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My Sister, 







August 17th, 1961

Yeah, it was quite hot on that bus, especially with all the people staring at us; their glares cut through the glass windows and seared into our souls. But we kept going; we drove through the rain, the thunder, and even the angry sea that swelled every where we went.
I was only one of three women on that bus. The rest out of the eleven were men. I sat in the front next to Lucille Anne because we were black and we wanted to protest our being forced to sit in the back. The white men and woman sat in the back, and some sat in the middle next to some other black men. 


Sometimes we sang. It was the only way we could feel even slightly safe. We’d look at each other, sing along, and feel proud. But then we’d pull in somewhere and there they’d be, waiting. As soon as our driver put us into park the rage would commence. I’d hear screaming, curse words would fly around, and then there’d come the sheer violence. I remember one ride in which through the thick, seething sea, came the ricochet of my people being beaten mercilessly. I saw one policeman standing about thirty feet away, doing nothing. 


Even though we were shut down at every corner and beaten at every turn, I am proud to say that I was a Freedom Rider. I do not regret one second of any of those rides. We didn’t just make strides against segregation, we plowed through miles.

With Much Love and Hope, 

Charlotte Meredith Grey
