A tribute….to A Queen

With Love… by Simone Joye

A human life is a story told by God.  

For almost 40 years, Mrs. Cathy Stroud, or as others affectionately referred to her as, Miss Cathy, Momma Cathy, or Momma Stroud has been a woman of distinction to the residents of 1600 Sedgwick Avenue.  She was one of the first tenants in 1600.  I believe she told me when she moved in there were only seven of 442 apartments filled.  For those of you who do not know, 1600 and Sedgwick Avenue are very special places.  
It is the street in which Hip Hop was created, a place that produced an NBA player and a place where hundreds of young people beat the odds and became successful all over the world. Many of us know this was possible, in part, because there reined a Queen on the throne who was there for us. Today, we honor that Queen, her life and her contributions. 

Journey back with me.

Even before the positions and titles. Even before the creation of the program, which now feeds hundreds of people every month.  Even before the creation of the computer lab which has given countless people skills to better their lives; even before the birth of her grandchildren, there lived Mrs. Stroud, her husband Terry and three daughters in apartment 5F.  A family who opened her door up to the friends of her children like me and gave me hope, inspiration and most of all, love. 

Ms. Stroud was the first Black woman I had ever known who owned her own business.  It was 1978 and I was 11 years old the first time she took me to visit her store in Mt. Vernon.  Oh the pride as she unlocked the door and let me pick out some trinkets.  The conversation which taught me how being in control of your own financial situation was important and even more precious if you can provide a good service to others. A copy of a Black Enterprise magazine lying around, helped set the foundation for me to become a successful businesswoman.  Ms. Stroud created my Wall Street, probably without even knowing it. 

She shared her husband, Terry with us all.  He was a chef and hated cooking at home.  We would always joke about that, but he still would fix the most incredible “treats” for his girls and their friends.  But more importantly, we were able to peek inside a man who showered a woman with love and respect. They had a partnership to be admired and modeled. 

Each of you here today, probably have your own stories to tell about your journey with Mrs. Stroud and how she may have impacted you while she served God’s purpose here on Earth. 

Keisha Eleam, was one of the young people touched by Ms. Stroud’s life. She wanted me to share this with you all.  “Tell Ms. Stroud thank you for showing us how to care for other people.  For showing our kids how to be decent.  Teaching us how to love one another and how to come together as a community.”

Community.  Many use that word loosely.  Ms. Stroud showed us how it is truly done. For years, she led efforts that sponsored an annual Sedgwick Day, along with Geraldine Miner and other “moms” of the block.  Once a year, we returned “to the block” for food, fun and celebration.  Ms. Stroud never asked for a penny or even wanted the spotlight.  I believe, she was simply doing God’s work and she wanted us to remember our roots.  


From all across America, we would come back and I mean many of us have gone on to successful paths, whose assistants wondered why we would make the time to return to a street in the Bronx when our schedules were allegedly so full.  It is hard to put into words, but it was because Ms. Stroud wanted us to.  I want to believe it was her way of letting us all know, no matter how far we go, we all have roots, a homebase and that we should always cherish one another. 

Today on Facebook, we have a large 1600 page, which was created by Derrick Walker, also known as Boobie.  Many of us keep in touch like the family we are..we share the milestones of our lives daily, give support to each other, learn about the trials and triumphs of our children and share jokes, as well as information. Ms. Stroud used to chime in, check on us, type to us and continue to encourage us. Now, I cannot help to wonder if she thought to herself, “job well done kids, you have learned what I wanted to teach you.” 
Earlier I stated, “A human life is a story told by God.”  I believe Ms. Stroud would tell each of us today, “Believe with all or your heart that you will do what you are made to do and know that a good name will shine forever.”  

How blessed were we to know her story? She leaves us physically with the comfort of knowing the acts of this life are the destiny of the next.  Rest my Queen; your sacredness will forever speak more eloquently than a thousand tongues.  Thank you God for her story! 

