
The Farm

Every summer that I can recall, I worked on a farm until I 
reached legal employment age. Working on a farm picking toma-
toes and cucumbers along with other tasks provided me money 
to buy school clothes as well as financial support for my family.

Work on the farm started early before the sun got hot. A bus of 
the old public school variety would pick us up and carry us out 
to the field. The foreman, who was usually a light-skinned black 
male, would assign us rows to be picked.

Because the rows were so long, a tractor would cut across the 
rows to shorten the distance of carrying buckets loaded with 
fresh picked cucumbers or green tomatoes. Boxes would be posi-
tioned at the beginning and throughout the long rows to receive 
the fresh pickings. We earned thirty cents for each box that was 
completely filled.

At lunchtime, everyone found some type of shade from the sun’s 
rays. Usually, it was an oak tree or gathering in or around the bus. 
Lunch consisted of a honey bun, a lunchmeat sandwich, and a Di-
xie Cola. We usually brought it out to the field with us because 
once we got there we did not leave until the sun went down.
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Wake up to pack a lunch of meat,
Dixie Cola, honey bun, a real treat.

Ride long buses to the farm,
Early in the morning, everything calm.

The language flavorful and full of joy,
No one around to disrespect or call you boy.

Colorful clothes practical and neat,
Must be worn to beat the heat.

Long rows of green, an endless task,
The quicker you pick, more money made fast.

Back-breaking labor with dignity and pride,
No complaints, all taken in stride. 
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Oak

This tree has seen it all
Since the beginning of my people

A sprig planted by mandated labor
And watered with the tears of many

It grew strong and proud
Encircled by rings of constant travail

Witness to the journey of forgotten souls
Only if the truth could be told

Stately, imposing, dignified
Limbs reach out to the Heavens

A rope dangles with alarm
Shadows embodies a spiritual calm
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County

Boy, my life has changed,
Everything has been re-arranged.

I can’t raise my hog,
Nor can I have a dog.

My hog pen, an unsightly mess,
But my food nonetheless.

The county has big plans, you see,
And none of them include me.

The last I hear, I can’t say,
Progress is moving fast my way.

My care-free life is fraught with woe,
Can’t pay my taxes; where will I go?
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The Job

Go to work,
Treated like a jerk.

Don’t expect to have a brain,
But work just the same.

The job, it’s a must,
So we never fuss.

The pay ain’t great,
So, some days we’re late.

We gather for lunch,
We enjoy that bunch.

We laugh, we’re in tune,
Lunch ends too soon.

The day wears on; it’s a waste,
We can’t wait to leave this place.

If the boss only knew this fact,
One day we ain’t coming back.
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Week

I work hard for the man,
He doesn’t like me, anyway,

So when he turns his back I play.

For my lady and I,
To get bucks from the boss,
This job is my only source.

Monday through Thursday stuck,
Stick to the grind.

But Friday is my lady and mine.

Saturday we shop
With hard-earned cash,

It’s late in the night before we crash.

Early on Sunday,
We’re off to church to pray,

God has given us another Monday.
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Directions

Where can I find Uncle Billy Bob?
I’m his first cousin, Rob.
I’m here from New York,

I don’t have a car so I walk.

Go down the dirt road,
Along side the cornfield,

You’ll see the dog house in the backyard.
Go behind the big oak, 

Up the steps,
Through the screen door.

Is that very far?
Remember, I don’t have a car.

You know in the city I would take a bus.
I don’t mean to argue; don’t mean to fuss.
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Go down the dirt road,
Along side the cornfield,

You’ll see the dog house in the backyard.
Go behind the big oak, 

Up the steps,
Through the screen door.

Point me in the right direction again—
Just follow that road around the bend.
You’ll see Uncle Billy Bob in the den.

Knock on the door and step back a bit.
He must see you or he’ll have a fit

So, down the dirt road,
Along side the cornfield,

You’ll see the dog house in the backyard.
Go behind the big oak, 

Up the steps,
Through the screen door.

I followed your directions, and it’s odd
It seems we’ve been standing in the backyard.
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