
Mr. Marx’s eyes lit up the day we started 
reading Toni Morrison’s Beloved  

I will call them my people, 
Which are not my people;  
And her beloved,  
Which was not beloved.  

Romans 9:25 
 
He brought in his old 
cassettes—audiobooks—of Morrison’s 
readings. 
 
I will call them my teachers  
Which were not my teachers 
And policy effective  
Which was not effective 

Martins 1:12 
 
“Here we go again,” I thought, before 
looking at the author and wondering where 
had I seen that script before  
 
I will call them unbiased 
Which were biased 
And colorblind 
Which was never colorblind 

Martin 2:12 
 
The first night I fumbled through the 
reading, and that morning I sat silently 
during class discussion 
 
I will call them cultivators 
Which were not cultivators 
And No Child Left Behind 
Which was a Child Left Behind 

Martin 3:12 
 
The second night, it got easier to understand 
Morrison’s style: History was interwoven 
with fiction 
 
I will call them 
representation 

Which were not receptive 
And inclusive  
Which was not inclusive 

Martin 4:12 
 
It made sense. The depth a mother would go 
to protect her child from slavery. 
 
I will call them minorities  
Which were not minor 
And testing equal 
Which was not justice 

Martin 5:12 
 
I remember! I saw that name on another 
book. I tossed every shelf in my room and 
there it was, The Bluest Eye.  
 
I will call them my 
empathetic 
Which were sympathetic 
And home 
Which was never home 

Martin 6:12 
 
I spoke more in class discussions and when 
the time came to write the paper, I was 
overflowing with interpretations. 
 
But I will call them policies 
Those that are inclusive 
And diverse 
Which are student-centered 

Martin 7:12 
 
I went to Mr. Marx. We sat there, for hours 
is his office talking over my interpretations. 
Playing catch with ideas.  
 
I will call my teacher 
Who were my teachers 
And literature 
Which was MY literature 

Martin 8:12 
 



I could not help myself. I did not want it to 
end. 
For what, to move on to Shakespeare and 
Thoreau? This is Morrison we’re talking 
about, she alive and BLACK.  
 
I will call them mobile 
Those that were mobile 
And innovation 
Which was innovative 

Martin 9:12 
 
A black educated woman: that usually gets 
reserved for February or poetry month.  
 
I will call it my education 
Which was my education 
And obstacles 
Which were my obstacles 

Martin 10:12 
 
But it came to an end. We received our 
grades and in the comments Mr. Marx 
wrote, “read more of her books.” 
 
I will call it change 
Which is reflection 
And public 
Which is truly for the public 

Martin 11:12 
 
The next day we began One Hundred Years 
of Solitude by Gabriel García Márquez 
 
I will call it my beginning 
Which was not my end 
And my students 
Which are my students 

Martin 12:12 
 
I enjoyed the book, but I will never forget 
the way his eyes lit up the day he brought in 
Beloved.  


