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BLYDEN BOULEVARD 
 

to the Black journalists, essayists, orators and editors, of the 19th/early 20th centuries.  
 
 

Whenever I can, I like to take my time and stroll along Blyden Boulevard. To walk and ponder this 
man, born on St. Thomas, in the Caribbean; who at his death, was honoured by the people and 
government of Sierra Leone. This self-educated polymath; teacher, educator, journalist, editor, 
writer, linguist, diplomat and pastor. He told us of the myriad beauties of Africa and its peoples. 
Striving to bring them together – those of the soil and of the diaspora. 
 
Taking a right turn, I enter Alexander Crummell Avenue; to have a quite conversation, with that 
great colleague of Edward Blyden. To listen, while he tells me of his journey. From the African Free 
School, New York, to Cambridge University, England. His twenty years in Liberia. The return to 
America; pastoring, then teaching at Howard University. Of the founding in 1897, of the American 
Negro Academy. 
 
In the pleasure of pilgrimage, I walk on; finding myself at Henry Garnet Hill. Apt that I should find 
myself there, as Henry Highland Garnet, born into slavery, was a fellow pupil of Crummell, at the 
African Free School. He was a founder of a college, as well as churches; where schools were often 
held. For someone initially against colonisation, he became a staunch supporter of emigration; to 
Mexico, Jamaica, then Liberia. To Liberia, where he ended his days; in diplomatic service to that 
country, that gave him a state funeral. 
 
From Garnet to Horton. Into Africanus Approach, to pass some time, with this man of the soil; born 
of the Ibo, raised in Sierra Leone, educated in Britain. In 1853, he became one of the first Africans, 
to study medicine in Britain. A scientist, writer, educator and doctor, he championed African 
education; becoming a provider of scholarships. In homage to his African Root, James Horton 
changed his name to Africanus. Alongside his contemporaries Edward Blyden and Martin Delaney, 
he is seen as a defining figure, in Pan-Africanism. 
 
So from one doctor to another. From Africanus to Martin; to Main St. Martin Delaney. Definitely 
Main Street. After Harvard refusal and the new Fugitive Slave Law, he began to think of the 
potential, in emigration. He physically researched parts of West Africa; as a base for the re-
generation of the continent, by Africans at home and abroad. A true Renaissance Man; writer, 
publisher, ethnographer, educator, judge, orator, as well as a medic. A founder of educational 
societies, a supporter of schools. Lincoln called him ''a most extraordinary and intelligent man''. 
 
Cocooned in celebration, I trod on. Going forward from Main St. Martin, to Market Square Maria. 
It's exhilarating to sit in this cobbled place, to meditate on her bravery. To sit in the Market Square 
of Maria Stewart, reflecting on the first woman who stood and spoke. They said she spoke of 
things, a woman should not speak of. Those legendary speeches, of Franklin Hall and the African 
Meeting House. This monumental pioneer;  writer, journalist, orator, teacher and educator. 
Throughout revulsion and rotten tomatoes, her vision and it's implementation, powered her on. 
 
Raising myself from the bench, I buy a bottle of water and continue. Something or someone must 

http://rastaites.com/home.html
http://rastaites.com/news/hearticals/NattyMark/NattyMarkhome.htm
http://rastaites.com/news/news/news.htm


be guiding me, for I soon find myself in David Walker Drive. Though a native of North Carolina, 
while living in Boston, this writer and pamphleteer, became a mentor to Maria Stewart.  During his 
Boston residency, he became a newspaper agent for Freedom's Journal; the first Black newspaper 
in America. Individually, and as a member of Prince Hall Masonry, the first African American 
Masonic order, he was involved in various educational and community initiatives. His most well 
known work, Appeal, was reprinted by fellow abolitionist, the aforementioned Henry Highland 
Garnet. 
 
 Nipping through a cul-de sac, I come out at John Bruce Junction. Journalist of wide distribution, 
his articles and writings were published worldwide - through his mentors, who became lifelong 
friends. In West Africa, through Edward Blyden and Alexander Crummell. In the Caribbean, through 
Robert Love and Henry Garnet. An early champion of the cause, to have African Studies, placed on 
school and college curriculums. He was also a popular lecturer and bibliophile. For his bold and 
tenacious journalism, he became known as ''Bruce Grit''. 
 
Walking through an alleyway, I came out on Solomon Plaatje Street. Street of the man who knew 
eight languages. Who founded newspapers in his native Setswana; one of the official languages, of 
both Botswana and South Africa. Teacher, novelist, diarist, journalist, translator, as well as polyglot 
and editor. Thinking of his role as translator, he was the first to translate Shakespeare, into 
Setswana. In 1912, he became the first Secretary-General of the South African Native National 
Congress; later changing it's name, to the African National Congress. 
 
My gratitude to guidance continued, for I felt drawn to Tiyo Soga Turnpike. Another South African, 
of an earlier time than Plaatje; from the Xhosa nation. First African student at Glasgow University, 
he came back burning to teach and pastor. A writer of articles and hymns. A builder of churches 
and communities. Translator of The Gospels and of Pilgrims Progress. When I think of the  Indaba 
newspaper, I think of Tiyo Soga. 
 
Walking along the old turnpike road, I came out on Hubert Harrison Highway. Only a highway could 
sum up, the magnitude of this man. Lanes of thought, going here and there. Times of speed, of the 
application of brakes. Rhythmic interruption - input of new fuel. He travelled further than anyone, 
gathering strength along the way. Lending his massive mind, to the founding of newspapers, 
educational endeavours, a library – and most importantly, the founding of the self. A truly 
Herculean figure, who opened up highways to progress. 
 
Walking back to the centre, I bought an ice cream; sitting to eat it, by Marcus Garvey Monument. 
Given his first public platform, by Hubert Harrison. Like Harrison, he was  from the Caribbean; 
determined to make his mark, in New Negro America.  The spirits of Madison Square Gardens, still 
whisper his name. The Negro World  went worldwide – even in Australia. Allowed in some 
countries, banned in many others. He was a founder of so much, a mentor to so many. An 
inspirational aid, in the movement towards Independence. Kwame Nkumah, Jomo Kenyatta and 
Kenneth Kuanda, all saluted Marcus Mosiah Garvey. In 1964, he became the first National Hero of 
Jamaica. 
 
In my joyful wandering, enhanced by the sun, I came across  Charlotta Bass Causeway. Standing on 
that stone pathway, looking out to sea, I thought of horizons. Active in local and regional politics, in 
1952, Charlotta Bass became the first Black woman, to run for the Vice-Presidency. But it was in 
her role as founder-editor of the California Eagle, one of the first Black newspapers on the West 
Coast, that she is most remembered. For forty years, she used it as a weapon; to fight against slum 



housing, segregated schooling, police brutality and the Klan. Through all that time, hers was a truly 
majestic flight. 
 
Enjoying the causeway reverie, I sauntered on, to Ida Wells Isle. I sat on a rock, contemplating 
another rock. Due to her powers of reason, as well as personality, wherever she went, people 
supported the cause; in Europe as well as America. They came to hear the journalist, whose 
chosen  
mission, was the reporting and documenting of lynching. A social activist, she  founded a 
community centre, as well as women clubs. She supported homeless men, as well as suffragette 
women. Going back along the rock causeway, I continued stepping stones to the sacred. 
 
Feeling blessed and buoyant, I strode over Benjamin Pelham Bridge. Looking down at the estuary, I 
thought of the Plain Dealer, the channel for Black Detroit. A clarion call for civil rights. With a 
history in journalism and training in accounting, his brother and two friends, were able to  turn this 
once failing newspaper, into a recognised voice. Speaking against voting rights blockage and the 
myriad restrictions to fulfilment; a javelin to the heart of Jim Crow. He used it to promote the 
Coloured Men's State Convention, of 1884, as well as the Afro-American League; one of the first 
nationwide civil rights organisations, of which the Pelham Brothers, were strong supporters. 
 
Once off the bridge, I walked on, past the meadows, to shout out a greeting, to Victoria Matthews 
Viaduct. I know there are many women, who would have liked to have shouted her name. 
Journalism, teaching and activism, all used for the upliftment of Black women. A co-founder of 
both the  National Federation of Afro-American Women and the National Association of Coloured 
Women - of which Ida B. Wells was a co-organiser. When her teenage son (her only child) died, she 
devoted the rest of her life, to work with young women. She founded the White Rose Industrial 
Association. This offered shelter, education, training and employment assistance, to young women, 
relocating to New York from the South. Another writer-activist, Alice Dunbar-Nelson, was also a 
supporter of this mission, as was Hubert Harrison. 
 
After taking in the view of hills and coastline, feeling hungry, I headed back to the centre. Buying 
some sandwiches and juice, I sat myself on the steps, of Mary Ann Shadd Memorial. As a teacher in 
Canada, she refused to teach in segregated schools, so she set up an integrated one. In 1853, when 
she founded the Provincial Freeman,  alongside fellow journalist Samuel Ringgold Ward, she 
became the first Black female publisher in North America. It spoke for abolition and community 
strength. During the Civil War, she returned to America, recruiting Black soldiers for the Union. At 
it's termination, she  taught in the Washington public school system. At the age of sixty, she was 
awarded a law degree, by Howard University. 
 
Feeling refreshed, after food and reflection, I resume the pilgrimage; finding myself in Wilfred's 
Way. The man who left Jamaica, but whose heart remained there – Wilfred Domingo. A popular 
journalist, resident in Harlem, he wrote for various newspapers, including his own, The 
Emancipator. An associate of Marcus Garvey from Kingston days, it was he who made the first 
introductions for Garvey; becoming the first editor of the Negro World. But with his heart still in 
Jamaica, he became a leading figure, in the fight for Jamaican Independence; a co-founder and vice 
president, of the Jamaica Progressive League. The colonial authorities jailed him for nearly two 
years, for his political activism. On his release, he was denied re-entry to America. He returned 
when the ban was lifted years later, still fighting for Jamaica. He died in Harlem, after seeing the 
dawn of Jamaican Independence. 
 



Wilfred's Way, led me into Robert Vann Road. Good to be in that thoroughfare, to think about the 
Pittsburgh Courier. A law school graduate, Robert Vann took over editorship of that weekly in 1910, 
making it one of the biggest newspapers in Black America - going coast to coast. During the Second 
World War, it supported the Double V campaign for African American soldiers; for democracy at 
home, as well as abroad. It helped to break segregation in sport, highlighting the Jackie Robinson 
saga. In sending Joel Rogers to Ethiopia as Foreign Correspondent, he kept the Black American 
public updated, with news from that crucial country. By the 1930s, it was one of the biggest selling 
newspapers, in African America. 
 
Traversing a park, I came to Timothy Fortune Turn. Born into slavery, of a politically active father, 
he went from page, to being one of the most important journalist-editors, of the late 19th/early 
20th centuries. A founder of a newspaper, as well as the Afro-American League, he was an 
unflinching advocate of civil rights. Through the New York Globe,  New York Freeman and the New 
York Age, he became a militant champion of equality. His personal crusade was emboldened by 
books and poetry he wrote. A former colleague of Booker T. Washington, after further bouts of 
alcoholism and depression, he died in 1928, as an associate of Marcus Garvey; editing the Negro 
World. 
 
The Turn then led me to the Tribune; to Christopher Perry Corner. After the family move from 
Baltimore to Philadelphia, he attended night school there, while writing for a local newspaper. His  
interest in journalism, led him to found the Philadelphia Tribune, which began as a one sheet, hand 
printed newspaper. It became the voice of Black Philadelphia. It featured social and  church events, 
as well as employment and business opportunities. It fought against segregated schools and 
employment discrimination; supporting such organisations as the Philadelphia Association for the 
Protection of Coloured Women and the National Association for the Advancement of Coloured 
People. Founded in 1884, the blue historical plaque says it is the ''oldest continuously published 
Black newspaper in the nation''. 
 
As the early evening shadows began to fall, I walk out, looking at the Anton de Kom Artery; 
thinking of that Surinamese writer-activist. Of his embrace of all  the nationalities, residing in that 
Dutch colony. Of his activism in Holland, as well as his home country; giving advice and support, to 
one and all. His banishment to Holland, search for employment; mental breakdown and 
institutional committal. After release, subjected to forced government employment, in street 
sanitation. Then war came in, bringing the Nazis. He wrote for the underground press -  
contributing to the Resistance. Arrested, he spent time in various concentration camps, dying of 
tuberculosis in Camp Sandbostel, near Hamburg. Streets and squares are named after him, in both 
Surinam and Holland. The only university in Surinam, in the capital of Paramaribo, was re-named in 
his honour. 
 
Feeling dry, I buy a bottle of water, take a few sips - then go running down Drusilla Houston 
Descent. A woman of world humanity, who spent most of her life in Oklahoma. A teacher, 
disappointed with educational provision for Black girls, she founded her own schools. She was 
active in community causes and clubs for Black women, becoming a strong supporter, of the 
Federated Coloured Women's Clubs. Gaining nationwide  recognition for her journalism, she was 
also a historian and poet. It's in the field of history, that she garnered most praise. For her multi-
volume work on ancient Africa, published in 1926; entitled Wonderful Ethiopians, of the Ancient 
Kushite Empire. 
 
 Elated, walking on, I come to where I started from – Blyden Boulevard. As the evening lights come 



on and candles are lit. I stop there again, before I go to my room of final contemplation - and sweet 
sleep. I think again of  brilliant, beautiful Edward Blyden; of others who came after him, armed also 
with pen and word. So many, not mentioned already. Pioneering pens, held by visionaries; such as 
John Dube (South Africa), Anna Julia Cooper (America), Joseph Caseley-Hayford (Ghana), Alice 
Dunnigan (America), Una Marson (Jamaica), Gertrude Mossell (America), Theophilus Marryshow 
(Grenada), Josephine Ruffin (America), Joao Albasini (Mozambique), Harry Clay Smith (America), 
Hodge Kirnon (Montserrat),  Robert Abbott (America), Kojo Tovalu-Houenou (Benin), Miles Lynk 
(America), Benito Sylvain (Haiti), Delilah Beasley (America) and Walter Rubusana (South Africa). 
 
When you need refreshing, a positivity top-up, I suggest you take the Writers Walk, the Tour of the 
Hugely Talented. Take your time pilgrim, as you meander between icon and shrine, between 
Brother Pen and Sister Journalist. Commence your visit, with a wish and a prayer, sent from  Blyden 
Boulevard.  
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