
I am Maxine Tynes. I am a woman. I am Black. I am a poet. Four basic truths. None chosen. 

All joyful in my life.

As a writer, I know that this creative process was not “chosen” by me, consciously, as part 

of my life. The pursuit of The Muse; the passion of holding life and love and thought and 

feeling, and of handling them through words is not a consciously engineered selective 

process. It is not selected from a list of choices of being, perhaps, a clerk, a stonemason, 

a nurse or doctor, or a weaver.
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It is, rather, an urge as strong, natural, and uncontrollable as an urge to laugh, to weep, to 

sleep, to hold one’s beloved.

To write is powerful medicine, magic, weaponry, and love.

To write poetry is the ultimate in that power. It is a sweet and yielding power, as well as 

being an incisive and bludgeoning one.

Terrorist and oppressive regimes know this only too well. In Chile 1, Nicaragua 2, Northern 

Ireland 3, in Johannesburg 4, under Naziism or Fascism, the poets, the singers, the writers, 

the storytellers are among the first to be muzzled, silenced, and to disappear.

I write from a deep, eternal, and eclectic energy of my own making and that of all of those 

who have touched my life in my own time, as well as in the distant past before my own 

lifetime.

When I write, I feel the hand of my mother, Ada Maxwell Tynes; of my sisters; of my 

grandmothers on both and on all sides; of my father Joseph James Tynes; of my brothers; 

and of all the men and women in my life.

When I write, I feel the depth of my Blackness, and the spread of my Blackness through, and 

by, and beyond the poems and the stories of Black culture, Black life, and Black 

womanhood that I put on paper.

My Blackness is as real to me in my poems as it is to me as I see my own Black hand move 

my pen and these words across the page.

My Blackness, my culture, and Black ethnicity becomes a shared thing then with those who 

are and are not Black like I am. I love that. To see the recognition of Black personhood in the 



eyes of others who share my history. To see the wonder, that curious mix of fear and 

wonder becoming awareness of same and different and the okayness of it all in those 

Caucasian or other eyes. I love that.

All of that from writing. All of that as a wonderful ethereal return for being a poet. That 

rare and wonderful state of being which I did not choose; yet, joyfully, I am.

I am Maxine Tynes. I am a woman. I am Black. I am a poet.

NOTES:

1. From 1973 to 1989, Chile was ruled by a military dictatorship.

2. In 1979, Nicaraguans revolted against a U.S.-backed dictator and established a popular

government, which was then, during the 1980s, attacked by U.S.-backed “Contra” guerrillas.

3. Northern Ireland has been torn by Catholic-Protestant sectarian strife.

4. Johannesburg is a major city in South Africa, a state which has rigidly oppressed its Black

majority population.


