
 

LESSON PLAN: ”CLUB BANGER #1: INVOCATION/SHOUT OUT” 

*ADAPTED FROM THE YOUNG CHICAGO AUTHORS’ CURRICULUM FOR POETRYN.O.W. 

OBJECTIVE:  To create a great and appropriate introductory poem for students’ portfolios 

or poem collections and to construct an account of their influences. 

KEY TERMS: Invocation – The act or an instance of invoking, especially an appeal to a 
higher power for assistance. 
Repetition – The action of repeating something that has already been said or 
written. 
Shout out – A brief expression of greeting or praise, given especially on a 
broadcast or audio recording. 

STANDARDS:  Virginia 

9.1, 9.3 – 12.3 F, 9.4 C – M, 9.6 A, B, E, 
H, 10.6 A, C, F, 11.6 A, E, F 

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 

Speaking and Listening 

Grades 6-8: 1.b-d  
Grades 9-12: 1.c-d 

Language Standards 

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

 

INTRODUCTION: Start by talking about the meaning of invocation, both its religious and ritual 
aspects. Ask students where those invocations take place.  

STEP ONE: Talk about the meaning of shout outs. Where do we find them? (Records, 
books, the Oscars, football games, etc.) 

STEP TWO: Listen to and follow along with the text of Sekou Sundiata’s “Shout Out.” 
Afterwards, read Aracelis Girmay’s “Invocation.” Have students talk about 
what they like and what stuck out to them in the pieces. Stress the poems’ use 
of repetition and how it makes them song-like, in addition to how these giant, 
seemingly disparate images and ideas come together via repetition.  



 

There are many references in both poems that the reader may not know. “The 
familiar” to the poet does not necessarily mean the reader will be distanced. 
The use of the familiar might allow readers to access their own symbolism of 
the familiar. (e.g., If the poem mentions a mother, I as a reader think about my 
own.) 

STEP THREE: Have students write their own invocation or shout out. They can repeat the 
word “come,” the phrase “here’s to,” or they can do their own thing. 

STEP FOUR: Have students write for 10-15 minutes, encouraging them to fill two whole 
pages. Afterwards, stop writing and read around.  

 

  



 

ADDITIONAL MATERIALS 

“Shout Out: The Blue Oneness of Dreams” by Sekou Sundiata 

Here’s to the best words 
In the right place 
At the perfect time 
To the human mind blown-up 
And refined. 

To long conversations and the 
Philosophical ramifications 
Of a beautiful day. 

To the twelve-steppers 
At the thirteenth step, 
May they never forget 
The first step. 

To the increase, to the decrease 
To the do, to the did 
To the do to the did 
To the do to the did 
To the done done 
To the lonely. 
To the brokenhearted. 
To the new, blue haiku. 

Here’s to all or nothing at all. 

Here’s to the sick, and the shut-in. 

Here’s to the was you been to the is you in, 
To what’s deep and deep to what’s down 
and down 
To the lost, and the blind, and the almost 
found. 

Here’s to the crazy 
The lazy 
The bored 
The ignored 
The beginners 
The sinners 
The losers 
The winners. 

To the smooth 
And the cool 
And even to the fools. 

Here’s to your ex-best-friend. 

To the rule-benders and the repeat 
offenders. 

To the lovers and the troublers, 
The engaging 
The enraging 
To the healers and the feelers 
And the fixers and the tricksters, 
To a star falling through a dream. 

To a dream, when you know what it 
means. 

To the bottom 
To the root 
To the bass, uh, boom! 
To the drum 

Here’s to the was you been to the is you in 
To what’s deep and deep to what’s down 
and down 
To the lost, and the blind, and the almost 
found. 

Here’s to somebody within the sound of 
your voice this morning. 
Here’s to somebody who can’t be within 
the sound of your voice tonight. 

To a low-cholesterol pig sandwich 
smothered in swine without the pork. 

To a light buzz in your head 
And a soundtrack in your mind 
Going on and on and on and on and on 
like a good time. 

Here’s to promises that break by 
themselves, 
Here’s to the breaks with great promise. 

To people who don’t wait in the car when 
you tell them to wait in the car. 

Here’s to what you forgot and who you 
forgot. 
Here’s to the unforgettable. 



 

Here’s to the was you been to the is you in 
To what’s deep and deep to what’s down 
and down 
To the lost, and the blind, and the almost 
found. 



 

“Invocation” by Aracelis Girmay 

There is a woman with a bird’s nose 
&, in each ear, four or seven holes, 
 Mother, you, come, 
 
& the father who is a house, 
 
& all the mountains in little towns, 
clarinets, violins, girls with yellow dresses, 
come, 
Chicago, jump the country, come, 
Jazzy & your crooked teeth, Lupita. 
 
Come orange blossoms & news, 
good luck, juke box, come photobooths, 
freight trains. 
 
Come, 
 Abraham 
 Hannah 
 Zewdit 
 Tadesse 
 Tiny 
 Cisco 
 Granddaddy, come, 
& all the roots of trees & flowers, 
street corners & mango stands, 
piragua man, come, 
silver tooth, back rooms, 12 o’clock, 
come cloves & beans & frankincense, 
baseball diamond, the dirt track, come 
Pharoah 
& Mary & Nascimento’s band, 
come beds, whole lakes & keeping time, 
come holy ghost & silver fish, 
come 
 bird, 
 bird, 
 bird, 
& ballet shoes in the church’s basement, 
come candle & maroon, 
cilantro, green, come braid & fist of afro-
pick, 
come tender head & honey hive, 
quick knife, domino, come bomba, come, 
fish hook, Inglewood, March, old moon, 
come busted piano, ivory key, 
come, cousin, come alive, 
come, time, 
uprock, beach crab, cliff, 
come glass eye, nazela, sails, 
brother, sisters, 
come magnum locks & world of things, 
sphinx, 

desert bottles, indigo, maps, 
Sojourner, Lolita, Albizu come, 
Gwendolyn, Victor & Lorraine, come 
Neptune, 
Hector Lavoe, Haragu, come, 
Adisogdo, come free, 
come hips, come foot, come rattlesnake, 
Jupiter, love come, 
cardamom & reeds, come wild, 
spells, lightning, frogs & rain, 
come loss, come teeth, come crows & 
kites, 
conga, conga, & kettle drums, 
come holy, holy parade of dirt, come 
mis muertos who dance in procession 
while tubas play, come. 
 
& a god who is a girl, marigolds 
in her hair, see her blow, 
into my mouth, a wind of copal 
that is smoking, smoking. 
& on it, come, ride 
into it, come, family, 
& ride through the rooms of my house. Into 
my veins & brain, come, 
the lace of nerves—oh how 
you make 
me heaven. 


