Interpreting America Through Poetry and Music


“America”-Neil Diamond

Far

We’ve been traveling far

Without a home

But not without a star

Free

Only want to be free

We huddle close

Hang on to a dream

On the boats and on the planes

They’re coming to America

Never looking back again

They’re coming to America

Home, don’t it seem so far away

Oh, we’re traveling light today

In the eye of the storm 

In the eye of the storm

Home, to a new and shiny place

Make our bed, and we’ll say our grace

Freedom’s light burning warm

Freedom’s light burning warm

Everywhere around the world

They’re coming to America

Every time that flag’s unfurled

They’re coming to America

Got a dream to take them there

They’re coming to America

Got a dream they’ve come to share

They’re coming to America

They’re coming to America

They’re coming to America 

They’re coming to America 

They’re coming to America 

Today, today, today, today, today

My country ‘tis of thee

(Today)

Sweet land of liberty

(today)

Of thee I sing

(today)

Of thee I sing

(today)

(today)

(today)

(today)




“American Dream”-Casting Crowns

All work no play may have made Jack a dull boy
But all work no God has left Jack with a lost soul
But he's moving on full steam
He's chasing the American dream
And he's gonna give his family finer things

“Not this time son I've no time to waste
Maybe tomorrow we'll have time to play”
And then he slips into his new BMW
And drives farther and farther and farther away

Cause he works all day and tries to sleep at night
He says things will get better;
Better in time

So he works and he builds with his own two hands
And he pours all he has in a castle made with sand
But the wind and the rain are comin' crashing in
Time will tell just how long his kingdom stands
His kingdom stands

Well his American Dream is beginning to seem
More and more like a nightmare
With every passing day
"Daddy, can you come to my game?"
"Oh Baby, please don't work late."
Another wasted weekend
And they are slipping away

'Cause he works all day and lies awake at night
He tells them things are getting better
Just take a little more time

So he works and he builds with his own two hands
And he pours all he has in a castle made with sand
But the wind and the rain are comin' crashing in
Time will tell just how long his kingdom stands
His kingdom stands

He used to say, "Whoever dies with the most toys wins"
But if he loses his soul, what has he gained in the end
I'll take a shack on the rock
Over a castle in the sand

Now he works all day and cries alone at night
It's not getting any better
Looks like he's running out of time

'Cause he worked and he built with his own two hands
And he poured all he had in a castle made with sand
But the wind and the rain are coming crashing in
Time will tell just how long his kingdom stands
His kingdom stands

All they really wanted was you (repeat)
“I Hear America Singing”-Walt Whitman, 1860

I hear America singing, the varied carols I hear,

   Those of mechanics, each one singing his as it should be blithe and strong,

   The carpenter singing his as he measures his plank or beam,

   The mason singing his as he makes ready for work, or leaves off

   work,

   The boatman singing what belongs to him in his boat, the deckhand singing on the steamboat deck,

The shoemaker singing as he sits on his bench, the hatter singing 

   as he stands,

The woodcutter’s song, the ploughboy’s on his way in the morning,

   or at noon intermission or at sundown,

The delicious singing of the mother, or of the young wife at work, 

   Or of the girl sewing or washing,

Each singing what belongs to him or her and to none else,

The day what belongs to the day—at night the party of young fellows, robust, friendly, 

Singing with open mouths their strong melodious songs.

“I, Too, Sing America”-Langston Hughes, 1932


I, too, sing America.

I am the darker brother.

They send me to eat in the kitchen

When company comes,

But I 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 I am 

And be ashamed—

I, too, am America.

THINK-PAIR-SHARE


In your own words, define the artists’ interpretation of the American dream in each song.  Mark examples from the lyrics to justify your answer.





Is the American dream a success or failure? Justify your answer.





In your own words, describe the America that is depicted in this poem:





























What is the overall tone of the poem? Justify your answer with specific examples.








In your own words, describe the America that is depicted in this poem:











What is the overall tone of the poem? Justify your answer with specific examples.























