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Coretta Scott King is well known for being the wifeÊof Dr. Martin Luther King Jr., and for her own
civil rights and world peace activism. She also received many awards and honorary degrees. But
before she did all of those impressive things, Coretta was a strong little girl who could outclimb
anyone in her neighborhood, was very close to her dad, and had a beautiful singing voice! Read
all about how Coretta Scott King learned that if you work hard enough, your dreams can come
true.

About the AuthorGeorge Stanley was a Professor of African and Middle-Eastern Languages and
Linguistics at Cameron University. In between prepping class lectures and grading papers, he
found the time to write for children. He was also the author of Night Fires and the Third-Grade
Detectives series.Meryl Henderson is a graduate of Syracuse University. In 1974, she graduated
summa cum laude with a bachelor of fine arts degree. For over forty years, she has been
working as a freelance illustrator, specializing in artwork for children. She has illustrated more
than a hundred books and has contributed illustrations to countless magazines and educational
books. She currently lives in Catskill, New York.
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Coretta Scott King

DreamerApril 27, 1927, was warm for late spring in Alabama. Some of the church ladies who
had come to the Scott farmhouse were using anything they could find to fan themselves as they
waited to be told if their help was needed to keep Mrs. Scott comfortable while the baby was
waiting to be born.“Don’t go in there, Edythe, honey,” Mrs. Franklin said. “Your mama can’t visit
with you now, child.”Two-year-old Edythe Scott stuck out her lower lip, looked for a minute as
though she was going to cry, and then left the room.“It’s always hard on the first child when a
new one comes along,” Mrs. Johnston said. “All of a sudden, they’re no longer the center of
everyone’s attention.”“Oh, you don’t have to worry about Edythe,” Mrs. Holden said. “Bernice and
Obie have enough love in their hearts for lots of children.”Mrs. Franklin waved a hand around the
room where they were sitting. “The Good Lord has blessed them with material things, too, that
most of us don’t have,” she said, “but they never act as though they’re better than the rest of
us.”Mrs. Johnson snorted. “I think the word you’re looking for, Sister Franklin, is ‘uppity,’” she said.
She shook her head. “No, I don’t think any white folks would describe the Scotts as
‘uppity.’”Obadiah Scott, whom everyone called Obie, had built the house on his father’s farm in
1920, the year that he and Bernice McMurry married. It was an unpainted frame structure, with
two large rooms: a kitchen, and a bedroom, which was heated by an open fireplace. There was
also a large front porch, where everyone gathered in the evening, except during the colder days
of winter. It was small by white standards, but extremely large by black ones at the time, and the
Scotts even had a well in the backyard, which furnished them water all year round. Almost
everyone else in the all-black community, just outside the small town of Heiberger, had to carry
water from a nearby creek back to where they lived.Just then, the front door opened, and Obie
Scott stuck his head inside. “How’s Mrs. Scott doing?” he asked.“She’s doing just fine, Brother



Scott,” Mrs. Holden said.Suddenly, there was a loud wail from the bedroom, and Mr. Scott’s eyes
began to glow.“Congratulations, Brother Scott,” Mrs. Franklin said. “You’re a new father.”The
three churchwomen stood up, walked to the bedroom door, and went inside. The baby was a girl.
The Scotts named her Coretta, after Mr. Scott’s mother, Cora. In her home, and among her
extended family and friends, Coretta would be loved and cared for as though she were one of
the most important people in the world. It would only be later, outside this safe environment,
when she would come to realize that the color of her skin kept her from enjoying all the rights
and privileges that white people had. On October 29, 1929, when Coretta was two and a half
years old, an event in New York City began what was, for the United States, the Great
Depression. With the “crash” of the stock market, the American economy almost collapsed.
Banks and businesses closed all over the country. People lost their homes and their jobs and
went hungry.“What’s going to happen to us, Obie?” Mrs. Scott asked her husband one evening
at the supper table.Edythe and Coretta looked expectantly at their father. Edythe, now almost
five, had been telling Coretta all day what she had been hearing on the radio, and Coretta was
scared. According to Edythe, they might have to move and live somewhere in a tent. Coretta had
started crying when she heard that. She didn’t want to leave her home.“It’s hard to tell,” Mr. Scott
said, putting his fork down. “Some of the people in Heiberger are talking about going to
Birmingham, while others are talking about going down to Mobile.”“I don’t want to go anywhere,
Daddy,” Coretta said.Mr. Scott smiled. “We’re not leaving, Coretta, so don’t you start worrying,”
he said. “We’re more fortunate than most people are.”“How can that be, Daddy?” Edythe asked.
“I keep hearing people say that whites are better than us.”Mrs. Scott pursed her lips. “That’s not
what they’re talking about, Edythe,” she said. “They’re talking about the color of your skin.”“What
does that matter?” Edythe asked.“It doesn’t matter at all, except to some white people,” Mr. Scott
said, “but there are also some very kind white people who don’t feel that way, so never forget
that.”“I never want either of you to judge a person by the color of his skin,” Mrs. Scott said. “It’s
what people do with their lives that matters and how people treat one another. That’s what
makes a person good or bad.”“The Good Lord has blessed us with our own home, some animals
to help feed us, and some water to quench our thirsts,” Mr. Scott said. “You girls always
remember that.”Mrs. Scott stood up and grinned at the girls. “We’ve also been blessed with
strong bodies, which allow us to work hard,” she said, “and now, we need to use those strong
bodies to clear the table and wash the dishes.”Coretta always liked helping her mother in the
kitchen. She sometimes stood on a wooden stool beside the counter where her mother put the
dishpans, one with soapy water for washing, one with clean water for rinsing, and listened to the
stories about each plate. Many of them, Coretta learned, were given to her parents when they
married. Almost none of them were new, because few family members could afford it, but the
fact that they had been used meant they always had an interesting history.“This platter belonged
to your grandfather Jeff Scott’s grandmother,” Mrs. Scott said. “She told him that, during the Civil
War, some Yankee soldiers stole it from a white woman whose house she cleaned, and then
they threw it in a ditch a mile or so down the road.”“What’s a ‘Yankee,’ Mama?” Edythe



asked.“That’s what white folks in the South called Union soldiers, the ones from up north,” Mrs.
Scott said. “Your great-great-grandmother found the platter, unbroken, then took it back to the
woman’s house. But the woman said she didn’t want anything that some Yankee had touched,
so she give it to your great-great-grandmother, and that’s how your grandfather came to have
it.”“I’m glad the Yankees threw it away,” Coretta said. She gently put the platter into the rinse
water, swirled it around, then handed it to Edythe to dry. “It’s so pretty.”By the time the dishes
were finished, Coretta had heard family stories about all of them. In 1930, three-year-old Coretta
became a big sister when Obadiah Leonard was born. Right away, Coretta, who was getting a
reputation in the family for being “bossy,” started telling “Obie Leonard” what he should do and
what he shouldn’t do. Often, she told him to stop crying, especially when her mother sang them
lullabies. Even though the lullaby was meant to put Obie Leonard to sleep, Coretta had decided
that the song was just as much for her as it was for her brother.Mrs. Scott had only received a
fourth-grade education, but she loved music and so had taught herself how to sing. She had a
beautiful voice. At church, other members often spoke about Mrs. Scott’s voice. They said that
she sounded like an angel and that she was more talented than many of the singers on records
or the radio. Mrs. Scott just smiled and never let any of the praise go to her head. She was also
beginning to see in Coretta the same appreciation for music she had, so instead of scolding
Coretta when she tried to shush Obie Leonard, Mrs. Scott would make sure that she would make
time to sit with Coretta and sing to her. As the Depression continued to grip the country, the
hardworking Scotts not only survived but actually lived better than some of the poorer whites in
the county. Mr. Scott was one of the few black men who owned his own truck and, during the
day, he used it to haul logs for some of the white sawmill owners in the area that helped him earn
extra money.By the time Coretta was six, in 1933, she was working alongside her mother, her
sister, and even her brother in the gardens and the fields on their farm. Although it was hard,
Coretta never complained. She knew what she was doing meant not only that her family had
food but that other families in the community did too, because the Scotts were generous.“I need
to sharpen my hoe, Mama,” Coretta said. “It’s too dull to cut any of these weeds.”Mrs. Scott put
down her own hoe, took a file out of the canvas pouch she had slung over one shoulder, and
began sharpening Coretta’s hoe blade.Coretta watched as the dark brown edge turned a bright
silver, looking much like the knives in their kitchen.“This should be better,” Mrs. Scott said. She
handed the hoe back to Coretta. “No weed will be safe from you now.”Coretta laughed and
struck a large weed in the row just ahead of her. She sliced it off almost to the roots. “Now, it
won’t take any of the food out of the ground that the corn needs,” she said, something she had
learned from her father when she had asked him why she needed to hoe in the first place.
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roxana, “nice book. very nice book”

Ebook Library Reader, “Four Stars. It would be understandable for a 3rd grader and teaches a
lot about discrimination.”

Chekemma, “Five Stars. My daughter really loved this book”

Schlemiel, “Great. Great book”

The book by Useni Eugene Perkins has a rating of 5 out of 4.9. 10 people have provided
feedback.



Language: English
File size: 303 KB
Simultaneous device usage: Unlimited
Text-to-Speech: Enabled
Screen Reader: Supported
Enhanced typesetting: Enabled
X-Ray: Not Enabled
Word Wise: Enabled
Print length: 224 pages
Lending: Not Enabled

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/d

