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From back of the bus to the front of the bus " from Alabama to Boston ". 

This my life story. This story is dedicated to my 98-year-old mother, who just past I on January 1st, 2025. What a ride, what a warrior, what a gladiator. Now you get a chance to see why her son i s a gladiator. 

Psalms 90, mom rest in peace. Hope to be with you later 

Thanks, your son Eugene! 

––––––––
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Preface 

I Eugene was glad to have on experience with Dr. King and learn about the important value of life and people. My personal experience with Dr. King was from the march to the state capitol of Montgomery, Alabama. 

There as a young man, Dr. King became a teacher to me and taught me about life and how to treat people. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 1
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MONTGOMERY, AL 

To whomever wishes to share my life story. This is my story, in the raw. How I am telling it. It will not be perfect and that is fine. I am not writing a bestseller novel; it will have some mistakes. That is fine with me. I would not have it any other way. 

I am from Montgomery, Alabama. 

My life story started in Alabama in 1945. I was born in a slave type world. Up on birth, I was given to my grandmother and my grandfather by my mother to raise up. I spent the next 18 years with them. My grandfather was born in 1877. You can see the slave connection at age five years old. I can remember moving from a plantation owned by white landowner from five years of age to ten, I remember living with my grandmother and grandfather. 

They got separated from each other. I do not know why and how. I remember living with my two cousins, with my grandmother, uncle, and aunt. I remember it was, around six of us living in a little shack together. I remember my oldest cousin was working with a white landowner, and he was accused of stealing his wife’s watch. 

Which my cousin denied. The white landowner got some of his other landowners to make him talk and tell them what he had done with the watch. When he did not tell them, they beat him and threatened to hang him. They brought him back home and asked my grandmother to get him to tell her, what he had done with the watch. They said that they would be back the next day. 

The next day they came back and no answer. They took him out again, beating him. Still no answer. So, the next day. The owner came and talked to my grandmother. He told my grandmother, because they could not get my cousin to tell what he did with the watch, that he suggested that she get him out of town. He feared that the other landowners would get together and hang him! He did not want any part of that. 

So, she contacted their mother. She and her husband came down from Boston to get my cousin and his brother. After they left, I was the youngest left in the house. That is when I had to grow up and be a man. And I did grow up to be a little man. It was hard in the beginning, but my grandmother had only me to help take care of her. My aunt went off to the city to work and bring food for us during the weekends. 

She would come home on weekends and go back on Monday. She would help me to learn spelling my name and counting to 100 also reading and writing. I hated it because I did not want to grow up so early. I started school, I was one of the closest kids to live near the school, and they had a well at a school and a park. 

I was blessed. We had to bring our own lunch. I only had some cornbread, and they would laugh at me. I would hide my cornbread. One day, the big boys saw me. I was getting my cornbread to eat. And all of them came running out to get me. They took my cornbread and I was mad. 

I went, told the teacher. She told their parents. That is when I knew I had to stand up for myself. By then, they were upset with me. My cousin had left. I was all by myself, so I had to go it alone. And so, I did. That is when I became a little mad. 

I started going out to get a little side job doing landscaping. Even learned to plant flowers and vegetables. And that is when my grandmother and grandfather got back together. I was so happy that my grandmother and grandfather was back together, and I was not going to let this happen again. So, I was determined that I would do everything to keep them together. 

They were unique. My grand- mother, she had her little house, and my grandfather had his little house, and they lived about three or four miles apart from each other. At around age ten, I got involved keeping them together. This was important to me because I did not want to see my grandmother alone. I was her only company, and I wanted to go out and be with the boys. 

Now all the boys that was in the neighborhood was older than I, she did not want me to be out with them. I would sneak out and follow them whenever they went. When they started to get into mischievous things and trouble, I would sneak away. And that is when I met up with them later. 

They would threaten me and make me go back home. If I wanted to stay with them, I had to take part and be a part of what they were doing. Never anything bad, but silly things that could get a laugh. We did a lot of silly and stupid things. Life started getting exciting. Now, after getting my grandmother and grandfather back together. I could start growing up. That I did. My grandfather started teaching me how to grow a garden for my grandmother. I remember clearly, I was so excited. My grandmother had to go to the landowner and get permission for us to have a garden. He gave up permission after picking out a spot of land. 

We had to fence it in so that the cows would not destroy it. Some of the time the owner cows would come up from the valley and graze on the grass. That is why we had to fence in the garden. My grandmother had her own little farmland, so did my grandfather. His brother owned the land. 

He was my uncle, Martin. He loved me because he thought I was so smart. He really liked me. I do not know how Uncle Martin came by his land. He was my grandfather’s youngest brother, and he had his own land. 

Now, my grandfather had his own little wagon. He would drive me up, to my grandmother's house and show me how to plow up the land, so I can know what to do. I was so excited. I was so small. But I was strong and a fast learner. 

Now here comes my blessings. My grandmother had been through a lot. My grandmother was a strong woman. So, when she was left with just me, she seemed to start losing hope. I could see it in her eyes. It was just her and me, and we were going to make it. I was going to do everything to lift her up. 

We had to take care of each other. She did not think that I was the one. She had hoped her son and my aunt to be the one that would help get her through and be successful to have a much better life. Unfortunately, they all disappeared and went separate places. 

She was left only with me. The one she overlooked was me. Her son had been killed and put on the railroad track. She never got over his death. My aunt had left to go up to the city for work to help us. She had left me with my grandmother to take care of her, long before my cousin had been taken from her. 

I knew she felt hopeless. I decided I was was not going to let her be hopeless. I rolled up my sleeve, and I got busy and became the little man of God, they called me to be. The beginning of my career. My mother, she lived in this city. She came down to see my grandmother during the weekend. 

I told her that I wanted to get a 22 rifle so I could go hunting and fishing for food for my grandmother and me. My mother said I was too young, but my grandmother overruled her. And my grandmother had a long barrel shotgun that she had kept from her late husband.

That was my real grandfather, my mother's father. He was a great farmer and husband. That is where I got my gardening skills from. He died of pneumonia, I do not think she ever got over it because she did not trust anybody. She did not want another husband, but she knew that was best for to get someone to help take care of our family. 

So, I got think that got in the way of my grandfather and her. My grandfather's name was Chesroy, they got back together, and it went forward. And then until they got back together, I needed my grandfather to make this work. He really loved me because he did not have any kids. I became his kid. 

He became my grandfather. He would take me with him everywhere he went and brag about me. He tells how smart and strong I was. How good of a huntsman that I was. How good of a fisher and a gardener I was. He even taught me how to break wild horses after I broke my first horse. 
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