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[My introduction: In my poem I am using some of the symbols that were used by enslaved folks from the 1850s onwards.  News of Harriet Tubman’s activities as the “conductor” on the Underground Railroad, or the path to freedom in the north, had begun to spread among the Black folk who had never stopped trying to break free of the chains that bound them.  Researchers found out only relatively recently that enslaved folks would convey messages to each other about their plans by stitching certain patterns into their quilts as a way of silently passing on messages about the Underground Railroad to other enslaved folks.  Since they weren’t allowed to learn to read or write, it’s believed that they communicated through several of these patterns in their quilts.  The white “masters” didn’t know what those quilts meant when they were hung out to dry, so they didn’t suspect what was happening.  Please look up some of these patterns if you’re interested.  I’m using some of them as a sort of hook on which I’m tacking on each of my verses.]
 
(Quilt Symbol: Wagon wheel)
You set your sights on the Northern Star,
And walked and rode to a place that’s far –
Far from a land where they took your name,
And they took your words from the place you came.
 
(Crossroads)
You met with the others in the dead of night,
The wind at your back, while you trained your sight
On one who returned to help and guide you
To sheltering lands where folks could abide you.
 
(Shoofly)
And the pattern you stitched said there’d be one
Who would be at your side ‘ere the rising sun
And would lead the way to the promised land
Where you’d work and be paid, free woman and man

(Britches)
And you’d dress in clothes like folks who were free:
In britches and shirts, like those who agree
To dress like people, appropriately,
That is society’s silent decree.
 
(Log Cabin)
You walked twenty miles or more each night,
Rested by day, safe from the light.
“Moses” was whispered, a magical word.
Courage – a woman, her name unheard.
 
(Rose Wreath)
Some of you fell along the way,
Worn down from toil by night and by day.
And you’d lay down a wreath in memory
For those who were lost before they were free.
 
(Rose Wreath)
Then, came a time of battle and blood,
And trials, and terrors, and soldiers in mud.
Speeches were given, people unchained,
But not all were free, till Lincoln proclaimed.
 
(Shoofly)
The people of Texas were made to agree
That their former slaves were now to be free
‘Twas June nineteenth eighteen sixty-five
A year, and a day, to be fully alive.
 
(Crossroads)
I speak these words to rejoice, and remind
Us all to keep their stories in mind,
How Black folk walked through the Southern night
To live in freedom, and heal in the light
 
(Monkey Wrench)
Well ‘ere the Yankees marched in to save,
To unite the states, to free the enslaved,
‘Twas Black folk wove their quilts as a map
To guide each other, break free from the trap
 
(Crossroads)
That had held them back, and stolen their past,
Stolen their language, their heritage vast.
With quilts, with songs, with hope and with pride,
The Souls of Black Folk no longer denied.
 
(Log Cabin)
This is the true Independence Day
When all of us in the world can say:
A country divided will always fall;
Freedom for one and Freedom for all.
________________________________________________
 
 
 



