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Letter from the Editor: 
 
For years I wished I had recorded the stories of my grandparents. As a writer, I                
wanted to document everything I could about where my parents were from. I never              
got the chance to sit with my abuelas Emma Caridad y Ana Josefa , or with my                
great grandmother, Ramona Cantalicia or my grandfathers Juan Porfirio and          
Fabio Antonio . Through them, I wanted to learn about what life was like in the               
Dominican Republic. 
 
I created A Story for the Ages in honor of my ancestors and out of great love for                  
my elders. This year commemorates my second year working with seniors and you             
have taught me so much about myself. It truly has been an honor for me to be your                  
teacher. I thank my seniors for trusting me with their stories and for writing even               
when they didn’t want to. 
 
One of the things that makes this project special is that the writers are elders from                
the Bronx. In these pages you will find poetry, love letters and stories of love,               
longing and faith. We spent many weeks writing about grief, love, parents and their              
past. The stories you will read are love letters to those who have passed on, stories                
about where they were born and lessons learned from life. My writers have worked              
hard. I hope you enjoy their stories as much as I have enjoyed being their teacher.  
 
To my seniors, I love you all! 
 
Alicia Anabel Santos 
Writing Teacher 
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Dedication . Dedicación 

 

For my mother Anna Amilia, I will forever cherish that God fearing lady 
who shaped my life and taught me the values which I now possess. 

Hopefully and prayerfully, I will once again embrace that sweet loving 
face at life’s end and shower her with the love I yearn to give her for all 
the giving she gave me. God bless her every step in heaven and may she 

continue to let me be showered with her presence. This is my earnest 
prayer, as she clutches me to her bosom for eternity. Amen ~ GP 

 
This is dedicated to my children and my grandson Thomas Leon Tillery.  

I love you - ED 
 

For my only son Leonard. I am proud of all your accomplishments!! 
After a stormy beginning, may God Grant you many years to continue to 

help others. ~ SB 
 

For my granddaughter. Life is wonderful when children are obedient 
and when you get to see them go from a baby into a woman or man with 
good respect for old people. We live in a world with so much disrespect. 
Keep your way of living and your husband and your grandmother would 

be proud of you. ~ WW 
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GLORIA WIGGS 
 

I REMEMBER 

 

I remember… attending college one year, then the job core. 

 

I remember… Grace Gospel Church…. I started going there when I was five             

years old and my feet couldn't touch the floor. I used to love going there and                

swinging my feet. My sister made sure we all went to Sunday school. My              

pastor was a German Jew. We had mostly white teachers and instructors. 

 

I remember… watching the organ lady play. I loved watching her play the             

organ… She used to bounce while playing, she bounced up and down and             

up and down. And I would just watch as her feet hit the pedals going up                

and down. The stories they told us about the bible… the way they told them               

stayed in my mind. 

 

EPISTLE ~  Letter for Shanee 

 

Dear Shanee:  

 

I received a beautiful card from you yesterday for Mother’s Day. You are my              

health aid. I was surprised because you have only been working for me a              

month, yet you wrote such beautiful words in the card for me. You wrote              

about how you like being around me, how you find our time together to be               

educational and fun, that every time we are together it's like a learning             

experience for you. Shanee, like me, you are a mother so we always talk              

about situations that are happening in your life. You love for me to share              

my experiences and you always seek my advice. We discuss the importance            

of the word NO. Why do we tell kids NO, without explaining. Why do we               

say NO? You said I really touched your life and you are so blessed to be                
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working for me. This is the best gift I could ever receive. Thank you. I hope                

your  Mother's Day was just as blessed as mine. 

Love,  

Gloria 

 

FATHERS DAY 

 

Yesterday in church the pastor preached about his son. He talked about            

how he doesn’t want his children, his daughter and son to give him money              

for Father’s Day. He shared that the best gift that they could possibly give              

him is how they live their life and how they make decisions on their own,               

that that’s the best gift a father can get. He hopes to see how his kids will                 

blossomed and take control of their lives and make something good out of             

their life and be prosperous.  

 

 

FIVE THINGS ABOUT AGING 

 

1. I want to grow old gracefully 

2. I want to still be, act and dress my age… get my hair and nails done 

3. Love, the way I feel about life. Live by example, showing love and             

helping others.  Give where I can most of all I love baking for others. 

4. I am at peace with my myself 

5. I am just happy 
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GEORGE POWELL 
 

 

WE ALL HAVE A STORY TO TELL 

 

I have no room for the broken…  

 

I was raised primarily by my mother, even though there were two parents at              

home. My father was absent, most of the time, since he was a minister. My               

mother had the job of raising two boys and a girl solely by herself. My father                

had a minor role except for disciplinary purposes. He was very strict. If my              

mother indicated to him that disciplinary action was needed, he would           

respond, “When I come home I will pay you back for old and new!”  

 

If I only had one minute to tell you my life story I would say I was blessed to                   

have a mother like mine. She was a quiet leader and a beautiful parent who               

taught Sunday school for 37 years. I was grounded in Christian service            

through her.  

 

Later in life it was revealed to me that in one of my father’s many trips to                 

Jamaica as an ambassador for Refugee Temple on 124th Street and 7th            

Avenue, is when he befriended a lady, and eventually had three other            

children, two boys and a girl, just like our nuclear family. The oldest was a               

boy with the girl sandwiched in between the two boys, just like we had at               

home. This revelation unfortunately hastened my mother's death… which I          

regret tremendously. For she was a steady rock of strength, love and            

understanding. I will forever feel her love showering down from heaven as            

she basks in the bosom of almighty God. 
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WHAT I LOVE...  

 

My closeness with my mother and my sister is what I love. My brother was               

more concerned with raising pigeons on our roof and misappropriating my           

clothes, while raising his fowl birds and getting their droppings on my            

clothes. Being the oldest child he had the voice of authority until my father              

came home and disciplined him. He ran away from home following the            

discipline and beatings. My mother would pray for his safety until he            

returned home. She would shower him with the love she was holding for his              

return.  
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FRANCES HARRIS 
 

I REMEMBER 

 

I remember meeting and falling in love with my husband 

I remember when we got married 

I remember when the first child was born 

I remember when the second child was born 

I remember when I got my first job 

I remember when I went to work for Citibank 

I remember the big boss I had at Citibank 

I remember when I retired 

I remember when I lost my first sibling 

 

 

WE ALL HAVE A STORY TO TELL 

 

I was raised in a small town named Rich Square, North Carolina. I was              

raised by both of my parents. My father was sharecropper. He raised six             

children and one grandchild. I was taught to respect our elders and to treat              

people the way you would want to be treated. I was taught to treat all people                

with respect. I was taught to believe in God and trust in Him. I was taught                

that you could be anything you wanted to if you worked hard at it and               

believe in yourself.  

 

If I only had one minute to tell you my life story I would tell you that I was                   

raised by loving parents. I would tell you how hard it was working on a               

farm. I would tell you about how I came to New York, got a job and raised                 

two beautiful daughters, and a granddaughter.  
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WHAT I LOVE  

 

I love waking up every morning to a new day, a day I have never seen                

before. I love having a family, being able to move around doing things,             

taking care of myself and getting to do all great things in life!! 
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ETHEL DOUTHIT 
 

THE DOOR TO NOWHERE 

 

As I walk around this lonely trail, I come upon a door.  

It is just a door standing alone with no sides.  

I open the door to a space, there is no sun, there is no moon, there are                 

no stars, yet there was no darkness.  

As I step through the door I am searching and looking to see what I               

will find.  

I was looking for someone or something, but I found nothing.  

There I stood alone. 

It made me realize that I don't have to walk a lonely trail,  

because along the way,  

there is a door,  

and once you get through it  

you feel that there is love,  

peace,  

and happiness  

along the trail  

behind the door  

to nowhere.  

For behind it,  

is a trail without end. 
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WHAT MOVES ME TO TEARS AND GIVES ME GOOSEBUMPS 

 

The first thing  

that comes to mind,  

each morning  

as I 

say my prayers  

I start to cry  

and I don't know why 

 

MY CHILDREN WERE AND STILL ARE MY LIFE 

 

I had my first child at the age of 18, my second at age 19. I came to New                   

York at age of 20 on a sleep in job. These were jobs that were posted all over                  

the United States by people who needed folks to clean and take care of their               

children. We would answer through the newspaper… and you sleep in           

because you slept in their house. You stay there and maybe on the weekend              

you would get half of saturday and sunday off. After about two months I left               

that job looking for employment elsewhere. My then boyfriend was          

stationed in my hometown, and he came to New York to pursue me. 

 

I REMEMBER 

 

1. I remember… My first trip to New York City at nine years old 

2. I remember… My 11th grade teacher in high school was Miss Wilson 

3. I remember… The day I got married, July 14th 

4. I remember… The birth of my children, all of them 

5. I remember… The first time I cooked and took my mother food 

6. I remember… My first trip to Texas when I asked the driver how long              

it would take 

7. I remember… The stories Mrs. Mary Washington told me. 

8. I remember… The years I spent in college at Malcolm King. 

9. I remember… Cousin Rosa Lee telling me about my Indian grandma 
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WE ALL HAVE A STORY TO TELL 

 

I was raised in Sumter, South Carolina by my mother. She went to work              

each day and she worked hard. She didn't have much time to spend with              

me. I had sisters and was taught to respect everyone, and to clean up after               

myself. 

 

If I only had one minute to tell you my life story what I would share is... 

 

I was raised by my mother 

I went to kindergarten 

I want to grade school, then junior high, then high school. 

I came to NY, I worked, got married, and had seven children. 

I raised them all by myself, worked hard and have enjoyed my life. 

 

What I love... I love family dinners with my children. I love singing and              

dancing. I love cooking and talking to childhood friends. Sometimes I even            

love being alone in the quietness. Just thinking about my life in the past. 

 

PASS LIFE PORTRAIT 

1. Cotton 

2. Empty room 

3. I still  

4. Love  

5. Sunset 

 

❖ When I think of cotton I think about the times when I went out and               

picked cotton 

❖ Sometimes I like being in an empty room alone 

❖ I still like to cook family dinners even though there is no one but me 

❖ I love it when my children and grandchildren come over 

❖ I love watching the sunset in the evening 
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EPISTLES  ~  

 

Dear Ex-husband, 

 

Since you left our world, the children and I are fine.  

They are all in school and doing well.  

I went back to school and got my college degree.  

I have a good job.  

We all are happy.  

The best thing….  

that you could have done… 

for this family… 

was to leave. 

Thank you.  

I hope have a good life. 

Your ex wife! 

 

WHEN I KNEW I WAS GETTING OLDER 

 

The moment I felt that I was growing older was when I started to go down                

the stairs at the job and my knees started to hurt. I noticed I could no                

longer walk down the stairs without pain anymore. From then on I knew             

that my body was talking to me. I knew that I no longer had the freedom to                 

do the things that I was accustomed to doing.  

 

I have never felt more alive than when I am with my family. My              

grandchildren keep me on my toes when they are around. Especially my            

third grandchild who has so many questions about family, and now the            

questions are about the bible. My daughter visits me often, and we always             

go somewhere.  

 

They keep me alive. And when I visit them there is no rest because there is                

always something that they have to show me. 
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BEVERLY J. TILLMAN 
 

THE MOMENT THAT TRANSFORMED MY LIFE  

 

Playing for churches 

Doing a lot of traveling 

Taking time out to help others 

 

 

EPISTLES ~  

 

Dear Margie, 

 

How is life going with you? I am doing good. I am thankful for my health                

and many other good things from God. I keep you in my mind most of the                

time. I know you have had many ups and down. I am praying for you, and                

saying to you, keep the faith  and put your trust in God ! 

 

From your friend, 

BJT 

 

PS. God will bless you. Have faith in God! 

 

FIVE THINGS I KNOW ABOUT AGING 

 

1. I thank God for being alive 

2. I am glad to reach this age 

3. I think about the places I have visited and the many places I will go 

4. I love to help everyone in any way that I can  

5. Many people that I know have not reached my age or have been able              

to do many things in life 

6. It's good to reach this age I am happy about this. 
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WE ALL HAVE A STORY TO TELL 

 

If I only had one minute to tell you my life story what would I share… 

 

It has been a great life!  

I have done many things.  

I traveled to many places.  

I have driven a 18 wheeler.  

Driving to many states.  

Wisconsin 

Oklahoma 

Ohio 

Georgia 

North Carolina 

Connecticut 

My life is good. 

Right in this moment  

I am enjoying my life  

and hope to enjoy my life 

for a long, long, long time  

I pray for good health.  

I pray for the strength of using my limbs…  

most of all  

I wish and pray  

that many other people my age  

can do what I do  

and I love it…. 
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SYLVIA BURNETT 
 

ODE TO HARLEM 

 

I have lived to see my 95th birthday thank God! I was born in Harlem               

Hospital in New York! One of my proudest things in life is that I was born                

in Harlem!! And I had a wonderful career in social work. I have one son               

who is celebrating his 70th birthday and he is in North Carolina. I have one               

grandson who lives his own life. 

 

I love chocolate.  

Hersheys….  

The lord has opened all kinds of doors for me---hallelujah….  

I am a human being of spirit…  

I love people who are so thoughtful to share, 

sharing and caring…  

I want you to know that I have had a good life….  

Enjoy your life every day. 

Whatever good happens at the end of the day  

if it's all good HOLD ON to it!  

If it’s bad, let it go ---  

Treat everyone like they are important  

Like a human being! 
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WILLIE WALLER 
 

WE ALL HAVE A STORY TO TELL 

 

I was raised in Alabama with my mother, although I know my father, my              

mother and aunt did the work of raising me. I worked hard to assist her. I                

grew up with cousins all around me. We grew up like brothers. I was taught               

to respect people, old, young, black or white, to show concern about people. 

 

If I only had a minte to tell you my life story I would want you to know mine                   

was wonderful although I have gone through hardships and sorrows in my            

life. My life is happier now that I have overcome those experiences. 

 

 

EPISTLES  ~  

 

Dear son,  

 

I am writing and my eyes are dim. I am writing to let you know it is a                  

wonderful thing to learn that at end of this month I will be a grandfather,               

and you say it will be a girl. I want you to know how happy I am to hear this.                    

Please tell your daughter I say hello and to be careful.  

 

Yours truly,  

Waller 
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TO SOMEONE WHO NEEDS FAITH AND COURAGE 

 

What I want you to know about life is that there is strength through words               

and encouragement in the mind! Feed your body! It will help keep the cells              

alive and also help your thoughts come alive and offer you encouragement.            

Most important is to connect to words that are printed in the bible which              

give messages on how to live for all mankind. Many have tried to destroy us               

with words, but life lives in the heart, please rise through it, your very              

existence matters here on earth. 
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SHELLEY RICE 
 

WE ALL HAVE A STORY TO TELL 

 

I was raised… a muslim, proud, curious, aware, rebellious 

 

I was raised… during a time when being natural was beautiful and black             

power was being pursued. 

 

I was taught… to stand up for myself 

To fight back 

 

I was taught that I am beautiful and a descendant of kings and queens. 

 

If I only had one minute to tell you my life story what I would share is…                 

everyone has an opinion, everyone was raised differently and has different           

experiences. So while I may not agree with what a person says or does, I               

accept them and I hope they accept me. 
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William Hodson Community Poem 
 
Take the shackles off so that I can breathe and be free. 

I am finally getting out of my burdomesome house 

The door is still open to my heart 

You are to me like honey is to the bee 

Take the shackles off my mind so I can broaden my horizons 

Take the chains away I want to be free 

 

Mother Mary, I pray for healing and love for the world 

Thank you for your precious son, the Lord Jesus Christ 

Love is kind, love is good, love is happiness, love never fails 

Mother Mary pray for me 

Mother Mary thank you for the birth of Jesus Christ 

 

Earth angel, you are a blessing in my life 

You didn't like me when we were introduced but your liked me after you got 

married 

You are a gift from heaven that came as a surprise. 

Earth angel a fantasy 

Once upon a time in my life 

 

The door is still open for us to begin again and find the love we have been waiting 

for 

And still, I love you Norman 

There she goes… through the door sweet as can be 

The door is still open to my heart 

So long, so late 

 

A change is gonna come, where we are all treated as one 

I have faith, faith in God that things will get better 

Now I go to my brother I said “help me, please” but he knocks me down on my 

knees 

Oh yes it will 

My change has come 
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Letters to Teacher 
 

A letter for Alicia Anabel Santos 

 

I am indeed fortunate to have Ms. Alicia Santos allow me to open up my 

life, as simple as it may be, for the blessings it has afforded me. This class 

of hers will certainly be one of the highlights of my life and I will continue 

on from this point. ~ George Powell 

 

Dear Alicia, 

It has been such a pleasure knowing you,  

you brought sunshine into my life.  

You brought back a lot of things that I had forgotten.  

You are such a lovely person.  

A beautiful soul.  

I really wish that the season was not over,  

because you are a person who can bring out your  

inner thoughts, things that you never dream of remembering.  

Please enjoy your summer.  

I am looking forward to seeing you next season.  

Thank you. ~ Ethel Douthit 

 

I liked this class. I felt comfortable. It is not often at my age, 95, you get a 

chance to share amongst others. There should be more programs like these 

and venues for us to share. ~ Sylvia Burnett 

 

To Alicia, your class was wonderful. You helped me get my thoughts 

down… Thank you. ~ Willie Waller 
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