
Reflections on Black History Month


I must start with my family. Deloris and James Knuckles, mom and dad, were part of the big 

migration of southern black men and women to the northern states in the 40’s and 50’s. They 

settled in Flint, Michigan and started their family. There were 5 children, me being in the middle 

of the group. That’s a very special place in a family: the Middle Child, you learn co-operation 

early. (or at least I did).  It was a traditional family, Dad worked, Mom raised the kids and looked 

after the home. We went to church regularly: Foss Avenue Missionary Baptist Church. Sunday 

school was at 10 and the service started at 11, it usually lasted 2 hours. Go home have Supper 

and relax for the rest of the afternoon. Sometimes go for a drive. Get ready for school the next 

day. All quite normal for a family at the time. 


We were loved and loved each other, rather raucously at times. But issues were always 

resolved before bed time. The most important message from my parents were of Family Unity. 

Keep the family together (and as harmonious as possible for 7 people in a 2 bedroom house.) 

This was the main message of our minister: Reverend Aldridge, also. You see we lived in 

turbulent times. Southern schools were segregated. There were no, or very few professional 

role models (we were Porters, Bell Hops, service workers. Some nurses, teachers, policemen a 

few Doctors, Lawyers who usually only or mostly worked within our own race) as a race we 

were striving to be recognized as fellow humans; not some products of slaves that have gone 

Uppity. The Jim Crow Laws were still on the books. 


Our leaders were mostly from the clergy: the best of them was Reverend Martin Luther King. 

He was who our family endorsed. The alternative: Malcolm X was too violent for me. MLK 

spoke of non-violence, he advocated basic human rights, he inspired us to be proud of our 

race and stay silent no more. He showed me that there was something better than just living 

and doing the same old, same old. He embodied the virtues we heard about every Sunday. 


And he was shot down.




There was rioting, destruction of property, great anger. We even had a mini riot at our High 

School. My mother came to the school and following MLK’s example: she got all the black kids 

together and marched around the school property until everyone calmed down and went 

home. I was subjected to name calling, but we had a rhyme for that:


Sticks and Stone may break my bones, but words will never hurt me.


I said that a lot.


We were also taught to be the best we could. Mom always said: “ I don’t care what you do in 

life, just be good at it. If you want to be a bank robber, be the best bank robber!”


Education was important also, my parents were unable to finish High School, so that was the 

basic requirement for us. I was first to go to University and my life expanded. All the different 

people, races, languages, opportunities, living on my own, learning how to manage money.  I 

went to different churches, sang different music. Gosh I even had to sing a different language!!!


But I was always drawn back to Sunday Worship. I found my niche, where I can offer my praise 

and prayer in song. Some of the greatest music ever written was written for the church. How 

poorer our experience would be without the great Spirituals from the Black Race. And now I’ve 

had to sing in Chinese, African, Cree. 


I’m not so angry these days, my faith is quiet and steady. Age will do that to some of us. I’m 

away from my remaining birth-family, but my family here is just as energizing and loving. SUC is  

nurturing and stimulating enough  to keep me engaged and present.


Life is good, Amen





