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April 4, 1968 

Dear God, 

Sometimes I can’t help but question my fate. I thank you every day for the life you have 

given me and my babies, but sometimes I question whether you understand how much 

heartbreak a person can take.  

The day started out routine. Jamie woke me up in my bed, jumping on my back as if I 

were a sack of potatoes. I made eggs and biscuits: one with jam for Jackson and the other two 

plain. As my children ate, I made the beds until 7 am when it was time for Jamie and Jackson to 

leave for school. Recently, I have been walking them to the bus stop. I know it seems like they 

are too old for me to do that, but Brown vs. Board of Education has not stopped them from 

being threatened by the white folks at their newly desegregated school. So I did what I always 

do: walk five blocks with them to the bus stop, kiss the kids goodbye, and pray for their safety as 

they turn their little noses toward the ground and step onto the school bus. I watched the bus 

drive away until it became a small black speck against the big white Alabama sky. The poetry of 

that image is disturbingly accurate. The crowd of elementary school parents dispersed. I walked 

five blocks home, and continued my routine. 

When I got home, I started the laundry. First I washed and ironed Jackson’s clothes and 

then I did Jamie’s. I washed the bedsheets and the linens, and then I did my own laundry. 

Humming my favorite tune, I scrubbed the kitchen table, dusted the windows, cleaned the oven, 

mopped the floor. My eyes stung with restlessness and my neck dripped with sweat as I fried 

the chicken, boiled the corn, roasted the carrots, and buttered the bread rolls. Wrapping the 

supper I had prepared in tin foil, I thought about how ordinary my life has become. I wanted to 

explore, find a new job, change my hairstyle, but as a woman in the South, especially a black 



woman, it is not easy to stand up for myself and defy the social norm. I read articles in the 

newspaper about Betty Friedan and her efforts to diminish expectations about who women 

should be. I wish that my voice were valued enough to help these feminists and their movement.  

But these thoughts are not why I am writing to you tonight, God. My day only got worse 

after my chores. Jamie and Jackson came home from school and did their homework. They 

were thrilled when I told them that the three of us could eat our supper in front of the television. 

We sat there watching the nightly news. Jamie giggled at the screen of white men in spiffy suits 

and Jackson smiled at the large plate of food on his lap. I listened to Walter Cronkite deliver his 

news report. And that is when it happened. Before my mind could process the words, I heard 

the shatter of my own plate which had slipped from my grasp. I watched my children’s smiles 

disappear. The clock in front of our TV struck 7:05 when Walter Cronkite changed his scripted 

report: “Dr. Martin Luther King, the apostle of non-violence in the civil rights movement, has 

been shot to death in Memphis, Tennessee.” His words faded into a slow motion murmur as I 

felt my heart sink into my stomach. I was paralyzed. “Police have issued an all-points bulletin for 

a well-dressed, young white man seen running from the scene.” Jamie started to cry and 

Jackson curled into a ball on the floor. But I just sat there. I couldn’t say anything at all. My wet 

eyes stared at the screen, but my mind drifted to memories from three years ago in Selma. Dr. 

King stood inches away from us as we marched across the Edmund Winston Pettus Bridge. 

Holding hands, we walked as a unified community. We were too strong for fear. Too strong for 

pain. Our voices rose in songs and chants, blocking out the sounds of screams and gunshots. 

But now God, I cannot hear our music anymore. I am not strong enough for this pain. I am not 

strong enough to conquer fear. Tell me how am I supposed to cope with this. Tell me how I can 

protect my children in this society where I have no voice. I have no say in the life that I have 

been given. I am just a woman. I am a black woman.  


