
		
			
				 

			

		

		

		
			
				 

			

		

		
			
				 

			

		

		

		
			
				 

			

		

		
			
				 

			

		

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					To my dear family: Pops, Mom, Pervis, Cleedi, and Yvonne Staples —M.S. 

					To all who lift their voices in protest and praise —C.B.W.

					To the music makers in my life —S.W.
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					I’ll Take You There

				

			

			
			

			
				
					THERE is Mound Bayou, Mississippi,

					where the Staples family sharecropped

					and sowed their deep faith.

					Where a teenage Roebuck Staples sang 

					in the church choir and played blues guitar 

					 

					into the wee hours at juke joints.

					Never mind that his devout family

					frowned on the so-called “devil’s music.”

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					THERE is the Deep South,

					where Roebuck had seen enough

					hate and hardship for two lifetimes 

					before he took off like thousands 

					of other Black folks in the Great Migration 

					from the South to the North, Midwest, 

					and West. He’d saved a year 

					for the twelve-dollar bus ticket.

				

			

			
				
					THERE is Chicago, where Roebuck

					worked at the slaughterhouse long enough

					for his wife, Oceola, and their two children, 

					Cleotha and Pervis, to join him

					in the Black neighborhood called “The Thirties.”

					THERE is where the family was blessed

					with two more daughters: Yvonne

					and Mavis—the youngest.

				

			

		

		
			
				
				 

				

			
				
				 

				

			
				
				 

				

			
				
				 

				

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					THERE is Mound Bayou, Mississippi,

					where the Staples family sharecropped
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					This Little Light

				

			

			
			

			
				
					When Black people moved up North

					the blues came with them,

					humming on assembly lines,

					in steel mills, and on construction sites,

					where Pops Staples worked to give 

					his loved ones a better life.

					Saturday mornings, he treated the children

					to a movie. And Saturday nights,

					he made popcorn balls and peanut brittle.

				

			

			
				
					Sundays were for church.

					The older children sang in the choir.

					But Mavis was still too young. 

					Mama dressed Mavis and Yvonne like twins.

					The sisters slept together, Yvonne 

					sucking her thumb and twirling Mavis’s hair.

					Outdoors, Mavis played hopscotch 

					and hide-and-seek, jumped double Dutch, 

					climbed fences, and spun on the ice 

					in secondhand skates. 

				

			

			
				
					Pops had told his children,

					“Don’t start nothin’. . . but don’t take nothin’ either.”

					Mavis did just that:

					She stuck up for Yvonne against bullies.

					“Don’t worry,” she told Yvonne.

					“No one’s going to mess with you anymore.”

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					The Staples family knew how to have fun, 

					but they were firmly rooted in their faith.

					Card-playing and secular music were banned.

					Progressive Baptist Church was their rock. 

					With the choir so lively,

					how could Mavis not jump up and clap?
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					Down In Mississippi

				

			

			
			

			
				
					Mighty hard to keep four kids in brand-new shoes.

					Not enough cash for four pairs of brand-new shoes.

					So, the kids sent South to Grandma’s dared not refuse.

					Grandma taught the young ones who they were and whose.

					She preached the gospel truth of who they were and whose.

					There was good and bad and children had to choose.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					“Since I Fell for You.” Little Mavis sang those blues.

					Teenage Uncle Ham caught her belting out the blues.

					He couldn’t wait to get home to tell Grandma the news.

				

			

			
				
					She made Mavis fetch a switch; then gave her a whipping.

					Grandma warned against the blues as she gave her that whipping.

					Mavis wrote her parents: Save me from Mississippi.

				

			

			
				
					No one ever told Mavis what songs she could sing.

					No one ever told Mavis what songs not to sing.

					All she knew was that she’d heard honest-to-God swing.
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					If I Could Hear My Mother Pray Again

				

			

			
			

			
				
					With Pervis, Cleotha, Yvonne, and Mavis gathered around,

					Pops plucked his seven-dollar pawn-shop guitar

					and assigned vocals for four-part harmony. 

					Pint-sized Mavis, then just seven years old, 

					was a baritone even back then. 

					She had a voice deep as a valley

					and a temper hotter than a volcano.

				

			

			
				
					Led by Pops, the four siblings practiced,

					but stubborn little Mavis was slow to learn 

					the tunes. Somehow, Aunt Katie,

					who lived with the family, taught her to sing

					“If I Could Hear My Mother Pray Again.” 

					In time, the group’s harmonizing was so good 

					that Aunt Katie invited them to sing at her church,

					where Pops’s brother Chester was the pastor.

					Along with Pops and Pervis, the sisters—

					in off-white quilted skirts and blue blouses 

					that Aunt Katie bought for them—

					rode the streetcar to Holy Trinity Baptist Church.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					With Pervis, Cleotha, Yvonne, and Mavis gathered around,

					Pops plucked his seven-dollar pawn-shop guitar

					and assigned vocals for four-part harmony. 

					Pint-sized Mavis, then just seven years old, 

					was a baritone even back then. 

					She had a voice deep as a valley

					and a temper hotter than a volcano.

				

			

			
				
					Standing on a chair to reach the mic,

					a bashful Mavis stared at the ceiling 

					rather than meeting the audience’s gaze.

					The quintet sang the only two songs they’d practiced.

					After the crowd begged for an encore,

					Pops figured they’d better learn more songs—

					in a hurry. They’d been invited to perform 

					at another church the next Sunday.
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					Uncloudy Day

				

			

			
			

			
				
					With a fifteen-minute Sunday radio show 

					to announce their upcoming performances,

					the musical family was booked twice

					most Sundays, in cities as far-flung 

					as Gary, Indiana, and Milwaukee, Wisconsin.

					Under the name the Staple Singers,

					they cut their own records to sell after shows.

				

			

			
				
					“Won’t You Sit Down (Sit Down Servant),”

					their first release with a record label, flopped.

					The label wanted Mavis to sing blues,

					But Pops and Mavis turned down the offer,

					convinced that blues and gospel,

					like oil and vinegar, did not mix.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					The group had their first hit with “Uncloudy Day.” 

					By then, sixteen-year-old Mavis was singing lead.

					As the Staple Singers crisscrossed the country,

					her husky voice was a roadmap to glory.
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					Nobody Can Make It On Their Own

				

			

			
			

			
				
					Nobody can make it on their own.

					 Not without the granite cornerstone of community,

					 the loving foundation of family,

					 the window of lofty visions,

					 and bronze pillars of living inspiration

					 to shelter dreams from the chill of doubt.

				

			

			
				
					For Mavis, the cornerstone was the South Side—

					 home to scores of Black churches

					 and hundreds of thousands of newcomers,

					 among them blues musicians with names

					 as vibrant as their lyrics: Muddy Waters,

					 Howlin’ Wolf, Big Bill Broonzy,

					 Shaky Jake Harris, Lefty Dizz,

					 Koko Taylor, and Washboard Sam.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					For Mavis, the foundation 

					was Pops’s electric guitar trembling 

					in a blues key, and his firm hand and heart

					gluing family harmonies together in praise.

				

			

		

		
			
				
				 

				

			
				
				 

				

			
				
				 

				

			
				
				 

				

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					Nobody can make it on their own.

					 Not without the granite cornerstone of community,

					 the loving foundation of family,

					 the window of lofty visions,

					 and bronze pillars of living inspiration

					 to shelter dreams from the chill of doubt.

				

			

			
				
					For Mavis, the cornerstone was the South Side—

					 home to scores of Black churches

					 and hundreds of thousands of newcomers,

					 among them blues musicians with names

					 as vibrant as their lyrics: Muddy Waters,

					 Howlin’ Wolf, Big Bill Broonzy,

					 Shaky Jake Harris, Lefty Dizz,

					 Koko Taylor, and Washboard Sam.

				

			

			
				
					For Mavis, the foundation 

					was Pops’s electric guitar trembling 

					in a blues key, and his firm hand and heart

					gluing family harmonies together in praise.

				

			

		

		

OEBPS/images/018_RainbowParade_9780593326589_all_art_r1.gif







OEBPS/scripts/region-magnificationator.js
/* Region-Magnificationator
 *
 * This JavaScript adds simple touch-to-popup functionality
 * 
 * It looks for elements with a data-mag-target attribute:
 * 
 * <div data-mag-target="page7_item1_1">...</div>
 * 
 * For ease of converting to KF8, intra-page popup order
 * should also be defined by setting an ordinal attribute.
 * This script, however, will ignore it:
 * 
 * <div data-mag-target="page7_item1_1" data-mag-ordinal="1">...</div>
 *
 * This script has no library dependencies.
 *
 * It is designed to work in both mouse and touch environments.
 */


/*
 * global variables
 */

var DEV_MODE = false; // set to true for console output on device

var MAX_TAP_DIAMETER = 50; // how far can finger stray before no longer tap?
var MAX_TAP_DURATION = 250; // milliseconds 
var PAGINATIONHOTSPOTWIDTH = 0.10; // percent of screen edges to reserve for page forward/backward
var MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE = 'data-mag-target';

var currentlyShowing = null;
var startCoords = null;
var startTime = null;
var maxPageBackXValue;
var maxPageForwardXValue;

var isTextSelected = false;

/**
 * initialize
 * 
 * @function main
 */
function main() {

	// dev mode 
	if (DEV_MODE && 'ontouchstart' in window) {
		console = new MobileConsole();
	}
	
	// estimate position of page back/forward hotspots
	var windowWidth = document.getElementsByTagName('div')[0].offsetWidth;
	maxPageBackXValue = (windowWidth * PAGINATIONHOTSPOTWIDTH);
	minPageForwardXValue = windowWidth - maxPageBackXValue;

	// set up triggers
	var triggers = getTriggers();
	initializeTriggers(triggers);

	// use body as event backstop
	addEventListeners(document.body);

}

/**
 * find triggers
 * 
 * @function getTriggers
 * @return {Array<Element>} 
 */
function getTriggers() {
	var anchors = document.getElementsByTagName('div');
	var triggers = new Array();
	for( var i = 0; i < anchors.length; i++ ) {
		if (anchors[i].hasAttribute(MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE)) {
			triggers.push(anchors[i]);
		}
	}
	return triggers;
}

/**
 * add event listeners and connect triggers
 * to popups
 * 
 * @function initializeTriggers
 * @param {Array<Element>} triggers
 */
function initializeTriggers(triggers) {
	for( var i = 0; i < triggers.length; i++ ) {
		addEventListeners(triggers[i]);
		// store ref to popup in trigger DOM object
		var targetId = triggers[i].getAttribute(MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE);
		var popup = document.getElementById(targetId);
		if (!popup) throw Error('Invalid mag target: ' + targetId);
		triggers[i].jsPopupTarget = popup;
	}
}

/**
 * @function addEventListeners
 * @param {Element} el
 */
function addEventListeners(el) {
	if ('ontouchstart' in window) {
		console.log('adding touch events');
		el.addEventListener('touchstart', handleTouchStart, false);
		el.addEventListener('touchend', handleTouchEnd, false);
	} else {
		el.addEventListener('mousedown', handleTouchStart, false);
		el.addEventListener('mouseup', handleTouchEnd, false);
	}

}

/**
 * @function handleTouchStart
 * @param {Event} event
 */
function handleTouchStart(event) {
	isTextSelected = checkIfTextSelected();
	if (event.currentTarget === document.body || event.currentTarget.hasAttribute(MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE)) {
		event.stopPropagation();
		startCoords = getCoordinates(event);
		startTime = (new Date()).getTime();
	}
}

/**
 * Determine if action should be taken
 * 
 * @function handleTouchEnd
 * @param {Event} event
 */
function handleTouchEnd(event) {
	if (event.currentTarget === document.body || event.currentTarget.hasAttribute(MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE)) {
		if (startTime != null) {
			event.stopPropagation();
			var endTime = (new Date()).getTime();
			var duration = endTime - startTime;
			if (duration <= MAX_TAP_DURATION) {
				handleFullTouch(event);
			}
		}
	}
}

/**
 * If an event reaches this function,
 * consider it a proper touch event.
 * - If popup showing, hide it
 * - If trigger touched, show that popup
 * 
 * @function handleFullTouch
 * @param {Event} event
 */
function handleFullTouch(event) {
	// If user interacting with link, let it happen
	if (event.target.tagName.toLowerCase() !== 'a') {
		if (currentlyShowing != null && event.currentTarget === document.body) {
			hideAll();
			if (!isTextSelected) {
				// if text selected, don't prevent default
				// or user can't deselect
				event.preventDefault();
			} 
		} else if (event.currentTarget.hasAttribute(MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE)) {
			event.preventDefault();
			var trigger = event.currentTarget;
			var popup = trigger.jsPopupTarget;
			if (popup != currentlyShowing) {
				show(popup);
			}
		}	
	}
}

/**
 * Determines if user has selected text
 * 
 * @function checkIfTextSelected
 * @return {boolean}
 */
function checkIfTextSelected() {
	var txt = '';
	if (window.getSelection) {
		txt = window.getSelection().toString();
	}
	if (txt == '' || txt == null) {
		return false;
	}
	return true;
}

/*
 * show popup
 * 
 * @function show
 * @param {Element} popup
 */
function show(popup){
	hideAll();
	popup.style.display = 'block';
	currentlyShowing = popup;
}

/*
 * hide all popups
 * 
 * @function hideAll
 */
function hideAll(){
	if ( currentlyShowing != null ) {
		currentlyShowing.style.display = 'none';
		currentlyShowing = null;
	}
}

/* ---------------- utilities ------------------- */

/**
 * get event coordinates
 * 
 * @function getCoordinates
 * @param {Event} event
 * @return {Object} containing x and y Number properties
 */
function getCoordinates(event) {
	var x;
	var y;
	if ( 'touches' in event ) {
		x = event.touches[0].pageX;
		y = event.touches[0].pageY;
	} else {
		x = event.pageX;
		y = event.pageY;
	}
	return {'x':x, 'y':y};
}

/**
 * get distance between points
 * 
 * @function getDistance
 * @param {Number} pointA
 * @param {Number} pointB
 * @return {Number}
 */
function getDistance(pointA, pointB) {
	return Math.sqrt( Math.pow((pointB.x - pointA.x),2) + Math.pow((pointB.y - pointA.y),2));
}

/**
 * is event single finger touch?
 * 
 * @function isSingleFingerEvent
 * @param {Event} event
 * @return {boolean}
 */
function isSingleFinger(event) {
	if ( 'touches' in event && event.touches.length > 1) {
		return false;
	}
	return true;
}

/**
 * add a class to a DOM element
 * 
 * @function addClass
 * @param {Element} el
 * @param {String} className
 */
function addClass(el, className) {
	var newClassAtt = '';
	/*
	 * remove existing occurrences
	 */
	var currentClassNames = el.className.split(' ');
	for( var i = 0; i < currentClassNames.length; i++ ) {
		if ( currentClassNames[i] != className ) {
			newClassAtt += ' ' + currentClassNames[i];
		}
	}
	// now add to end		
	newClassAtt += ' ' + className;
	// remove space that may have been added to beginning
	newClassAtt = newClassAtt.trim();
	el.className = newClassAtt;
}

/**
 * check if DOM element has class
 * 
 * @function hasClass
 * @param {Element} el
 * @param {String} classToCheck
 * @return {boolean}
 */
function hasClass(el, classToCheck){
	var existingClasses = el.className.split(' ');
	for( var i in existingClasses ) {
		if( existingClasses[i] == classToCheck ) {
			return true;
		}
	}
	return false;
}

/**
 * By overriding the console with an instance
 * of this class, you can get console output
 * on mobile devices.
 * @class MobileConsole
 */
function MobileConsole() {
    this.outputElement = document.createElement("div");
    document.getElementsByTagName('div')[0].appendChild(this.outputElement);
    var style = 'font-size:0.8em;position:absolute;background-color:rgba(100,150,255,0.5);max-width:40%;top:10px;left:10px;';
    this.outputElement.setAttribute('style',style);
}
/**
 * @method log
 */
MobileConsole.prototype.log = function(txt) {
    var p = document.createElement('p');
    p.setAttribute('style','margin:0;text-indent:0;');
    p.innerHTML = txt;
    this.outputElement.appendChild(p);
}

window.addEventListener('load', main, false);
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