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CAE Helps Students and Parents Connect History and the Arts 
 
CAE’s Parents As Arts Partners (PAAP) grant is providing an arts program to Dr. Gladstone H. Atwell 
Middle School 61  (MS 61) in Crown Heights, which prior to this term, had no arts offering for its students. 
Through the grant, this school is also encouraging parents to participate directly in their students’ 
homework assignments and take away some history lessons themselves.  
  
MS 61 is using the grant to hold after-school workshops in which students and parents study the 
autobiographical slave narratives of the 1930s and 1940s, as documented by the Federal Works 
Progress Administration. Using these narratives as inspiration, parents create their own oral histories and 
connect directly with student work from English and Social Studies classes. The PAAP workshops then 
focus on responding to this material through dynamic theatrical and storytelling exercises.  
  
The poems below were written by 7th and 8th grade students in Mrs. Forde-Mann’s English class at MS 
61, and the corresponding images illustrate the student’s enactment of these poems with their parents in 
one of the after-school PAAP workshops with teaching artists from The Afrikan Poetry Theatre . 
 
 
Untitled 
By Renée Edwards 
 
Today we are free  
Like the clear blue sea 
 
You took us out the dark 
And brought us to the light, 
Took our dull potential 
And shined it till it was bright 
 
Thanks Mama Scott, Mama Parks 
Through the bus boycotts 
We learned to fight for our rights, 
Take what’s wrong and make it right. 
 
Dr. King, Medgar Evers, Malcolm X 
There’s so many I don’t know who to say next 
 
You took us out the dark 
And brought us to the light 
Took our dulled potential 
And shined it till it was bright 
Took what’s wrong and made it right. 
 
If there’s one thing I learned 
You don’t have to be black to be proud 
Go ahead, say it loud 
You helped us to see 
Who we should be  
To see each other as brothers and sisters. 
 
 

 

 
 

 
 



 

 
 

 
 

 
 
They Lived For Us 
By Angeliqué Berry 
 
They walked, They preached 
We listen, They speak 
Life was not the same 
They’re playing a filthy game 
But our people stepped up 
They lived for us. 
 
At times of loneliness and hurt 
Trials of unfairness leave us burnt 
Our hearts are in pain 
This world is insane 
But our people stepped up 
They lived for us. 
 
Our world is different  
We live free as one 
Our Freedom Fighters 
We our sighters 
Of what happened to us 
Thus they stepped up 
They lived for us. 
 
 
 

Proud of the Past 
By Arhea Marshall 
 
Lights in the dark, 
They made their mark 
Forever as impressions on my soul. 
With the courage and the strength to work the 
fields, 
They have made us whole. 
 
Black and Proud, 
We sing our song 
Of those who toiled and overcame, 
The hurdles and bonds of slavery 
Plus discrimination quite bravely. 
Just a skin deep pigment of the skin, 
Divided a nation that could only win, 
When liberty for all could be reached. 
 
Working their bodies sore, 
Under the hot sun’s allure 
Bronze bodies glisten, 
Golden rays of sun shine down. 
Beautiful in every aspect that 
God made. 
Reflected in His sight 
Each under God’s light.  
 
 

 
 

 


