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dinners together, museum visits, and many, many, many laughs—and some tears, too. His
generosity to help me on this Harlem Prep journey turned into a friendship, and our friendship
then grew into a deep bond that can only be explained through mutual love and admiration.
Together, through his many years of selflessness and work in helping me research the Harlem
Prep story, Sandy became my closest confidant, and this project would not exist without his
contributions, energy, spirit, and love. At the same time, despite his proximity to the story, Sandy

also—humbly—gave me the intellectual space to write it as I saw fit. His trust and belief in me

XV



means more to me than I will ever be able to express. There are many people who made this
dissertation and the telling of this story possible in these pages, but none are as significant or as

meaningful or as special as he is. Thank you, dear friend, for everything and more.

To my family and loved ones:

As a first-generation student, the meaning of this Ph.D. is monumental, and it is my
family and loved ones who I wish to share this accomplishment with. This is their degree as
much as it is mine, and it is them who have opened the doors to make this opportunity possible.
To my beloved grandparents, those living and those passed on, I owe this Ph.D. to them. The
sacrifices they have made, the love they have given, and the wisdom they have imparted, have
shaped my path in life. I love you all, for always. To my aunt, uncles, and cousins, thank you for
always being in my corner. Growing up together in St. Louis has made me who I am today, and I
will never forget that. To my brother, sister-in-law, and nephews, thank you for everything and
supporting me in this long journey. I look forward to our many great times together now that this
dissertation is completed! And, to my parents, and mom especially, there are no words to express
all that you have done for me. Mom, everything I am is because of you—your sacrifices, your
dedication, and your love. To be your son is perhaps the greatest honor I could ever have.

Last of all, thank you to my wife and partner of over 10 years: to my love, Ashley. There
is no one who has understood this struggle and the work I have put in more than you. You have
supported me, consoled me, lifted me up, and loved me unconditionally, through the late nights
and early mornings, through the thousands of hours you sacrificed as I pursued this degree. You
are my light and you are my purpose. I love you—today, tomorrow, and forever. Thank you for

loving me in return.

XVi



skeoskskosksk

As I reflect on all of these people who have allowed this work to come to fruition, I
return to one more line from my favorite poem. “I know hope, but I do not know its form.” Such
a phrase always seemed fitting to me. I have always known hope, too, but had never been able to
truly understand how it manifested—until these years. Thus, it is through this journey that I have
found hope’s form: through people, and the stories that they tell. All of these friends, mentors,
colleagues, and loved ones have been my form of hope over the years. And, as I share this
dissertation with the world, it is my wish that this beautiful story of people at Harlem Prep is the

form that can give others hope, too.
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