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Read about Nikki Giovanni on the Poetry Foundation link at http://www.poetryfoundation.org/bio/nikki-giovanni, and click on the AHWIR Nikki Giovanni page at http://www.shepherd.edu/ahwir to explore the links and the critical essay on her work.  What events from Giovanni’s life are referenced in her poem “Nikki Rosa” (Black Judgement, 1968)?  What does Giovanni mean when she says at the end of the poem, “I really hope no white person ever has cause / to write about me / because they never understand” (lines 27-29)?  What does she say is most important about her life, growing up as an African American child?  Look also at the poem “Knoxville, Tennessee” (Black Judgement, 1968).  How is the second poem uniquely Appalachian, or as Frank X Walker would say “Affrilachian”?
“Nikki Rosa”                                                                                                                      

childhood remembrances are always a drag

if you’re Black

you always remember things like living in Woodlawn

with no inside toilet

and if you become famous or something

they never talk about how happy you were to have

your mother

all to yourself and

how good the water felt when you got your bath

from one of those

big tubs that folk in Chicago barbecue in

and somehow when you talk about home

it never gets across how much you

understood their feelings

as the whole family attended meetings about Hollydale

and even though you remember

your biographers never understand

your father’s pain as he sells his stock

and another dream goes

And though you’re poor it isn’t poverty that

concerns you

and though they fought a lot

it isn’t your father’s drinking that makes any difference

but only that everybody is together and you

and your sister have happy birthdays and very good

Christmases

and I really hope no white person ever has cause

to write about me

because they never understand

Black love is Black wealth and they’ll

probably talk about my hard childhood

and never understand that

all the while I was quite happy
“Knoxville, Tennessee”

    I always like summer
best
you can eat fresh corn
From daddy's garden
And okra
And greens
And cabbage
And lots of
Barbeque
And buttermilk
And homemade ice-cream
At the church picnic
And listen to
Gospel music
Outside
At the church
Homecoming
And go to the mountains with
Your grandmother
And go barefooted
And be warm
All the time
Not only when you go to bed
And sleep
