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“As a member of a 
learned profession, a 

lawyer should cultivate 
knowledge of the law 

beyond its use for 
clients, employ that 

knowledge in reform of 
the law and work to 

strengthen legal 
education.” 

 
Preamble to the Model Rules 



"Oh, Black known and unknown 
poets, how often have your 

auctioned pains sustained us? 
Who will compute the lonely 

nights made less lonely by your 
songs, or by the empty pots made 

less tragic by your tales? 
 

If we were a people much given to 
revealing secrets, we might raise 
monuments and sacrifice to the 

memories of our poets, but slavery 
cured us of that weakness."  

 
— Maya Angelou (I Know Why the Caged 

Bird Sings) 



“A lawyer should be 
mindful of deficiencies 
in the administration of 

justice and of the fact 
that the poor, and 

sometimes persons who 
are not poor, cannot 
afford adequate legal 

assistance.” 
 

Preamble to the Model Rules 





“Paul Laurence Dunbar [1872 – 1906] 
stands out as the first poet from the Negro 

race in the United States to show a 
combined mastery over poetic material and 

poetic technique, to reveal innate literary 
distinction in what he wrote, and to 

maintain a high level of performance. He 
was the first to rise to a height from which 
he could take a perspective view of his own 
race. He was the first to see objectively its 

humor, its superstitions, its short-comings; 
the first to feel sympathetically its heart-

wounds, its yearnings, its aspirations, and 
to voice them all in a purely literary form.” 

 
James Weldon Johnson, Book of American Poetry 



SYMPATHY 
Paul Laurence Dunbar 

 
I know what the caged bird feels, alas!  

    When the sun is bright on the upland slopes;    
When the wind stirs soft through the springing grass,    

And the river flows like a stream of glass;  
    When the first bird sings and the first bud opens,    

And the faint perfume from its chalice steals—  
I know what the caged bird feels!  

 
I know why the caged bird beats his wing  

    Till its blood is red on the cruel bars;    
For he must fly back to his perch and cling    

When he fain would be on the bough a-swing;  
    And a pain still throbs in the old, old scars    
And they pulse again with a keener sting—  

I know why he beats his wing!  
 

I know why the caged bird sings, ah me,  
    When his wing is bruised and his bosom sore,—  

When he beats his bars and he would be free;  
It is not a carol of joy or glee,  

    But a prayer that he sends from his heart’s deep core,    
But a plea, that upward to Heaven he flings—  

I know why the caged bird sings! 



“But a caged bird stands on 
the grave of dreams his 

shadow shouts on a 
nightmare scream his 

wings are clipped and his 
feet are tied so he opens 

his throat to sing.”  
 

― Maya Angelou, I Know Why 
the Caged Bird Sings 



"The caged bird sings 
with a fearful trill, 

of things unknown, but 
longed for still,  

and his tune is heard on 
the distant hill,  

for the caged bird sings of 
freedom."  

 
— Maya Angelou (I Know Why the Caged Bird 

Sings) 



The Gift to Sing 
James Weldon Johnson 

 
Sometimes the mist overhangs my path, 
And blackening clouds about me cling; 

But, oh, I have a magic way 
To turn the gloom to cheerful day— 

      I softly sing. 
 

And if the way grows darker still, 
Shadowed by Sorrow’s somber wing, 

With glad defiance in my throat, 
I pierce the darkness with a note, 

       And sing, and sing. 
 

I brood not over the broken past, 
Nor dread whatever time may bring; 
No nights are dark, no days are long, 

While in my heart there swells a song, 
       And I can sing. 



James Weldon Johnson (June 17, 1871 – 
June 26, 1938) was an American author, 
educator, lawyer, diplomat, songwriter, 
and civil rights activist. Johnson is best 
remembered for his leadership of the 

National Association for the Advancement 
of Colored People (NAACP), where he 

started working in 1917.  
 

Johnson established his reputation as a 
writer, and was known during the Harlem 

Renaissance for his poems, novels, and 
anthologies collecting both poems and 

spirituals of black culture. 
 

He was appointed under President 
Theodore Roosevelt as US consul in 

Venezuela and Nicaragua for most of the 
period from 1906 to 1913. 

 
-- Wikipedia 





“Sometimes, I feel 
discriminated against, but it 
does not make me angry. It 
merely astonishes me. How 

can any deny themselves 
the pleasure of my 

company? It’s beyond me.”  
 

― Zora Neale Hurston 



Cross 
Langston Hughes 

 
My old man's a white old man 

And my old mother's black. 
If ever I cursed my white old man 

I take my curses back. 
If ever I cursed my black old mother 

And wished she were in hell, 
I'm sorry for that evil wish 

And now I wish her well 
My old man died in a fine big house. 

My ma died in a shack. 
I wonder where I'm going to die, 
Being neither white nor black?  



“Nothing can describe the withering 
horror of this. You feel lost, sick at 

heart before such unmasked hatred, 
not so much because it threatens you 

as because it shows humans in such an 
inhuman light. You see a kind of 

insanity, something so obscene the 
very obscenity of it (rather than its 
threat) terrifies you. It was so new I 

could not take my eyes from the man's 
face. I felt like saying: "What in God's 

name are you doing to yourself?”  
 

― John Howard Griffin, Black Like Me 



Merry-Go-Round 
Langston Hughes 

 

Where is the Jim Crow section  
On this merry-go-round,  

Mister, cause I want to ride? 
Down South where I come from  

White and colored  
Can't sit side by side.  

Down South on the train  
There's a Jim Crow car.  

On the bus we're put in the 
back— 

But there ain't no back  
To a merry-go-round!  

Where's the horse  
For a kid that's black?  



“Many of a lawyer's 
professional responsibilities 

are prescribed in the Rules of 
Professional Conduct, as well 
as substantive and procedural 
law. However, a lawyer is also 
guided by personal conscience 

and the approbation of 
professional peers. A lawyer 

should strive to attain the 
highest level of skill, to 

improve the law and the legal 
profession and to exemplify 

the legal profession's ideals of 
public service.” 

 
-- Model Rules of Professional Conduct 



"The Black female is assaulted in 
her tender years by all those 

common forces of nature at the 
same time she is caught in the 

tripartite crossfire of masculine 
prejudice, white illogical hate and 

Black lack of power. 
 

The fact that the adult American 
Negro female emerges a formidable 

character is often met with 
amazement, distaste and even 

belligerence. It is seldom accepted 
as an inevitable outcome of the 
struggle won by survivors and 

deserves respect if not enthusiastic 
admiration."  

 
— Maya Angelou (I Know Why the Caged 

Bird Sings) 



“When you use the term 
minority or minorities  
in reference to people, 
you're telling them that  

they're less than 
somebody else.”  

 
― Gwendolyn Brooks 



We Real Cool 
Gwendolyn Brooks, 1917 - 2000 

                     
THE POOL PLAYERS. 

SEVEN AT THE GOLDEN SHOVEL. 
 

We real cool. We 
Left school. We 

 
Lurk late. We 

Strike straight. We 
 

Sing sin. We 
Thin gin. We 

 
Jazz June. We 

Die soon. 



"Martin Luther King Jr." 
By Gwendolyn Brooks 

 
A man went forth with gifts. 

He was a prose poem. 
 

He was a tragic grace. 
He was a warm music. 

 
He tried to heal the vivid volcanoes. 

His ashes are 
reading the world. 

His Dream still wishes to anoint 
the barricades of faith and or control. 

 
His word still burns the center of the sun, 

above the thousands and the 
hundred thousands. 

The word was Justice. It was spoken. 
So it shall be spoken. 

 
So it shall be done. 



MALCOLM X 
by Gwendolyn Brooks 

For Dudley Randall 
  

Original. 
Hence ragged-round, 

Hence rich-robust. 
  

He had the hawk-man’s eyes. 
We gasped. We saw the maleness. 

The maleness raking out and making 
guttural the air 

And pushing us to walls. 
  

And in a soft and fundamental hour 
A sorcery devout and vertical 

Beguiled the world. 
  

He opened us — 
Who was a key. 

  
Who was a man. 



won’t you celebrate with me 
Lucille Clifton 

 
 won’t you celebrate with me 

what i have shaped into 
a kind of life? i had no model. 

born in babylon 
both nonwhite and woman 

what did i see to be except myself? 
i made it up 

here on this bridge between 
starshine and clay, 

my one hand holding tight 
my other hand; come celebrate 

with me that everyday 
something has tried to kill me 

and has failed. 



"I wish I could say that racism 
and prejudice were only 

distant memories. We must 
dissent from the indifference. 

We must dissent from the 
apathy. We must dissent from 

the fear, the hatred and the 
mistrust…We must dissent 

because America can do 
better, because America has 
no choice but to do better."  

 
— Thurgood Marshall 



If We Must Die 
Claude McKay, 1889 – 1948 

 

 If we must die—let it not be like hogs 
Hunted and penned in an inglorious spot, 

While round us bark the mad and hungry dogs, 
Making their mock at our accursed lot. 

If we must die—oh, let us nobly die, 
So that our precious blood may not be shed 

In vain; then even the monsters we defy 
Shall be constrained to honor us though dead! 
Oh, Kinsmen!  We must meet the common foe; 
Though far outnumbered, let us show us brave, 

And for their thousand blows deal one deathblow! 
What though before us lies the open grave? 

Like men we’ll face the murderous, cowardly pack, 
Pressed to the wall, dying, but fighting back! 



On Being Brought from Africa to 
America 

Phillis Wheatley, 1753 – 1784 
 

 ‘Twas mercy brought me from my Pagan land, 
Taught my benighted soul to understand 

That there’s a God, that there’s a Saviour too: 
Once I redemption neither sought nor knew. 
Some view our sable race with scornful eye, 

“Their colour is a diabolic die.” 
Remember, Christians, Negros, black as Cain, 

May be refin’d, and join th’ angelic train. 



"I tell my students, 'When you 
get these jobs that you have 

been so brilliantly trained for, 
just remember that your real 
job is that if you are free, you 
need to free somebody else. If 

you have some power, then 
your job is to empower 

somebody else. This is not just 
a grab-bag candy game."  

 
— Toni Morrison 



“There is no greater 
agony than bearing 

an untold story 
inside you.” 

  
— Maya Angelou (I Know Why the 

Caged Bird Sings) 



Harlem 
Langston Hughes 

 
What happens to a dream deferred? 

 
      Does it dry up 

      like a raisin in the sun? 
      Or fester like a sore— 

      And then run? 
      Does it stink like rotten meat? 

      Or crust and sugar over— 
      like a syrupy sweet? 

 
      Maybe it just sags 
      like a heavy load. 

 
      Or does it explode? 



“Child, when do you think is the 
time to love somebody the most? 
When they done good and made 
things easy for everybody? Well 
then, you ain't through learning-

because that ain't the time at 
all...when you starts measuring 
somebody, measure him right, 
child, measure him right. Make 

sure you done taken into account 
what hills and valleys he come 

through before he got to wherever 
he is.”  

 
― Lorraine Hansberry, A Raisin in the Sun 



I, Too 
Langston Hughes, 1902 – 1967 

 
 I, too, sing America. 

 
I am the darker brother. 

They send me to eat in the kitchen 
When company comes, 

But I laugh, 
And eat well, 

And grow strong. 
 

Tomorrow, 
I’ll be at the table 

When company comes. 
Nobody’ll dare 

Say to me, 
“Eat in the kitchen," 

Then. 
 

Besides,  
They’ll see how beautiful I am 

And be ashamed— 
 

I, too, am America. 



The White House 
Claude McKay, 1889 – 1948 

 
 Your door is shut against my tightened face, 

And I am sharp as steel with discontent; 
But I possess the courage and the grace 
To bear my anger proudly and unbent. 

The pavement slabs burn loose beneath my feet, 
And passion rends my vitals as I pass, 

A chafing savage, down the decent street; 
Where boldly shines your shuttered door of glass. 

Oh, I must search for wisdom every hour, 
Deep in my wrathful bosom sore and raw, 

And find in it the superhuman power 
To hold me to the letter of your law! 
Oh, I must keep my heart inviolate 

Against the potent poison of your hate. 



The Negro Speaks of Rivers 
Langston Hughes 

 
I’ve known rivers: 

I’ve known rivers ancient as the world and older than 
the flow of human blood in human veins. 

 
My soul has grown deep like the rivers. 

 
I bathed in the Euphrates when dawns were young. 

I built my hut near the Congo and it lulled me to sleep. 
I looked upon the Nile and raised the pyramids above it. 
I heard the singing of the Mississippi when Abe Lincoln 

went down to New Orleans, and I’ve seen its muddy 
bosom turn all golden in the sunset. 

 
I’ve known rivers: 

Ancient, dusky rivers. 
 

My soul has grown deep like the rivers. 


