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To my late brother-in-law, Billy Joe. Thank God you
never changed. Your prescription for living was so
simple: Work hard and keep smiling. For more than two
years we prayed and wondered what kept you standing.
Now we know.
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Introduction

As if it happened yesterday, I can still remember the question that placed me upon my current path. It had been a busy time of year for each of us. The fall usually is. Although we could barely get together as a family, this mini-vacation had been on the books for weeks. As we left our North Carolina resort to head to our Atlanta home, my wife, Pat, flipped through an assortment of magazines while our two oldest daughters, Kelli and Kim, brought her up-to-date on the latest college fashions. MacKenzie, our ninth grader and our youngest, was immersed in a USA Today, trying to make sense of the latest presidential polls. As for me, my mind was fixated upon upcoming speaking engagements and book signings. I had averaged at least two presentations a week for God knows how long, and I felt blessed to be able to take a few days off. Looking up from her newspaper, MacKenzie asked, “Dad, who are you going to vote for—President Clinton or Bob Dole?”

Caught off guard, I returned her question. “I don’t know, Mac. Who should I vote for?”

“Well, if I could vote, I know exactly how I would cast my ballot. I would elect Grandma Mary president, and Grandma Ruby vice president.” Amused by her thinking, I asked why.

“Because they know everything,” she explained. “Grandma Mary helps me with my homework, and Grandma Ruby makes me feel special.” I pinched my daughter’s cheek, tossed her words over in my mind, and continued the four-hour drive. The following morning as I prepared to catch yet another flight to another city, I grabbed pad and pen, and wrote a few words. Through the eyes of a child I was given the scope of my fourth book.

As reflected in earlier works, I’ve always been attracted to the subjects of success and achievement. I have interviewed peak performers in a variety of fields seeking to pinpoint the cause of their success. Now my effort takes on new meaning. For the past five years, I’ve shifted my focus from those highly touted entrepreneurs, corporate climbers, and peak performers whom I have examined in the past, to target those individuals who truly epitomize the human spirit: one thousand black grandmothers!

In all honesty, I did not write this book. I wish I had. Had I written this book I would be quite proud. Too proud for anyone to imagine. No, this is the work of hands far more skilled than my own; souls too deep, insights too worldly for me to comprehend. My part was minimal, at best. I didn’t bring anything special to the table. I was an innocent bystander seated in the corner taking notes—a silent listener. A role that I do not consider a task but an honor, an undeserved privilege. I’ve been allowed to sit at the council of elders and drink from their endless fountain of wisdom.

No matter how I tried to speak in my own voice, I found it difficult and sometimes useless to edit a text and offer words that simply could not be improved upon. Furthermore, I now realize that my previous writings were neither original nor unique. How could they be? Someone else had been there before with better ideas that could only be revived, recycled, or renewed. I am not discouraged. I know my place. No ego here. My sole purpose was to galvanize this collection of rich ideas into a simple, seamless volume and offer it to you, the reader—God’s child—as a good and perfect gift. Frankly, I am shocked that no one had yet written a book such as this. What strikes me is that the ideals formulated by this generation gone by remain contemporary in every sense. Their words and beliefs are completely untarnished by the passage of time. Clearly, here lies the last self-help book the world will ever need.

No, I did not and could not pen such a text. But one thousand women could—and did! Black women. Each skilled in the art of living. Everyday folks who got up early, stayed up late, and who did a whole lot in between. On average, each is a grandmother several times over, and at least sixty years of age. Each a spiritual sage with a plumb moral compass who sought neither fame nor fortune.

Each black grandmother was given the same request: If you had to write a letter to your children or to the next generation, what would you say? What would you tell them? Would you offer the same words of advice given to you during your youth? Or, how about a few helpful hints that lifted your spirits during those tougher moments? Or, would you share your own personal philosophy for living? Straightforward or humorous, prose or poetry, simple or profound, what would you say if you could write a single letter to your children or your children’s children about continuity and caring, life and living?

Would you tell your sons and daughters to count their blessings so that they may not only appreciate what has been given to them but, in turn, they may want to do something for those less fortunate? Would you tell your children that every human being is a miracle of creation, a marvel to behold, a priceless treasure, created for a purpose? Would you tell them that they are capable of great wonders; that they can be anything, do anything, have anything they wish—provided they are willing to pay the price for its attainment? Would you tell them that each of us is charged with the duty of leaving this world a little bit better than we found it? Would you tell them to use their greatest power wisely—the power of choice? With this power each of us has been placed slightly below the angels, blessed with the divine gift of choosing our own destiny.

Would you tell them that it’s okay to believe in Santa Claus, the tooth fairy, as well as each other, and that dreams do come true? And, as they chase their dreams, would you tell them to never, never give up or to lose faith or surrender the desires of their heart? Moreover, would you tell them to humble themselves before their God and pray, not only for the desires of their heart, but for understanding and guidance?

Would you tell them to enjoy this day, for this is the day the Lord has made? Would you tell them to fulfill life’s greatest task: the need to love and to be loved? If you could write one letter, one note, one word of advice, one bit of instruction for living, what would you say?

Countless black grandmothers carved out a piece of their day in order to address these simple questions. These contributors gave of themselves to their children, and to all of us. Their message tells a story of peace, hope, understanding, and how to navigate the rough patches of life. They instruct how to do well by doing good. These messages come from a diverse group of black women—some were cooks, some were domestics, and more than a few had and continue to labor on an assembly line, many times the third shift. A handful were financially independent, but the majority were only a days march ahead of hard times. There were doctors and lawyers, teachers and nurses. I received letters from elderly women who not only wrote of their sons and grandsons in prison, but who had served time themselves. On another score, I felt privileged to take in the thoughts of a black woman who served as a delegate to the 2000 Republican National Convention. Even in her autumn years she spoke of the impact that her grandmother had on her life. I even received a letter from the vice-mayor of Deltona, Florida, Lucille Wheatley, who had won the post in her midsixties. Like her peers, she spoke of faith and spirituality. Another who shared her thoughts is the Mayor of Orange, Texas, Essie Bellfield. When it comes to living, she, like her sisters, can see quite clearly. Their hearts have 20-20 vision.

Within these pages you will find the words of a seventy-five-year young Chicago-based grandmother who walks ten crisp miles a day. Not to be outdone by one Lucille Singleton, a retired domestic who, regardless of rain or shine, steps out of her Manhattan apartment at 4 a.m. sharp, “to squeeze in her three-mile workout.” An inspiration to everyone in her neighborhood, Miss Singleton didn’t take up running until age seventy. Six years later, at the prodding of the New York Road Runners club, where she volunteers her time and when many half her age find it difficult to run around the block, she completed the famed New York City Marathon in a respectable eight hours and two minutes.

In the fifth chapter your heart will be moved by two grandmothers, kindred spirits, who felt the universal calling to this project. Their letters are a testimony that love knows no color.

Letters arrived not only from America, but from Canada, the Caribbean, and even West Africa. The majority of letters were sent by mail. Some were faxed, several were hand delivered, and a few, surprisingly, were e-mailed. One letter was stamped CERTIFIED SPECIAL DELIVERY. Four women from a Brooklyn, New York, housing project, sat around a kitchen table and recorded their thoughts on audio cassette, and sent me the cassette in place of their letters. Grandmothers wrote their letters on personalized stationery as well as scrap paper and greeting cards. I also received letters written by hands that were gnarled and disfigured by arthritis and conceived by minds numbed by Alzheimer’s disease. Responses were offered by grandmothers who are well and by those who were, and remain, quite ill. Five grandmothers, may they rest in peace, shared their last dying words.

Most letters were handwritten, some were typed, and a handful were barely legible. One tender response was sent by an eighty-year-old great-great-grandmother composed on her personal computer. More than a few letters were crafted at church. Some were drafted at senior citizens’ facilities and nursing homes, while the majority were written at day’s end seated on the edge of a bed. Here, God was obviously at work. Many grandmothers had so much on their minds, that they called me direct. The words and thoughts of a unique group of thinkers are here. Whether educated or not, each viewed education as the ticket up and out. Some of the wisest words and most compelling lessons I read did not come from Ivy League grads or highly trained minds. On the contrary, my instructions came from poor black women sixty years and older, educated in the school of life. Valedictorians all, in the academy of hard knocks. Their teacher was struggle, their books were hope, and their pencils were sharpened by prayer. These truth seekers teach us once again, at a time when we need reminding, the importance of kindness and perseverance, of honesty and hope, of respect and integrity, of right and wrong.

They spoke of their roots in similar rural towns and shared the events that shaped their lives. They quoted their parents, grandparents, as well as their pastor. They paraphrased Maya Angelou, Benjamin Mays, Marian Wright Edelman, Martin Luther King, Jr., Iyanla Vanzant, T. D. Jakes, and their God. They provided prayers, poems, and Scripture; but most important, they shared a similar prescription for living that will open the doors to hope, peace, and contentment and give us the ability to fulfill our dreams.

One might wonder, what is to be gained by utilizing the wisdom passed down by others? Why not continue to live day by day, taking things as they come? The answer is manifold and the lesson is plain: Those best suited to direct, lead, and nurture others are not those who may have studied life in a book. On the contrary, the best guides are those individuals who have lived life and who possess the stripes to prove it. The shortest path to becoming somebody is to know whom to follow. Our stay on this planet is far too brief, and the time given to us, all too short. Life demands that we thirst for knowledge. I remember reading somewhere that a single conversation with the insightful is worth a years study of books. Ultimately, we owe the most to those who make us become what we can become; who, regardless of the situation or circumstances, never lower expectations. Whatever little knowledge we have acquired is due to the knowledge, thoughts, and ideas written by those gone before us.

Today as we face life’s innumerable challenges, when so many of us are troubled, uncertain, and confused, the rich deposits of inspiration offered by preceding generations take on a new and vital importance. In a world awash with insecurity and in search of acceptance, and a society where people are often judged by what they own and who they know, there has never been a time when the tried and true philosophies of the past were more urgently needed to supply perspective and understanding. What Keeps Me Standing is a concise and easy-to-understand guide to life’s most probing question: How then, shall we live? The door to a fulfilling life lies before you, and the thoughts from these gentle souls will supply the eternal key.

Louder than words, What Keeps Me Standing is not a book to be consumed in one or two sittings. Nor does it suggest turning back the clock or rejecting the progress and benefits of a modern era. Rather, it is a supplement to keep at your bedside, a treasure trove to dip into as needed. It is a timeless story that transcends religious, national, and ethnic boundaries. Here is a book that will be both feared and welcomed. Feared because the reader will realize the legacy to which it is tied and the standards he feels responsible to uphold. But welcomed because its central message encourages each of us to honor and emulate our forebears. We can do no better than to pass along what has been given to us: a positive framework for living. Open this text to any page and savor its richness, digest its tender phrases. Here is a book meant to be read, absorbed, and then mulled over until all is right within your soul. And whether you agree with this message or not, as you turn each page, please be willing to consider a new outlook. Some may understand what this wise sage says, but a true student will understand what she feels. Transformation is a slow process. Take as long as you need but do be gentle with yourself. Allow your heart, mind, and spirit to process each lesson before returning for more.

If books bore you, this book won’t. If few books move you, this book will. If words don’t change your life, these will drive you on. So often we find ourselves in a world in which we feel inadequate, powerless, unloved, and lost. Could this be your destiny? Do you wander in emptiness, occasionally bumping into another weary traveler on your narrow road who is even more desperate than you? If you have felt weak, abandoned, and unloved, then take heart. Within these pages lie traceable tracks that will help the most vanquished soul navigate life’s most challenging passages.

Have you lost your way? What Keeps Me Standing will guide your feet. Have your lost your faith? Then read on. In due time your faith will be renewed. Are you confused? Take heart. You hold in your hands a message from the past for a new millennium, a rich merger of heartfelt love and compassion that allows you to seek the deeper meaning behind life’s dilemmas. These inscriptions will permit you to meet the challenges of the day and work out your own salvation. Does despair cling at your heels? Here lies your good fortune. Meditate on the counsel contained within and you will find spiritual abundance, a storehouse of fortitude, and a floodlight that brightens the path to empowerment. So settle down for a remarkable journey through centuries of wisdom. Allow your imagination to carry you beyond words on a page. Listen to the music of the writers’ voices—feel the delivery, the inflection, the pitch, the cadence, the changing rhythm, the pulse, and, most of all, the passion that stirred the heart of a race and continues to leave an indelible mark.

These black grandmothers understand life so well. Irresistibly lovable, you can’t touch them without touching their spirit. Their solution to any problem can be found somewhere between the Bible, education, and hard work—the three most important legs on their stools. No nonsense, no foolishness, no false airs, and no fluff. Just principles. “I can be me better than anyone else,” one grandmother writes, “so there is no need to impress anyone.” You get the picture. Always substance over style. When it comes to pain they don’t even bother to wince. For them, hard times come easy, and they are still standing even in the worst of times. It is from this wealth of experience that I have siphoned off words of wisdom. Hopefully, they will empower others to run on fractured legs, crawl on bruised knees, and stand on swollen feet.

 

September 5, 1998

Birmingham, AL

WHY I WAS PLACED ON EARTH.
SURVIVING IS EASY; LIVING IS DIFFICULT.

I’ve always felt that the best letters are those that may have never been written. With that in mind, my words may not make a difference to you but the Lord placed these thoughts in my heart to at least try. I’ve tried to live my life as an example to others. I tried to be a devoted wife, loving and thoughtful. I’ve tried to be a good mother, striving to raise caring, kind, and considerate children. I’ve tried to be a good person, though many times I’ve stumbled. Most of all, I’ve tried to be a witness; to play my part; to live purely, humbly, and without regret. Our lives are our witness, and our witness is our legacy. It is what lives on in the world after we have departed.

There was a time in my life when I searched for direction. As a faith-filled twenty-year-old, I had set my sights on becoming a nurse. But as a black woman with an eleventh-grade education, there would be no American dream for me. Not in the 1950’s, and definitely not in Birmingham, Alabama. That would be too much to ask. Back then, Birmingham’s heart was as hard as steel. It was a tough place for black folks to live. Not only was the city racially divided, it was the home to the largest Ku Klux Klan chapter in the nation. Consequently, the only job I could find would be to sweep and mop the floors of the city’s mental health hospital. There I stayed for God knows how long, sweeping, dusting, and carrying out my duties to the best of my ability, always hoping for brighter days. But what I didn’t count on when I took the job was that it would also become my ministry—the kindling and spark needed to ignite a soul.

During my stay, a wealthy white physician had been admitted to the facility. After thirty years of marriage his wife had an affair which led to his nervous breakdown. I felt so sorry for him. The story was in all the papers. His doctors tried all types of treatments and medication but with little success. He had completely withdrawn. Every day, when I made my rounds with my mop and bucket, I would visit with him. “Snap out of it,” I would tell him. “You don’t belong here. You’ve got so much to live for. You need to pick up the pieces and get on with your life.” I guess he stayed there for nearly five years until one day, he slowly began to open up. A short time later his doctors discharged him. They said he had made a complete and full recovery. As he gathered his belongings and said his good-byes he waited until everyone had turned their head. Then, without any warning, he walked over to me and placed a one hundred dollar bill into my hand.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“That’s my way of saying thank you,” he whispered. “If it weren’t for you there’s no way I would be leaving. You did more for me than any of these so-called trained professionals.” And, with that, he hugged me and left.

Surviving is easy; living can be difficult. We are so conditioned to think that our lives revolve around great moments. But great moments often catch us off guard. Just think: When that wealthy white doctor embraced me, a poor black woman in that southern hospital nearly fifty years ago, it was possible to believe that I had been placed on earth for the sole purpose of helping him regain his sanity. I may never do anything in my life that is more important.

You never know the power you possess to heal a human heart. Regardless where life may lead, you’ve got a role to play. Sometimes circumstances won’t allow you to reach back, but they should never stop you from reaching over.

You are a child of God, and you do matter…

Minnie Player

 

October 1, 1998

Baltimore, MD

LIFE IS THE GREATEST OF ALL
STATEMENTS; MAKE SURE YOURS
SPEAKS VOLUMES.

You’ve known me, faults and all, for the better part of thirty years. More than anyone else, you know there are many questions regarding life that I alone cannot answer. I’m the first to admit, I’m not extraordinarily gifted in any single area. It’s true, I did graduate from college during a time when so few dared to look beyond high school. For that accomplishment I am most grateful and proud. But each time I gaze at my diploma, I realize that I am still a student, still learning every day how to be human. And yes, I am equally proud to proclaim that your grandfather and I have been united in wedded bliss for fifty-four years. I’ve tried my best to live out my marriage vows. I’ve tried to be more than a good wife, seeking also to be my mate’s best friend.

In spite of my seventy years and these accomplishments, I suppose the only subject I can discuss with any amount of certainty would be living itself. So here’s the bottom line: Get a life!

Not just any life, but a good life. A blessed life. A life built with laughter and warmth. Two powerful qualities. You’re the only person on earth capable of living it. Life is glorious and no one has any business taking it for granted.

Get a life. A life that keeps the faith and prays daily. A life that asks not for material possessions but for guidance, knowledge, and wisdom. A life overflowing with self-control, self-respect, and confidence. Trust me on this one. You can do all things.

Get a life. A life not based upon money, but on how much you can give. A life filled with compassion and generosity, which you can share freely. A life that is synonymous with justice. One that will lead marches and right the wrongs of everyday people. All of us want to do well. But if we do not do good, then doing well will never be enough. Get a life that lives by my grandfathers words: “If you’ve got a lazy bone in your body, cut it out.” It’s so easy to waste our time, our days, our hours, and minutes. Take my word for it: the clock is ticking. Waste not another moment. It’s a mistake to depend on others, so hold up your end of the bargain and get to work no matter how tedious the task.

Get a life. A life that is fearless; one that will not be burdened by risk or failure, no matter how huge, regardless of how many. A life that will never condemn; one that can ask for forgiveness and grant it just the same. A life that knows the value of silence in the face of others’ missteps. One that is capable of passing life’s toughest test: patience. It’s a simple virtue that I practice every day, praying that you will begin to pull your life together and overcome your addiction.

If you are to benefit from this journey, get a life that lives by every word of His commandments; a life that demonstrates grace and mercy. One that can walk in the company of greatness yet is humble enough to be measured by the true Son—He that is first and last; last and first. This is the standard by which you and I will be judged. So there you have it. Words from someone who may not have done much or earned much but has experienced plenty. If you will take heart and be guided by all that you have read, you will not be disappointed.

Life is the greatest of all statements. Make sure yours speaks volumes,

Marian Scarborough
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How late we grow smart. To be honest, there were times when I thought I knew everything. However, after absorbing the letters contained within this passage, I found I knew nothing. And I am not alone. Millions of people blessed with the miracle of sight never really see the world. Millions with the innate capacity to love, and to know the joy that love brings, wait too long to express it. Too frequently, a visit to a nursing home will reveal the following: Patients who realize that their days are drawing to a close will often say, “I waited too long to start living.” You should find their remarks strange. What they’re really saying is that they failed to enjoy life even during those years that they were living it most fully. It’s like the person who puts the best china and silverware away for some rare, special occasion. Unfortunately, these individuals die before it is ever used.

Few people, it seems, develop an awareness for living. While possessing the greatest gift—life itself—they pass through their days like robots. Even worse, their actions clearly demonstrate that they don’t have the slightest idea of life’s value, let alone an awareness that life is to be treasured and enjoyed each and every day. It’s only when their days grow short and their hour draws near that life’s precious value begins to take hold. I find it amazing, but most of us place the greatest value on the cheapest commodities—possessions, that if lost or stolen could easily be replaced—while the greatest gift of all goes unnoticed. The most fortunate people in the world are those who have been taught to place value where it belongs—on an awareness for living.

So if you are about to graduate from high school or college, consider these letters the homework assignment you failed to complete and the commencement speech you never heard. If you’ve grown weary of an uninspiring religion and find your spirit thirsting for renewal, here’s the sermon you missed. If your parents failed to provide the loving guidance and sense of direction that is necessary for fulfillment in today’s embattled world, here is the firm but tender heart-to-heart talk you should have received in your youth. At last your life and your future are in your hands—and yours alone. You now possess the power and the means to make all your tomorrows a special heaven on earth. You may now walk with head high and shoulders erect toward the future you deserve. Live your life well!
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October 16, 1998

Glenmora, LA

WHAT I LEARNED ABOUT LIFE
AND SUCCESS IN THE COTTON
FIELDS OF LOUISIANA

Mother used to say, “You will hear me long after I am gone.” The first time I heard these words I had no idea what she meant. When conveying the facts of life, my mother always spoke in parables and proverbs. This remarkable statement would be an important lesson that neither of us would verbalize during her lifetime. Now, fifty years have come and gone, and I realize she could not have taught me in a more excellent way. As I look back from my lofty perch in academia, sitting behind a mahogany desk in a high-back leather chair, surrounded by walls draped with citations, mementos, and diplomas, my hearing is as sharp as ever. I can only admire the wisdom and subtlety my mother displayed as she prepared me for the future. “You may not agree with all I’ve got to say, but sooner or later my words will ring true,” was the message my mother was trying to convey.

In those days, I was as full of questions as my mother was of answers. A lesser individual would’ve knuckled under due to the stress and strain long ago, and certainly wouldn’t have had the time to guide me. A pillar of strength, here stood a woman who could’ve easily been overwhelmed with the responsibilities of earning a living, caring for her children, and just plain keeping her head above water. Whoever said no one is irreplaceable never met my mother. Though she is no longer with me, her advice continues to make a difference in unexpected and unexplained ways.

Like those before me, I began picking cotton as a young girl growing up in Louisiana. I was barely twelve years old. Throughout my childhood, though money and means were rare commodities, hard work could be found in abundance. Now, I don’t know if you’ve ever toiled in the cotton fields but Lord, have mercy, I can think of a thousand jobs—from washing clothes to cooking and cleaning, to sweating away in the cabbage patch, you name it—I’d rather do. I’ve lived and worked the world over and, if I never pick an ounce of cotton in my life again, that would be fine with me. Somehow my mother sensed my disdain. “There’s more to picking cotton,” she would say, “than just filling a sack. If you look hard and long enough you will find a lesson or two.” There was little chance that I would live out my life in those hot and humid cotton fields of central Louisiana, but once again I would lean on my mother’s words to pull me through.

The human journey is short. We no sooner realize that we are here than it is time for us to go. Though you may never lift a cotton sack in your life, I pray that you will appreciate and benefit from the pearls of wisdom I plucked from the cotton fields of Louisiana:


LESSON ONE: The workday began at 3 a.m. sharp, and concluded somewhere between 5 and 6 p.m. The foreman’s truck that carried me and other workers to the fields came bright and early and expected each worker to be on time. At an early age I was taught the value of discipline: If I failed to show up at the appointed hour that workday would be rendered wasted. I soon discovered “on time” means on time and success in any endeavor begins early and stays late.

LESSON TWO: Never expect something for nothing. At the conclusion of each workday, within full view of everyone, each sack of cotton was weighed. One large sack—a good day’s effort—brought at least three dollars, money I desperately needed. But each sack had to be filled with clean, dry cotton. Though human nature might tempt one to cut corners (I’ve seen field hands throw rocks and dirt into their sacks in an effort to add to their total weight), eventually their shortcuts and deception were uncovered. Never look for or expect more than what you put in. Never expect easy money, success without working, or to get rich quick.

LESSON THREE: I was raised in a rundown clapboard house. As I lay in bed each night I could see the evening stars through my roof and the chickens beneath the floor. I dared not complain. Mother was doing the best she could. The following morning, as I moved from row to row with that bag of cotton on my shoulders, I carried my dreams for a better world with me. I took an inward journey and unleashed the power of my mind. I pictured a home in an upscale neighborhood. A house complete with indoor plumbing, carpeted floors, freshly painted walls, topped off with a huge kitchen featuring the latest appliances. As my imagination ran wild I came to rely on a spiritual secret: Trust the unseen more than the visible. I may have never openly shared my dreams, but I knew this was the life I was meant to live. Now, in more ways than one, I finally feel at home. Today, I live in the house that I envisioned—complete with all the bells and whistles—down to the smallest detail And to think I began laying the foundation nearly half a century ago. It is never too late to become the person you were meant to be. Let your imagination soar. It is the secret language of the soul.

LESSON FOUR: Truth be known, I wasn’t the fastest cotton picker in the field. To be honest, not only was I the slowest, but my inability to develop a rhythm (yes, there is a rhythm to picking cotton) many times caused bottlenecks as I struggled from row to endless row. To my surprise the older workers didn’t seem to mind. As a matter of fact, they overlooked my shortcomings and wrapped me in a blanket of encouragement. Collectively, they knew of my dreams of going to college, and eventually earning a graduate degree. To them, I represented faith and hope for the future. Not just my future, but the future for every overworked and underpaid brother and sister who slaved away in those fields. With my head down, and back and knees aching, I can still hear them leading me on: “Come on, Baby. You can do it! You’re gonna make it.” Their words of hope and redemption touched me in a healing way. Since the day I set foot on the Grambling State University campus to the day I walked across the stage at Texas Southern University to receive my doctorate degree, I have lived by this lesson. Like those field hands who had the utmost faith in me, their daily words of encouragement set the tone for all that I would accomplish. On a word and a prayer, I pressed on.



Well, my mother was right. “There’s more to picking cotton than just filling a sack.” It was my mother who not only pointed me to the cotton fields but who knew I would uncover a number of life-changing lessons as well. Within each of us blooms a wellspring of abundance and opportunity. For in each of us rests a deeply personal dream waiting to be plucked. When we cherish our dreams and invest in hard work, faith, and discipline, we will achieve long-lasting success.

I have faith that you will hear my words long after I am gone,

Doris Price, Ph.D.

 

September 10, 1998

Nashville, TN

TO DARE GUIDE A LIFE

Well, where do I start? The best advice I’ve been given rests on the following: Life is oh so precious. In that brief space of time between birth and death each of us discovers life’s true meaning. My life has been enriched by the lives I’ve touched, shaped, and molded in more than forty years of teaching. It has been gratifying to see those whom I have taught discover their unique talents and gifts. My job was no less than that of my parents who had the daunting task of convincing me, though I couldn’t eat at certain lunch counters or use public restrooms or participate in a system that overlooked my abilities that, in spite of it all the indignities and injustice, somehow, someway, I could still reach my goals. No small chore.

Only a few, if any, of the lives that I’ve embraced will approximate the discoveries of a George Washington Carver or the commitment and contributions of a Dr. King, a Booker T. Washington or a Harriet Tubman. Nonetheless, driven by a compulsion for success, many of my former students have blossomed into doctors, lawyers, corporate executives, and public servants. To dare guide a life and to help a young child discover his or her innate gifts is especially meaningful to me. This is the best way to put meaning into your life. The Man Above only asks that we begin.

Cora R. Goodwin

 

April 25, 2001

Baltimore, MD

A GOOD BOOK IS YOUR MOST
TREASURED POSSESSION

The year was 1933—the bottom of the Great Depression. My father, born and raised in Barbados, came to this country with high hopes and even higher expectations. Though his entrepreneurial dreams fell short, my father was determined that his journey to America would not be in vain. After all, here was a






	

	

	

	








LOOK WHERE YOU CAME FROM














HWE WO HO SO YIYE








THIS LETTER IS A GIFT OF HAPPINESS



	

	

	

	

	

	








SUCCESS AIN’T SITTING STILL







RESPECT ISN’T A QUALITY THAT
IS EASILY GRANTED. IT CAN
ONLY BE EARNED.





















YOU ARE A MIRACLE











SING YOUR SONG






NOT MY WILL BUT THY WILL BE DONE

















WHAT YOU CALL NO CHANCE,
MAY BE YOUR ONLY CHANCE







A GOOD EXAMPLE IS THE BEST
SERMON YOU CAN PREACH








ONCE A TEACHER, ALWAYS A TEACHER



	

	

	









WHAT IS LIFE?












BY THIS GUIDING LIGHT









DON’T ALLOW THE TRAPPINGS OF LIFE
TO DISTRACT YOU FROM THE
MEANING OF LIFE







A FINAL WORD OR TWO ON THE
GREATEST OF ALL STATEMENTS
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