
SEVENTEEN WAYS 

 

Beyond resistance, beyond the locked doors 

of hate, Hope—a kind of fuel for walking 

seventeen ways into history, into a future 

beyond those who’d been blinded 

by their own bright skin. 

 

What did it mean to enter the halls 

packed with snarling faces, to live every day 

under the insults, the sharpening threats? 

Here, now, it’s easy to forget—easy 

to think “it wasn’t so bad.” Close your eyes. 

 

You can still see each of them alone 

in class: bobby socks, polished shoes,  

pressed slacks, good skirts, eyes lit  

by this one rough chance. 

The Seventeen 

 

given no other way but through 

the festering mob: their fellow students 

caught in the old snare of bigotry. 



Why did none of them turn back, go home 

when Cruelty spat in their black faces? 

 

Be here with them for a moment. 

Open your eyes.  Try to remember  

what has been won,  

what it means 

after all the madness, to see 

the doors everywhere    finally open. 

 

 

 
 


