A Painting by Jacob Lawrence and T hree Poems by L angston Hughes
In the 1920s, thousands of African Americans left the South to move to northern cities. Jacob Lawrence, who grew
up in Harlem in New Y ork City, captured the excitement of the “ Great Migration” in a series of brightly colored
paintings. Write a paragraph or poem that describes the painting below on the left by Jacob Lawrence.

The Great Migration

Map of Manhattan




Activity: Langston Hughes moved to New Y ork City from Kansas. In New Y ork City, he lived in and wrote about
an African American community known as Harlem. Harlem isin the northern part of the borough of Manhattan. It
runs from approximately 110th to 155th Street. People consider 125th Street, with many stores and cultural sites,
the“Main Street” of Harlem U.S.A. Hughes wrote many poems and stories about the hopes and dreams of African
Americans who traveled north. Each team will read one of the poems and answer the following questions.

What image (picture) does the poet create using words?
What is the main idea of this poem?

PN PE

A. 1,100, sSing America.

| am the darker brother.

They send meto eat in the kitchen
When company comes,

But | laugh,

And eat well,

And grow strong.

Tomorrow,

I'll be at the table
When company comes.
Nobody'll dare

Say to me,

"Eat in the kitchen,"
Then.

Besides,

They'll see how beautiful | am
And be ashamed -

|, too, am America

C. Dream Deferred

What happens to a dream deferred?
Doesit dry up

Likearaisinin the sun?

Or fester like a sore--

And then run?

Doesit stink like rotten meat?
Or crust and sugar over--

like a syrupy sweet?

Maybe it just sags

like a heavy load.

Or doesit explode?

How does this poem make the reader (you) feel? Why?
What do you learn about the Great Migration from this poem?

B. Mother to Son
Weéll, son, I'll tell you:
Lifefor me ain't been no crystal stair.
It's had tacks in it,
And splinters,
And boards torn up,
And places with no carpet on the floor --
Bare.
But all thetime
I'se been a-climbin' on,
And reachin’ landin's,
And turnin' corners,
And sometimes goin' in the dark
Wherethere ain't been no light.
So boy, don't you turn back.
Don't you set down on the steps
'‘Cause you finds it's kinder hard.
Don't you fall now --
For I'se il goin', honey,
I'sestill climbin',
And lifefor meain't been no crystal stair.

Homework: Select one of the poems by Langston
Hughes. Draw or paint a picture or create a picture
montage that illustrates the poem.






Let America Be America Again

Let Americabe America again.

Let it bethe dream it used to be.

Let it bethe pioneer on the plain

Seeking a home where he himself isfree.
(America never was Americato me)

Let America be the dream the dreamers dreamed--
Let it bethat great strong land of love

Where never kings connive nor tyrants scheme
That any man be crushed by one above.

(It never was Americato me))

O, le my land be aland where Liberty

Is crowned with no false patriotic wreath,
But opportunity isreal, and lifeisfree,
Equality isin the air we breathe.

(Theré's never been equality for me,
Nor freedom in this "homeland of thefree.")

Say, who are you that mumblesin the dark?
And who are you that draws your veil across the stars?

| am the poor white, fooled and pushed apart,

| am the Negro bearing slavery's scars.

| am thered man driven from the land,

| am the immigrant clutching the hope | seek--
And finding only the same old stupid plan

Of dog eat dog, of mighty crush the weak.

| am the young man, full of strength and hope,
Tangled in that ancient endless chain

Of profit, power, gain, of grab the land!

Of grab the gold! Of grab the ways of satisfying need!
Of work the men! Of take the pay!

Of owning everything for one's own greed!

| am the farmer, bondsman to the soil.

| am the worker sold to the machine.

| am the Negro, servant to you all.

| am the people, humble, hungry, mean--
Hungry yet today despite the dream.

Beaten yet today--O, Pioneers!

I am the man who never got ahead,

The poorest worker bartered through the years.

Y et I'm the one who dreamt our basic dream

In the Old World while still a serf of kings,

Who dreamt a dream so strong, so brave, so true,
That even yet its mighty daring sings

In every brick and stone, in every furrow turned
That's made America the land it has become.



O, I'm the man who sailed those early seas
In search of what | meant to be my home--
For I'm the one who left dark Irdand's shore,
And Poland's plain, and England's grassy lea,
And torn from Black Africas strand | came
To build a"homeland of the free."

Thefree?

Who said the free? Not me?

Surdy not me? The millions on relief today?
The millions shot down when we strike?

The millions who have nothing for our pay?
For all the dreams we've dreamed

And all the songs we've sung

And all the hopes we've held

And all the flags we've hung,

The millions who have nothing for our pay--
Except the dream that's almost dead today.

O, let America be America again--

Theland that never has been yet--

And yet must be--the land where every man isfree.

Theland that's mine--the poor man's, Indian's, Negro's, ME--
Who made America,

Whose sweat and blood, whose faith and pain,

Whose hand at the foundry, whose plow in therain,

Must bring back our mighty dream again.

Sure, call me any ugly name you choose--

The steel of freedom does not stain.

From those who live like leeches on the peopl€es lives,
We must take back our land again,

Americal

0O, yes,

| say it plain,

Americanever was America to me,
And yet | swear this oath--
Americawill be!

Out of therack and ruin of our gangster death,
Therape and rot of graft, and stealth, and lies,
We, the people, must redeem

Theland, the mines, the plants, therivers.
The mountains and the endless plain--

All, all the stretch of these great green states--
And make America again!



AIM: What conditions faced Blacks migrating to the north in the 1920s?
Do Now: Examine the painting by jacob lawrence

Motivation: Y ou have already immigration? Move with a country. Why do people move to a new place?
Map of GM

Map of NYC with harlem
Intro or review Harlem Renaissance



