holds the creases of your palms and the prints of
Your fingertips
You killed me
Weaving into my being lies with love and I can’t comprehend trust.

2
Once you called me your angel but I couldn’t fly.
You taught me to run though.
The fastest I ever could run was at your side and the most I could 
Dream was with your sweet breath on my ear. 
But the more I ran the more you fell behind and I was looking back, 
Checking to make sure you were still there.
Reality isn’t fair. It sneaks up like a brick wall and it broke
My stride. I don’t know if I’ll ever run again.

3
If friendships are like flowers we were a rose. layered, deep, colored…
Complicated.
Surrounded by tulips: simple and hovering in anticipation.
We were plucked prematurely
And died without natural light.
We spoke less as our leaves started to wilt and in the end, we were 
Dumped in the trash by a lonely housewife.

Boy Crazy
by Misha Stallworth
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4
I spread my arms and spin as fast as I can
Around and around and around and around
Until my knees buckle and I start to tilt, until I scream with
Delight and feel butterflies in my stomach. Falling to the
Ground while the sky spins without me.
The problem with spinning like that, the problem with loving
You like that…is the inevitable nausea.

5
My favorite thing at the playground is the set of swings.
I always go as high as I can, pumping my legs and kicking
The sky
17——leaning my head back and enjoying the wind’s caress,
Your caress
Moving my hair back from my face, drying my lips with star dust
I’ve always wanted to fly
At the peak I let go, hugging clouds and dancing on sun rays
The swing falls away and I can float here,
I can see the world because you put me on top of it
But what goes up…

6
Divided in two.
Your mirror image is me in reverse
You sag your pants when i wear skirts, I fight and cry while
You
Cement stern lines on your face, emotionless;
While I drown in feelings—both of us neurotic.
I paint my face with makeup, read and write, 
Attempt to be gentle and
Sometimes you hate it as you talk loud and profane and kick it
All day
But
You always love it when I look in the mirror and see you in
Reverse
Because you love me. Because you are me.
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Whiff of Freedom
by camil.williams

I.
Such inalienable rights—
A struggle to achieve in
Dog eat cat eat mouse eat 
Whatever is left to maintain
Sense of rationale.

Thinking it was my right
To breathe a whiff of such freedoms

Ordained by birth/right?

II.
I caught a whiff of freedom—
A pregnant pause,
And my soul rested
Filled with the peace of Nature’s harmony.

The brisk air,
The trickling rain.
The rustling leaves with my heart’s beat.

We were free and involuntarily
Composed in that moment.
I exhaled and smiled;
Missing the bus had been worthwhile.
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Afterword
by Ivan Azaan Tarver

We created Poetic Hustles in the Era of Hope and Change to 
decipher the chapters of our own lives, the lives of others and the 
political realities we all face. We use art as our soap box. Pen in 
hand, we stand in front of the world and offer ourselves for the sake 
of finding meaning in life. Today, you witness leaders stepping forward, 
letting our voices be heard from the page as a stage, energetically and 
courageously we are marking our spot in history and using poetry to do 
so.

Poetry always finds a way of exposing and preserving the beautiful 
and ugly realities of everyday life. Through the manipulation of words, 
truth is revealed. We use poetry to ignite change individually, politically 
and socially. Our words tell stories that create paths and infuse hope 
into decaying communities. Poetry is a way of finding definition in a 
sometimes bleak and unclear world. In the era of hope and change we 
believe in a brighter tomorrow. 

From the classroom where students study some of the greatest 
poets who ever lived to the streets—poetry is alive. Poetry is not one-
dimensional; it comes in many forms; free verse, sonnets, spoken word, 
prose, haikus, and even rap. 

The poetic hustle is the creative spirit and drive of an individual 
enthusiastically pursuing a rhythymic goal. Poetic hustlers contemplate, 
write, recite, and work continually to improve their craft. Writing, reading, 
submitting, and performing, are all involved in the work ethic of the poetic 
hustler. Poetry requires a discipline and understanding of language, 
patterns, sounds, and symbols.  The drive, energy and perspective of the 
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poet are what fuel mastery of these components. The final product fuels 
the spirit of the hustle within both the poet and the audience. 
 

For us poets, the election of President Barack Obama breathed life 
into feelings and thoughts that couldn’t previously find a home on blank 
pages. Today we write with renewed purpose and to do our part in the 
never-ending struggle. In the 21st century poetry is here to stay and 
for the generation that showed up in record numbers to elect President 
Obama, hope and change is still the platform. For our elders and those 
who have lived with poetry, new windows and doors have been opened 
to climb and walk through. All of us together, contribute to the poetic 
hustle.

Ivan  Azaan  Tarver
Poet and Editor
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Special Feature Introduction
by Solomohn N. Ennis

What’s coming up is that little something extra that adds je ne sais 
quoi to the Poetic Hustles series. With each edition, Poetic Hustles will 
present hustles of the present, and an honorable, fitting poetic writing 
from the past.

This first volume, inspired by President Barack Obama, features the 
rhythmic words of William H. Ferris that were written about:

The Right Reverend Alexander Crummell 

Now, let’s unfold this a little bit. What does Crummell have to do 
with, or have in common with Obama? Plenty. 

Crummell (1819–1898), was born into a family whose father’s oc-
cupation was a slave. Crummell’s mother is described as having been 
“free” for several generations. If you try just a teensy, you can see some 
similarity there.

In addition to that, Crummell graduated from one of the top five uni-
versities in the world—Cambridge (specifically, Queens College). So okay 
now they’re two-for-two adding the prestigious education. 

Third, and most importantly, they’re amazingly brave and have an 
audacious hopefulness and faith that completely tramples ingnorance and 
blazes trails that lead to social change. Crummell was a serious brother. 
He worked tirelessly for the greater good all the time—if he wasn’t 
preaching, he was teaching; if not learning—earning. He was just that 
kind of brother.
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Crummell was very much about being righteous and being a good 
steward of God’s gifts. Matter of fact, you know the American Negro 
Academy? Crummell founded that institution. The ANA’s affiliations are 
unprecedented—the ANA is linked to Carter G. Woodson, James Weldon 
Johnson, and many others. Du Bois at one time presided over the Acad-
emy. The ANA’s accomplishments, reach, and influence have no equal. 
The Black institutions that we have today, our schools, our churches, our 
nonprofit agencies, our success in the upper echelons of society—the 
ANA has a significant part in all of it.

Crummell was also a Black nationalist and a Pan-Africanist, meaning 
he wanted to unite all Black people from all around the world, and once 
we all got together we were to live unified, be self-determined, and not 
dependent upon White society for our survival. This was to be achieved 
to form alliances based on equality and ability, as opposed to depend-
ence based relationships formed from disfranchisement and need.

Crummell was a lot of firsts, and his colleagues are the who’s who 
of Black history. When he died, in 1898, he went to the grave having 
cultivated his talents. He was a prolific writer, an Episcopal Priest, and a 
world-respected scholar. He was an Apostle of Negro culture. A reformer. 
An abolitionist who energetically worked and enthusiastically learned so 
that we could have an inheritance that was empty of racism and oppres-
sion, and filled to over-flowing with hope and change.

Solomohn N. Ennis
Writer and Publisher
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A noted English lawyer-author has declared that the twelfth 
chapter of Ecclesiastes is the final word of the world’s philosophy; that 
no ancient or modern thinker has uttered a profounder word. And in the 
seventh verse of that chapter it reads, “Then shall the dust return to the 
earth as it was; and the spirit shall return unto God who gave it.”

Metaphysicians tell us that through his five senses, man is in 
touch with and in relation to his physical environment and a physical 
world, and that through his reason, imagination, conscience, aesthetic 
and religious intuitions, man is in touch with and in relation to his 
spiritual environment and a spiritual world. They also tell us that at death, 
the soul and body merely part company and go their respective ways. 
The oxygen, carbon, hydrogen and other chemical elements in the body 
mingle with the material elements from which they came. And the soul of 
man, the ego, the center of self-consciousness, recognitive memory and 
reflective thought, which has maintained its identity amid the changes of 
the physical organism, will survive the destruction of that organism and 
live on and on in the spirit world, embodied in whatever form and clothed 
with whatever garments its Maker so decreed.

Scientists tell us that when you throw a pebble in a stream, it 
sets up a series of ever-widening circles until it reaches the shore. They 
tell us that when you utter an audible sound, you start in motion sound 
waves which travel on for miles and miles. So it is with the influence of a 
human personality. It does not end at the grave. It lives in the lives that 
have been inspired, in the example set and the thoughts thrown out.

Twenty years and three months have elapsed since the soul of 
Alexander Crummell bid its bodily partner farewell and took its flight to its 

Alexander Crummell:
An Apostle of Negro Culture
by William H. Ferris
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spiritual home. But Alexander Crummell’s terrestial influence did not end 
thus. It still goes on and will go on for centuries. We will briefly review 
his life and career and then estimate the weight, worth and significance 
of the ideas which he advocated, for which he lived and which were 
incarnated in his personality.

The Rev. Dr. Alexander Crummell, the Negro apostle of culture, 
was a born autocrat, a man born to command. And men instinctively 
bowed before him. Some even trembled before his wrath.

Crummell was born in New York in 1819, nearly a century ago. 
He was the son of Boston Crummell, a prince of the warlike Temene 
tribe, who was stolen while a boy playing on the sands of the seashore. 
At first, Crummell, with George T. Downing attended a school in New 
York taught by the Reverend Peter Williams, then went to the school in 
Canaan, New Hampshire, which was hauled into the pond by those who 
were angry because the Negro was taught to read. Crummell with others 
took refuge in a barn. They were fired upon; but Henry Highland Garnet 
fired a return shot, at which they were allowed to depart in peace. Then 
Crummell attended the Oneida Institute, of which Beriah Green was the 
President. He became a priest in the Episcopal Church, was for twenty 
years a missionary on the west coast of Africa, during which period he 
visited seventy tribes. He returned to this country in the late sixties or 
the early seventies, was for a year or two rector of St. Philip’s Church, 
New York, and for twenty-three years rector of the St. Luke’s Church 
in Washington, D. C. The last years of his life were spent in issuing his 
race tracts and founding the American Negro Academy, the first body to 
bring Negro scholars from all over the world together. He died at Point 
Pleasant, N. J., in Dr. Matthew Anderson’s summer home in September, 
1898, in his eightieth year.

He was not as famous a man as Douglass, because in the most 
eventful years of the Negro race’s history from 1850 to 1870 he was 
in Africa. When he died, men like Phillips Brooks and Dr. Fuller, of 
Rochester, who were old friends of his and who knew him intimately, 
the man and his work, had already crossed the mystic stream of death 
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and passed over to the other shore. But he was a power in his own 
race to the last. Still in the late forties, he delivered three addresses 
that attracted considerable attention. In 1847 he addressed a colored 
convention at Troy, N. Y. And in 1848 he visited London and spoke at 
the annual meeting of the Anti-Slavery Society, with such fire, force, 
finish and polish that he made many friends, both for himself and his 
race.

He visited Liverpool. He so impressed the Bishop of the diocese, 
that he was invited to officiate as minister in the St. George’s Church at 
Everton, of which the Reverend Mr. Eubanks was rector. The audience 
had never heard a colored man preach before. And Crummell’s dignity 
and bearing in the pulpit, his polish and refinement, his lucid exposition 
of the text, his sublimity of thought, beauty of diction, and fire and force 
of utterance for nearly an hour held that cultured audience spellbound. 
Crummell made history for the race on that Sunday morning in 1848. 
And I suppose that Crummell’s eulogy on Clarkson, delivered in New 
York City in 1846, in its grandeur of thought, sublimity of sentiment and 
splendor of style, surpasses any oratorical effort of any colored man in 
the antebellum days. From that time until his death in 1898, Crummell 
swayed both colored and white audiences.

I remember in the fall of 1896, a Baptist preacher lectured in 
Newport, R. I. At the close of the lecture, a tall, slender, venerable 
looking man, with an aristocratic air, arose and stirred the audience 
with his heroic words. The Baptist preacher was so touched that he 
sought Crummell out. And then an influence entered his life that made 
him a new man, a stronger moral force in the Baptist denomination. 
I remember, too, when McKinley was inaugurated in 1897. Men and 
women, old and young, from all sections of the country, of varying 
degrees of culture, of divers religious creeds, came to Crummell’s house 
as a mecca. Some had been thrilled by his sermons and commencement 
addresses; others caught the inspiration of their lives from his works, 
“Africa and America,” “The Future of Africa,” and “The Greatness 
of Christ, and Other Sermons.” Today his memory is treasured in 
Washington, in cities of the north and south, and along the west coast of 
Africa. Such was the influence the imperial Crummell wielded.
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There you have the historic Alexander Crummell, the finished 
scholar, the magnetic preacher, the brave, uncompromising idealist, who 
was dreaded by imposters and fakirs and time-servers and flunkies. He 
was one of those rugged, adamantine spirits, who could stand against 
the world for a principle, but he was gracious, courteous, tender and 
sympathetic withal. Tall, slender, symmetrical, erect in bearing, with a 
graceful and elastic walk, with a refined and aristocratic face that was 
lighted up by keen penetrating but kindly eyes, and surrounded by the 
gray hair and beard which gave him a venerable appearance, with a rich, 
ringing, resonant baritone voice, which had not lost its power even in 
old age, with an air of unmistakable good breeding and a conversation 
that flavored of books and literature and art, Dr. Crummell was a man 
that you could never forget, once you met him or heard him preach. 
He frequently said that what the race needed was an educated gentry, 
and he was himself one of the finest specimens of that rugged strength, 
tempered with Christian culture and a refined benevolence, which 
was his ideal, that the race has yet produced. Sprung from the fierce 
Timene Tribes, who on the west coast of Africa cut to pieces a British 
regiment near Sierre Leone several years ago, he possessed the tireless 
energy, the untamed spirit and the fearless daring that made his warrior 
ancestors dreaded. But like the apostle Paul, his native strength was 
mellowed by the Christian religion.

There was an ineffable charm in his conversation. He was a 
delightful companion, ever ready in wit and repartee, versatile and 
resourceful in debate, with the wide knowledge that is gained by travel 
and garnered from many fields of study. He reminded me of Wendell 
Phillips as an orator, with the impression of having an immense reserve 
power behind him; he could fill a large hall by speaking in his natural 
conversational voice. He possessed the same keen Damascus blade of 
sarcasm when aroused. Undoubtedly he was the Sir Philip Sidney of the 
Negro race.

In my chapter upon “The American Negro’s Contribution to 
literature,” I tell how beautifully DuBois in his “Souls of Black Folk” has 
drawn the figure of a man, whom I regard in some respects the grandest 
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character of the Negro race. Read the chapter and read Crummell’s book 
upon “Africa and America,” and then you will recognize the greatness 
of Crummell. Some people say that great Negroes are jealous of each 
other. But read Crummell’s chapter upon Henry Highland Garnet and 
DuBois’s chapter upon Crummell, and you will see how kindred spirits 
appreciate each other’s worth and value.

Those who are interested in Tuskegee Institute will remember 
that in February, 1899, a memorable meeting was held in the Hollis 
Theatre in behalf of that celebrated school. The Hampton and Tuskegee 
Quartettes sang. Dunbar recited his dialect poems; Dr. Washington, as 
usual, spoke in an impressive and eloquent manner. But the event that 
interested many thoughtful minds was the paper of Dr. Wm. E. Burghardt 
DuBois upon the “Strivings of a Negro for the Higher Life.”

I. “The Negro AposTle of CulTure.”

It was for such a delicately drawn portrait, such a halo surrounded 
it, that Prof. William James and other Bostonians doubted that it was the 
likeness of a real man and believed that it was the picture of an ideal, 
an imaginary Negro. But Crummell was not a dream creation. He was a 
being who had actually been clothed in flesh and blood, who had actually 
trod on these terrestrial shores and walked on this earth.

He was indeed the Newman of the Negro pulpit. If any one 
desires to read the romance of his life, of his struggles to get an 
education, of his despair in encountering the hostility of the Anglo-Saxon 
and the ingratitude and lack of appreciation of his own race, and of his 
bravely surmounting his difficulties, I refer him to DuBois’ “Souls of Black 
Folk.”

After Alexander Crummell, the first Negro apostle of culture, had 
spent a few years as a student in Cambridge University, England, nearly 
a quarter of a century as a missionary upon the west coast of Africa, he 
returned about the year 1870 to the United States, the land of his birth, 
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and for twenty-three years served as rector of the St. Luke’s Episcopal 
Church of Washington, D. C. Then he retired from the ministry.

 

II. hIsTory of The AmerICAN Negro ACAdemy.

He had passed the three score and ten mark. Never strong or 
robust physically, he had lived a very active life. It seemed as if his 
days of usefulness were over. But, no, this grand old man of the Negro 
race, nearly eighty years of age, endeavored to realize a dream that 
he had conceived when a student in Cambridge University, England. 
He proposed to found and establish the American Negro Academy, an 
organization composed of Negro scholars, whose membership should 
be limited to forty and whose purpose should be to foster scholarship 
and culture in the Negro race and encourage budding Negro genius. 
He communicated with colored scholars in America, England, Hayti 
and Africa. The result was that in March, 1897, when McKinley was 
inaugurated, the most celebrated scholars and writers in the Negro race 
for the first time assembled together in the Lincoln Memorial Church 
and formally organized into a brotherhood of scholars. Dunbar, the poet; 
DuBois, the sociologist; Scarborough, the Greek scholar; Kelly Miller, 
the mathematician; Dr. Frank J. Grimke, the theologian; Prof. John W. 
Cromwell, the historian; President R. R. Wright, Principal Grisham, Prof. 
Love and Prof. Walter B. Hayson, noted educators; Prof. C. C. Cook, the 
student of English literature, and Bishop J. Albert Johnson, the brilliant 
preacher, were among those present. Bishop Tanner, of the A. M. E. 
Church, and two or three other bishops were enrolled as members, 
and such distinguished foreign Negroes as Prof. Harper were added as 
members. The Academy seemed destined to do for the Negro race what 
the French Academy did for France.

But Crummell soon died; DuBois was elected president. The 
industrial fad swept over the country and men soon forgot the Academy. 
But Prof. John Wesley Cromwell, the secretary, Dr. Francis J. Grimke, 
the treasurer, Prof. Kelly Miller, Prof. C. C. Cook and Prof. John L. Love, 
of Washington, D. C., did not despair. In December, 1902, the Academy 
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startled the country by a two days’ session in which a series of papers 
were read upon “The Religion of the Negro.” The papers of Prof. Harper, 
the Rev. Orishatukeh Faduma and Dr. Matthew Anderson attracted 
considerable attention at the time. Later the “Literary Digest” noticed my 
paper upon “A Historical and Psychological Account of the Genius and 
Development of the Negro’s Religion.” In December, 1903, Archibald H. 
Grimke was elected as President. The Academy took a new lease of life 
and in March, 1905, a brilliant series of papers were read upon “The 
Negro and the Elective Franchise.” They were afterwards published in 
an eighty-five page pamphlet and they remain today the best discussion 
upon Negro Suffrage and Southern Disfranchisement.

The session of the Academy in December, 1906, was held in 
Howard University, and at that session the audience that assembled 
in the small chapel of Howard University listened to an illuminating 
discussion upon the “Economic Condition of the Negro.” Kelly Miller’s 
paper upon “Labor Conditions in the North” attracted some attention 
in the “Washington Post.” I do hope the scholars of the race will 
perpetuate the organization, which was the dream of Crummell’s life. I 
well remember the Saturday in September, 1898, when I received a card 
from Walter B. Hayson, Crummell’s protege, announcing that Crummell 
was dying. I hurried to Point Pleasant, N. J., but Crummell had breathed 
his last and his body was carried to New York City. For two hours on 
Monday night I walked up and down the beach at Asbury Park. I looked 
up at the stars shining so silently in the immensity of space and heard 
the distant murmur of the ocean as it rolled and broke upon the shore. In 
the silent midnight hour, Nature’s calmness and repose seemed to touch 
my soul and then from the depth of my being came the cry, “Crummell is 
not dead, but he liveth; he is now with his God and Maker.”

No man is bigger than the idea that dominates him, and that he 
embodies in his life. If his personality is grand and sublime, he will live 
on in the moral world. But if his ideas are not progressive, he will not 
live long in the thought world. Dr. Alexander Crummell believed that the 
Negro belonged to the genus vir as well as to the genus homo, that he 
could be included in the class aner as well as anthropos, that he had a 
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soul to be trained as well as a body to be clothed, sheltered and fed. 
In a word, he believed that the Negro was made out of the same clay 
as the rest of mankind, that he was worthy of the same education and 
training, and was entitled to the same treatment, consideration, rights and 
privileges as other men.

The question is, were the soaring ideals that inspired Dr. 
Crummell’s effort dreams of the imagination, or were they grounded in 
reality? Did his perspective belong to the class of mirages in the desert, 
or did his Weltauschanung belong to that class of visions, of which it was 
said in Proverbs, “Where there is no vision, the people perish?”

We can only answer those questions by studying the state 
of the American mind when the Academy was formed. In 1776, the 
high sounding and world resounding Declaration of Independence was 
signed, which said that all men were created free and equal and had 
an inalienable right to life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness. And yet 
some of the signers of that Declaration held slaves. Why was it? The 
late Prof. William Graham Summer of Yale said that it was because they 
did not regard the Negro as a man.

And the whole slavery debate hinged on the question of the 
humanity of the Negro, hinged upon the question as to whether he 
possessed the intellectual, ethical, aesthetical and religious potentialities 
and possibilities which white men possessed, hinged upon the question 
as to whether the Negro did or did not possess a soul. The South said 
that the Negro was a beast and not a man, and was not capable of 
intellectual or moral improvement. In Georgia and other states, they took 
particular pains to see that the Negro had no chance or opportunity for 
mental improvement. In Georgia they would fine and imprison a white 
man and whip and imprison a colored man who was caught teaching a 
slave to read and write.

The great Calhoun said that “The Negro race was so inferior that 
it had never produced a single individual who could conjugate a Greek 
verb.” Dr. Crummell in his paper before the American Negro Academy 
upon “The Attitude of the American Mind Towards the Negro Intellect,” 
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wittily said that Calhoun must have expected Greek verbs to grow in 
Negro brains by some process of spontaneous generation, as he never 
had tried the experiment of putting a Greek grammar in the hands of a 
Negro student.

But ere long arose Dr. Blyden, the linguist and Arabic scholar; 
Prof. Scarborough, who wrote a Greek text book and “The Bird of 
Aristophanes” and the “Thematic Vowel in the Greek Verb;” Dr. Grimke, 
the theologian; Prof. Kelly Miller, the mathematician, arose. Colored 
students of Harvard like Greener, Grimke, DuBois, Trotter, Stewart, 
Bruce, Hill and Locke, and Bouchet, McGuinn, Faduma, Baker, Crawford 
and Pickens of Yale arose, who demonstrated every kind of intellectual 
capacity. Then Trumbull of Brown, Forbes and Lewis of Amherst, Wright 
of the University of Pennsylvania, and Hoffman and Wilkinson of Ann 
Arbor University, also won honors. Dr. Daniel Williams distinguished 
himself as a surgeon, Dunbar as a poet, Chestnut as a novelist, Tanner 
as an artist, and Coleridge Taylor as a musician.

So in the days when the American Negro Academy came into 
existence, the Bourbons of the south and their northern sympathizers 
realized that the Negro had achieved distinction in intellectual fields, 
where they said he would be like fish out of water.

So then they changed their tack. They then said that the Negro 
could be educated, but education made him “a builder of air castles,” in 
the words of their colored spokesman, and made him useless to his own 
people. They barred the educated Negro from employment in keeping 
with his natural tastes and aptitudes and previous training and inclination, 
and then said that he couldn’t make a living. They said the Negro was 
mentally inferior to the Anglo-Saxons and then reduced the curriculum in 
the state colleges and high schools to keep him mentally inferior.

At the same time, they encouraged the Negro churches and 
looked with favor upon laboring men and washerwomen using their hard 
earned savings to erect costly churches. Why did they look cross-eyed 
at and frown at the higher education of the Negro, which they said made 
him impractical, while they smiled and looked with satisfaction at his 



Poetic Hustles

56

religion, which they didn’t take seriously, but regarded as a dope? Why 
did they emphasize education and minimize religion for white men, and 
on the other hand minimize education and emphasize religion for black 
men? Why did they set up Yale and Harvard Universities as the white’s 
ideal of education and Hampton and Tuskegee as the colored man’s 
ideal?

These Bourbons of the south and their northern sympathizers 
had a definite propaganda and programme regarding the Negro. Their 
plan was to reduce the colored race to a race of hewers of wood and 
drawers of water, to disfranchise the Negro, run him out of Congress 
and lucrative political jobs in the south, to jim-crow him and segregate 
him. They knew that religion would act as a narcotic and opiate and 
that it would keep his eyes and mind centered upon the golden streets, 
jeweled pavements, sapphire walls and white-robed angels of the New 
Jerusalem, while they were robbing him of the civil and political rights 
which were won on the battlefields of the Civil War and guaranteed by 
the Constitution of the United States.

They knew that to educate him would be to open his eyes, to 
cause him to think and to prevent his being camouflaged. They knew 
that to educate him would be to make him dissatisfied with his lot at the 
bottom of the ladder. They knew that to educate him would introduce 
the leaven of divine discontent into his being. They knew that to educate 
him would cause him to aspire to something higher than hard labor or 
menial service. They knew that to educate him would cause him to know 
that robbing him of the ballot was reducing him to a pariah in American 
life and society and making him a political outcast. They knew that to 
educate the Negro would cause him to know that when he was being 
jim-crowed and segregated, a caste system based on the color of the 
skin was being established in America. In a word, those Americans who 
desired to rob the Negro of the fruits of the Civil War and to reduce 
him as far as possible to his previous status as a slave, knew that to 
educate the Negro was to open his eyes to the fact that the restrictions 
which they were trying to impose upon him were giving him a social, 
civil, political and economic status which was lower than that of the 
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illiterate emigrant from Europe, lower than that of the Japanese, Chinese, 
Hindoo, Indian and Filipino. In a word, they knew that to educate the 
Negro would open his eyes to the fact that the color of his skin was 
a mark of shame and a badge of dishonor and that a caste prejudice 
based upon color, was contrary to the spirit of Christianity and to the 
democratic principles underlying this government. In a word, they knew 
that it would be more difficult for them to carry out their programme 
with the Negro educated. And these are the reasons why twenty years 
ago, it was regarded as unwise and dangerous to give the Negro any 
higher education above the three R’s and a training in the trades. And 
most of the leaders of the Negro race were asleep at the switch twenty 
years ago. They eagerly swallowed the sugar-coated and chocolate-
coated pills. They took the medicine which their Anglo-Saxon friends 
offered because it was honeyed and sugared with a few fat jobs and 
contributions to churches and schools. And while they slept, as Samson 
slept on the lap of Delilah, they were shorn of their political and civil 
locks, and awoke one bright morning to find that their strength was gone.

It was a rude awakening that they experienced in the summer 
of 1917, when the edict went forth that all American citizens, black as 
well as white men, were subject to the selective draft. It was a rude 
awakening that they experienced, when they discovered that their sons 
must cross the ocean and give their lives to bring a freedom to war-
ridden Europe, which was denied their race in this country. It was a rude 
awakening that they experienced when they realized that they who only 
experienced partial citizenship in this country were called upon to make 
the same sacrifice in blood and treasure as their fairer-skinned brothers, 
who had experienced the full blessings of citizenship.

A Baptist preacher whom I met in St. Louis a year ago voiced the 
thought of the entire colored race when he said, “Ferris, what a mighty 
big price we have to pay for a little freedom.”

It was a rude awakening, when Hog Island was calling for 
riveters and the Remington Company at Eddystone for machinists, and 
yet would turn down colored men who were capable. It was a rude 
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awakening, when colored men and women who passed the Civil Service 
in Washington, D. C., during war times and were certified, were turned 
down because of their color. It was a rude awakening, when colored 
soldiers could fight and die side by side with white soldiers in France, 
and yet couldn’t visit the same service camps in America. And it was 
a still ruder awakening, when the Y. M. C. A. carried color prejudice to 
France where it had never existed before and attempted to jim-crow and 
segregate the very colored soldiers who were fighting to save France and 
to make the world safe for democracy.

Such was the state of the American mind twenty-two years, when 
Dr. Alexander Crummell gathered his colored friends around him and 
formed the Academy. The same reason that led the American mind to 
discountenance the Negro’s higher aspirations and strivings and longings 
caused Dr. Crummell to encourage them. He realized that living in the 
same country with the American white man, facing the same problems 
and conditions, the Negro needed the same kind of education and 
training that the white man needed, or he would lag hopelessly behind 
in the race of life. General Armstrong once triumphantly told a class of 
colored students at Hampton, “Hampton will give you enough education 
to cope with any colored men you may meet.” But Dr. Alexander 
Crummell saw deeper. He saw that the Negro needed also an education 
that would enable him to cope on equal intellectual terms with any 
white men that he might meet. For that reason the Negro needed to 
dip into literature, history, philosophy, psychology, sociology, sciences, 
anthropology and ethnology; needed in a word to be kept in touch with 
the trend of modern science and the tendencies of modern thought.

Dr. Crummell was right. If there ever was a time in the Negro’s 
history when he needed trained and well-equipped leadership, it is now, 
when the recent world war has brought about a new earth, when new 
problems affecting Europe, America and Africa are pressing for solution, 
and when a readjustment of social, political and industrial conditions will 
be made, not only in Europe and Africa but in America. If there was 
ever a time in the Negro’s history when he needed trained and well-
equipped leadership, it is now when tens of thousands of black Africans 
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and black Americans have demonstrated on scores of bloodstained 
battlefields in France that heroism can wear a sable hue and be clothed 
in ebony; when the American Negro proved his patriotism and loyalty by 
subscribing to the Liberty Loan, the War Chest, War Savings Stamps 
and by Red Cross service, and when by reason of his helping to lay low 
the Prussian menace to civilization, he has established his title clear to 
recognition and respectful consideration.

At a time, when the humanitarian plums will be handed out at the 
Peace Table at Versailles, at a time when the small and weak nations of 
Europe will have their day in court, at a time when the oppressed and 
suppressed peoples of Europe, Palestine and Armenia will have their 
innings, now is the time for the Negro to make his appeal, present his 
plea and submit his case.

Twenty years ago we did not fully realize that the treatment 
and consideration that an individual, a race or a nation received, is 
determined by the estimate in which the world holds the individual or 
race, and that this estimate is largely determined by the estimate in 
which the individual or race holds itself. And at this golden moment and 
rare opportunity, we need far-sighted pilots, wise guides, who can seize 
and utilize the civic, political, economic and industrial opportunities, which 
may present themselves.

We have had too many leaders who have pursued the Fabian 
policy of watchful waiting, who have been the creatures of circumstance, 
who have been the sport of chance, who have been determined by their 
environment, and who have been dependent upon the turn or course that 
events would take.

We need a Scipio Africanus, who saw with an eagle eye that 
Rome must carry the war into Africa and forthwith proceeded to take 
the initiative, made himself the compeller of circumstances, himself 
determined the course that events would take, and made himself the 
master of Rome’s fate and the architect of her destiny.

In the past we have been dependent upon what our Anglo-Saxon 
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friends have thought of us and have blindly worshipped the hand-picked 
leaders our Anglo-Saxon godfathers have set up for us, to bow down to. 
The time has now arrived for us to mold the opinion of our Anglo-Saxon 
friends by what we think of ourselves, and to select and follow our own 
leaders. The time has now arrived for us to take a hand in shaping our 
destiny.

 CoNClusIoN.

But there are other motives for education, besides bread winning 
and bettering one’s material condition. I remember at Harvard how 
Charles Eliot Norton, Prof. Thayer, the New Testament Greek scholar, 
and Dean C. C. Everett, of the Harvard Divinity School, impressed 
students by the grandeur and nobility of their character. And one, 
knowing them instinctively, felt that they realized our ideal of personality. 
I can see again the cultured Norton, whom Ruskin said was the only 
American he met who was a gentleman. I can see the tall, handsome, 
erect Thayer, with musical voice, gracious manners and buoyant walk, 
whom the boys called “the captain.” I can see again Dean Everett, 
who blended the wisdom of a Nestor with a transparent simplicity who 
blended granite strength of character with a Christ-like tenderness. And 
I can see again that trio of famous Harvard professors, James, Royce 
and Palmer—the first distinguished by his buoyancy of spirit, the second 
by his serenity and the third by his refinement. And then I can see that 
famous Yale philosopher, George Trumbull Ladd, a descendant of Elder 
Brewster and Governor Bradford, who came over in the Mayflower, 
and who himself was a splendid representative of modern puritanism. 
These and a score of other professors in my college days were what 
ex-President Timothy Dwight of Yale would call men of high character, 
and they made the students feel that merely to achieve character was 
something worth the effort and striving. And Dr. Alexander Crummell 
thought so too. One of the blessings which this terrible war brought to 
the world was the lesson that there are other values in life besides the 
piling up and the hoarding of money.

I realize that this is a materialistic age. But I am an optimist, 
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not so much because I believe in the Englishman or the American, 
as because I believe in God. I do not believe that the universe is the 
product of the blind play of atoms or the chance concourse of electrons. 
But I believe that the intricacy of the structure of the atoms, the law and 
order that is enthroned in the heavens above from farthest star across 
the milky way to farthest star are silent but patent witnesses to the fact 
that a Universal Mind is back of and behind and manifests Himself in 
the universe. I believe that this Universal Mind works in the hearts and 
consciences of men and that He is the ground and source and fount of 
their noble impulses and higher aspirations. And I believe that “Eternal 
Power, not ourselves, that makes for righteousness,” will continue to stir 
in the hearts and minds of men until they see the sin of damning a man 
because of the color of his skin.

If we believe in God and believe as Crummell believed that the 
black man can scale the heights of human achievement and gain the 
summit, if we believe that we do not represent a stage in the evolution 
from the monkey to man, but that, in the language of Terence, Rome’s 
tawny-colored poet, we are men and that nothing that is common 
to humanity is foreign to us, a spirit will be generated in us that no 
oppression can crush, no obstacles can daunt and no difficulties can 
overpower. Quicken in the Negro youth of the land a belief in the mighty 
hopes that make us men and we will write deeds upon the pages of 
history, as our black brothers wrote theirs in letters of blood upon the 
sunlit plains of fair France, that will command the attention and compel 
the recognition of a hostile world.





God is going to reveal to 
us things He never revealed 
before if we put our hands 
in His. 

—George W. Carver
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