
 

LESSON PLAN: “FLIP THE SCRIPT” 

OBJECTIVE: To aid participants in creating a poem directly about or inspired by a social 

issue. Through a series of exercises, students will explore local, national, and international 
issues and not only learn to express their opinions, but also the opinions of those who might 
disagree with them. 

 

KEY TERMS: Speaker - The voice or persona assumed by the author of a poem  
Tone - Refers to an attitude a writer takes toward a subject  
Point of View - The perspective from which an author reveals information in 
a text. 

STANDARDS:  Virginia 

9.1 F, 9.1 C, 10.1 D, 9.4 A, 11.4 E, 9.7-
12.7 A  

Common Core 

Reading 

Grades 6-8: 2, 4, 6 
Grades 9-12: 2, 4 

Writing 

Grades 6-8: 3.b-d, 4, 5 
Grades 9-12: 3.a-d, 4, 5 

Language Standards 

Grades 6-8: 3, 5 
Grades 9-12: 3, 5 

  



 

INTRODUCTION: Explain to poets that today they will have the opportunity to express their 
opinion on community issues that not only affect them, but those around them, 
too. *Now would be a great time to share a few poems that highlight such 
issues.* Andrea Gibson’s “Letter to a Playground Bully” or Langston Hughes’ 
“Let America Be America Again,” included under Additional Materials. 

STEP ONE: 
 

Have students come up with an issue that they have a strong opinion about for 
each of the following levels: school, national, and world.   

Examples: 

Standardized Tests (School) 
Funding for arts in school (National) 
Awareness of the AIDS epidemic (World) 

STEP TWO: Ask poets to choose one topic and compose a list of 7-10 reasons why they 
are for or against it. The list should not only consist of reasons, but, if 
applicable, a personal story that highlights their stance. 

STEP THREE: Ask poets to create an alias. Any name will do. Explain that the person they 
have just created holds the stance opposite to theirs on the topic they have 
chosen. Have them compose a list (similar to the list in Step Two) but this time 
explaining the stance of the alias.   

STEP FOUR: Now It’s Time to Write! 

Give students 10-15 minutes to write a poem from the perspective of the alias. 
If time permits allow them to share a few. 

STEP FIVE: Now It’s Time to Respond! 

Now it is time for the students to explore their own voice.  Give students the 
option either to write a poem in response to the one they’ve just written, or to 
disregard their first poem and simply write about what they believe. Make 
sure they reference their original list. 

STEP SIX: Allow poets to share both poems. Discuss the possibility of merging both 
poems into one piece.  

 

 

 

 

 



 

ADDITIONAL MATERIALS 

“Let America Be America Again” by Langston Hughes 
 

Let America be America again. 
Let it be the dream it used to be. 
Let it be the pioneer on the plain 
Seeking a home where he himself is free. 
 
(America never was America to me.) 
 
Let America be the dream the dreamers 
dreamed- 
Let it be that great strong land of love 
Where never kings connive nor tyrants 
scheme 
That any man be crushed by one above. 
 
(It never was America to me.) 
 
O, let my land be a land where Liberty 
Is crowned with no false patriotic wreath, 
But opportunity is real, and life is free, 
Equality is in the air we breathe. 
 
(There's never been equality for me, 
Nor freedom in this "homeland of the 
free.") 
 
Say, who are you that mumbles in the dark?  
And who are you that draws your veil across 
the stars? 
 
I am the poor white, fooled and pushed 
apart, 
I am the Negro bearing slavery's scars. 
I am the red man driven from the land, 
I am the immigrant clutching the hope I 
seek- 
And finding only the same old stupid plan 
Of dog eat dog, of mighty crush the weak. 
 
I 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! 
 
I am the farmer, bondsman to the soil. 
I am the worker sold to the machine. 
I am the Negro, servant to you all. 
I 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. 
 
Yet 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 I meant to be my home- 
For I'm the one who left dark Ireland's 
shore, 
And Poland's plain, and England's grassy 
lea, 
And torn from Black Africa's strand I came 
To build a "homeland of the free." 
 
The free? 
 
Who said the free? Not me? 
Surely 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- 
The land that never has been yet- 
And yet must be--the land where every 
man is free. 
The land 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 
the rain, 
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 

people's lives, 
We must take back our land again, 
America! 
 
O, yes, 
I say it plain, 
America never was America to me, 
And yet I swear this oath- 
America will be! 
 
Out of the rack and ruin of our gangster 
death, 
The rape and rot of graft, and stealth, and 
lies, 
We, the people, must redeem 
The land, the mines, the plants, the rivers. 
The mountains and the endless plain- 
All, all the stretch of these great green 
states- 
And make America again! 

  



 

“A Letter to the Playground Bully, From Andrea, Age 8 ½”  
by Andrea Gibson 

maybe there are cartwheels in your mouth 
maybe your words will grow up to be a gymnasts 
maybe you have been kicking people with them by accident 

I know some people get a whole lot of rocking in the rocking chair 
and the ones who don’t sometimes get rocks in their voice boxes, 
and their voice boxes become slingshots. 
maybe you think my heart looks like a baby squirrel. 

but you absolutely missed when you told the class I have head lice 
‘cause I one hundred percent absolutely do not have head lice 
and even if I do 
it is a fact that head lice prefer clean heads over dirty ones 
so I am clean as a whistle on a tea pot. 
my mother says it is totally fine if I blow off steam 
as long as i speak in an octave my kindness can still reach. 

my kindness knows mermaids never ever miss their legs in the water 
‘cause there are better ways to move through the ocean than kicking. 

so guess what, 
if I ever have my own team 
I am picking everyone first 

even the worst kid 
and the kid with the stutter like a skipping record 
‘cause I know all of us are scratched, 
even if you can’t hear it when we speak. 
my mother says most people have heartbeats 
that are knocking on doors that will never open, 
and I know my heart is a broken freezer chest 
‘cause I can never keep anything frozen. 

so no, I am not “always crying.” 
I am just thawing outside of the lines. 
and even if I am “always crying” 
it is a fact 
that salt is the only reason 
everything floats so good in the dead sea. 
and just ‘cause no one ever passes notes to me 
doesn’t mean I am not super duper. 
in fact, my super duper might be a buoy or a paper boat 
the next time your nose gets stuck up the river 
‘cause it is a fact 
that our hearts stop every for a mili-second every time we sneeze 



 

and some people’s houses have too much dust. 
. 

some people’s fathers are like attics 
I’ve heard attics have monsters in their walls and shaky stares. 
I think if I lived in a house with attic 
I’d nightmare a burglar in my safety chest 
and maybe I’d look for rest in the sticks and stones 
‘cause my mother says a person can only swallow so much punch 
before he’s drunk on his own fist 

but the only drunk I ever knew 
was sleeping in the alley behind our church 
and jesus turned water into his wine 
so even god has his bad days 

but on your bad days couldn’t you just say 
“hey I’m having a bad day,” 
instead of telling me I’m stupid or poor, 
or telling me I dress like a boy 
‘cause maybe I am a boy AND a girl 
maybe my name is Andrea Andrew. 
so what. 
it is a fact that bumblebees have hair on their eyes 
and humans, also, should comb though everything they see. 

like 
an anchorman is not a sailor. 
like the clouds might be a pillow fight. 
like my mother says, 
“every bird perched on a telephone wire 
will listen to the conversations running through its feet 
to decide the direction of its flight.” 

so I know every word we speak 
can make hurricanes in people’s weather veins 
or shine their shiny shine 

so maybe sometime you could sit beside me on the bus 
and I could say, 
“guess what, it is a fact that manatees have vocal chords 
but do not have ears. 
and Beethoven made music 
even when he could no longer hear. 

and I know every belt that has hit someone’s back 
is still a belt that was built to hold something up. 

and it is fact that Egyptians slept on pillows made of stone 
but it’s not hard for me to dream 



 

that maybe one day you’ll write me back 
like the day I wrote the lightening bug to say, 
I smashed my mason jar and I threw away the lid. 
I didn’t want to take a chance that I’d grow up to be a war. 

I want to be a belly dance or an accordion or a pogo stick 
or the fingerprints the mason left 
in the mortar between the bricks 
to prove that he was here, 
that he built a roof over someone’s head 
to keep the storm from their faith, 
my mother says that’s why we all were born. 

and I think she’s right. 
so write back soon. 
sincerely yours. 

 


	“Let America Be America Again” by Langston Hughes

