In my Education Seminar (EDU 395) with Dr. William Henry Shaw, Instructor at Columbus College in Columbus, Georgia. Our topic to be discussed was Immigration of People to the United States.  Dr. Shaw asked would one Black person write his or her experiences in growing up Black. I volunteered; this article was presented (oral/written) to his class on April 10, 1978. 
                          “My Experiences in Growing up Black”

    I was born in 1956 when integration was a household word.  “The Blacks of America have been taken advantage of for over a hundred years and were deprived socially, educationally and economically.”   This seemed to be the theme floating through the Black community.

    My parents and grandmother are Christian people who loved people no matter what color they are and they showed me their love everyday.  I was taught “As you would that men do unto you, do you also unto them likewise.”

    My dear mother is a seamstress who has made beautiful clothes for some of the most prominent and wealthy people in this city, as well as for The Springer Theatre cast of players.  The clothes for the stars of “Mame,”  “The Sound of Music,” “Fiddler on the Roof,” “South Pacific,” and many others.  I saw my mother and the stars who wore her creations hug each other in joy that the garment was another perfect production.
   My father is the best of salesman of men’s fine clothes I think in this city.  His clientele is the largest handled by any salesman in his firm.  He sends men’s clothes out of town to many satisfied customers who join the people he serves saying, “If you want to be fitted well, get Hinton to do it.”

    My grandmother at 78 can iron a shirt, a linen tablecloth, curtains or a dress as well or better than anyone I know and she enjoys it. 
I tell you all of this to let you envision a family who loves each other and who is happy, not merely with material things but with the fulfillment that imperialism cannot bring.

   I grew up to feel my worth.  I am somebody, I am loved, and I can make my dreams come true.  I shall not forget my brother. I shall succeed because I really want to.

  Being Black does not change my values, it heightens them.  Being Black does not make me wish, it makes me perform. I have and can perform as well and in some cases better than my fellow classmates who had the best of teachers, surroundings and equipment in their learning process.  Being Black has motivated me to be the best, to reach the pinnacle of success and tear down all the detours that say stop or slow down. 

  My parents wanted me to go to Richards Junior High School and leave Carver Elementary because there was no Junior High School in our area, we left elementary at the 7th grade and went to Carver High School  at the 8th grade.  
At Richards I found equipment that I had never seen before at school.  I had band experience but I had to go from Carver Elementary to Carver High School for classes to learn to play my alto saxophone.  As the result of this I was the only Black student in Richard’s Jr. High’s concert and marching bands.

   I was refused admittance to Hardaway High School under freedom of choice, even though football players were admitted from Carver.  I then went to Columbus High School ready for the band, I stayed in band until I finished my high school experience  in 3 years of hard work and summer school, participating as President of the Allied Medical Careers Club, chorus and band while advancing to 1st chair tenor saxophone my senior year.  

   My Black skin completes the body beautiful that God has given me, a mind that thinks beautiful and wholesome thoughts, that takes time for the esthetic.  My Black fingers touch the piano and organ bringing forth music that the ear can hear and feel, never asking the question of color.  My Black lips move and turn as my Black head bows in prayer to God when I’ve made somebody happy, a glint of comprehension in the eye of a child that I have given a learning experience, a smile from an aged member of my church, an understanding sales person, a genuine “How are you?” from a friend.

   Some of my earliest playmates were white.  Some of the people who were first to wish me well or write letters of importance, or give me gifts were White.  Those who were my friends remained through the years, be they Black or White.

   There are inequities in our beloved America.  In my years of life I have seen doors opened to a person less prepared than I, who was White.  The present number of unemployed Blacks is much larger percentage wise than Whites.

I have been the recipient of college grades, high school and even junior high grades less than a White student who seemingly did less work.  I have had distasteful names called in my presence that referred to Blacks.  In junior high school the word “N..…r” was written on my desk by two white boys who were my classmates.  There have been insulting remarks by persons in a passing automobile.  Yes, there have been moments and times of the possibility of bitterness, but I really have none.  I just endeavor to be the best person that I can be and I have pity for the person or persons who would want it otherwise.  

   I hope America will offer equal opportunities to every person who adds to its population regardless to race, creed, color, sex, religion and national origin.  

   So to conclude my article, I have no hang up on color.  I am Black and I am Proud.  I have some of what every person my age has, a good strong body, my fellow man, a college education, a home, a car, fun and some money in my purse.  These things came from God, plenty of hard work and knowledge of what comes first.  
Being Black does not necessarily make you a failure, just as being White is no guarantee that you will succeed.

April 10, 1978

Beverly G. Hinton

You are special, unique and valuable.  The world is a better place because you are here.
                                           Beverly Hinton Hugle

                                       The above saying is said to my students everyday.
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