


Ace/arm {or 

The Collected Poems of 
LANGSTON HUGHES 
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alone. By hi� work and his example, he has enriched our 
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Introduction 

Hang yourself, poet, in your own V.'ords. 
Otherwtsc, you arc dead. 

LANCSTON HUGHES, 1964 

Langston Hughes is one of the more controversial names in the history of American 
poetry. To many readers of African descent he is their poet laureate, the belaYed 
author of poems steeped in the richne�s of African American culture, poems that 
exude Hughes's affection for black Americans across all divisions of region, class, and 
gender. 'IO many readers who loYc verse nnd arc also committed to the ideal of social 
and political justice, he is among the most eloquent American poets to have sung 
about the wounds caused by injustice. For still other admirers, he is, above all, the 
author of poems of often touching lync beauty, beyond 1s�ucs such as race and justice. 

There is, hmvever, another and less flattering aspect to Hughes's reputation 
To a substantial number of readers and, especially, scholar-critics, Hughes's 
approach to poetry was far too simple and unlearned. To them, his verse fails la­
mentably to satisfy their desire for a modernist literature attuned to the complexi­
ties of modern life. Still other readers have found his poetry altogether too radical 
politically, and a kind of affront to their sense of patrioti�m. 

Langston Hughes never <;ought to he all things to all people but rather <llmed 
to create a body of Rork thllt epitomized the beauty ami variety of the Africlln 
American and the American experiences, a� well as the diversity of emotions, 
thoughts, and dreams that he saw common to all human beings. lIe started out as 
a poet \Vith a deep regard for the written word and a strong connection to the Amer­
ican past. He grew up in Lawrence, Kansas, with a grandmother, Mary Langston, 
whose first husband, Sheridan Leary, had died in t8::;g in the celebrated raid on the 
federal arsenal at H<1rpers Ferry led by John Brown, who was hanged for his act. 
John Mercer l,angston, one of the most distinguished black Americans of the nine­
teenth century ;md the brother of Lang�ton Hughes's matcrn<Jl grandfather, 
Cbarlcs J.angston, published an autobiography; and I .ang�ton's mother, Carrie 
Langston Hughes, wrote verse and yearned for a career on the stage. Lonely as a 
child, with his mother frequently away and his father, James N. Hughes, a busi­
nessman, living in self-imposed exile in Mexico, Langston Hughes fOr comfort 
turned to "books, and the wonderful world 111 books,'' as he himself remembered. 
I .ater he would recall the inspiration of the Hible in his early life, as well as the 
inspiration of the African American intellectual 'vV. K B. Dn Bois, whose The Souls 
of Black Folk, published the year after Hughes 's birth in HJ02., defined for many 
people the essential drama of the lives of people born black in America in the after­
math of the Civil War. 

In Hughes's predominantly white but cosmopolitan high school in Cleve­
land, Ohio, he published his first poems and searched for his authentic voice. 
Before his graduation in 192.0 he had clearly fallen under the spell of the most orig­
inal of American poets, \Valt \Vhitman, w'hose Leaves ofCra.�s had revolutionized 
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American verse in the nineteenth centmy. I Ie also learned much from Carl Sand­
burg, himself one of\Vhitman's most fervent disciples, whose Jazz Fantasies (1919) 
pointed Hughes in the direction of his own nmsic-inAccted \·er.�c. Thereafter, 
Langston Hughes understood that he could have a place in the long tradition of 
American writing despite the most repressive featnres of racism. This tradition 
emphasized the realities of American life and the realities of the American lan­
guage, as well as the idealism out of which spr:mg the most radical American 
democratic heliefs. In 1921, at the age of nineteen, when his poem "The "'iegro 
Speaks of Rivers" was printed in Du Bois's Cri.�is magazine, his first appearance m 
a national puhlication, Hughes showed that heM last had found hi� owH poetic 
voice. 

That voice would reverberate over the next forty-six years, until his death in 
1967. Even as Hughes published works in a wide variety of other forms-novels, 
plays, short stones, essays, at1tobiographies, histories, libretti-he saw himself first 
and foremost as a poet. By 1926, \Vhen he published his first volume of verse, The 
Weary Blues, he already had fused into his poetrv its key technical commitment: 
the music of black Americans as the prime source and expression of their cultural 
truths. In these blues and jazz poems, Hughes wrote a fundamentally new kind of 
verse-one that told of the joys and sorrows, the tri<lh and triumphs, of ordinary 
black folk, in the language of their typical speech and composed out of a genuine 
love of these people. 

In the 1930s especially, in response to the Great Depression, certain features 
of his verse were altered as he began to emphasize the need for radical political 
action. Hughes then wrote some of the most radical poems ever published by an 
American, as well as some of the most poignant lamentations of the chasm that 
often exists between American social ideals and American social reality, as in his 
1935 anthem, "Let America Be America Again." Some of his radical poems, espe­
cially "Goodbye Christ," would haunt Hughes's career for the rest of his life, with 
consen'ative political and religious groups citing them as evidence of his alleged 
communist beliefs and associations. Under such pre�sure, Hughes himself even­
tually repudiated "Goodbye Christ'" and in general suppressed the bulk of his rad­
ical socialist poetry. "Politics in any country in the world is dangerous," he wrote 
near the end of his life. "For the poet, politics in any country li1 the world had bet­
ter be disguised as poetry. . Politics can be the graveyard of the poet. And only 
poetry can be h1s resurrection." 

Early in the 1940s, closing ranks with his nation in the \var effort, he returned 
as a poet to older themes-or, as he put it ironically, to ";\legroes, nature, and love." 
In the postwar years, and settled now in Harlem, where he would live the rest of 
his life, Hughes watched the historic evolution of African American culture from 
its roots in the rural South to its often tangled exfoliation in the cities of the l\;orth. 
His response as a poet was a body of verse, notably from Montage of a Dream 
Deferred (1951) to Ask Your i'vtama (1961), shaped largely by the impact of the trans­
formation of black music, primaril} in the complex new tlissonant jazz of musi­
cians such as Dizzy Gillespie and Charlie Parker. 

Hughes was often called. and sometimes called himself, a folk poet. 'JO some 
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people, this means that his work is almost artless and thus possibly beneath criti­
cism. The truth indeed is that Hughes published man;. poems that are doggerel. 
To reach his primary audience-the black masses-he \Vas prepared to write 
"dmvn" to them. Some of the pieces in this volume were intended for public 
recitation mainly; some started as song lyrics. Like many democratic poets, such as 
William Carlos Williams, he believed that the full range of his poetry should reach 
pnnt dS soon as possible; poetry is a form of social action.llowevcr, for Hughes, as 
for all serious poets, the writing of poetry was virtually a sacred commitment. And 
while he wished to write no verse that was beyond the ability of the masses of peo­
ple to understand, his poetry, in common with that of other committed writers, is 
replete with allusions that must be respected and understood if it is to be properly 
appreciated. TO respect Hughes's work, above all one must respect the .AJrican 
American people and their culture, as well as the Amencan people in general and 
their national culture. 

If I Iughes kept at the center of his art the hopes and dreams, as well as the 
actual lived conditions, of African Americans, he almost always saw these factors in 
the context of the eternally embattled but eternally inspirmg American democratic 
tradition, e\·en as changes in the world order, notably the collapse of colonialism in 
Africa, redefined the experiences of African peoples around the world. Almost 
always, too, Hughes attempted to preserve a sense of himself as a poet beyond race 
and other corrosive soc1al pressures. By his absolute dedication to lm art and to his 
social vision, as well as to his central audience, he fused his unique ,·ision of him­
self as a poet to his production of art. 

"What is poetry?" Langston Hughes asked near his death He answered, "It is 
the human soul entire, squeezed like a lemon or a lime, drop by drop, into atomic 
words." lIe wanted no definition of the poet that divorced his art from the immedi­
acy of life. "A poet is a human being," he declared. "Each human being must hve 
within his time, with and for his people, and within the boundaries of his country." 
Hughes constantly called upon himself for the courage and the endurance neces­
sary to write according to these beliefs. "Hang yourself, poet, in your own words," he 
urged all those who would take up the mantle of the poet and dare to speak to the 
world. "Otherwise. you are dead." 

In preparing The Collected Poems of I ,angston Hughes, we set out to find and 
include in this n>lume all the poems by Hughes published in his lifetime. (How­
ever, \VC also include hvo poems first published after Hughes's death, because 
llughes submitted these poems for publication before he died.) 

In the appendixes, we have gathered poems that Hughes wrote mainly for 
children, and a group of pieces, including some doggerel, that Hughes wrote for 
and published through the Associated Negro Press in the 194os. 

We have excluded as juvenilia Hughes's poems in the Central High School 
(Cleveland) ;Vlonthly Magazine, the Columbia University Spectator, and The Ora­
cle, the magazine of Omega Psi Phi fraternity. 'J'he poem about Carl Sandburg that 
appears in Hughes's autobiography The Big Sea, among other examples of his high-
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school Yerse, has been omitted for the same reason. Only those youthful efforts that 
Hughes decided to reprint later arc included in this volume. Also excluded arc 
poems written by Hughes hut never puhli�hed -most likely bcc<mse Ilughcs either 
never offered them to publi.�hcrs or because they were rejected by publishers when 
he offered them. Se\'eral hundred unpublished poems may be found in the 
Langston llughcs papers at the Bemcckc I .ibrary, Yale Um\·ersi!y. We also omitted 
poems that were unpublished during llughes's lifetime but have since appeared in 
Good Morning Revolution: Uncollected Writings of Langston Hughes, edited by 
F"aith Benv (znd eel. 1\'ew York: Citadel Press, 199:), or in biographies. 

In general, \Ve have arranged Hughes's poems in chronological order, accord­
ing to the dates of their first publication. I Iowever, we have allowed exceptions to 
this rule. The books ;Vlm1tage of a Dream Deferred and Ask Your tvlama, which 
I Iughcs repeatedly described as peculiarly unified works, are prc.\crvcd intact. Fol­
lowing standard scholarly practice, the text we offer is of the last published version 
of each poem, so as to include revisions made by the author. 

In our notes, we give the basic publication histor!· of each poem: the date and 
place of publication of om text, plus (,,-here different) the date and place of publi­
cation of the first appearance of the poem. We also attempt to document textual 
changes made by Hughes hehveen the first and last publication. We also prm·ide 
explanatory notes where they seem useful or necessary, but we make no attempt at 
literary analysis or criticism. 

Our project began following the death of George I louston Bass, to whom we 
dedicate Hus volume. Professor Bass, 1vho was the executor-trustee of the H nghes 
estate at the time of his death, had undertaken to edit the collected poems of 
Hughes and had signed a contract with Knopf for that purpose. \Vhen we took 
o\·er the project, we inherited from Professor Bass a manuscript of several hun­
dred poems but virtually no notes whatsoe\·er. Therefore, we had to start again 
from the beginning. In the proces�, we found many more published poems, 
which Professor Bass no doubt would also have discovered if he had had time to 
finish the manuscript. 

Scholars perhaps will notice that this volume includes a few dozen more 
poems than are listed in the standard bibliographic guide to Hughes's work, Don­
ald Dickenson's A Bio-bibliography o{Langslon Hughes (�e,,- York: Archon Books, 
1967; 2nd ed., revised, 1972). Over the years, this volume has been a useful tool for 
Hughes scholars. llowcver, it contains numcrOIIS errors ml(l omissions-for exam­
ple, eighteen publications of verse by I lughes in iVlessenger magazine (from 1924 
to 1927). In each instance, we have gone directly to the primary source of publi­
cation to ascertain the correct text of the poem, as well as the other facts of its pub­
lication. We have been careful not to rely simply on clippings or typescripts in the 
Langston Hughes papers in the Heinecke Library at Yale University, or on nota­
tions on the library folders there, notations which are based on A Rio-bibliography 
These shortcuts have led, in large part, to the many discrepancies between our vol­
ume and the work of other editors. 

No doubt we too have missed some poems in preparing The Collected Poems 
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of Langston Ilughes and ha\'e nwde some errors in annotating the texts; however, 
we hope to correct such omissions and errors in subsequent editions of The Col­
lected Poems of 1 ,angston Hughes. Om goal has been to set a solid foundation for 
future scholars and critics interested in the poetry of Langston Hughes. 

We would l1ke to record our debt to Judith Jones of Alfred A. Knopf, who served 
as Hughes's last editor there and has encouraged this effort from the outset, and 
to her assistant K1thy Zuckerman. \Ve arc indebted. too, t o  A Walton Litz of 
Princeton University for his advice on various editorial questions. We would also 
like to acknowledge the assistance of the staff of Firestone Library at Princeton, 
especially the interlibrary loan and reference departments; Patricia Canon Willis 
and the staff at the Beiuccke Libmry at Yale University; the staff at the library of 
Lincoln University, Pennsylvania, l Iughes"s alma mater; the Butler Library of 
Columbi<J University; the Van Pelt Library of the University of Pennsylvania; the 
New York Public Library. including the Schomburg Center for Research in Black 
Culture; the Library of Congre�s; the San Francisco Pnblic Library; and the 
Carmel Public Library. 

For certain poems published first in South Africa, we thank Stephen Gray. 
Our thanks also go to our student assistant Sara Jost, as well as to Judith Fers:d of 
the Program in American Sh1dies at Princeton University. Last but not least, we 
gratefully acknowledge the help and encouragement of Pamela Beatrice and 
Marvina White in preparing this volume. 

7 

Arnold Rampersad 
David Roesse! 
Princeton University 



A Chronology of the Life of Langston Hughes 

1902 Horn James Langston Hughes, February 1, Joplin, Missomi, to James 
:"Jatlwniel Hughes. who was <1 stenographer mth a mining company, and Carrie 
l\:lerccr Langston Hughes, who wrote \"(TSIO and acted in amateur theatricals. Fol­
lowing James's departure for Cuba and then \Texico, his mother takes I.ang�ton 
to La\\'rence, Kamas, where she had grown up. 

Langston and his motber live in a state of poverty at the home of her mother. 
Mary Langston \.tarried first to Lewis Sheridan Leary, who was killed in 1859 in 
John Brown's band at Harpers Ferry. Langston's gr<mclmother had then married 
Ch;nles Langston, a Virginia-horn abolitionist and, after Lhe war, a businessman 
and Republican politician in Kansas. 

1907 When an attempted reconciliation in �texico fails, Langston and Carrie 
return to Lawrence. In the frequent absence of his mother, who must look for 
work, Bughes lives with the aged l'vhny L<>ngston. 

1908 Hughes moves to Topeka, Kmsas, to live with his mother. Starts school 
there. 

1909 Returns to Lawrence <lml his grandmother. 

1915 \Iary Lan�ston dies. Hughes leaves Lawrence and starts the eighth grade 
1n Lincoln, Illinois, where he lives \'-''ith his mother and her second husband, 
Horner Clark, a sometime cook and the father of Hughes's stepbrother, Gv.yn 
"Kif' Clark. 

1916 Craduating from the eighth grade, Hu�;hes is named class pod. Enters 
Centrallligh School in Cle\·cland, Ohio, where hi� mother and stepfather, now 
employed in a steel mill, live. 

1918 Hegins to publish verse and 5ltort storic� in the Central High Monthly 
Magazine. Also excels in track and other student ac!Jvities. 

1919 Spends the summer in Toluca, Mexico, where his father is a businessman 
and lando\\'ner. I lughes's \·crsc and fiction in the !'vfonthly show the influence of 
Walt \Vhitman and Carl Sandburg. 

1920 Elected cbss poet aucl editor of high-school annual. After graduation in 
June, lives for one year with his father in Mexico. The two clash frequently m-er 
Hughes's desire to be a writer. 

1921 In June, publi�hcs "The ;\egro Speaks of River.'," in The Cri11i11. Supported 
unwilhngly by his father, he enrolls ill September at Columbia University. r-..kets 
Jessie Fauset, literary editor of The Crisis, and ib editor, W. F.. B. DuBois, as well 
as the young Harlem poet Countce Cullen. 

1922 In June, after refusing to return to !\.Texico to help his father, who has suf­
fered a stroke, Hughes completes his classes and \\'ithdraws from Columb1a. 
\Vorks as a delivery boy for a florist, on a vegetable farm on Staten Island, and a� 
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a mcssman on a fleet of ships mothb<Jlled up the Huds01 1 River. Continues to 
publish poems in The Crisis. 

1923 After visiting a Harlem cabaret, writes "The Weary Blues." In June, sails 
on the \Vest }fe.�seltine, a steamship trading up and down the west coast of Africa. 
Visits ports in \·arious regions, including Senegal, the Gold Coast (later Ghana), 
Nigeria, the Congo, <Jnd Portuguese West Africa (later Angola). Returns home in 
October. 

1924 On second myagc to Europe as a seaman, jumps ship and settles in Paris. 
Works for a few months in the kitchen of Lc Grand Due, a nightclub in :--.-tont­
martre managed b;.' an Americall and featuring jazz music. \Vrile� poems 
influenced by jazz rhythms. Vacations for a month in Italy Stranded in Genoa 
after losing his passport, he \\'rites "f, 'IOo," whose first line reads "!, too, sing 
America." 

1925 Spends year with his mother in Washington, D.C. Works in a laundry, as 
an oysterman in a restanrant, and in the office of the historian Carter G. Wood­
son, founder of the Association for the Study of Kegro Life and I hstory and 
:"legro H1story Week (later Bbck History \.'lonth). 

In April, "The Weary Blues" wins I lughes the first prize m poetry in Oppor­
tunity magazine's literary contest. Meets Carl Van Vcchten, who qUickly arranges 
for a book contract for Hughes with his mvn publisher, Alfred A. Knopf, as well as 
for the publication of some poems in Vanity Fair. Hughes also meets Alain Locke, 
editor of The New Negro (1925), Arna Bontcmps, Zora 0:eale I huston, Wallace 
Thurman, and other stars of the burgeoning Harlem Renaissance. Later, as a bus­
boy at a Washington hotel, he meets Vachel Lindsay and publicizes Lindsay's 
praise of his verse. 

1926 In January, The \\'"eary Blues published to good reviews. That month, 
aided by Amy Spingarn, I Iughes enters (at mid-year) Lincoln University, Penn­
syh·ania; for the first time he is a member of a \·irtually all-black student body. In 
June, publishes m The Nation a landmark essay, 'The Negro Artist and the 
Racial :Vlountain," asserting the importance of race-feeling as a factor in art br 
African Americans. Contributes work to the avant-garde Harlem magazine 
Fire!!, which lasts only one issue. 

1927 Publishes Fine Clothes to the Jew to harsh reviews in the African Ameri­
can press because of its emphasis on <Jllegcdly unsavory aspects of the blues 
culture. 

Through Alain Locke, Hughes meets Charlotte i\Iason, the v;ealthy, aged 
widow (known as "Godmother" at her insistence) who becomes his p<Jtron for the 
next three years. In the summer, �1 ughes visits the South and tra\·els there for some 
time with Zora !\calc I Iurston, \\"ho is also taken up b:-· i\ .hs . .\1ason. 

1929 Graduates m June from Lincoln Umvcrsity Urged on by Mrs. Mason, he 
completes lHS first novel. 

1930 Funded by Mrs. Mason, he visits Cl!b<I and meets many writers and artists 
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there. His blues poems influence one, Nicol<'is Guillen, to write Mot1vos de Son 
(1930), hailed as the first "Negro" poems m Cuba. 

Later that year, Godmother breaks with him for reasons not clear to Hughes, 
although thcv have clashed previously over his insistence on greater independence 
as an artist. This conA1ct leads Zora Neale Hurston to disavov..-llughes's co-author­
ship of their play Mule Bone and <Jccnse him of dishonesty. Hughes breaks with 
Hurston and Alain Locke, who arc still supported by }..'Irs. _'vlason. 

Spends several weeks at Hedgerow Theater, Pennsylv;mia, working on play­
writing with Jasper Deeter. Not \Vithout Laughter is published to excellent 
rc\"iews. llnghcs wins the Hannon Foundation Medal and a prize of S4oo for his 
contribution as an African American to literature. 

1931 Distraught about his break w1th Godmother, Hughes spends six weeks in 
Haiti, near the Citadel at Cap Ha"itien. \larking a major ideological turn to the 
left, he publishes essays and poem� critical of capttaltsm in New Masses. 

Amy Spingarn's Troutbcck Press, at her home in Amenia, :--Jew York, prints a 
hundred copies of his Dear Lovely Death, a small collection of poems about death. 

Returning to the U.S., he secures funds from the Rosenwald Foundation, buys 
a car, and, with a driver, undertakes a yearlong reading tour of the South and the 
VVest. In Alabama, he \·isits the Scottsboro Boys awaiting execution in prison, and 
sides with the communist International Labor Defense in its fight with the NAACP 
over the defense of the men. 

The Colden Stair Pw,s Parted by Hughes and the illustrator Prentiss Taylor) 
publishes his pamphlet of poems The ,\;'egro Mother. 

1932 Hughes and Taylor publish Scottsboro Limited (a brief play and four 
poems). Later that year, Knopf publi�hcs Hughes's The Dream Keeper, a collec­
tion of poems intended for young reader�. From Macmillan comes Popo and 
Fifina: Children of Haiti, a children's book bv Hughes and Arna Bontemps. 

Completing his tour, he return� to '\Jew York in June to travel to Europe in a 
band of twenty-two African Americans invited to tuke part in a film in the Soviet 
Union about U.S. race relations. Arrives in �vloscO\v in June. The project falters 
badly and 1s soon abandoned. Hughes elects to stay in the Soviet Union. Writes 
and publishes several revolutionary poems, including "Goodbye Christ" and 
"Good \'1orning Revolution.'" Starling in September, he travels extensively in 
Soviet Asia, including several weeks with Arthur Koestler. 

1933 �ear the end of January, Hughes returns to l'vloscow, where he frequents 
the li\"cly theater scene. In June, crosses the Soviet Union by rail, then visits 
China, where he dines with lvladame Sun Yat-sen, and Japan, from which he is 
expelled by the police for associating with alleged leftists. In August, Hughes 
reaches San Francisco. 

Supported by the wealthy 1\'oel Sullivan, Hughes begins a year in Cannel, 
California, living in a collage owned bv Sullivan. \Vorh on a collection of short 
stories inspired first by certain short stor

.
ies of D.  I I. Lawrence, which remind him 

of his failed relationship with his patron Godmother. 

1934 The Ways of White Folks, a collection of stories, published by Knopf to 



critical praise. l .abor unrest in California leads to anti-socialist \·igilantism in the 
Carmel area After rumors c!fculatc about violence planned against I lughcs, and 
he is attacked in a local newspaper, he is forced to leave Carmel for a while. In 
:-Jovembcr, he travels to Mexico following the death of his father there. His 
father's will does not mention Hughes. 

1935 In six months, he translates short stories b�; various �oung Mexican \nit­
ers, and lives for a \\"hile with the young French photographer Henri Cartier­
Bresson llughes returns in June to the U.S. to his mother's home, now in 
Oberlm, Ohio. Discovers that his play about miscegenation. !Vlulatto, written in 
1930, is about to open on Broadway. Tra\"els to New York to find play sensation­
alized and ib producer, \·lartin Jones, hostile to his protests. Mulatto opens to 
saYage reviews, but ingenious publicity keeps it on Broadway. Hughes writes the 
poem "Let America Be America Agam." 

1936 Begins a nine-month, $1,500 Guggenheim Foundation fellowship for 
work on a novel, which ne\"er develops. In Cleveland, working \\·ith the Kararrm 
Players {founded by Russell and Rowena Jelliffe, whom Hughes had known 
since 1916), he concentrates on writing plays. 

In "\larch. Hughes's farce I .ittle Ham produced by the Jelliffes at the Karamu 
Theater. In November, Karanm stages Troubled Island, his !llStorical drama of the 
Haitian revolution. !\'either play promises commercial success. In �e\1· York. he 
meets Ralph Ellison. 

1937 Karamu produces Joy to My SouT, another comedy by Hughes. 
In June, Hughes trmds to Europe to eO\"er the Spanish Ci\"il War for the Bal­

timore Afro-American and other black ne\,·spapers. In P<J.ris, for the League of 
American \Vritcrs, he addresses the \Vriters' Congress meeting there in July. l'vleds 
0Iancy Cunard, Pablo r\'eruda, \V. H. Auden, Berthold Brecht, and other leading 
writers. In Spain, he travels with Nicolas Guillen, then passes three months in 
besieged �vladrid, where he ]i,·cs a! the local Alianza PMa ln!ellectuales, a center 
of cultnral activity, and meets many v.-riters, including llemingway. Translates 
poems by Federico Carda Lorea. 

1938 F.arl!· in the year, returns to the U.S. Founds the leftist Harlem Suitcase 
Theater, whose first production, his Don"t You Want to Be Free?, runs for thirty­
eight performances. The r<Jdical International Workers Order publishes A New 
Song, a pamphlet of radical 1·erse with an mtroduction by :\"like Cold. 

On June 3, after suffering for some years with breast cancer, his mother Carrie 
dies in :'-Jew York. 

In July, Langston travels to Paris with Theodore Dreiser as delegates from the 
League of American \Vritcrs to a conference of the leftist International Association 
of\Vriters; addresses the gathering. In 1'\ovember, Karamu stages his Front Porch, 
a domestic drama. Desperate for money, including funds to pay for his mother's 
funeral, Hughes leaves :--Jew York for Carmel and Los Angeles. 

1939 In Los Angeles, \vith the actor-singer Clarence !vluse, he 1nites the script 
of the motion picture Way Down South, a vehicle for the hoy singer Bobby 
Breen. To his dismay, progressive critics accuse Hughes of selling out to Holly-
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wood. However, he is able to mcd vanous debh and to work 011 h1s autobiogra­
phy. In June, addressing the Third American Writers' Congress m 1\'ew York, he 
emphasizes the pl ight of blacks m the U.S. In Carmel, settle� d0\\'11 at Hollow 
Hills Farm, \vhere 1\'ocl Sullivan now li\·es. 

1940 In the spring and summer, Hughes spends several months in Chicago 
working on a musical review for the Negro Exposition planned for the summer; 
he is poorly paid and his scripts are 1gnorccl. Hughes and Richard \Vright 
honored at a literary reception giYen by J.1ck Comoy and Nelson Algren of New 
Anvil magazine. Hughes"s autobiography . The Big Sea, published, but overshad­
owed hy the success e<lfher in the year of Richard Wnght's best-seller Native 
Son, v•hich Hughes critic1zes as too harsh about black life. Returns to Carmel. 
In the fall, moves temporarily to Los Angeles to work on a re\"IC\V for the pro­
gressive Hollywood Theatre Alliance. On �ovember 15, his appearance at a 
l1terary luncheon in Pasadena for The Big Set! is picketed by members of an 
evangelical group attacked in I Iughcs's l9V poem "Goodbye Christ." Alarmed, 
Hughes leaves Los Angeles and the review for Carmel, where he publ icly 
repHdiates the poem as an <�berra lion of his youth, and is then attacked by the 
communist press. 

1941 Wins a Rosenwald Fund fellowship to \\Tile plays. In November, after two 
years spent mainly in California, leaves Hollow Hills Farm and returns to the 
East. In Chicago, he lives at the Good Shepherd Community Center, run by the 
sociologist Horace Cayton, with an office at the Roscmvald Fund headquarters. 
Works with the Skyloft Players of Cood Shepherd on a nc\v play 

At the urging of Carl Van Vechten, Hughes decides to donate his papers to the 
James \\leldon Johnson Memorial Collection of Negro Arts and I .ettcr.<, founded 
by Van Vcchten at Yale UniversitY. 

In December, Hughes relocates to :.Jew York. ut the one-bedroom apartment 
of the musicwn Emerson l larper and lm wife, Toy Harper, a seamstres.<, and a long­
time friend of Carrie Hughes, at 634 St. 1\!chola.<, Avenue, Manhattan. 

1942 In February, Knopf publishc� his wr�c collection Shakespeare in Harlem, 
which eschews radicahsm and returns to themes and forms of the 1920s, mcluding 
the blues. In April in Chicago, the Skyloft Players stage his play The Sun Do Move. 

Starting in August, he spends several weeks <1! the Yaddo writers' and artists' 
colony ncar Saratoga Springs, New York. He meets Carson :NicCullers, Katherine 
Anne Porter, and other writers. 

On behalf of the war effort, Hughes works on various projects for the Office 
of Civil Defense and, later, the Writers' War Committee. lk devotes much of his 
time to writing song lyrics hut also \�rites ''Stalingrad: 1942," a militant poem 
inspired by the Soviet defemc of the besieged city. 

In 0l"ovcmber, he starts a weekly column, "Here to Yonder," in the Chicago 
Defender newspaper. 

1943 A pre�idential order exempting men over thirty-eight ends Hughes'� wor­
ries 3bont being drafted into the military service. 

011 Fehruary 13, he mtroduce� Jesse B. Semple, or "Simple," to readers of his 



column The exploits of this Harlem everyman, appearing in about one-quarter of 
the columns, quickly becomes their most popular feature. 

His poem or recitation piece "Freedom's Plow" is published by rvtusetk, and a 
pamphlet of verse about segregation omd ci,·i] righb, Jim Craw's Last Stand, is 
brought out by the Negro Publishing Society of America. Along with Carl Sandburg, 
I lughcs receive� an honoraf) doctorate at his alma mater, l.incoln University. 

On the lecture circuit, Hughes is hara�scd by consen·ative forces, notably by 
supporters of the demagogue Gerald L. K. Smith. 

In July, Hughes returns for a residency at Yaddo. On August 1, a major civil 
disturbance breaks out in Harlem. 

1944 Takes part successfully in a debate about segregation on the nationally 
broadcast radio program "America's Town Meeting of the Air." 

The Federal Bmeau of Invcstig<Jtion steps up its surveillance of Hughes, 
begun m 1940, for alleged commumst activity. In October, he is <Jttacked by the 
Special Committee on Un-American Activities of the House of Representatives, 
then by the influential newspaper columnist George Sokolsky. 

For the Common Council of American Unity, I Iughes undert<Jkc� a success­
ful tour of high schools in the l\ew York and 'lew Jersey area. ln l lolland, the resis­
tance publishes a verse collection by Hughes, Lament for Dark Peoples. 

Hughes be�ins a lucrative national tour organized by a prominent speakers' 
agency. The extended tom becomes an annual feature of his schedule and an 
important source of income. 

1945 In July, begins work with Mercer Cook, a professor at Howard University, 
on Masters of the Dew, a translation of Couverneurs de la m�ie, a novel by 
Jacques Roumain of Haiti, whom Hughes had md ill  Haiti in 1931. Soon after, 
he also begins vmrk as a lyricist with Kurt Weill and Elmer Rice on a musical 
adaptation of Rice's play Street Scene. 

1946 Countcc Cullen, Hughes's friend and his major ri\·al as a poet in the 
Harlem Rcrwissance, dies in :-;ew York. 

In May, Hughes receives an <Jward ofS1,ooo from the American Academy' of 
Arts and Letters for distinguished service as a writer. In December, Street Scene 
tries out in Philadelphia, to hostile re\·iews. 

1947 On January 9, Street Scene opens on Broadway Ill 1\ew York at the Adel­
phi, where it is hailed as a major e\'ent in the American musical theater. The 
show runs onlv until �vlay 17, but nets Hughes more than Sw,ooo in 1947· 

On a �peaking tour, Hughes visits Kenyon College in Ohio and meets John 
Crowe Ransom. 

In Feb mary, I I ughes starts a semester of teaching at Atlanta U ni1·crsity. Fields 
of \YOnder, a book of nonpolitical, lyric verse, appears to unfavorable re\'iews. 

Hughes begins work with the German-born composer Jan Meyerowitz on an 
opera based on his play Mulatto. 

In September, he flies to Jamaica for a vacation. He meets Roger Mais, Vic 
Reid, and other prominent local writers and artists whose work he will include i n  
a proposed anthology o f  verse with Arna Bon temps. Right-wing attacks o n  Hughes 
continue, although l1e denies e\'Cr having been a member of the Communist Party. 
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1948 Another tour takes him to Springfield, Ohio, v,·hcre he stays at the home 
of Vachel Lindsay's sister Olive Lindsay. On April 1 ,  Hughes is denounced as a 
communist in the U.S. Senate by Albert W. J im\-kes of �cw Jersey. Claude 
:\1cKay, a major influence on Ilnghes in his formative years as a writer, dies in 
Chicago. 

In June, I lughes moves into ::o East 127th Street in H<1rlem, into <1 townhouse 
purchased by hun with money from Street Scene. J\..Ioving with him from 634 St. 
1\icholas Avenue arc 1-':merson and Toy Harper. �·Irs. I Iarper will manage the 
household, including the regular rental of rooms. 

\Vithin a few days in September, Hughes completes most of the poems for a 
new collection about J larlem, Montage of a Dream Deferred. 

1949 Ills anthology with Arna Bontcrnps, The Poetry o f  the Negro 1746-1949 
(Doubleday) appears, as well as his btest verse collection One-\\-{-zy Ticket 
(Knopf), \vith illustrations by Jacob Lawrence, and hi� Cuba l.ibre: Poems by 
Nicol& Guillen (Anderson <Jnd Ritchie), translated by Hughes with Ben Frederic 
Carruthers. 

Hughes travels to Chicago to t�1kc up a one-semester appointment as a \"isiting 
teacher of writing at the Laboratory School (kindergarten through the twelfth 
grade) of the University of Chicugo. 

On March 30, Troubled Island, l lughes's opera from his play about the Hai­
tian revolution with the Africun American composer VVilliam Grant Still (a col­
laboration started btc m the H;J30S) opens at the City Center, 1\"ew York Cit� 
Adverse criticism uhout the derivative rwture of the music dooms the production. 

Following an intcrnutionul conference in New York sponsored by the leftist 
1\"ational Council of the Arts, Sciences and Profes�io1 1s, I ,ife magazine attacks 
Hughes and other figures (including Albert Einstein, Paul Robeson, and Leonard 
Bcmstcin) as "dupes unci fellow travelers" of communism. 

1950 To critical praise, I lughes's opera \\ith Jan \1eyerowitz, The Barrier, plays 
for ten performances at Columbia University. Later in the year, the opera (with 
a cast headed by Lawrence Tibbett and rviuriel Rahn) will falter in Washington, 
D.C., and (in �ovember) fail disastrously on Broad\vay, closing after three per­
formances. 

In April, I Iughes's first edited collection of Simple sketches, Simple Speaks 
His Mind, <�ppears from Simon and Schuster to brisk sales and excellent reviews. 
The first scholarly essay on I l ughes, John W. Parker's "'IOmorrmv in the Writings 
of Langston I Iughes," uppcms in �vby in College English. 

Hughes undertakes to 'A ·Titc "Battle of Hurlcm," a biography of the first black 
patrolman in New York, Thorms Battle; completed at great effort, the m<J.nuscript 
would be rejected by publishers and ahundoncd. He also bcgim work on a musi­
cal play for Broadway, "Just Around the Corner." 

Hughes is attacked in the influential hook Red Channels: The Report of Com­
munist Influence in Radio and Televi11wn. 

In October, in Washington, D.C., he visits Ezra Pound at St. Elizabeth's I los­
pita! for the Criminaily Insane, where Pound was confined following his convic-
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tion for treason. The men had exchanged letters starting in 1931, when Pound was 
on the board of Colllempo magazine of Chapel Hill, North Carolina. 

1951 Montage of a Dream Deferred (Henry Holt) appears to lukewarm reviews. 
In the fall, a special chapbook number (one thousand copies) of the Beloit 
Poetry foumaf is devoted to I Iughes's translations (begun in 1937) of F'ederico 
Garcia Lorca's Romancero Ciiano, or Gypsy Ballads. 

Himself under steady attack from the right, in an October column in the 
Defender Hughes stron�;ly endorses W. E. H. Du Bois, then being tried with other 
colleagues for alleged communist activity. 

1952 In Jauuary, Henry Holt pnhli�hcs Hughes's first collection of short stories 
smce 1934, Laughing to Keep from Crying. Hughes begins to devote increas1ng 
time to writing books for children and young adults. He publishes an introduc­
tion to a centenary edition of I lame! Beecher Stowe's Uncfe Tom's Cabin. VVith 
the composer Elie Siegmeister, he begins \vork on an opera set in Pennsylvania, 
"The Wizard of Altoona." Hughes's The Firsl Book of !\'egroes (for children) 
appears from Franklin Watts. 

1953 On March 21, Hughes is served \\"ith a �ubpoena at home to appear before 
Senator Joseph McCarthy's subcommittee on subversive activities. Before the 
committee, in V�;'ashington, D.C .. Hughes concedes past mistakes as a radical 
hut implicates no one else on the left. l ie is "exonerated" by the committee, but 
conservative attacks on him continue. In hi� newspaper column, Hughes 
defends Walt \Vhitman against chan;es of racism. 

Simple Takes a Wife, his second collection of S1mple sketches, appears from 
Henry Holt. Beset by attacks, Hughes takes a \"acation at Noel Sullivan's Hollow 
Hills Farm in Carmel, California. 

1954 In February, Five Foolish Virgim, Hughes's oratorio based 011 a biblical 
text, with music by Jan Meyerowitz, is presented at Town Hall in Manhattan. 

That month, with the national clnnate of segregation changing, Hughes stays 
for the first time at a "white"' hotel in St. Louis, r-...Iissouri. 

Famous American Negroes, for young reader�, is published by Dodd, :vlead. 
The book makes no mention of \V. E. B. Du Bois or Paul Rohc�on, both nmv 
closely idcutified \\·ith communism and under strong attack from comcrvatives. 

Hughes agrees to a request from Drnm: Africa's I .eading 1Vlagazine (Johan­
nesburg) to help judge its annual short-story competition. This involvement stirs 
I Iughes's interest m the new litcratmc of Africa, and in Africa in general. Begins 
work on his second volume of autobiography. The First Book of Rhythms, another 
juvenile from Franklin Watts, appears. 

1955 On January 7, attends ?\tarian Anderson's long-overdue debut at the :.\Ict­
ropolitan Opera in :'\rew York III Verdi's Un Ballo in Maschera. 

'l1!e First Book of Jazz (Franklin \Vatts) published. Finishes Famous Negro 
;\1usic ;\;fakers (Dodd, Mead), another juvenile. The omission from the latter of 
Paul Robeson, forced on l lughes by the political climate, draws fire from the left. 
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In April, his b:aster cantata with jan i\'Ic�·crowitz, nw Glor)' Hound His Head, 
is hailed in its premiere at Carnegie I !all, performed by leading singers with the 
1\:ew York Philharmonic Orchestra. ln :\"0\·cmbcr, The Sweet Flypaper of Life 
(Smwn and Schuster), 1\·ith a text by Hughes insptred by Harlem photographs 
taken by Roy De Carava, eams extremely favorable reviews. 

1956 Attending the Americom Jazz Festival tn Ne\\"port, Rhode Island, Hughes 
apparently is inspired to break new ground cmd write a gospel musical play, 'lilm­
bourines to Glory, with nmsic by Jobc I luntlcy. Hughes then comerts the pla; 
into a short novel. 

In September, The First Book of the West Indies (Franklin Watts) appears. 
On September 16, Hughes's friend and patron Noel Sullivan of Carmel, Cal­

ifornia, dies in San Francisco. ln October, 1 \\'onder k I \Vander, Hughes's second 
volume of autobiography (covering the period 1931 to 1938), is published by Rine­
hart. I !  is e1·enhanded treatment of the Sm-ic! Union is applauded in progressi1·c 
circles, and the book is v.·ell received generally 

I lis A Pictorial History of the Negro in America (Crown), edited with \!Iilton 
Meltzer, 11·ho eoncei1·ed the mlumc, also appears that month. 

1957 In \larch, he attends the \\Orld premiere at the Unin.:mty of Illin01s in 
Champaign-Urbana of his three-act opera wrth Jan :\lcyerol\ itz, Esther. In �:lay, 
addresses the first national assembly of the Author� League of America, parent 
body of the Authors' Guild and the Dramatists' Guild. Simple Stakes a Claim is 
published a� a novel by Rinehart. On tvlay 21, his musical play Sunpfy l feavenly, 
also based on h1s character Snnple, opens at  an off-Broadway theater in \Ian­
hattan Farcical aspects of the play dra11· criticism of Hughes for belittling black 
life. In August, Simply I Ieavenly opens on Broadway <tt the 48th Street Playhouse 
and nms for sixty-two pcrfonn<J.ncc�. 

1958 In February, as part of the poetry-to-jazz trend, l lughcs reads his poems <lt 
the Village Vanguard nightclub in Greenwich Village to the music of bassist 
Charles \·tingus and the pianist Phineas :\ewborn. The fi1·e-hunclred-pagc 
Langston Hughes Reader (George Brazillcr} appears, as well as Selected Poems of 
Gabriela .\Iistral (Indiana University Press), hi� translation of some of the poems 
of the ;\Iobel Prize-winnillg writer Lucila Godoy Alcayaga of Chile. To Hughes's 
dismay, at least two re\'leiYCrs question his competence as a translator of I\-listral\ 
poems. 

Famous Negro Heroes of America (Dodd. :-vlead) appears. 
In October, Hughes returns to Lmnence, Kansas, to read at the University of 

Kansas, then dri1·es to joplin, \1Iissoun, to his place ofbirth. His novel Tambourines 
to Glory appears (John Da!·), as well as The Book of:-..Iegro Folklore, co-edited with 
Arna Bonternps for Dodd, Mead. 

1959 In March, Selected Poems (Knopf) is published to a dismissive review by 
James Baldwin in The New York Times Book Review. i\t the celebration of African 
Freedom Day at Carnegie Hall, Hughes meets Tom Mboya, the Kenyan politi­
cal leader. In :\-lay, he records some of his poems for the Librar!' of Congress. 



Writes an introduction to a new edition of \tl<Jrk T\'min's The Tragedy of 
Pudd'nhead \Vi/son (Bantam), :md compmes hner notes for a recording of spiri­
tuals by lf<lrry Bclafonk. Visits '[ rinid<Jd in the West Indies for a series of lec­
tures; there he meets Eric \Villi<Jms, C. L. R. James, and Derek \Valcott. Hughes 
assists in gathering books for a "Cifts for Ghcma" project of the Amcricar1 Soci­
ety of African Culture. 

1960 A reading tour early in the year is marred by bomh threats and other dis­
ruptions over Hughes's alleged present and former communist allegwnccs. 

Shakespeare in Harlem, by Robert Clenn hut based on Hughes's writings, runs 
for thirty-two performances on Broadway In .\larch, Hughes grves a poetry read­
ing at Spelman College, Atlanta, in the midst of �pirited ci\·il-rights protests by 
black students nearby. On June 25, in St. Paul, :\.Tinnesot<J, Hughes receives the 
Spingarn Medal, the highest award of the �A�CP. 

In July, he t<Jkcs part in the J\'ewport Jaz7 Festi\'<11, where a riot by fam shut out 
of the main venue brings the event to a prem<Jture end. Before leaving :\fewport, 
an excited Hughes begins a long, jazz-dnven poem, "Ask Your :\1arna," based on 
the "dozens," a ritual of harsh te<Jsmg well knmvn in the African American com­
munity. 

The First Book of Africa (Franklin Watts) appears, and An African Treasury: 
Articles, Essays, Stories, Poems hy Black Africans (Crown), which is immediately 
banned in South Afnca. 

In August, at the 'Hmglewood Festival in Massachusetts, he attends the world 
premiere of Port 'JOwn, his one-act opera with Jan tv1cycrowitz. Offended by the 
typical inaudibility of his libretto, nnd h) I\ileyerowitz's typical (for a composer) 
refusal to respond to his suggestions, 1 Iughes declares an end to his writing for the 
operatic stage. 

In November, visits Nigeria at the inYitation of �namdi Azikiwe (a former 
Lmcoln University sh1dcnt) to attend his inauguration as governor general of 
newly independent Nigeria. Hughes meets and befriends a young policeman, 
Sunday Osuya, to \vhom he will cwntually leave a signific<Jnt bequest in his wilL 

Returns vi<J Rome and Paris, where he \-isits Richard Wright at his home. In 
London, a short time later, he learn� of Wnght's sudden death at a Paris clinic. 

1961 In April, inducted into the 2)0-member r\ational lnstitute of Arts and Let­
ters; meets Robert Frost. I n  NoYcmbcr, attends luncheon hosted by President 
Kennedy at the White House for Leopold SCdar Senghor, poet and president of 
SenegaL 

Ask Your Mama: 12 :\loads for fa;;:;: 8ppc8rs from Knopf, largely to punitive 
reviews. Hill omcl VVang publishes The Besl of Simple, Hughes's fourth collection 
of Simple sketches. 

In time for Christmas, Hughes writes the musical play Hlack Nativity, which 
is steeped even more tlccpl�· than is Tamhuurines to Glory m gospel music; then he 
qmckly finishes a gospel play, The Prodigal Son. On December u ,  the premiere of 
Black 1\lativity at a Broadway theater is a huge success. 

In December, Hughes Yisits L<�gos, 1'\igeria, this time with a deleg<�lion 
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of performers organized by the American Society of African Culture, or A:'vlSAC. 
The main concert is panned by loc<Jl critics, but Hughes acquits himself 
well. 

1962 l ie agrees to write a \Veekly column for the (white) :t\cw York Post. In 
June, he visits Africa agam, to attend a writers' conference at ::vtakerere Univer­
sity College in Kampala, Uganda. Meets Chinua Achebe, \Vole Soyinka, and 
other rismg �'oung African writers. 

Visits Egypt and then Italy, where Black Nativity is playing to rave reviews at 
Cian Carlo Menotti's Festi\·al of Tv,·o Worlds in Spoleto. Returns to Africa, to 
Accra, Chana, to speak at the opening of a United States Information Service 
library. 

Hughes's history book, Fight for Freedom: The Story of the :\1AACP, commis­
sioned by the assoc�ation. appears. In October, during the Cuban missile crisis, 
Hughes joins other maJor American poets m the first national poetry festival 
at the Library of Congress and attends a reception for the writers at the White 
House. 

1963 In speeches and elsewhere. he defends the moderate ci\·il-rights approach 
of the I\AACP and deplores violence. Hill and \Vang publishes his collection 
Something in Common and Other Stories, and Indiana University Press publishes 
Five Plays by Langston 1lughe11, edited by Webster Smalley. 

In June, Hownrd Un1versity award> Hughes an honorary doctorate. He fin­
ishes a ne1v gospel play, "Jencho-Jim Crow,'' about the civil-rights struggle. With 
his secretary, George Bass, Hughes visits Paris, Nice, nml Venice, then takes a 
cruise ship to Dubro\"llik, Athens, and Haifa. He returns just after the Mnrch on 
\\--'a�hington am\ the news of W F.. R. Du Bois's death in Accra, Chana. 

Indiana University Press publishes Hughes's anthology Poems from Black 
A{nca, Ethiopia, and Other Countries. After yeah of <,ctbacks and ddays, the The­
atre Guild production of Tambourines to Glory opens in !\m,ember on Broadway 
to harsh reviews and other criticism, especially as a politically mesponsiblc repre­
sentation of black American culture. \Vith in day� of the assassination of President 
Kennedy, the show closes. 

1964 Produced on a modest budget at a Greenwich Village theater, and writ­
ten to strike a more aggressive tone than Tambourines to Glol)', Hughes's Jericho­
Jim Crow is lauded by virtnally all the critics. 

In January, l lughes is honored nt the fifty-fomth annual dinner of the Poetry 
Society of America, then honored again at a testimonial banquet in Detroit on 
"Langston Hughes Day" there. 

!lis anthology 1\'ew Negro Poets: U.S.A., with a foreword by Gwendolyn 
Brooks, is published by Indiana University Press. In June, Hughes receives an hon­
orary degree from Western Reserve University. Cleveland, Ohio. 

After the worst riot since 194� hits Harlem, Hughes defends the community 
on telc\·ision and in his Post column He works on an eighteen-part BBC radio 
series on black America. In September, he participates m the Berlin Folk Fe�ti­
val and reads at the University of l lamhurg. In Paris, fCted hy various cultural 
groups, Hughes agrees to edit two volume�, one of his \'Crsc, another ofblackAmer-



ican poetry, for the publisher Pierre Seghers; he also promotes Raymond Qmnot's 
Langston Hughes, or /'li,toife Noire, recently published in Bmssels. 

In December, in New York City, he <�ttends a memorial service for Carl Van 
Vechten. 

1965 In a column m the Post, "That Boy Leroi," Hughes attacks obscenity and 
profanity in the new militant black writing, even as he privately ridicules the 
pedantry and high formalism of writers such as the poet Melvin B. Tolson. 
Defends :Vtartin Luther King, Jr., against attacks by militant blacks. 

Hughes hails President Johnson's endorsement of the Civil Rights Act of 1965. 
\Vith black poets writing and pubhshing with new freedom, he agrees to revise his 
1949 anthology with Arm Bontemps, The Poetl)' of the i'v'egro. Defends him�clf 
against charge> of communism at a lecture in April at Wichita State Univer,ity, 
Kansas. In "America's Casbah," in his column in the New York Post, Hughes con­
cedes the spread of vicious crime in the black community but places the ultimate 
blame on racism and greed in the culture as a whole. 

The Prodigal Son, �l brief play, opens at the Greenwich Mc¥.'S Theater along 
with a production of Brecht's The Exception and the Rule. For the U.S. State 
Department, he visits Paris to lectme and read with the young black novelists Paule 
J\..'larshall and William \.Jeh·in Kelley; goes on to Britain and then to Denmark and 
Germany, all for the U.S. State Department 

Works on the script for "The Strollin' Twenties," a teleYision variety show fea­
turing Sidney Poitier, Harry Belafonte, Duke Ellington, and other major enter­
tainers. Hill and Wang publishes Simple's Uncle Sam. 

Hughes v1sits San Francisco for the premiere of his cantata Let Us Remember, 
with music by David Amram, commissioned for the biennial convention of 
Reformed Judaism. 

Hughes arrives in Paris to see a British-ba�ed production of his The Prodigal 
Son. l lmvever, police are called after the <Jdors refuse to perform and then turn on 
the producer over nonpayment of wages and other grievances. 

1966 January 8, the Chicago Defender mmounces Hughes's decision to end the 
Sunple saga, and presents Hughes's last Simple colum�. 

I lughcs flies to Tums from Pans on \"acation. Back in l\'e\v York, his The Book 
of Negro Humor appears (Dodd. \..fead) to unfavorable reviews. He attends a per­
formance of Street Scene, now regarded as a classic of American opera. in a revival 
at the 1'\cw York City Opera. At his Harlem home, he receives the young South 
African "coloured" writer Richard Rive. 

Appointed by President Johnson, Hughes travels in March to Dakar, to the 
First World Festival of Kegro Arts, as a leader of the American delegation Presi­
dent Senghor and festival audiences hail him as a historic figure in black literature. 
Hughes speaks on "Black Writers in a Troubled World," about racial chauvinism 
and obscemty in radical contemporary black American writing. 

After a month in Senegal, he tours other parts of Africa for the State Depart­
ment, including Nigeria, Ethiopia (where he is received by Haile Selassic), and 
Tanzania, before vacationing in Paris. Returns to the U.S. in July, after about four 
months abroad. 
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In autumn, works on "Black !'vlagic," a pictorial historr of black American 
entertainers, with \Iii] ton t\·1eltzcr, ;md on a collection of his verse emphasizing 
civil rights. 

1967 With his home at :w Ea�t 12jllt Street undcrgmng reuovations, Hughes 
moves to the V.,iellington Hotel in mid-l'vlanhntlnn. 'lOy Hnrper, gravely ill, enters 
a hospital. In February, Hughes reads at UCLA in Los Angeles and speaks m 

opposition to the Vietnam War. 
In The Be�t Short Stories hy ,'\!egro Writers: An Anthofogy {rom J8t)() to the Pres­

ent (Little, Brown), he indndcs "To Hell with Dying." the first story published by 
Alice Walker, then twenty-one ;:ears old. 

Pays tribute to J\-Iariannc :\-Ioore at the annual dinner of the Poetry Society of 
America in Manhattan. L'/ngem.� de Harlem, a translation of The Best of Simple, 
published in Paris ( l�ditions Robert Laffont). 

May 6, enters !\ew York Polyclinic I lospital on West 5oth Street in :\1anhat­
tan, after complaining of illness. May 12, uudergocs pro� tate surgery. Die.� .\1a) 22 
of complications following surgery. After a service at Benta's Funeral Home on St. 
Nicholas Avenue, his body is cremated. 

Posthumously, two volumes appear Ill 196T The Panther and the I ,ash: Poems 
of Our Times (Knopf); and, with Milton \lcltzer, Black Magic: A Pictorial History 
of the Negro in American Entertainment (Prentice Hall). 
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The Negro Speaks of Rivers 

I've known nvers: 
I've known rivers anCJcnt as the world and older than the 

flow of human blood in human veins. 

;vfy soul has grown deep like the rivers. 

[ bathed in the Euphrates when dawns were young. 
I built my hut ncar the Congo and it lulled me to sleep. 
I looked upon the :-.Jilc and raised the pyramids <Jbovc it. 
I heard the singing of the "\'Iississ1ppi when Abc Lincoln 

went down to �cw Orleans, and I've seen its muddy 
bosom turn all golden in the sunset. 

I've known rivers: 
Ancient, dusky nvcrs. 

Vly soul has grO\nl deep like the rivers. 

Aunt Sue's Stories 

Aunt Sue has a head full of stories. 
Aunt Sue ha> a whole heart full of stories. 
Summer nights on the front porch 
Aunt Sue cuddles a brown-faced child to her bosom 
And tells him stories. 

Black slaves 
\:Vorking in the hot sun, 
And black sla\·Cs 
Walking iu the dewy night, 
And black ::.laves 
Singing ::.orrow 'ongs on the banks of a mighty river 
\'lingle themselves softly 
In the flow of old Aunt Sue's \·oice, 
\•tingle themselves softly 
In the Jark shadows that cross and recross 
Aunt Sue':, stories. 

And the dark-faced child, listening, 
Knows that Aunt Sue's stories arc real stories. 
He knows that Aunt Sue never got her stories 
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Negro 

Question [I]  

Out of any book at all, 
But that they cmnc 
Right out of her mm life. 

The dark-faced child is quiet 
Of a summer night 
I .iskmng to Aunt Sue's stories. 

I am a :\ egro: 
Black as the night is black, 
Black like the depths of my Africa. 

I've been a slave: 
Caesar told me to keep his door-steps clean. 
I brushed the boots ofWashingtou. 

I've been a worker: 
Onder my hand the pyramids arose. 
I made mortar for the Woolworth Building. 

I've been a 'iinger: 
All the way from Africa to Georgia 
I carried my sorrow songs. 
I made ragtime. 

I've been a vidl!n: 
The Belgiam cut off my hands in the Congo. 
They lynch me still in -�vfississippi. 

I am a ;\/egro: 
Black as the night 1:. black, 
Black like the depths of my Africa. 

\Vhcn the old junk man Death 
Comes to gather up our bodies 
And toss them into the sack of oblivion, 
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I wonder if he will find 
The corpse of a white multi-millionaire 
VVorth more pennies of eternity, 
Than the black torso of 
A Negro cotton-picker? 

Mexican Market Woman 

New Moon 

My Loves 

This ancient hag 
\Vho sits upon the ground 
Selling her scanty •.vares 
Day in, day round, 
Has knovvn high \\·mJ-sv.'cpl mountains, 
And the sun h<�s made 
Her skin so brown. 

There's a new young moon 
Riding the hills tonight. 

There's a sprightly young moon 
Exploring the cloud�. 

There's a half-shy young moon 
Veiling her face like a virgm 
Waiting for a lover. 

I love to sec the big white moon, 
A-shming in the sky; 

I love to see the little stars, 
\Vhcn the shadow clouds go by. 

I love the ram drops falling 
On my roof-top in the mght; 
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I love the soft wmd's sighing, 
Before the dawn's gray light. 

I love the cltepness of the blue, 
In mv Lord'� heayen <Jbove; 

But better than all these thillg> I think, 
I love my lady love. 

To a Dead Friend 

The South 

The moon stdl semis ib mellow light 
Through the purple blackness of the night; 

The morning star is palely bright 
Before the dawn. 

The sun still shines just a> before; 
111e rose shll grows beside my door, 

But yon have gone. 

The sky is blue and the robin �ings; 
The butterflies dance on rainbo¥i wings 

Though I am sad. 

In all the earth no joy can be; 
Happiness comes no more to me, 

For you are dead. 

The la7y, hmghing South 
VVith blood on its mouth. 
1'he sunny-faced South. 

Beast-strong, 
Idiot-brained. 

The chi!d-minded South 
Scratching in the dead fire's ashes 
For a Negro's bones. 

Cotton and the moon, 
\Varmth, earth, warmth, 
The sky, the sun, the stars, 



Laughers 

The magnolia-scented South. 
Beautiful, like a womom, 
Seductive as a dark-eyed v,·hore, 

Passionate, cruel, 
Honey-lipped, syphilitic­
That is the South. 

And I, who am black, would love her 
But �he spih in my face. 
And I, who am black, 
Would give her many rare gifts 
But she turns her hack upon me. 

So nov,· I seek the North­
The cold-faced :"iorth, 
For she, they �ay, 
Is a kinder rrmtrcs�, 

And in her house my children 
\1ay escape the spell of the South. 

Dream-singers, 
Stol)•-tellers, 
Dancers, 
Loud Iaugher� in the hands ofF ate-

\1y people. 
Dish-washers, 
!:'.:levator-boys, 
Ladies' maids, 
CrJp-shooters, 
Cooks, 
Waiters, 
Jazzers, 
Nurses of babies, 
Loaders of ships, 
Rounders, 
:\tun her writers, 
Comedians in vaudeville 
And band-men in circuses­
Dream-singers all.-

My people. 
Story-tellers all,­
\Ty people. 

Dancers-
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Danse Africaine 

Cod! VVhat dancers! 
Singers-

Cod! \Vhat singers! 
Singers and dancers 
Dancers and laughers. 

Laughers? 
Yes, laughers . . .  laughers . .  laughcrs­
Loud-mouthcd laughers in the hands 

Of Fate. 

The low beating of the tom-toms, 
The slow beating of the tom-toms, 

Low . . .  slow 
Slow . . .  low-
Stirs your blood. 

Dance! 
A night-veiled gtrl 

Whirls softly into a 
Circle of light. 
Whirls softly . . .  slow--ly, 

Like a wisp of smoke around the fire­
And the tom-torm beat, 
And the tom-toms beat, 

And the low heating of the tom-toms 
Stirs your blood. 

After Many Springs 

Now, 
In June, 
\Vhcn the night 1:. a vast softness 
Filled with blue stars, 
And broken shafts of moon-glimmer 
Fall upon the earth, 
Am I too old to see the fairies dance? 
l cannot find them <mv more. 



Beggar Boy 

\Vhat is there within this bcgg:n i<ld 
That l can neither hear nor feel nor see, 
That I can neither know nor understand 
Ami still it calls to me? 

Is not he hut a shadow in the sun­
A bit of clay, brown, ugly, given life? 
And yet l1e plays upon his flute a wild free tune 
As if Fate had not bled him with her knife! 

Song for a Banjo Dance 

Shake your brov..'n feet, honey, 
Shake nnn brown feet, dulc, 
Slwkc ;·our brown feet, honey, 
Shake 'em swift and wi\'-

Get way back, honey, 
Do that rockin' step. 
Slide on over, dar! iii!;, 

Now! Come out 
With vour left. 

Shake your brown feet, honey, 
Shake 'em, honey chile. 

Sun's gomg down this e\·ening­
Might never nsc no mo·. 
The sun's going down this very night­
Vlight never rise no mo'-
So dance with swift feet, honey, 

(The banjo's sobbing low) 
Dance with >wift feet, honey­

Might never dance no mo'. 

Shake yom brown feet, Liza, 
Shake 'em, Lin, chile, 
Shake )Ollf brmvn feet, Liza, 

(The music's soft and Viil') 
Shake your bro\\ 11 feet, Liza, 

(The banjo\ ,ohbing low) 
The sun's going down this very night­
\tlight ne\W rise no mo'. 



Mother to Son 

Well, son, I'll tell you: 
Life for me ain't been no crystal stair. 
It's had tacks in it, 
And splinters, 
And hoards torn up, 
And places with no carpet on the floor­
Bare. 
But all the time 
I'se been a-clnnbin' on, 
And reachin' Iandin's, 
And turnin' corners, 
And sometimes gain' m the dark 
Where there ain't been no light. 
So boy, don't you turn back. 
Don't you set down on the steps 
'Cause you finds it's kinder hard. 
Don't vou fall now-
For r�c still gain', honey, 
I'se still climbin', 
And life for me ain't been no cry�tal stair. 

When Sue Wears Red 

When Smann:o� Jones wears red 
l ler face is like an ancient cameo 
Turned brown by the ages. 

Come with a blast of trumpets, 
Jesus! 

\Vhcn Susanna Jones wears red 
A queen from some timc·dead Egyptian night 
Walks once again. 

Blow trumpets, Jesus! 

And the beduty of Susanna Jones in red 
Burns in my heart a love-fire sharp like pain. 

Sweet silver trumpets, 
Jesus! 

JO 



A Black Pierro! 

Justice 

Monotony 

I am a black Pierrot: 
She did not love me, 
So I crept away into the night 
And the night was black, too. 

I am a bbck Picrrot: 
She did not love me, 
So I wept until the dawn 
Dripped blood over the eastern hills 
Ami my heart was bleeding, too. 

l am a black Pierro!: 
She did not love me, 
So with my once gav-colored soul 
Shrunken like a balloon without air, 
I \Vent forth Ill the mormng 
To seek a new brown love. 

That Justice is a blind goddess 
Is a thing to which we black arc wise. 
Her bandage hides two festering sores 
That once perhap� 'A-cre eye�. 

Today like yesterday 
Tomorrow like today; 
'! he drip, drip, drip, 

Of monotony 
Is wearing my life away; 
Today like yesterday, 
Tomorrow like today. 
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Dreams 

Poem [I] 

Hold fast to dreams 
For if dreams die 
l .ife is a broken-winged bird 
That cannot fk 

Hold fast to dreams 
For when dreams go 
Life is a barren field 
Frozen with snow. 

For the portr�1t of an African boy afler the manner of Caug11in 

All the tom-toms of the JUngles bc<Jt in rny blood, 
And all the wild hot moons of the jungles shine in my 

soul. 
I am afraid of this civilization­

So hard, 
So strong, 

So cold. 

Our Land Poem for a Decorative Panel 

We should have a land of sun, 
Of gorgeous sun, 
And a land of fragrant water 
Where the twilight 
Is a soft bandanna handkerchief 
Of rose and gold, 
And not this land where life is cold. 

\Vc should have a lam! of trees, 
Of tall thick trees 
Bowed down with chattering parrots 



Brilliant a'> the clay, 
And not this land where birds are grey. 

Ah, we should have a land of joy, 
Of love and joy and wine and song, 
And not this land \\here joy is wrong. 

Oh, S\\Tet away! 
Ah, my beloved one, �nvay! 

The Last Feast of Belshazzar 

The jeweled entrails of pomegranates 
bled on the rnarbk floor. 

The jewel-heart of a ,·irgin broke at the 
golden door. 

The laughter of a drunken lord hid the sob 
of a silken \vhore. 

,\1ene, 
\\.'rotc a strange hand, 
Mene Tekel Uphar�in,­
Ancl Death stood at the door. 

Young Prostitute 

Her dark brown face 
Is like a withered flower 
On a broken stem. 
Those bod come cheap in Harlem 
So they say. 
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Jazzonia 

Shadows 

Oh, silver tree! 
Oh, shining rivers of the soul! 

In a l iar! em cabaret 
Six long-headed jazzers play. 
A dancmg g1rl whose e�;es arc bold 
I .ifts high a dress of silken gold. 

Oh, smging tree! 
Oh, shining rivers of the wu]l 

\Verc Ew's eyes 
In the first garden 
Just a hit too bold? 
\\las Cleopatm gorgeous 
In a gown of gold? 

Oh, shining tree! 
Oh, silver rivers of the soul! 

In a whirlmg c<Jbard 
Six loug-lJcadcd jazzers play. 

Vv'e run, 
\\'c run, 
\Ve cannot stand these shadows! 
Cn.-c ns the sun. 

We were not made 
For shade, 
For heavy shade, 
And narrow space of stifling air 
That these white things have made. 
V./c run, 
Oh, Cod, 
We run! 
We must break through these shado�>.s, 
\Vc must find the sun. 
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Cabaret 

Winter Moon 

Young Singer 

Docs a jazz-band ever sob? 
They say a iazz-band's gay. 
Yet as the vulgar dancers whirled 
And the wan night \Vore away, 
One said �he heard the jazz-band �ob 
'vVhcn the little dawn was grey. 

How thin and sharp is the moon tonight1 
How thin and sharp and ghostly white 
Is the slim curved crook of the moon tonight! 

One who sings "chansons vulgaires" 
In a Harlem cellar 
Where the jazz-band plays 
From dark to dawn 
\Vould not understand 
Should you tell her 
That she is like a nymph 
For some wild faun. 

Prayer Meeting 

Glory! Halleluje�h! 
The dawn's :1-Comin'! 
Glorr! Hallelujah! 
The dawn's d-comin'! 
A black old woman croons 
In the amen-corner of the 
Ebecancczer Baptist Church. 
A black old woman croons­
The dawn's a--com in'! 
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My People 

Migration 

My Beloved 

The night is beautiful, 
So the faces of my people. 

The stars arc beautiful, 
So the eyes of my people. 

Beautiful, also, is the sun. 
Beautiful, also, are the souls of my people. 

A little Southern colored child 
Comes to a Northern school 
And is afraid to play 
With the white children. 

At first they are nice to him, 
But finally they taunt him 
And call him "nigger." 

The colored children 
Hate him, too, 
After awhile. 

He is a little dark boy 
With a round black face 
And a white embroidered collar. 

Concernmg this 
Little frightened child 
One might make a story 
Charting tomorrow. 

Shall I make a record of your beauty? 
Shall [ write words about you? 
Shall I make a poem that \vill live a thousand 

years and paint you in the poem? 



The White Ones 

Gods 

l do not hate yon, 
For your faces arc beautiful, too. 
I do not hate you, 
Your faces are whirling lights of loveliness and splendor, too. 
Yet why do you torture me, 
0, white strong ones, 
Why do you torture me? 

The ivory gods, 
And the ebony gods. 
And the gods of diamond and jade, 
Sit silentlv on their temple shelves 
While th� people 
Are afraid. 
Yet the ivory gods, 
And the ebony gods, 
And the gods of dimnond-iadc, 
Arc only silly puppet gods 
That the people themselvc� 
Have made. 

Grant Park 

The haunting face of powrty, 
The hands of pain, 
The rough, gargantuan feet of fate, 
The nails of conscience m a �oul 
That didn't want to do wrong­
You can see what thcv'vc done 
To brothers of mine 
In one back-yard of Fifth Avenue 
You can see what they've done 
To brothers of mine-
Sleepers on iron benches 
Behind the Lihran in Grant Park. 

37 



Fire-Caught 

Exits 

The gold moth did not 10\c him 
So, gorgeom, she flew awav. 
But the gray moth circled the flame 

lJ ntil the break of da\. 
And then, with wings like a dead desire, 
She fell, fire-caught, into the flame. 

The sea is deep. 
A knife is sharp, 
And a poison acid bnrns­
But they all bring rest, 
They all brmg peace 
For which the tired 
Soul yearm. 
1 hey all bring rest 
In a nothingnc�s 
From where 
No soul returns. 

Prayer for a Winter Night 

0, Great Cod of Cold cmd Winter, 
Wrap the earth in an icy blanket 
Awl freeze the poor m thcu beds. 
All those who haven't enough cover 
To keep them warm, 
:\'or food enough to keep them strong­
Freeze, dear God. 
Let their limbs grow stiff 
And their hcarb cease to beat, 
'l11en tomorrow 
They'll wake up in some rich kmgdom of uowhcre 
Where nothingness is evcrythmg anJ 
Everything is nothingness. 



Lament for Dark Peoples 

Fascination 

I was a red man one time, 
But the 11·hite men carne. 
I \<.'as a black man, too, 
But the white men came. 

"!'hey clro\'e rne out of the forest. 
They took me a\Nay from the jungles. 
I lost my trees. 
1 lost my silver moons. 

:'\ow the;.·'vc caged me 
In the c1rcus of ci1·ilization. 
Now I herd with the m;my­
Caged in the circus of civilization. 

Her teeth are as white as the meat of an apple, 
Her lips one like dark ripe plums. 
I love her. 
Her ha!r is a rmdnight mass, a dusky aurora. 
I lo1·c her. 
And because her skin is the bro,., .. n of an oak leaf in autumn, but a softer color, 
I v.-ant to kiss her. 

Youth 

'0/e ha,·e tomorrow 
Bright before us 
Like a flame. 

Yesterday 
A night-gone thing, 
A sun-down name. 

And da11 n-today 
Broad arch above the road we came. 

We march! 
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Mammy 

I'm waiting for ma m<m1m:·,­
Shc is Death. 

Say it very softly. 
Say it \'ery slowly if you choose. 

I'm \.\aiting for ma mammy,­
Death. 

Dream Variations 

Subway Face 

To fling m:· arms wide 
In some place of the sun, 
To whirl and to dance 
Till the white cla\· is done. 
Then rest <1! cool evening 
Beneath a tall tree 
While night comes on gently, 

Dc�rk like me-
That is my drcum! 

To Aing mv anm wtdc 
In the face of the sun, 
Dance! Whirl! Whirl! 
Till the quick day is done. 
Rest at pale CI'Cning . . 
A tall, slim tree . 
Night coming tenderly 

Black like me. 

That I ha1·c been looking 
For you all my life 
Docs not matter to you. 
You do not know. 

You !lCITr knew 
Nor did L 
:\ow you take the Harlem train uptown; 
I take a local down. 



Afraid 

\Vc cry among the skyscrapers 
As our ancestors 
Cried among the palms in Afm:a 
Because we are alone, 
It 1� uight, 
And 1\·c're afra1d. 

A Song to a Negro Wash·woman 

Oh, wash-woman, 
Arms elbov.·-deep in white suds, 
Soul washed clean, 
Clothes -.-.-ashcd ck<m,-
I have man�- songs to �ing I'Oll 

Could I but find the 1nmls. 

\Vas it four o'clock or six o'clock on a winter afternoon, 
I saw you wringi!!g out the last shirt in Miss White 
Ladv\ kitchen? Was it four o'clock or six o'clock? 
I don't remember. 

But I know, at seven one spring morning you were on 
Vermont Street with a bundle in your arms going to 
wash clothes. 

And I know l'n.' seen 1ou in a :'>JCI\ York suOwa) tram in 
the late afternoon coming home from wa�hmg clothe�. 

Yes, I know you, wash-woman. 
I know how you send your children to school, and high­

school, and even college. 
I know how' you work and help �'our man when times arc 

hard. 
I know how yon build your honse up from the wash-tub 

and call it home. 
And how you raise yom churches from while suds for the 

service of the I lolv God. 

And I've seen yon singing, wash-woman. Out in the back­
yard garden under the apple trees, singing, hanging 
white clothes on long lines in the sun-shine. 

And I've seen you in church a Sunday mornmg singmg, 
praising your Jesus, because some day you're going to 
sit on the right hand of the Son of Cod and forget 
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you ever were a wash�woman. And the aching back 
and the bundles of clothes will be unremembered 
then. 

Yes, I'\'e seen you singing. 

And for you, 

Poppy Flower 

0 singing wash-woman, 
For you, singing little brown woman, 
Singing strong black woman, 
Singing tall yellow woman, 
Arms deep in white suds, 
Soul clean, 
Clothes clcan,-
For you I have many songs to make 
Could I hut find the words. 

A wild poppy-flower 
Withered and died. 

The day-people laughed­
But the night-people cried. 

A wild poppy-flower 
\Vithered and died. 

Troubled Woman 

She stands 
In the quiet darkness, 
This troubled woman 
Bowed by 
Weariness and pain 
Like an 
Autumn flower 
In the frozen rain, 
Like a 
\Vind-blown autumn flower 
'l11at never lifts its head 
Again. 
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Johannesburg Mines 

In the Johannesburg mines 
There arc 2fO,ooo 
Native Africam working. 
\.Vhat kind of poem 
Would you 
!\lake out of that? 
14o,ooo natin�� 
Working in the 
Johannesburg mines. 

To Certain Intellectuals 

Steel Mills 

You are no fncml of mine 
For I am poor, 
Rlack, 
lgnomnt and slow,­
i\'ot your kind. 
You yomsclf 
Have told me so,­
No friend of llline. 

The mills 
That grind and grind, 
That grind out new steel 
And grind away the lives 
Of men,-
ln the sunset 
Their stacks 
Arc great black silhouette� 
Agaimt the sky. 
In the dawn 
Thev belch red fire. 
Thc

.
mills,-

Crinding out new steel, 
Old men. 
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Negro Dancers 

Liars 

Sea Charm 

":'vie an' ma baby's 
Got two mo' w<�ys, 
Two rno' wavs to do cle Charleston! 

Da,da, 
Da, da, da1 

Two mo' ways to do de Charleston!" 

Soft light on the tables, 
�1nsic gay. 
Brow1Hkin steppers 
In <1 c<Jb<Jret. 

\\l1itc folks, laugh! 
White folks, pra!-! 

"Me an' ma babv's 
Got tv,;o mo' ways, 

Two mo' ways to do de Charleston!" 

It is we who are liars: 
The Pretenders-to-be who arc not 
And the Pretendcr-;-nol-lo-be who arc. 
It is we who usc \\Ords 
As screens for thoughts 
And wea\'e dark garments 
To cover the naked bock 
Oft he too v.-hite Truth. 
It is we with the civililed souls 

Who are liars. 

Sea chomn 
'Il1c sea's own children 
Do not u!!der�tand. 
Thcv know 
But that the sea 1s strong 
Like God's hand. 
They know 
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But that sea wind is sweet 
I .1ke God's breath, 
And that the sea holds 
A wiJe, deep de<Jth. 

The Dream Keeper 

Song 

Bring me all of your dreams, 
Yon dreamers, 
Bring me all of your 
Heart melodies 
That I may wrap them 
In a blue cloud-doth 
Away from the too-rough fingers 
Of the world. 

Lovel),  dark, and lonely one, 
Bare ymu bosom to the �\Ill. 
Do not be afraid of light, 
Yoll who are a child of night. 

Open wide your arms to life, 
Whirl in the wmd of pain and strife, 
Face the wall \\ith the Jark closed gale, 
Beat with bare, brown fists-
And wait. 

Walkers with the Dawn 

Being walkers with the dawn and morning, 
Walkers with the mn and morning, 
\Ve arc not afraid of mght, 
Nor days of gloom, 
Nor darkness-
Being walkers with the sun and morning. 

45 



Earth Song 

I, Too 

It's an earth song-
And I've been waiting long 
For an earth song. 
It's a �prmg song! 
I've been waiting long 
For a spring song: 

Strong as the bursting of voung buds, 
Strong as the shoots of a new plant, 
Strong as the coming of the first child 
From its mother's womb-

An earth song! 
A body song! 
A spring song! 
And I've been waiting long 
For an earth song. 

I, too, sing America. 

I am the darker brother. 
They send me to cat in the kitchen 
\\-'hen company comes, 
But I laugh, 
And cat well, 
And grow strong. 

Tomorrow, 
I'll be at the table 
\Vl1cn company comes. 
1\'obodv'\1 dare 
Say to me, 
"Eat in the kitchen," 
Then. 

Resides, 
They'll see how beautiful ! am 
And be ashamed-

I, too, am Amcnca. 



Drama for Winter Night (Filth Avenue) 

You can't sleep here, 
My good man, 
You can't sleep here. 
This is the house of Cod. 

The usher opens the chmch door and he goes out. 

You can't sleep in this car, old top, 
Not here. 
If] ones found you 
Ile'd give mu to the cops. 
Cct-thc-hdl out now, 
This ain't home. 
You e<Jn't slav here. 

The chauffeur upcm tht door and he gets out 

Lord! You can't let a man lie 
In the streets like this. 
Find an officer quick. 
Send for an ambulance. 
Maybe he 1s srck but 
He can't die on this corner, 
1\ot here! 
l ie can't die here. 

Death opens a door. 

Oh, Cod, 
Lemme git by St. Peter. 
Lemme sit down on the steps of your throne. 
Lermnc rest s01ncwhcrc. 
What did yuh say, Cod? 
What did yuh say? 
You can't sleep here. 
Bums can't stay. 

The man's raving. 
Cct lmn to the ho�pital 4uick. 
He's attracting a crowd. 
He can't die on this corner. 
'\Jo, no, not here. 
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God to Hungry Child 

Rising Waters 

Hungry child, 
I d]{lfl't JJJakc this 1\·orld For you. 
You didn't buy any stock in m�; railroad. 
You didn't invc<;t in my corporation. 
\Vhcrc arc ;.:our shares in standard oil? 
I made the world for the rich 
Ami the ¥nil-be-rich 
And the have-alwavs-bccJJ-rich. 
:\ot for you, 
Hungry child. 

To you 
\Vho art the 
Foam on the �ca 
And not the sea-
Wllat of the jagged rocks, 
And the waves themselves, 
And the force of the lllonnting waters? 
You arc 
But foam on the sea, 
You ric!1 oncs-
:\ot the :.ea. 

Poem to a Dead Soldier 
'·Death IS a \\'bore who consort� "·ith all men." 

Ice-cold passion 
And a bitter breath 
Adorned the bed 
OfYouth and Death­
Youth, the �oung wldicr 
\Vho went to the wars 
And embraced wh1te Death, 
the \·ilc,t of ,,-horcs. 

I\' ow we spread rose'> 
Over your lomb� 



Park Benching 

\Vc who sent you 
To your doom. 
�ow we make soft speeches 
And sob soft cries 
And throw soft f!O\\·ers 
And utter soft lies. 

V./c would mould you in metal 
And can·c you in stone, 
Not daring to make statue 
Of your dead flesh and hone, 
0/ot darin�; to mention 
The bitter breath 
Nor the icc-cold passion 
Of your love-night with Death. 

'0/c make soft speeches. 
\Vc soh soft cries 
\\'e throw soft flower�, 
And utter soft lies. 
And you who were young 
\'v1len you went to the wars 
Have lost your youth now 
With the vilest of whores. 

I've Sdt on the park benches in Paris 
Hungry. 
I've sat on the park benches m New York 
Hungry. 
And I've said: 
I want a JOb. 
I want work. 
And I've been told: 
There are no jobs. 
There is !lO work. 
So I\c sal on the park benches 
Hungry. 
fvtid-winter, 
Hungry days, 
I\o jobs, 
:-.io work. 
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The Weary Blues 

Droning a drow<;y syncopated tune, 
Rocking hack and forth to a mellow croon, 

I heard a 'lcgro play. 
Down on I .enox Avenue the other night 
By the pale dull pallor of an old gas light 

He did a lazv swav. 
He did a laz}· swa}· 

To the tune o' those \Vean· Blues. 
\Vith his ebony hand� on c<Jch Jvc}[y key 
He made that poor piano moan with melody. 

0 Blues! 
Swaying to and fro on his rickety stool 
He played that sal! raggy tunc like a musical fool. 

Sweet Blues! 
Coming from a black m:m\ �oul. 

0 Bluts! 
In a deep song \·oice ll'ith a melancholy tone 
I heard that 0.!egro �ing, that old piano moan-

"Ain't got nobody in all this world, 
Ain't got nobody but ma self. 
l\ gmne to quit ma frown in' 
And put ma troubles on the shelf." 

Thump, thump, thump, \\'Clll hi> foot on the floor. 
He played a few chords then he sang some more-

"1 gut the Weary Blues 
And I can't be �atisfied. 
Cot the Weary Blues 
And can't be s<:�ti>fiecl-
1 ain't happy no mo' 
And I Wtsh that I had died." 

And far mto the mght he crooned that tunc. 
The stars went out.and �u did the moon. 
The singer stopped pla�;ing and went to bed 
While the Weary 13lues echoed through his head. 
He slept like a rock or a man that's dead. 



Empty House 

Prayer [I]  

Ways 

It was in the empt} house 
That I came to dwdl 
And m the empty house 
I found an empty hell. 

Why is it that an empty house, 
Untouched by human strife, 
Can hold more woe 
Than the wide \\·or!d holds, 
More pain than a cutting knife? 

I ask you this: 
Which way to go? 
I ask you this: 
Which sm to bc11r:> 
VVhich crown to put 
Upon my hatr? 
l do not know, 
Lord Cod, 
I do not know. 

A slash of the wrist, 
A swallow of sc<Jlding acid, 
The cra�h of a bullet through the brain­
And Death comes like a mother 
To hold you in her arms. 
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Poem [2) (To F.S) 

America 

l lm-cJ m� fncnd. 
He went <!way from me. 
There's nothing more to say. 
The poem ends. 
Soft as it began,-
! lon:d m\· fricml. 

Little dark baby, 
I ,ittle Jew baby, 
Little outcast, 
America is seeking the -;tars, 
America is seeking tomorrow. 
You are America. 
I am America 
America-the dream, 
America-the vision. 
America-the star-seeking I. 
Out of restcrdav 
The chains of �l:wery; 
Out of yesterday, 
The ghettos ofF. mope; 
Out of yesterday, 
The poverty and pain of the old, old world, 
The building ami struggle of this ne\\ one, 
\'v'c come 
You and I, 
Seeking the stars. 
You and !, 
Yon of the blue eyes 
And the blond hair, 
I of the dark eyes 
Ami the crmkly hair. 
You cmd I 
Offering hands 
Being brothers, 
Being one, 
Being America. 
You aud I. 
And J? 
VVho am I? 
You know me: 



Better 

I am Crispm Atlucks at the Boston Tea Partv; 
Jimmv ]ones in the ranks of the last black troops 

marching for democracy. 
I am Sojourner Truth preaching and praying 

for the <;oodness of tim wide, wide laml; 
Today's black mother bearing tomorrov/s America. 
\Vho Jru !? 
You know mc. 
Dream of Ill) dreams, 
1 am America. 
I am America seeking the �t<m. 
Amcrica-
l loping, praving 
Fighting, dreaming. 
Knowing 
There are staim 
On the beauty of my democr<�cy, 
I want to be dean. 
I want to grovel 
7\o longer in the mire. 
I want to reach alwJys 
After stars. 
Who am J? 
I am the ghetto child, 
I am the dark baby, 
1 am you 
And the blond !omorfO\\­
And ret 
I am mv one sole self. 
America seeking the stars. 

Better in the quiet night 
To sit <md cr�· alone 
Than rest my head on another's shoulder 
After �;ou have gone. 

Better, in the brilliant day. 
Filled with sun ;md noise, 
'l"o listen to no song at all 
Than hear another voice. 
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Change 

The moon is fat and old tonight, 
Yellow and gross with pain. 
The moon is fat and old tonight, 
But she'll be young again. 
\Vhcreas my love, who's fair cmd sweet, 
:vly love, who's sweet and fair, 
Will wither like the autumn rose 
In winter air_ 

Poem [3) (When Yotmg Spring Comes) 

When young spring comes, 
With silver rain 
One almost 
Could be good again. 

But then comes summer, 
Whir of bees 
Crimson poppies . . anemones, 
The old, old god of Love 
To please. 

Love Song lor Antonia 

If I should sing 
All of my songs for you 
And you \\'Ottld not h�ten to them, 
If l should build 
All of my dream houses for you 
And you would never live in them, 
If I should give 
All of my hopes to you 
And �;ou would laugh and say· I do not care, 
Still I would give you my love 
Which is more than my songs, 
More than any houses of dreams, 
Or dreams of houses-
! would still give you my love 
Though you never looked at me. 
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A Wooing 

I will bring you big thmgs: 
Colors of da\nl-morning, 
Beauty of rose leaves, 
And a flaming love. 

But you say 
Those are not big things, 
That only mone�· counts. 

Well, 
Then 1 will bring you money. 
But do not ask me 
For the beauty of rose leaves, 
I\ or the colors of dawn-morning, 
I\ or a flaming love. 

To Certain "Brothers" 

Suicide's Note 

You sicken me with lies, 
With truthful lies. 
And with �;our pions faces. 
And vour wide, out·strctchcd, 

n�ock-wclcornc, Christian hands. 
While underneath 
Is dirt and ugliness, 
And rattening hearts, 
And wild hyenas howling 
In your soul's ,., .. astc lands. 

The calm, 
Cool face of the river 
Asked me for a kiss. 
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Fantasy in Purple 

Young Bride 

The Jester 

Beat the drnms of tragedy for me 
Beat the drums of tragedy· and death. 
And let the choir �ing a stormy song 
To drown the rattle of my dpng breath. 

Beat the drums of tragedy for me, 
Am! let the white \-iolins whir thin and slow, 
But blm•i one hbnng trumpet note of sun 
To go with me 

to the darkness 
where I go. 

'!11cy say she dicd,­
Although I do not know, 
They say she died of grief 
And in the earth-dark arms of Death 
Songhl calm relief, 
And rest from pain of love 
In loveless sleep. 

In one hand 
I hold tragedy 
And m the other 
Comcllv,-
Masks frlr the son!. 
Laugh with me. 
You would laugh! 
\Veep with me. 
You would weep! 
Tears arc my laughter. 
Lmghter is my pain. 
Cry at my grinning mouth, 
If yon will. 
Laugh at my sorrow's reign. 



[ am the Black Jester, 
The dumb clown of the world. 
The booted, booted fool of silly men. 
Once I was wise. 
Shall [ be wise again? 

Soledad A Cuban Portra1t 

The shadows 
Of too many nights of love 
Have fallen beneath your eyes. 
Your eyes, 
So full of pain and passion, 
So full of lies. 
So full of pain and pa�sion, 
Soledad, 
So deeply scarred, 
So still 1vith silent cries. 

To Midnight Nan at Leroy's 

Simi and wiggle, 
Shameless gal. 
Wouldn't no good fellow 
He your paL 

Hear dat music. 
Jungle night. 
Ilear dat music. 
And the moon was white. 

Sing your Blues song, 
Pretty baby. 
You want Iovin' 
And you don't mean maybe. 

Jungle lover . .  
Night black boy. 
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Two against the moon 
And the moon was io)'. 

Strut and >viggle, 
Shameless Nan. 
Wouldn't no good fellow 
Be your man. 

Poem [4] To the Bbck Beloved 

Cross 

Ah, 
)Jy black one, 
Thou art not beautiful 
Y cf thou hast 
A 10\-dincss 
Surpassing beauty. 

Oh, 
�v1y black one, 
Thou art not good 
Yet thou hast 
A purity 
Surpassing goodness. 

Ah, 
My black one, 
Thou art not luminou� 
Yet an altar of jewels, 
An altar of shimmering jewels, 
Would pale in the light 
Of thy darkness, 
Pale in the light 
Of thv nightncss. 

My old man's a white old man 
And my old mother's black. 
If ever I cursed my white old man 
I take my curses back. 



Summer Night 

If ever I cursed my black old mother 
A .. nd wished she were in hell, 
I'm sorrv for that evil wish 
And now I wish her well. 

My old man ditd 111 a fine big house. 
My rna died in a shack. 
I wo11der where I'm gonna die, 
Being neither white nor black? 

The sounds 
Of the Harlem night 
Drop one bv one into stillness. 
The last player�piano is closed. 
The last \·ictrola ceases with the 
"Jazz 13oy Blues." 
The last crying baby sleeps 
And the night becomes 
Still as a \\hispering heartbeat. 
I toss 
\Vithout rc�t in the d:Jrkness, 
\Veary as the tired mght, 
�vly >oul 
Empty as the silence, 
Empty with a vague. 
Aching emptiness, 
DcsJrntg, 
�ceding someone, 
Somethi11g. 

I toss without rest 
In the darkness 
Until the new dawn, 
Wan and pale, 
Descends like <1 white mist 
Into the comt-vard. 
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Disillusion 

I would be simple again, 
Simple and clean 
Like the earth, 
Like the rain, 
:\or ever know, 
D<lrk Harlem, 
The wild laughter 
Of vmu mirth 
Nor the salt tears 
Of your pain. 
Be kind to me, 
Oh, great dark city 
Let me forget. 
I will not come 
To you again. 

Jazz Band in a Parisian Cabaret 

Play th<Jt thmg, 
Jazz band! 
Play it for the lords and ladies, 
For the dukes and counts, 
For the whores and gigolos, 
For the American millionaires, 
And the school teachers 
Out for a spree. 
Play it, 
Jazz band! 
You know that tune 
That laughs and cnc� at the same time. 
You know it. 

May I? 
Ma!s oui. 
Mein Cottl 
Parece una rumba. 

Play it, jazz band! 
You've got seven languages to speak in 
And then some, 
Even if you do come from Georgi<�. 

Can I go home wid yuh, sweetie? 
Sure. 
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Minstrel Man 

Because my mouth 
Is wide with laughter 
And my throat 
Is deep w1th song, 
Yon do not think 
I suffer after 
I have held my pain 
So long? 

Became mv month 
Is wide with laughter, 
You do not hear 
My inner cry? 
Bccmsc mv fed 
Are gav v,cith dancing, 
You do not know 
I die? 

Nude Young Dancer 

What jungle tree have you ,;]ept under, 
Midnight dancer of the jazzy honr? 
What great forest has hung its perfume 
Like a swcd veil about your bower? 

What jungle tree have you slept under, 
Night-dark girl of the sv,r<Jying hips' 
What �tar-white moon has been your mother? 
To what clean boy have you offered your lips? 

Songs to the Dark Virgin 

\Vonld 
That I were a jewel, 
A shattered jewel, 
That all my shining brilliants 
\,tight fall <Jt thy feet, 
Thou dark one. 



Young Sailor 

I I  

Would 
That I were a garment, 
A �himmering, silken garment, 
That all my folds 
Might wrap about thy body, 
Absorb thy body, 
Hold and hide thy body, 
Thou dark one. 

Ill 

\Vould 
That I were a flame, 
But one sharp, leaping flame 
To annihilate thy body, 
Thou dark one. 

I le carries 
H1� own strength 
And his own laughter, 
His own today 
And his own hereafter­
This strong young �ailor 
Of the wide seas. 

What is money for? 
To spend, he says. 
And wine? 
To drink. 
And women? 
To love. 
And today? 
For joy. 
And the green sea 
For strength, 
And the brown land 
For laughter. 

And nothing hereafter. 



Joy 

Fog 

Strange Hurl 

I went to look for Joy, 
Slim, dancing Joy, 
Cay, laughing Joy, 
Bright-eyed Joy­
And I found her 
Driving the butcher's cart 
In the anus of the butcher boy! 
Such comp:my, such company, 
As keeps this young nymph, Joy! 

Singing hlack boatmen 
An August moming 
In the thick white fog at Sekondi 
Coming out to take cargo 
From anchored alien ships, 
You do not know the fog 
'V/e strange so-civilized ones 
Sail in always. 

In times of stormy weather 
She felt queer pain 
That said, 
"You'll find rain better 
Than shelter from the rain." 

Days filled with fiery sunshine 
Strange hurt she knew 
That made 
Her seek the burning sunlight 
Rather than the shade. 

In months of snowy winter 
VVhen cozy houses hold, 
She'd break down doors 
To wander naked 
In the cold. 



Star Seeker 

I have been <l seeker 
Seeking a Aaming star, 
And the flame white star 
Has burned m�· hands 
Even from afar. 

Walking in a dream-Jcad world 
Circled by iron bars, 
I sought a singmg star's 
\\'ild beauty. 
Now behold my scars. 

Lullaby {For a Black Mother) 

My little dark baby, 
My little earth-thing, 
My little love-nne, 
What shall ! sing 
For vour lullaby::> 

Stars, 
Stars, 
A necklace of stars 
Winding the night. 

My little black baby, 
My dark bod�··s bah;.·, 
What shall I smg 
For your lullaby? 

),:loon, 
:\•loon, 
Great diamond moon, 
Kissing the night. 

Oh, little dark baby, 
Night black baby, 

Stars, stars, 
Moon, 
Night stars, 
Moon, 

For }Our �Jeep-song lullaby. 



The Ring 

Midwinter Blues 

Love is the master of the ring 
And life a circus tent. 
\Vhat is this silly song you sing7 
I ,ovc is the master of the nng. 

r am afrmd! 
Afraid of I .ove 
And ofLo\'e's bitter whip! 
Afraid, 
Afraid of Love 
And Love'� sharp, stinging whip. 

What is this silly song yon sing? 
I .ove is the master of the rmg. 

In  the middle of the winter, 
Snow all over the ground. 
Tn the middle of the winter, 
Sno\\ all over the ground­
Twa-; the mght hefo' Christmas 
!v1y good mom turned me down. 

Don't know''> I'd mind his goin' 
But he heft me when the coal was low. 
Don't know's ['J mind his goin' 
But he left when the coal was low. 
Now, if a man loves a woman 
That ain't no lime to go. 

He told me that he loved me 
Rut he must a been tellin' a lie. 
l ie told me that he lo\·cd me. 
He mmt a been tel lin' a lie. 
But he's the only man I'll 
Love till the day 1 die. 

I'm gonna buv me a rose bud 
An' phmt it at my back door, 
Buy me a rose bud, 
Plant it at my back door, 
So when I'm dead they won't need 
:-.Jo flowers from the store. 
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Gypsy Man 

Ma Man 

�via man's a gypsy 
Cause he never does come home. 
Ma man's a gypsy,-
He never doc� come home. 
I'm gonna be <1 b'YP�Y woman 
Fer [ can't stay here alone. 

Once I was in t\-fcmphis, 
I mean Tennessee. 
Once I was in "\lcrnphis, 
Said Tennessee. 
But I had to lca\·e cansc 
Nobody there was good to me. 

I met a yellow papa, 
He took ma last thin dime. 
Met a yellow papa, 
I Ie took ma last thin dime. 
I gi\T it to him cause I loved him 
B11t I'll have mo' scmc next time. 

Love, Oh, lo\c is 
Such a stro:mge disease. 
Lm·c, Oh, love is 
Such a strange disease. 
\\11m it hnrh yo' heart you 
Shu can't find no ease. 

When ma man looks at me 
He knocks me off ma feet. 
\Vhen ma mom looks at me 
He knucks me off ma feet. 
l ie's got those 'lectric-shockin' eyes an' 
De way he shocks me shu i� sweet. 
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Teacher 

l i e  kin play a banjo. 
Lordy, he kin plnnk, plunk, plunk. 
He kin play a banjo. 
I mean plunk, plunk . . plunk, plunk. 
He plays good when he's 'iober 
An' better, better, better when he'o drunk. 

I�agle-rockin', 
Daddy, eagle-rod with me. 
Eagle rockin', 
Come an' eagle-rock with me. 
I Ioney baby . . . 
Eagle-rockish as I kin bc1 

Ideals are like the stars, 
Alwavs above om reach. 

Humbly 1 tried to learn, 
�\[ore humbly did I teach. 

On all honc�t virtues 
I sought to keep firm hold. 

I wanted to be a good man 
Though I pinched my souL 

But now I lie beneath cool loam 
Forgetting every dream; 

And in this narrow bed of earth 
!".;' o lighh gleam. 

In this narrow bed of earth 
Star-dust nc\·er scatters, 

And l tremble lest the darkness teach 
:-v1e th:o�t nothing matters. 



Love Song for Lucinda 

I,ove 
Is a ripe plum 
Growing on a purple tree_ 
Taste it once 
And the spell of its enchantment 
Will never let you be. 

Love 
Is a bright star 
Glowing in far Southern skies. 
Look too hard 
And its burning Aame 
Will always hurt vom eyes. 

Love 
Is a high mountain 
Stark in a wind\ sky. 
If vou 
v./onld never lose your breath. 
Do not climb too high. 

Minnie Sings Her Blues 

Cabaret, cab<Jretl 
That's where rna man an' me go. 
Cabaret, cabaret! 
That's where we go,� 
Leaves de snow outside 
An' our troubles at de door. 

Jazz band, Jazz band! 
Ma man an' me dance. 
When I cuddles up to him 
::\o other gal's got a chance. 

Baby, 0. B<�by, 
I'm midnight mad. 
If rna daddy didn't love me 
It sho would be sad. 
If he didn't lm·e me 
I'd go a war 
An' dig me a grave this very day 
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Listen Here Blues 

Lament over love 

Blues . .  blues! 
Blue, blue, blues! 
I'd sho have them blues. 

Sweet girls, sweet girls, 
Listen here to me. 
All you sweet girls, 
Listen here to me: 
Gin an' whi�kcv 
Kin make you lose yo' 'ginity. 

I used to be a good chile, 
Lawd, in Sunday School. 
Used to be a good chilc,­
Alwavs in Sundar School, 
Till these licker-headed rounders 
Made me everybody's fooL 

Good girls, good girls, 
Listen here to me. 
Oh, you good girls, 
Better listen to me: 
Don't you fool wid no men cause 
They'll bring you misery. 

I hope my child']] 
Never love a man. 
I say I hope my child'll 
Never love a man. 
Lo\'e can hurt vou 
\.1o'n anything else can. 

I'm gain' down to the river 
An' I ain't goin' there to S\\·im; 



Down to the river, 
Ain't goin' there to swim_ 
My true love's left me 
And I'm gum' there to think about him. 

Love is like whiskey, 
Love is like red, red wine. 
Love is like whiskey, 
Like sweet red wine. 
If you want to be happy 
You got to love all the time. 

I'm goin' up m a t01ver 
Tall a� a tree is tall, 
Up m a tower 
Tall as a tree is tall. 
Canna think about my man­
And let my fool-self fall. 

Fortune Teller Blues 

I went to de gyp�y. 
De gypsy took hold o' my hand. 
Went to de gypsy, 
Gypsy took hold o' my hand. 
She looked at me and tole me 
Chile, you gonna lose yo' man. 

These fortune tellers 
Never tell me nothin' kind. 
I say fortune tellers 
Never tell me nothin' kind. 
I'd give a hundred dollar� 
To de one that would ea�e my mind. 

Came I'll holler an' scream an' 
Fall down on de flo' 
Say I'll holler an' scream an' 
Fall down on de flo'. 
If my man leaves me 
I won't live no mo'. 



Judgment Day 

Wide River 

They put ma body in the ground, 
lvfa soul v.'ent Ryin' o' the town, 

Went Ayin' to the stars an' moon 
A-shoutin', Cod, I's comin' soon. 

0 Jcsm! 

Lord in heaven, 
Crown on llis head, 
Says don't be 'fraid 
Cause you am'! dead. 

Kind fesus! 

An' now I'm scttin' clean an' bright 
In the sweet o' ma Lord's sight­

Clean an' bright, 
Clean an' bright. 

Ma baby lives across de river 
An' I ain't got no boat. 
She lives across de river. 
I ain't got no boat. 
I ain't a good swimmer 
An' I don't know how to float. 

\Vide, wide river 
'Twixt rna love an' me. 
Wide, wide river 
'Twixt ma love an' me. 
I never knowed how 
\Vide a river can be. 

Got to cross that river 
An' git to rna baby somehow. 
Cross that river, 
Cit to ma baby somehow­
Cause if l don't see ma baby 
I'll lay down an' die right now. 

7' 



Homesick Blues 

Pale Lady 

De railroad bridge's 
A sad song in de air. 
De railroad bndge's 
A sad song in de air. 
�\-er time de trams pa<>s 
l wants to g;o somewhere. 

I went clown to de station. 
l\1a heart was in ma mouth. 
\Vent down to de station. 
Heart was in ma month 
Lookin' for a box car 
To roll rnc to de South. 

Homesick blues, L<�v.·d, 
'S a terrible thing to ha\'e. 
Homesick blues is 
A terrible thing to have. 
To keep from cryin' 
I opens ma mouth <HI' laughs. 

Pale, dehghtful lady, 
How I love you! 
I would spread cool Yiolcts 
:\l yom feet 
And bring you lovely jev;cls 
For yom hair. 
And put a tiny golden nng 
Upon your finger 
And leave it there 
As a sign and symbol of m�; love, 
My bright, bright lo\·e for you. 
Oh. pale, delightful lady. 
How I love you! 
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Ruby Brown 

New Year 

She was young and beautiful 
And golden like the sunshine 
'l11at W<!rmed her bodv. 
And because she was colored 
Mayville had no place to offer her, 
Nor fuel for the clean flame of joy 
That tried to burn 1rithin her souL 

One day, 
Sitting on old !\Irs. Latham'� back porch 
Polishing the sikcr, 
She asked herself two questions 
And they ran something like this: 
What can a colored girl do 
On the money from a white wornan·s kitchen? 
And ain't there <my joy m this town"' 

:\ow the streets down by the mu 
Know more about this pretty Ruby Brown, 
And the sinister shuttered houses of the bottoms 
Hold a yellow girl 
Seeking an answer to her questions. 
The good church folk do not mention 
l ler name anv more. 

But the ,,·bite men, 
Habitues of the high slntttcn:d homes, 
Pay more monev to her now 
Th,m they ever clid before, 
\Vhen she workccl in their kitchens. 

The vears 
Fall like clrv leaves 
From the top-lcso tree 
Of eternity. 
Does it matter 
That another leaf has fallen? 
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Epitaph [I)  

Autumn Note 

Formula 

Within this grave lie, 
Yes, I .  
Why hmgh, good people, 
Or why cry? 
Within this grave 
Lies nothing more 
Th:om l.  

T11e little Aowers of yesterday 
Have all forgotten .\1ay. 
The la>t gold leaf 
Has tmncd to brown. 
The last bright day is grey. 
The cold of winter comes apace 
And you have gone away. 

Poetn· should treat 
Of lofty things 

Soaring thoughts 
And birds with wmgs. 

The Muse of Poetrv 
Should not know 

111at roses 
In manure grow. 

The Muse of Poctn: 
Should not care 

That e:nthly pain 
Is everywhere. 

Poetry! 
Treats of lofty things: 

Soaring thoughts 
And birds with wings. 
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For Dead Mimes 

To Beauty 

0 white-faced mimes, 
M:o�y rose leaves 
Cover you 
I .ike crimson 
Snow. 

And may Picrrette, 
The faithful, 
Rest forcn:r 
With Pierro!. 

'l o worship 
At the ;:Jitar of Be�mt-;, 
To feel her lon�lincss and pain, 
To thrill 
At the wo11dcr of her gorgeom moon 
Or the sharp. swift, �liver sword� 
Of fallmg ram. 

To walk in a golden garden 
\Vhen an autumn snn 
Has almost set, 
When ncar-night'5 purple splendor 
Shimmers to a star-shine net. 
To worship 
At the altar of Beauty 
Is a plcasme divme, 
\lot given to the many many 
But to fools 
\Vho drink Beaut\ 's wine. 
i\'ot given to the many many 
But to fools 
\Vho seck no other goddess 
'\or grapc5 
Plucked from another's 
Vine. 
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Bound No'th Blues 

Lonesome Place 

Gum' down the road, Lawd, 
Coin' down the road. 
Down the road, Lawd, 
Way, way down the road. 
Got to find somebody 
To help me carry tim load. 

Road's in front o' me, 
Nothin' to do but walk. 
Road's in front o' me, 
\Valk . . an' walk . :m' walk. 
I'd like to meet a good friend 
To come along an' talk. 

I latcs to be lonely, 
Lawd, I hates to be sad. 
Says I hates to be lonely, 
H;�tcs to be lonely an' sad, 
Rut C\Tr friend you finds seems 
Like they try to do you bad. 

Road, road, road, 0! 
Roall, road . .  road . .  road, road! 
Road, road, road, 01 
On the no'thcrn road. 
These ivlissi>sippi towns ain't 
Fit fer a hoppin' toad. 

I got to leave this town. 
It's a lom:somc place. 
Cot to lea\'e tlm town came 
lt''i a lonesome place. 
A po', po' bo} can't 
Find a friendly face. 



Misery 

Coin' dO\m to de river 
Flowm' Jeep an' slow_ 
Coin' down to de nver 
Deep an' slow,-
Cause there ain't no worries 
\Vhere de waters go. 

I'm weary, weary, 
Weary as l can be. 
\\leary, weary, 
Weary as can be. 
This life's >O weary, 
'S 'bout to overcome me. 

Play the blues for me. 
Play the blues for me. 
1\io other music 
'Ll ease my misery. 

Sing a sooth in' 'ong. 
Said a soothin' song, 
Cause the man 1 !0\·e's done 
Done me wrong. 

Can't you undcrstmd, 
0, understand 
A good woman's eryin' 
For a no-good man? 

Black gal like me, 
Black gal l ike me 
'S got to hear a blues 
For her misery. 
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Bad Luck Card 

Feet o' Jesus 

Down and Out 

Cause you don't love me 
Is awful, awful hard. 
Gypsy done showed me 
�1y bad luck card. 

There ain't no good left 
In this world for me. 
Gypsy done tole me­
Unlucky as can be. 

I don't know what 
Po' wear;.· me can do. 
Gypsy says I'd kill my self 
If I was vou. 

At the feet o' Jesus, 
Sorrow like a sea. 
Lordy, let yo' mercy 
Come driftin' down on me. 

At the feet o' Jesus 
At yo' feet I stand. 
0, rna little Jesus, 
Please reach out yo' hand. 

Baby, if you love me 
Help me when I'm down and out. 
If you love me, baby, 
Help me when I'm down and out, 
I'm a po' gal 
Nobody gives a damn about. 



The credit man's done took ma clothes 
And rent time'� nearly here. 
I'd like to buy a straightcnin' comb, 
An' I need a dime fo' beer. 

I need a dime fo' beer. 

Pictures to the Wall 

Walls 

Shall I tell you of my ohl, old dreams 
Lost at the earth's strange turnings, 
Some in the sea when the \\'ave� foamed high, 
Some in a garret candle's burnings? 

Shall I tell you of bitter, forgotten dreams­
You who are still so voung, so young? 
You with your wide brown singmg eyes 
And laughter at the tip of your tongue. 

Shall I tell you of weary, weary dreams,­
You who have lost no dreams at all, 
Or shall I keep qmct and let turn 
My ugly pictures to the wall? 

Four walls can hold 
So much pain, 
Four walh that shield 
From the wind and rain. 

Four walls can shelter 
So much sorrow 
Carnercd from ves!erda\· 
And held for tomorrow. 
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Beale Street Love 

Dressed Up 

A House in Taos 

Love 
Is a brown man's fist 
\Vith hard knuckle� 
Crushing the lips, 
Blackening the eyes,­
Hit me again, 
Say� Clorinda. 

I had ma clothes cleaned 
Just like new. 
I put 'em on hnt 
I still feels blue. 

I bought a new hat, 
Sho is fine, 
But I wish I had hack that 
Old gal o' mine. 

I got rww shoe.'>,-
They don't hmt ma feet, 
But I ain't got nobody 
For to call me sweet. 

Rain 
Thunder of the Rain God: 

And we three 
Smitten by beauty. 

Thunder of the Rain Cod: 
And we three 
Weary, weary. 

Thunder of the Rain Cod: 
And you, she, and I 
Waiting for llothingness. 
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Do von understand the stillness 
Of this house 
In Taos 

Under the thunder of the Rain Cod? 

S u n  

That there should be a barren garden 
About this house in Taos 
Is not so strange. 
Bnt that there should be three barren hearts 
In this one home in Taos-
Who carries ugly things to show the sun? 

;\1oon 

Did yon ask for the beaten brass of the moon? 
We can buy lm-ely thing� \\·ith money, 
You, she, and I, 
Yet �-ou seek, 
:\� though you could keep, 
This unbought loveliness of moon. 

Wind 

Touch om bodies, wind. 
Om bodies are separate, individual things. 
Touch our bodie, ,  wind, 
But b!o\\" quickly 
Through the red, white, yellow skins 
Of om bodies 
To the terrible snarl, 
J\ot mine, 
;'\lot yours, 
;'\lot hers, 
But all one snarl of souls. 
Blow quickly, wind, 
Before we run back 
Into the ,.,-indlessncss­
With our bodies-
Into the windlcssness 
Of our house in Taos. 



Suicide 

Hard Luck 

:'via sweet good man has 
Packed his trunk dml left. 
Ma sv..-cct good man has 
Packed his trunk and left. 
;\/obody to love me: 
I'm gonna kill ma self. 

I'm gonna buy me a knife with 
A blade ten inches long. 
Gonna buv a knife with 
A blade ten inches long. 
Shall I carve ma self or 
That man that done me wrong? 

'Licvc I'll jump in de river 
f.ighty-ninc feet deep. 
'Licvc I'll jump m de river 
1-:ighty-nine feet deep. 
Cause de river's quiet 
An' a po', po' gal can sleep. 

\Vhen hard luck overtake� you 
Nothin' for you to do. 
\Vhen hard luck o\·ertakes you 
:\othin' for you to do. 
Cather up yo' fine c:lothes 
An' sell 'em to de Jew. 

Jew takes yo' fine clothes, 
Gives you a dollar an' a half. 
Jew takes yo' fine clothes, 
Gives you a dollar an' a half. 
Co to de bootleg's, 
Cit some gin to m<�kc you laugh. 

lfi was a mule I'd 
Cit me a waggon to haul. 
If I was a mule I'd 
Cit a waggon to hauL 
r m so low-down I 
Ain't even got a stall. 



Po' Boy Blues 

Red Roses 

Vv'hen l was home de 
Sunshine seemed like gold. 
Vv'hcn I was home de 
Sunshine seemed like gold. 
Since I come np North de 
\Vhole damn world's turned cold, 

I was a good boy, 
Never done no wrong. 
Yes, I was a good boy, 
Never done no wrong, 
But this \vorld is weary 
An' de road is hard an' long_ 

I fell in love with 
A gal l thought wa� kind. 
Fell in love with 
A gal I thought was kind. 
She made me lose rna money 
An' almost lose ma mind. 

V\leary, weary, 
\Veary early in de morn. 
\\1eary, weary, 
Knly, early in de morn. 
I's so weary 
I wish I'd never been born. 

I'm waitin' for de springtime 
\Vhen de tulips grow­
Sweet, sweet springtime 
When de tulips grow; 
Cause if I'd chc m de winter 
They'd bury me under snow. 

Un'neath de snow, Lawd, 
Oh, what would I do? 
Un'neath de snow, 



Railroad Avenue 

I say \\hat would I do? 
It's bad enough to die hut 
I don't want frcczin' too. 

I'm waitiu' for de springtime 
An' de roses red, 
Waitin' for de springtime 
\\·1ten de roses red 
'Ll make a nice C:o\'enn' 
Fer a gal that's dead. 

Dusk dark 
On Radroad A\tllllC. 
Lights in the fi,h joints. 
Lights 111 the pool rooms. 
A box-car some tram 
Has for;;ottcn 
In the middle of the 
Block. 
A player piano, 
A Yidrola. 

9+' 
\\las the number. 

A hm 
Lounging on il corner. 
A pas.>ing girl 
\\lith pmplc powdered skin. 

Laughter 
Suddcnh 
Like a tant drum. 
I .:mghtcr 
Snddcnh· 
�citl1er truth nor lie. 
I.aug!Jtcr 

I lardcning the dmk dark evcuing. 
Laughter 

Shaking the lights in the fish joinh, 
Rolling white balls in the pool roo Ills, 
And leaving untouched the box-car 
Some train has forgotten. 



Elevator Boy 

Stars 

I got a job now 
Runnin · an elevator 
!n \he Dcnni�on l lote\ in  �crscy. 
Job ain't no good though. 
No money around. 

Jobs are just chances 
Like everything else. 
Maybe a little luck now, 
Maybe not. 
\.1ayhe a good job sometimes: 
Step out o' the b;mcl, boy. 

Two new �uits an' 
A woman to �lccp with. 

:\.Iaybc no luck for a long time. 
Onlv the elevator� 
Coin' up an' clown, 
Up om' down, 
Or :,omebodv else's shoes 
To shmc, 
Or greasy pols in a dirty kitchen. 

I been runnin' thi, 
Elevator too long. 
Guess I'll quit now. 

0, sweep of star' over I Iarlcm streets, 
0, little breath of ohlinon that is night. 

A city building 
To a mother's song. 
A city dreaming 
To a lullaby. 

Reach up yom hand, dark hoy, �mel take a star. 
Out of the little breath of oblivion 

That i'i night, 
Take just 
One star. 



Brass Spittoons 

Clean the spittoons, boy. 
DetroJt, 
Chicago, 
Atlantic City, 
Palm Beach. 

Clean the spittoons. 
The steam 111 hotel kitchens, 
And the smoke in hotel lobbies, 
And the slime in hotel spittoons; 
Part of mv life 

Hey, boy! 
A nickel, 
A dime, 
A dollar, 

TviO dolhus a clay. 
Hey, boy! 
A nickel, 
A dime, 
A dollar, 
Two dollars 

Buy'i shoes for the baby. 
House rent to pay. 
Gin on Satnrday, 
Church on Sunday. 

My God! 
Babies and gin and church 
and women and Sundav 
all mixed up with dime� and 
dollars and clean spittoons 
and house rent to pay. 

Hey, boyr 
A bright bowl of bras� is beautiful to the Lord. 
Bright polished brass like the cymbals 
Of King David's dancers, 
Like the wine cup� of Solomon. 

Hey, boyr 
A clean spittoon on the altar of the Lord. 
A clean bright spittoon all newly polished,­
At least I can offer that. 

Come 't:re, hov! 
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The New Cabaret Girl 

Argument [1) 

That lillie yaller gal 
Wid blue-green eyes: 
If her (bddv a1n 't white 
Would be a surprise. 

She don't drink gin 
An' she don't like corn. 
I asked her one night 
Vv'here she was born. 

An' she say, Iloney, 
l don't know 
\Vhcrc I come from 
Or where I go. 

That crazy little yallcr gnl 
\Vid blue-green eves: 
If her daddy ain't fay 
Would be <1 surprise. 

An' she �d there a cryin' 
In de cnkJTct 
A lookin · all s<Jd 
When she ought to play. 

?vl y God, I says, 
You can't live that way! 
Babe you can't 
Live that way! 

::--Jow lookahere, gal, 
Don't YOu talk 'bout me. 
I got mo' hair 'n \'OU evah did see, 
An' if I ain't high �·aller 
I ain't coal black, 
So what you said 'bout me 
You bettah take it back. 

Now, listen, Corrine. 
I don't talk 'bout you. 



Saturday Night 

l's got much mo' 
Important things to do. 

All right, gal, 
But I'm speakin' ma mind: 
You bettah keep yo' freight train 
Off ma I me. 

Play it once. 
0, play some more. 
Charlie is a gambler 
An' Sadie is a whore. 

A glass o' Thhiskey 
An' a glass o' gin: 
Strut, Mr. Charlie, 
Till de dawn comes in. 

Pawn yo' gold watch 
An' diamond ring. 
Cit a quart o' licker, 
Let's shake dat thing! 

Skcc-dc-dad! De-dad! 
Doo-.doo-doo! 
Won't be nothin' left 
\Vhcn de \\"orms git throngh 
An' you's a long time 
Dead 
VVhcn you is 
Dead, too. 

So beat dat drum, boy! 
Shout dat song: 
Shake 'em up an' shake 'em up 
All night long. 

Hcyl Hey! 
Ho . . Hum! 
Do it, Mr. Charlie, 
Till de red dawn come. 
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The Cat and the Saxophone (2 a.m.) 

EVERYBODY 
lblf-pint,­
Gin? 
No, make it 
LOVES MY BABY 
corn. You like 
liquor, 
don't you, honey::> 
BUT MY BABY 
Sure. Kiss me, 
DON'T LOVE NOBODY 
daddy. 
BUT ME. 
Sav! 
EVERYBODY 
Yes7 
WANTS MY BABY 
I'm your 
BUT MY BABY 
sweetie, ain't I? 
DONT WANT NOBODY 
Sme. 
BUT 
Then let's 
ME, 
do it! 
SWEET\fE. 
Charleston, 
mamma! 

To a Little Lover·Lass, Dead 

She 
\Vho searched for lovers 
In the night 
Has gone the quiet way 



Harlem Night Club 

Into the still, 
Dcuk land of death 
Beyond the rim of day. 

:\ow like a little lonely waif 
She walks 
An endless street 
And gi\·es her kiss to nothingness. 
Would God his lips were swcctl 

Sleek black boys in a cabaret 
Jazz-band, jazz-band,-
Piay, plAY, PlAY! 
Tomorrow. who knows? 
Dance todm·! 

White girh' eres 
Call gay black boys. 
Black boys' lips 
Grin jungle joys. 

Dark brown girls 
In blond men's arms. 
jazz-band, J<!Zz-bcmd,­
Sing E\'c's charms! 

Vlhite ones, brown ones, 
What do you know 
About tomorrow 
Where all paths go? 

Jazz-boys, jazz-bo�;s,­
Play, plAY, PLA.Y! 
Tomorrow. . is darkness. 
Joy today! 



Midnight Dancer 
(To a Black D�nccr in 'The Little Samy") 

Blues Fantasy 

Wine-maiden 
Of the jazz-tuned night, 
Lips 
Sweet as pmple dew, 
Breasts 
Like the pillm1-s of all �IH.:ct drc<lrm, 
\Vho crushed 
The grapes of joy 
AllC! dripped their juice 
On vou? 

Hey! Hey! 
That's what the 
Bines singers say. 
Singing minor melodies 
They laugh, 
Hey! Hcyl 

r-.h lll<Ht's done left me, 
Chile, he's gouc away 
::vly good man's left me, 
Rahc, he's gone away. 
Now the cryin' blues 
! !aunts me night and day. 

! lev! . . .  Hey! 

Weary, 
Weary, 
Trouble, pam. 
Sun's gonna shine 
Somewhere 
Again. 

! got a railroad ticket, 
Pack my trunk and ride. 

Sing 'em, sister! 

Cot a railroad ticket, 
Pack my trunk and ride. 
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And when I get on the train 
I'll cast my blue> aside. 

Laughing, 
Hey! . . .  Hey! 
Laugh a loud, 
Hey! Hey! 

Lenox Avenue: Midnight 

Poe me d' Automne 

The rhythm of l ife 
Is a jazz rhythm, 
Honey. 
The gods are laughing at us. 

The broken heart of love, 
The weary, weary heart of pain,­

Ovcrtones, 
Undertones, 

To the rumble of street cars, 
To the swish of rain. 

Lenox Avenue, 
Honey. 
Midnight, 
And the gods arc laughmg at us. 

The autumn leaves 
Are too he a\ y with color. 
The slender trees 
On the Vulcan Road 
Are dressed in scarlet and gold 
I .ike young courtesans 
Waiting for their lovm. 
But soon 
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March Moon 

As I Grew Older 

The w inter wind'i 
Will strip their boche> bare 
Ami then 
The sharp, >ieet-stung 
Caresses of the cold 
\Vill be their onlv 
Love. 

The moon is naked. 
The wind has undressed the moon. 
The wind ha<; blown all the cloud-garments 
Off the body of the moon 
And now >he's naked , 
Stark naked. 

But why don't you blush, 
0 shameless moon? 
Don't you know 
It isn't nice to be naked? 

It was a long time ago. 
I have almost forgotten my dream. 
But it was there then, 
In front of me, 
Bright like a sun-
:rvly dream. 

And then the wall rose, 
Rose slowly, 
Slowly, 
Between lllC and my dream. 
Rose slowly, slmvly, 
Dimmmg, 
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Hiding, 
The light of my dream. 
Rose until it touched the skv-
The wall. 

' 

Shadow. 
I am black. 

I lie down in the shadow. 
No longer the light of my dream before me, 
Above me. 
Only the thick wall. 
Only the shadow 

My hands' 
My dark hands! 
Break through the wall! 
Find my dream' 
Help me to shatter this darkness, 
To sm<Jsh th1s night, 
To break this sh<Jclow 
Into a thousand lights of sun, 
Into a thousand whirling dreams 
Of sun! 

Harlem Night Song 

Come, 
Let us roam the night together 
Singing. 

J lo\'e you. 

Across 
The Harlem roof-tops 
Moon is shming. 
Night sky is blue. 
Stars <Ire great drops 
Of golde� dev.'. 

Down the street 
A band is playing. 
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Ardella 

Pierrot 

I love you. 

Come, 
Let us roam the night together 
Singing. 

I would liken you 
To a night without stars 
Were it not for your eyes. 
I would liken you 
To a sleep without dreams 
\Vcre it not for your songs. 

I work all day, 
Said Simple John, 
Myself a house to buy. 
I work all day, 
Said Simple john, 
But Pierro! \\·undered why. 

For Pierrot loved the long white road, 
And Pierro! loved the moon, 
And Pierro! loved a star-filled sky, 
And the breath of a rose in June. 

I have one wife, 
Said Simple John, 
And, faith, ! love her yet. 
I have one wife, 
Said Simple John, 
But Pierro! left Picrrette. 

For Pierrot saw a world of girls, 
And Pierrot loved each one, 
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And Picrrot thought all maidens fair 
As flowers in the sun. 

Ol1. I am good, 
Said Simple John, 
The Lord will take me in. 
Y cs, I am good, 
Said Simple John, 
But l'ierrot's steeped in sin. 

For Pierrot played on a slim guitar, 
And Pierrot loved the moon, 
And Pierrot ran down the long white road 
With the burgher's wife one June. 

Water-Front Streets 

A Farewell 

The spring is not so beautiful there­
But dream ships sail away 

To where the spring is wondrous rare 
And life is gay. 

The spring is not so henutiful there­
But lads put out to sea 

Vv'ho carry beauties m their hearts 
And dreams, like me. 

With gypsies ami sailors, 
Wanderers ofthe hills and sea�, 
I go to seek my fortune. 
With pious folk and fair 
I must have a parting. 
But you will I lOt mi�s me,­
You who live between the hills 
And have never seen the �eas. 



Long Trip 

Port Town 

Sea Calm 

'!'he sea is a wilderness of waves, 
A desert of water. 
We dip and dive, 
Rise and roll, 
Hide and are hidden 
On the sea. 

Day, night, 
:--Jight, day, 

The sea is a desert of waves, 
A wilderness of water. 

Hello, sailor boy, 
In from the sea! 
Hello, sailor, 
Come with me! 

Come on drink cognac. 
Rather have wine? 
Come here, I love you. 
Come and be mine. 

Lights, sailor boy, 
\V;um, 1vhite lights. 
Solid land, kid. 
Wild, white nights. 

Come on, sailor, 
Out o' the sea. 
Let's go, sv,.-cetie! 
Come with me. 

How still, 
How strangely still 
The water is today. 
It is not good 
For 1vatcr 
To be so still that wav. 

97 



Caribbean Sunset 

Seascape 

Natcha 

Cod having a hemorrhage, 
Blood coughed across the sky, 
Staining the dark se<J red, 
That is sunset m tht Caribbean. 

Off the coast of Ireland 
As our ship passed by 

\Vc saw a lmc of fishing ships 
Etched against the sky. 

Off the coast of J<ngland 
As we rode the foam 

We saw au Imhan merchantman 
Commg home. 

0latcha, offering love, 
For ten shillings offerin�; love. 
Offering: A night with me, honey. 
A long, sweet night \\ilh me. 

Come, drink p:o�lm wine. 
Come, drink kisses. 

A long, dream night with me. 



Death of an Old Seaman 

Sick Room 

We buried him high on a windy hill, 
But his �oul \\Cnl out to sea. 
I know, for I heard, when all was still, 
His se<J-soul say to me: 

Put no tombstone at m1· head, 
For here I do not make

' 
my bed. 

Stre11- no flowers Oil mv grave, 
I've gone back to the wind and l'>'m·c. 
Do not, do not weep for me, 
For l am happy with my sea. 

HO\v quiet 
It is m this sick room 
\Vhere on the bed 
A silent woman lies bctv ... ccn two !0\·crs ­
Lifc and Death. 
And <�II three covered with a sheet of pain. 

To the Dark Mercedes of "EI Palacio de Amor" 

�Icrcedcs is a jungle-Iii!· in a death house. 
Mercedes is a doomed star. 
Mercedes is a charnel rose. 
Co where gold 
\Viii fall at the feet of your beauty, 
r-..·lerccdes. 
Go where they will pay you well 
For your loveliness. 

99 



Mulatto 

I am your son, white man! 

Georgia dusk 
And the turpentine woods. 
One of the pillars of the temple fell. 

You are my son! 
Like hell! 

The moon over the turpentine woods. 
The Southern night 
Full of stars. 
Great big yellow stars. 

\Vhaf s a body but a toy? 
Juicy bodies 
Of nigger \\·enchcs 
Blue black 
Against black fences. 
0, you little bastard boy, 
What's a body but a toy? 

The scent of pine \\Ood stings the soft night air. 
What's the hody of your mother? 

Silver moonlight C\'erywhcrc. 
What's the body of your mother? 

Sharp pine scent in the eve11ing air. 
A nigger mght, 
A nigger Joy, 
A little yellow 
Bastard boy. 

Naw, you ain't my brother. 
Niggen� ain't my brother. 
Not ever. 
Niggers ain't my brother. 

The Southern night is ful l  of stars, 
Great big yello\v stars. 

0, sweet as e:nth, 
Dusk dark bodies 
Give sweet birth 

To little yellow bastard boys. 

Cit on back there in the night, 
You ain't white. 
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A Letter to Anne 

The bright stars scatter cveryv>here. 
Pine wood scent in the evening air. 

A nigger night, 
i\ nigger joy. 

I am your son, white man! 

A !itt!e ve!low 
Bastarcl'boy. 

Since l !eft you, Anne, 
l have seen nothing but you. 
Every day 
Has been your face, 
And every night yom hand 
And every road 
Your voice calling me. 
And every rock and every flower and tree 
Has been a touch of you. 
Nowhere 
Have I seen anything else but you, 
Anne. 

In the Mist of the Moon 

In the mist of the moon I saw you, 
0, Nanette, 
And you were lovelier than the moon. 

You were darkness, 
And the body of darkness. 
And light, 
And the body of light. 

In the mist of the moon I saw you, 
Dark :--Janette. 



Spirituals 

Rocks and the finn roots of trees. 
The nsmg shafts of mountams. 
Something strong to put my hands on. 

Sing, 0 Lord Jesus! 
Song IS a strong thing. 
I heard my mother singing 
When life hurt her: 

Canna ride in my charwl some day! 

The branches rise 
From the firm roots of trees. 
The mountains rise 
From the solid lap of emth. 
The \\·aves nse 
From the dead weight of sea. 

Sing, 0 black mother! 
Song is a strong thmg. 

for an Indian Screen 

Clutching at trees and chming rocks 
And panting and climbing 
Until he reached !he top 
A tiger m India 
Surmounted a cliff one day 
\Vhen the hunters were behind him 
And his lair was far away. 
A black and golden tiger 
Climbed a red cliffs side 
And men in black and golden gowns 
Sought the tiger's hide. 

0, splendid, supple animal: 
Against the cliffs red face: 
/\ picture for an Indian screen 
\Vo\'en in silks of subtle sheen 
/\nd broidered in yellow lace, 
A picture for an Indian screen 
As a prince's gift to some ebony queen 
In a far-off land like a fairy scene. 
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Day 

Passing Love 

\Vhcre most surely comes <1 day 
\\-'hen all t!Je sweets yon\·e gorged 
Will turn your stomach sick 
And all the friends you've loved 
Vv'ill go away 
And every gold swift hour 
Will be an hour uf pain 
And every sun-filled cloud 
A cloud of rnin 
And CYC!l the withered flowers 
Will lose their long-held faint perfume 
And you alone will be with you 
In that last room,-
Only your single selves together 
Facing a single do01n. 

Because you are to me a song 
l mmt not sing you over-long. 

Because you are to me a prayer 
I cannot say you everywhere. 

Because you are to me a rose -
You w11l not stay when summer goes. 

Lincoln Monument: Washington 

1 ,ct's go see old Abe 
Sitting in the marble and the moonlight, 
Sitting lonely in the marble and the moonlight, 
Quiet for ten thousand centuries, old Abe. 
Quiet for a million, million vear.�. 

Quiet� 

And yet a voice forever 
Against the 
Timeless walls 
Of time� 
Old Abe. 



Song for a Dark Girl 

Wa:r Down South in Dixie 
(Break the hc,nt of me) 

They hung my black young lover 
To a cross roads tree. 

Way Dov.·'!l South in Dix1c 
(Brniscd body fugh in <m) 

I asked the white Lord }csns 
\\1Jat was the use of pra!·cr. 

Way Down South in Dix1c 
(Break the heart of me) 

Love is a naked shadow 
On a gnarled and naked tree. 

Gal's Cry for a Dying Lover 

Heard de owl a hootin', 
Knowccl somcboch 's 'bout to die. 
Heard de owl a hootin', 
Knowcd somcbody's 'bout to die. 
Put rna head un'neath de kiver, 
Started in to moan an' cry. 

Hound dawg's barkin' 
Meam he's gonna leave this world. 
Hound dawg's barkill' 
f\.1eans he's gonna leave this \vorld. 
0, Lawd have mercy 
On a po' black girl. 

Black an' ugly 
But he sho do treat me kind. 
I'm black an' ugly 
But he sho do treat rnc kind. 
High-11!-heabcn Jesus, 
Please don't take this man o' mme. 



Desire 

Poem for Youth 

Desire to us 
V·/as like a double death, 
Swift dymg 
Of our mingled breath, 
Evaporation 
Of an unknown strange perfume 
Behvcen us quickly 
In a naked 
Room. 

Raindrops 
On the crumbling walls 
Of tradition, 
Sunlight 
Acros� mouldy pits 
Of vcstcrday. 

Oh, 
\Vise old men, 
\Vh<Jf do you say 
About the fiddles 
And the jaa 
And the loud Hcv! Hey! 
About the chmcing gnls, 
And the langhing boys, 
And the brilliant lights, 
And the blaril!g joys, 
The firecracker days 
And the mghts,-
I .ove-to�·s? 

Staid old men, 
What do �·ou say 
About sun-filled ram 
Drowning �;esterday? 



The Naughty Child 

Girl 

cl1le naughty child 
\Vho ventured to go cut flowers, 
Fell into the mill-pond 
And was drowned. 
But the good children all 
Arc living yet, 
Nice folks now 
In a very nice town. 

She lived in sinful happiness 
And died in pain. 
She danced in sunshine 
And laughed in rain. 

She went one summer morning 
When flowers spread the plain, 
But she told evervbodv 
She was coming back

-
again. 

Folks made a coffin 
And hid her deep in earth. 
Seems like she said: 
My body 
Brings new birth. 

For sure there grew flowers 
And tall young trees 
And sturdy weeds and grasses 
To sway in the bree;.c. 

And sure she lived 
In growing things 
With no pain 
To laugh in sunshine 
And dance in rain. 
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Wise Men 

Ma Lord 

Tapestry 

Let me become dce�d cved 
Like a fish,-
I'm sure then I'd be wise 
For <11l the wise men I've seen 
l tnc hall dead C\TS. 

I ,ct llle learn to fit all things 
Into law and rule: 
I'd be the proper person then 
To teach a school. 

\·le� Lord ain't no stuck-up man. 
:VIa I .orcl, he ain't proud. 
VVhen he goes a-walkin' 
l ie gi\·cs me his hand. 
"Youma friend," he 'lowed . 

.\1a Lord knowcd what it was to work. 
He kn(mcJ how to prav 
l\·la Lord's life was tro!!ble, too, 
Trouble ever day. 

;vta [,ord ain't no stuck-up man. 
He's a friend o' mine. 
\Vhcn He went to heaben, 
His soul orr fire, 
He tole me I was g\\·inc 
! !c said, "Shu you'll come Wl(l Me 
An' be nw friend through eternity." 

Men who ride strange wild horses 
Down dangerous glens and glades, 
Men who draw keen sharp swords, 
Toledo or Oamascus blades, 
Men who swear and laugh and love 
And live ami sing like truttbadours,­
·wrinkled old beldams somewhere 
Are dreaming of old amours. 



Success 

Here I sit \.\'ith nw hellv full 
And he who migl1t ha1:e been my brother 
Walks hnngrv in the ram. 

Here I �it with my hell�· full 
And she ! might have loved 
Seeks someone in the shadows 
To whom she mav sell her bod1·. 

Here I sit with my belly full, 
No longer in the rain, 
1\o longer the shadows for the 
Woman [ lo\·e, 
:\o longer hunger. 

Success is a great big beefsteak 
With onions on it, 
And I eat. 

Nocturne for the Drums 

Gay little devils 
That hide in gin 
And tickle black boys 
Under the chin 
And make them laugh, 
Gay little devils 
That lurk in kisses, 
And shme in the eyes 
Of ebony misses, 
Shine in their eves: 
'vVhee-e-c!! 

. 

0-o-o-o . . .  Boom! 
Jazz band in a cabaret! 
111c qlllck red hom 
Before the day. 

w8 



For Salome 

Being Old 

cl'hcre 
Is no sweetness 
In the kiss 
Of a mouth 
Unwarm and clc<Jd, 
And even pa��ion'� 
Flaming bliss 
Turns ashen 
In a ch<Jrncl bed. 
Salome 
Of the wmc-rcd hps, 
\Vhat V.'rmlcl you with death "s hc<Jd? 

If� became you are so young,­
You do 11ol umkrstand. 

But we arc old 
As the jungle tree� 
That bloomed forever, 
Old as the forgotten rivers 
That flowed into the earth. 

Surely we know what you do not know; 
JoJ of living, 
Usclc.>�nc�s of things. 

You are too young to understand !"ct. 
Build another skvscraper 
Touching the stars. 

\Ve sit with our backs agmmt a tree 
Ami watch skyscrapers tumble 
And stars forget. 

Solomon built a temple 
And it mmt ha\'e fallen down. 
It isn't here now 

We knm\ some things, being old, 
You do not understand. 



Freedom Seeker 

I see a woman with wings 
Trying to escape from a cage 
And the cage door 
Has fallen on her wings. 
They arc long wings 
Which drag on the ground 
When she stands up, 
But she hasn't enough strength 
'l"o pull them away 
From the weight of the cage door, 
She is caught and held by her wings. 

Parisian Beggar Woman 

Once vou \\-ere young. 
:\ow, hunched in the cold, 
:\obody cares 
Th�t you are old. 

Once you \\ere bc,mtiful. 
0/ow, in the street, 
No one remembers 
Your lips \.\'ere sweet. 

Oh, withered old \.\·oman 
Of rue Fontamc, 
0lobody but death 
Will kiss you again. 

I Thought It Was Tangiers I Wanted 

I know now 
That Notre Dame is in Paris. 
And the Seine is more to me now 
Than a wriggling line on a map 
Or a name in travel stories. 

I know now 
There is a Crystal Palace in Anffi'erp 
Where a hundred women sell their naked bodies, 
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Dreamer 

And the nigbt-lo\·ers of sailors 
Wait for men on docks l1l Genoa. 

I know now 
That a great golden moon 
Like a picture-hook moon 
Really rises behind palm grove� 
In Africa, 
And tom-toms do beat 
In village squares under the mango trees. 

I know now 
That Venice is a church dome 
And a net-work of canals, 
Tangiers a wllltenes� under sun. 
I thought 
It was '] "angier� I 'A anted, 
Or the gargoyles of Notre Dame, 
Or the Crystal Palace in Antwerp, 
Or the golden palm-grove moon in Africa, 
Or a church dome and a net-work of canah. 

Happiness hcs nowhere, 
Some old fool said, 
If not \\"ithin oneself. 

It's a sure thing 
:\otre Dame is in Paris,-
l3ut I thought it was Tangiers I wanted. 

I take my drce�m� 
And make of them a bronze vase. 
And a wide round fountain 
With a beautiful statue in its center, 
And a song with a broken heart, 
And I ask you: 
Do you understand my dreams' 
Sometimes you say you do 
And sometimes you say you lion"!. 
Either way 
It doesn't rrwttcr. 
I continue to dream. 



Hey! 

Hey! Hey! 

Bad Man 

Sun's a settin', 
This is what I'm gonna )ing. 
Sun's a settin', 
This is what I'm gonna smg: 
I feels de blues a comin', 
Wonder what de hlne'i'll bring? 

Sun's a risin', 
This is gonnn he ma �ong. 
Sun's a risin', 
This is gonna be ma song. 
I could he blne but 
I been blue all night long. 

I'm a bad, bad man 
Cause everybody tells me so. 
I'm a bad, bad man. 
Everybody tells me so. 
I takes ma meanness and ma Iicker 
Evcnvhere l go. 

I beats ma wife an' 
I beats ma 'iide gal too. 
Beal'i rna wife an' 
Beats ma side gal too. 
Don't kmm whv J do it but 
It keeps me from fcelin' blue. 

I'm �o bad I 
Don't c\·cn want to be good. 
So bad, bad, bad I 
Don't even want to be good. 
I'm goin' to de Jcyi] an' 
l wouldn't go to hcaben if I could. 



Closing Time 

Prize fighter 

Starter! 

Her face is pale 
In the doorway light 
Her lip� blood red 
AnJ her skin blue white. 

T:oiXl! 

I'm hrcd. 

Deep . . .  River. 

0, Cod, please! 

The river and the moon hold memories. 

Cornets play. 
Dancers wlmL 
Death, be kind. 

\Vhat >vas tl1c CO\er ch<�rge, kid? 

To a little drowned girl. 

Only dumb guys fight. 
Ifl wasn't dumb 
I wouldn't be fightin'. 
I could make six dollar� a clay 
On the docks 
And !'d save more than I do now. 

Only dnmb guys fight. 
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Crap Game 

l .cmmc roll 'em, boy. 
I got rna tail curled! 
If a seven don't come 
'I .even ain't far away. 
An' ifl craps, 
Dark bab,·, 
Trouble 
Don't last all de time. 
Hit 'em, bones! 

Ballad of Gin Mary 

Carried me to de court, 
Judge was settin' there. 
Looked all <�round me, 
Didn't have a friend nowhere 

Judge Pierce he S<l)S, 1\-lary. 
Old Judge says, i'vlary Jane, 
Ever time I mounts this bench 
I sees yo' face again. 

0, LawJI 0, Lawd! 
0, Lawd . . L<n�·dee! 
Seems like bad Iicker, 
Judge, won't let me be. 

Old Judge �ays you'� a drunkard. 
Fact is vou worries me 
Cwine gin: you eighteen months 
So lickcr'll let you be. 

Eighteen month� m jail! 
0, eighteen month� locked in! 
Won't be so bad in jail 
But I'll miss rna gin. 

0, please sir, Judge, have mercy! 
Have mercy, please, on me! 
Old h:nd-faced Judge sa)S eighteen months 
Till lickcr'll ld yon be. 
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Death of Do Dirty: A Rounder's Song 

0, you can't find a huddy 
Any old time 
'LI help vou out 
When you ain't got a dime. 

lle was a friend o' mine. 

They called him Do Dirty 
Came he was black 
An' had cut his gal 
An' shot a man in de back. 

Ma friend o' mine. 

But when l was hungry, 
Had notlun' to eat, 
He bought me corn bread 
An' a stew o' meat. 

Good friend o' rnme. 

An' when de cops got me 
An' put me in jail 
If Dirty had de money 
He'd go ma bail. 

0, friend o' mine. 

That night he got kilt 
I was standin' in de street. 
Somebody comes b;.· 
An' says yo' boy is gcttin' beat. 

Ma friend o' mine. 

Bnt when I got there 
An' seen de ambulance 
A guy was sayin' 
He ain't got a chance. 

Best friend o' mine. 

An' de ones that kilt him,­
Damn their souls,-
I'm gonna fill 'em up full o' 
Bullet hob. 

Ma friend o' mine. 



Porter 

Sport 

I mmt say 
Yes, �ir, 
To yon all the time. 
Yes, sir1 
Yc�, sir! 
All m1· davs 
C!imimlg up a great big mountain 
Of yes, sirs! 

Rich old white man 
Ovms the world. 
Gimme �-o' shoes 
To shine. 

Yes, sir! 

I.ife 
For him 
Must be 
The �hiH.'ring of 
A great drum 
Beaten 11·ith s1�ift sticks 
'!hen at the closing hom 
The lights go out 
And there is no music at all 
And death becomes 
An empty cabaret 
And eternity an unblown saxophone 
And yesterday 
A glass of gin 
Drunk long 
Ago. 
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Shout 

Fire 

Listen to vo' prophets. 
Little Jesus! 

Listen lo yo' saints! 

Fire, 
Fire, Lord! 
Fire gonna burn ma soul! 

I am't been good, 
I ain't been dean-
! been stinkin', low-down, mean. 

Fire, 
Fire, Lord! 
F1rc gonna burn rna soul! 

Tell me, brother, 
Do you bdie\·e 
If  you wan\a go to hcaben 
Got to moan an' grie\e? 

Fire, 
Fire, l .ord! 
Fire gonna burn ma sou ]I  

I been skctlin', 
Been tell in' lies, 
Had more women 
Than Pharaoh had wives. 

Fire, 
Fire, Lord! 
Fire gonna burn ma soul !  
I means Fire, Lord! 
Fire gonna burn ma �oul! 
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Moan 

Angels Wings 

I'm deep in trouble, 
:'\iobody to under�tand, 

Lord, I ,ord! 

Deep in trouble, 
Nobod} to understand, 

0, Lord! 

Conna pray to rna Jesus, 
Ask him to gimrne His hand. 

\1a Lord! 

I'm moanin', moanin', 
Nobody cares just why. 

No, Lord! 

Moanin', moanin', 
Feels like I could die. 

0, Lord! 

Sho, there must be peace, 
!vfa Jesus, 

Somewhere in yo' sk}. 
Yes, Lord! 

The angels wings is white a'i snow, 
0, white as snow, 

White 
" 

snO\V. 
The angels wings is \\'bite as snow, 

But I drug rna wings 
In the dirty mire. 
0, I drug rna wings 
All through the fire. 

But the angels wmgs is white as snow, 
White 

" 
snow. 
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Sinner 

Cora 

Workin' Man 

Have mercy, Lord! 

Po' an' bl<�ck 
An' humble an' lonc�ome 
An' a sinner in �·o' sight. 

Have mercy, Lonl! 

I broke my heart this mornin', 
Ain't got 110 heart no more. 
Next time a man comes ncar me 
Conna shut an' lock mv door 
Cause they treat me mean­
The ones I love. 
They always treat me mean. 

I works all day 
Wid a p1ck an' a shoveL 
Comes home at night,­
lt ain't nothin' bnt a hoveL 

I calls for ma woman 
When I opens de door. 
She''i out in de street,­
Ain't nothin' but a 'bore. 

I does her good 
An' I treats her fine, 
But she don't gimme Iovin' 
Cause she ain't de right kind. 

I'm a hard workin' man 
An' I shu pays double 
Cause I tries to be good 
An' gits nothin' but trouble. 
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Baby 

Evil Woman 

A Ruined Gal 

Albert! 
J ley, Albert! 
Don't you play in dat road. 

You see dem trucks 
A-gain' by. 
One run ovah you 
An' you die. 

Albert, don't you play in dat road. 

I ain't gonna mistreat ma 
Good gal any more. 
I'm just gonna kill her 
Next time she makes me sore. 

l treats her kind but 
She don't do me right. 
She fights an' quarrels most 
Ever night. 

I can't ha\'e no woman's 
Got such low-down ways, 
Cause a blue-gummed woman 
Ain't de style now davs. 

I brought her from de South 
An' she's goin' on back 
Else I'll use her head 
For a c<�rpct tack. 

Standin' by de lonesome ri\'crside 
After de boat's done gone, 

Po' weary me 
Won't be nobody's bride 
Cause I is long gone wrong. 
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Black Gal 

Standin' by de weary riverside 
'vVhcn de boat comes in, 

Po' lonesome me 
Won't meet nobodv 
Cause I ain't got no friend. 

By de edge o' de weary riverside 
:\ight-time's com in' down. 

Ain't nothin' for a ruined gal 
But jump overboard an' drown. 

0, de lonesome nvcr�idc, 
0, de wicked water. 

Damn ma black old mammy's soul 
For ever havin' a daughter. 

I's always been a \\'orkin' girl. 
I treated Albert fine. 
Ain't cut him wid no razor, 
Ain't never been unkind. 

Yet it seems like ahvavs 
Men takes all thcv can from me 
Then they goes an' finds a yallcr gal 
An' lets me be. 

I dressed up Albert Johnson. 
I bought him suits o' clothes, 
An' soon as he got out de barrel 
Then out ma door he goes. 

Yet I ain't never been no bad one. 
Can't help it cause I'm black. 
I hates them rinney yaller gals 
An' I wants rna Albert back. 
Ma little, short, sweet, brownskin boy,­
Oh, Cod, I wants him back! 



Sun Song 

Sun and softness, 
Sun and the beaten hanlne>s of the earth, 
Sun and the song of all the sun-stars 
Gathered together-
Dark ones of Africa, 
l bring yon my songs 
To sing on the Georgia roads. 

Magnolia Flowers 

The qniet fading out of life 
In a corner full of ugliness. 

I went look in' for magnolia flowers 
But I didn't find 'em. 
I went lookin' for magnolia flowers in the dusk 
And there was onlv this corner 
Full of ugliness. 

'Scuse me, 
I didn't mean to sf11mp rna toe on you, lady. 

There ought to be magnohas 
Somewhere m this dusk. 

'Scuse me, 
I didn't mean to stump rna toe on you. 

Red Silk Stockings 

Put on yo' red silk stockings, 
Black gal. 
Go out an' let de white hoys 
l .ook at yo' legs. 

. 

Ain't nothin' to do for ;.·ou, nohow, 
Round this tmvn,-



Young Gal's Blues 

You's too pretty. 
Put on yo' reJ silk stockings. gal, 
An' tomorrow's chile'll 
Be a high yaller. 

Co out an' let de white boys 
Look at yo' legs. 

I'm gonna walk to the graveyard 
'Hind rna fncnd 1'd1ss Cora Lee. 
Canna walk to the graveyard 
'Hind rna dear friend Cora Lee 
Cause when I'm dead some 
Body'll have to walk behind me. 

I'm goin' to the po' house 
To see ma old Aunt Clew. 
Coin' to the po' house 
To see ma old Aunt Clew. 
\Vhcn I' Ill old an' ngl� 
I'll \\·ant to sec somebody, too. 

The po' home is Iandy 
An' the grave 1s cold. 
0, the po' house is lonely, 
The graveyard grave is cold. 
Rut I'd rather he dead than 
To be ugly an' old. 

\Vhcn love is gone what 
Can a young gal do? 
V.·llen love i'i gone, 0, 
\Vhat can a young gal do' 
Keep on a-lovin' me, daddy, 
Cause I don't want to he blue. 
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Hard Daddy 

I went to ma daddy. 
Says Daddy I have got the blues. 
Went to ma daddv, 
Says Daddy I hav� got the blues. 
Ma daddy says, Hom:\·, 
Can't you bnng no better news? 

I cried on his shoulder but 
He turned his back on me. 
Cried on his shoulder bot 
He turned his back on me. 
He said a woman's cryin's 
Ne\·er gonna bother me. 

I wish I h<1d wings to 
Fly like the eagle flies. 
Wish I had wings to 
Fly like the eagle flies. 
I'd A v on ma man an' 
I'd scratch out both his eye>. 

Sunset-Coney Island 

The sun, 
Like the red yolk of a rotten egg, 
Fall� bduml the roller-coaster 
And the horizon sticks 
With a putrid odor of colors. 
Down on the beach 
A little Jewish tailor from the Bronx, 
With a bad stom:o�ch, 
Throws up the hot-dog sandwiches 
He ate in the afternoon 
While life to him 
Is like a sick tomato 
In a garbage can. 
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Lover's Return 

Nonette 

My old time daddy 
Came back home last night. 
His face was pale and 
His eyes didn't look just right. 

He says, "':Vh:uy, I'm 
Comin' home to vou­
So �ick and lonesome 
I don't know what to do.'' 

Oh, men treats women 
Just like a pair o' shoes­
You kicks 'em round and 
Does 'em like you choose. 

I looked at my daddy­
l .awd! and I wanted to cry. 
He looked so thm-
I .a'A-d! that I wanted to cry. 
But the devil told me: 

Damn a lover 
Come home to die1 

You wound my soul with a thousand spears, 
Yon bathe my wounds in a flood of tears, 
:--.loncttc. 

Yon give me a rose whose breath is sweet, 
Whose petals are pm�oii and death to eat, 
Noncttc. 

And when I am dead you do not cry, 
But your poor heart breaks, too, ;md you, too, die_ 

"5 



Alabama Earth {At Booker Washington's grave) 

Deep in Alabama earth 
Hi� buried body lies-
But higher than the singing pines 
And taller than the skies 
And out of Alabama earth 
To all the world there goes 
The truth a simple heart has held 
And the strength a strong hand knows, 
While over Alabama earth 
These words are gently spoken: 
Serve-and hate will die unborn. 
Love-and chains are broken. 

Mazie Dies Alone in the City Hospital 

Hurt 

I hate to die this way with the quiet 
Over everything like a shroud. 
I'd rather die where the band's a-playin' 
Noisy and loud. 

I'd rather die in the way l livcd,­
Drunk and rowdy and gay! 
Cod! why did you ever curse me 
Makin' me die this way? 

Who cares 
About the hurt in your heart? 

!\'lake a song like this 
for a jazz band to play: 

Nobody cares. 
Nobody cares. 

Make a song like that 
From your lips. 

Nobody cares. 



Lady in Cabaret 

She knows 
The end of the evening will come,­
It has come before. 
And if it should never come again. 
Wcll,-
Just that much more 
A bore. 

Dear Lovely Death 

Flight 

Dear lovely Death 
That taketh all things under wing­
!\' ever to kill-
Only to change 
Into some other thing 
This suffcrillg flesh, 
To m<Jke it either more or less, 
But not again the same­
Dear lovely Death, 
Change is thy other name. 

Plant your toes m the cool �wamp mud. 
Step and lcnve no track. 
Hurry, sweating runner! 
The hounds are at your back. 

No I didn't touch her 
White flesh ain't (or me. 

Hurry! Black boy, hurry! 
They'll swing you to a tree. 



Aesthete in Harlem 

Strange, 
That in this nigger place, 
I should meet l .ifc f<Jec to face 
When for years. I had been seeking 
Life in places gentler speaking 
Until ! came to this ncar street 
And found L1fc-�tepping on my feet! 

Anne Spencer's Table 

On Anne Spencer's table 
There lies an umharpcned pencil­
As though she has left unwritten 
:'vlany things �he knov.'s to >Hitc. 

Spring for Lovers 

Tower 

Desire weaves its fantasy of dreams, 
And all the world becomes a garden close 
In which we \\'andcr, you and I together, 
Belie\·ing m the symbol of the rose, 
Believing only in the heart's bright flower­
Forgetting-flowers wither in an hour. 

Death is a tower 
To which the soul ascends 
To spend a meditative hom­
That never ends. 
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The English 

In ships all over the world 
The English comb their lwir for dinner, 
Stand watch on the bridge, 
Guide by �!range st:m, 
Take on passengers, 
Slip up hot rivers, 
Nose across lagoom, 
Bargain for tr<Jde, 
Buy, sell or rob, 
Load oil, load fruit, 
I .oad cocoa beans, load gold 
In ships <Jll over the world, 
Comb their hair for dinner. 

Afro·American Fragment 

So long, 
So far away 
Is Mrica. 
Not even memories alive 
Save those that l1istory books create, 
Save those that songs 
Beat back into the blood-
Beat out of blood with words sad-sung 
In strange un-.\cgro tongue-
So long, 
So f<lr awav 
Is Afnca. 

Subdued and time-lost 
Are the Jrums-;md yet 
Through some vast mist of race 
There Comes this song 
l do not understand 
This song of atavistic land, 
Of bitter yearnings lo�t 
Without a place-
So long, 
So fJr away 
Is Africa's 
Dark face. 
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Reni·Party Shout: For a Lady Dancer 

Black Seed 

Whip it to a jelly! 
Too b<Jcl Jim! 
\1amie's got rna man­
An' I can't find him. 
Shake that thing! 0! 
Shake it slow! 
That man I love is 
Mean an' low. 
Pistol an' razor! 
Razor an' gun! 
If I SlT'i ma man he'd 
Better mn-
For I'll shoot him in de 'ihonlckr, 
Ehc I'll cut him down, 
Cause I knows I can find him 
When he's in de ground-
Then can't no other women 
Have him Iarin' round. 
So play it, :\h. Nappy! 
Yo' music's fine! 
I'm gonna kill that 
\1an o' mine! 

World-wide dusk 
Of dear dark faces 
Driven before an alien wind, 
Scattered like seed 
From far-off places 
Crowing in �oil 
That's strange cmd thin, 
Hybrid plants 
In another's garden, 
Flowers 
In a land 
That's not yom own, 
Cut by the shears 
Of the v.·hitc-faced ganlcners-

Tell them to leave von alone! 



Militant 

Negro Servant 

Let all who >vii! 
Eat CJU!dly the bread of shame. 
I cannot, 
\Vithout complaining loud and long, 
Tasting its bitterncs� IJl mv throat, 
And h:ding to my very so�1l 
It's wrong. 
For honest v..urk 
You proffer me poor pay, 
For honest dream� 
Your spit is in my face, 
And so my fist 1s clenched 
Today-
To �trike vour face. 

All day subdued, polite, 
Kind, thoughtful to the faces that arc white. 

0, tribal dance! 
0, drums! 
0, veldt <�t night! 

Forgotten watch-fires on a hill somewhere! 
0, songs that do not care! 

At six o'clock, or seven, or eight, 
You're through. 
You've worked all day. 
Dark Harlem waits for �uu. 
The bus, the sub-
Pay-nights a taxi 
Through the park. 

0, drum� of life in l larlem after dark! 
0, dreams! 
0, songs! 
0, saxophones at night! 

0, sweet relief from faces that are white! 
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Merry Christmas 

Merry Christmas, China, 
From the gun-boats in the river, 
Ten-inch �hells for Christmas gifts, 
And peace on earth forcYcr. 

Merry Christmas, India, 
To Gandhi in his cell, 
From righteous Cl:mstian England, 
Ring out, bright Christmas bell! 

Ring Merry Christmas, Africa, 
Fron1 Cairo to the Cape! 
Ring Hallelmiah! Prai�c the Lord! 
(For mmdcr and for rape.) 

Ring :\'Jerry Christmas, l laiti! 
(And drown the voodoo drums­
We'll rob you to the Christian hymns 
Until the next Christ comes.) 

Ring Merry Christmas, Cuba! 
(\Vhile Yankee don1inatim1 
Keeps a nice fat president 
In a little half-starved rwtion.) 

And to you down-and-outcrs, 
("Due to economic la1vs") 
Oh, eat. drink, and be merry 
With a bread-line Santa Chms-

While all the world hails Christmas, 
While all the church bells sway! 
V·/hile, better still, the Christian guns 
Proclaim thi' joyous day! 

While holy steel that makes us strong 
Spits forth a mighty Yuletide song: 
SHOOT tvlcrry Christmas everywhere! 
Let Merry Christmas CAS the air! 



Poems 1 93 1 -1 940 





nred 

Call to Creation 

I am so tired of waiting, 
Aren't you, 
For the world to become good 
And beautiful and kind? 
Let llS take a knife 
And cut the world in hvo­
And see what worms arc eating 
At the rind. 

Listen! 
All you beauty-makers, 
Give up beauty for a moment. 
I ,ook at harshness, look <Jt pam, 
Look at life again. 
Look at hungry babies crying, 
Listen to the rich mc11 lvmg, 
Look at starving China dymg. 
Hear the mmbk: in the East: 
"In spite of all, 
Life must not cc<lse." 
In India \vith folded arms, 
In China with the gnns, 
In Africa with bitter smile­
See where the murmur runs: 
"Life must not cease, 
Because the fat and greedy ones 
Proclaim their thieving peace." 
Their peace far worse than war and death­
For this is better than living breath: 
Free! To be Free! 

Li,ten! 
Futile beauty-makers-
Work for awhile with the pattern-breakers! 
Corne for a march with the new-world-makers: 
Let beauty he! 
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To Certain Negro leaders 

A Christian Country 

Voices crymg in the wilderness 
At �o much per word 
From the 1vhite fulks: 
"Be meek and humble, 
All you niggers, 
And do not cry 
Too loud." 

Cod slumbcr'i Ill a back alley 
With a gin bottle in l·hs hand. 
Come on, GocL get up and fight 
Like a man. 

To the little Fort of San Lazaro 
on the Ocean Front, Havana 

\Vatch tower once for pirates 
That sailed the �ur1-hright seas­
Red pirates, great romantics. 

DRt\KJ-: 
DE PLA.0i. 
EL GRILLO 

Against snch as these 
Years and years ago 
Yon served quite \\CIJ-
\Vhcn time and ships 1\CfC �low. 

But now, 
Against a pirate called 
'!'HE NA'l 'IO:'.Ji\1, CI'IY BANK 
\Vhat can you do alone? 
\\'ould 1! not be 
Just a'i wdl you tumhlcJ Jown, 
Stone by helpless stone? 



Drum 

Snake 

Negro Ghello 

Bear in mind 
That death is a dntm 
Bc<Jting forever 
Till the last worms come 
To answer its call, 
Till the la�l stars fall, 
Until the last atom 
Is no atom at nll, 
l:ntil time is lost 
And there is no air 
And space itself 
Is nothing nowhere, 
Death is a drum, 
A signal drum, 
Callmg life 
To come! 
Come! 
Come! 

He glides so swift];. 
Back into the gra��-
Givcs me the courtcsv of road 
To let me pass, 
That 1 am half ashamed 
To seck a stone 
To kill hnn. 

I looked at their black faces 
And this is what I saw: 
The wind imprisoned in the flesh, 
The sun bound down by law. 
I w:.tched tbem moving, moving, 
I .ike water down the street, 
And this is what moved in my heart: 
Their far-too-humble feet. 

'37 



House in the World 

Union 

Prayer [2] 

I'm looking for a house 
In the world 
Where the white shadows 
Will not fall 

There is no such house, 
Dark brothers, 
No such house 
At all. 

:'\ot me alone­
I know now-
But <�11 the whole oppressed 
Poor world, 
White and black, 
Must put their hands with mine 
To sh<Jke the pillars of those temples 
Wherein the false gods dwell 
And \\'Om-out altars stand 
Too well defended, 
And the rule of greed's upheld­
That must he ended. 

Cather up 
In the arms of your pity 
The sick, the depraved, 
The desperate. the tired, 
All the scum 
Of our weary city 



Dying Beast 

Sailor 

Gather up 
In the arms of yom pih. 
C<�ther up 
In the <HillS of vom l(J\·e­
Those who expect 
1\o love from abme. 

Sensmg death, 
The buznmls gather­
Noting the h1sl struggle 
Of flesh under wc<Jther, 
1'\oting the last glance 
Of agormcd eye 
At passing wind 
And boundless sh. 
Sensing de;Jth, 
The bnzzards overhead 
A\vait thJt �till moment 
\V1Jcn l ifc-

Is dead. 

He sat upon the rolling deck 
I Ialf a world away from home, 
And smoked a Capstan cigarette 
And watched the blue wm·es tipped with foam. 

He had a mermaid on his arm, 
An anchor on his breast 
And hlttooed on his back he had 
A blue bird in a nest. 
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God 

I am Cod­
Without one friend, 
Alone in my purity 
\\'orld without end_ 

RclO\\- me young lovers 
'] 'read the sweet ground­
But I am Cod-
I cannot come down. 

Spring! 
Life is love! 
Low is life only! 
Better to be human 
Than God-and lonely. 

Sylvester's Dying Bed 

I woke up this momin' 
'Bout half-past three. 
All the womcns 111 tov.-n 
\Vas gathered ronnel me. 

Sweet gals was a-moamn', 
''Sylvester's gonna die I'' 
And a hundred pretty mamas 
Bowed their heads to crv. 

I woke up little later 
'Rout half-past fo', 
The doctor 'n' undcriaker's 
Both at rna do'. 

Black gals was a-bcggm', 
"You can't lc<Jvc m here�" 
Brown-skim cryin', "Daddy! 
Honey! Baby! Don't go, dear!" 

Rut ! felt ma time's a-comin', 
And I know\! l's d\·in' fa>! 



I seed the River Jerden 
A-creepin · mudd)· p<!St-
But I's �till Sweet Papa 'Ve�ter, 
Yes, sir! Long as life do last! 

So I hollers, "Con/ere, babies, 
Fo' to love !'0

. 
daddy right!" 

And I reaches up to hug 'em­
When the Lawd put out the hght. 

Then everything was darkness 
In a great . . .  big . . night. 

October 16: The Raid 

Perhaps 
You \\·ill remember 
John Brown. 

John Brown 
\\-110 took his gun, 
Took twenty-one comp<mions 
White and black, 
\Vent to shoot your v,'ay to freedom 
\Vhere t\<.·o rivers meet 
And the hills of the 
;'-Jorth 
And the hills of the 
South 
Look slow at one a!lother­
And died 
For your sake. 

Now that you are 
Many years free, 
And the echo of the Civil War 
Has passed away, 
And Brown hirn�clf 
Has long been tried at law, 
Hanged by the neck, 
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Scottsboro 

And buried in the ground­
Since Harpers Ferry 
Is alive with ghosts today, 
Immortal ra1ders 
Come again to town-

Perhaps 
You will recall 
John Brown. 

8 BLACK BOYS 11" A SOUTHER!\ JAIL. 
WORLD, TURN PALE! 

8 black boys and one white lie. 
Is it much to die? 

Is it much to da: when immortal feet 
March with you clown Time's street, 
\Vhen beyond steel bars sound the deathle>� drums 
Like a mighty heart-beat as They come? 

Who comes? 

Christ, 
Who fought alone. 

John Brown. 

That mad mob 
That tore the Bastille down 
Stone bv �tone. 

Moses. 

Jeanne d'Arc. 

Dessalines. 

Nat Turnn. 

Fighters for thc free. 

Lenin with the flag blood red. 



Christ in Alabama 

(Not dead! :\ot dead! 
:--;one of those is dead.) 

Gandhi. 

S:mdino. 

Evcmgelista, too, 
To 1-valk with you-

8 BLACK BOYS II\ A SOU'! HER!\ JAIL. 
\VoRI.D, TUR'-' PALE! 

Christ is a nigger, 
Beaten and black: 
Oh, bare your back! 

Mary is ! lis mother: 
M:nnmv of the South, 
Silence your mouth. 

God is His father: 
Wh1tc \1askr above 
Grant Him vour love . 

.\1ost holv bastard 
Of the bleeding mouth, 

Nigger Christ 
Ou tbc cross 
Of the South. 

Advertisement for the Waldorf-Astoria 

Fine living . . . a !a carte?? 
Come to the Wa/dor{-!\storia! 

LISTEN, HUNGRY Oi\'ES! 
Look! See what Vanity Fair says about the 

new Waldorf-Astoria: 
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"All the luxunes of private home. 
Nm\-, won't that be channing when the last flop-house 

ha� turned \'0\1 down this \\-inter? 
Furthermore: 

"II is far beyond anythmg hitherto attempted in the hotel 
world . . . .  " It cost twenty-eight million dollars. The fa­
Il lOllS Oscar 'l'schirky is in charge of banqueting. 
Alexandre Castaud is chef. It will be a distinguished 
background for society. 

So when you've got no place else to go, homc!es� and hungr�; 
ones, choose the \Valdorf as a background for your rags­

(Or do you still consider the mbway after midnight good 
enough?) 

ROOMERS 
Take a room at the new \Va!dorf, �·ou down-and-outers­

sleepcrs in charity's flop-houses v, here Cod pulls a 
long face, and nJu han: to pray to get a bed. 

Thcv serve sv.:ell hoard at the Waldorf-Astoria. Look at this menu, will you: 

GUMBO CREOLE 
CRAB\IEA'l" l'\1 CASSOLETI'E 
BOILED BRISKET OF BEEF 
Siv1ALL 00JIONS 101 CREAM 
W/\!ERCRESS SAL'D 
PEACH i'v1ELBA 

Han� luncheon there this aftcmoon, all ;.·ou jobless. 
\Vln· not? 

Dine v.ith some of the men and women who got rich off of 
your labor, who clip coupons with clean white fingers 
because your hands dug coal, drilled stone, se\\·ed gar­
ments, poured sled to let other people draw di\'l(lcnds 
and li\·e easy. 

(Or h<J\·en't you had enough yet of the soup-lines and the bit­
ter bre<Jd of charity?) 

Walk through Peacock
-
Alley tonight before dinner, <llKl get 

\Varm, anyway You've got nothing else to do. 

EVICTED FA�v1ILJES 
All you families put out in the street: 

Apartments in the Towers <Jre only Sm,ooo a year. 
(Three rooms and hro baths.) i\Iove in there until 
times get good, and ;.·on can do better $w,ooo and SLoo 
are about the �amc to you, aren't they? 

Who cares about money v..-ith a \\·ife and kids homeless, and 
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nobody in lite family workin�;? Wouldn't a duplex 
high a bon: the street be grand, with a new of the ncb­
est ctly in the world at yonr nose? 

"A lease, if yon prefer, or an arrangement terminable at wilL" 

NEGROES 
Oh, Lawd, 1 done forgot Harlem! 
Say, you colored folks, hungry a loug time in 135th Street­

they got swell music <Jt the \\'aldorf-Astoria. It .mre is a 
mighty nice place to shake hips ill, too_ There's dancing 
after �upper ill a big warm room. It's cold as hell 
on Lenox Avenue. All you\·e had <�II day 1� a cup of 
coffee. Your pawnshop overcoat's a r<�ggcd banner on 
your hungry· frame_ You know, downtown folks are just 
crazy- about Paul Robeson! :'via� be they'll like you, too, 
black mob from Harlem. Drop in at the Waldorf t!ti� 
afternoon for tea. Stay to diuner. Give P<�rk Avenue a 
lot of darkie color-free for nothing! Ask the Jumor 
Leaguers to sing a spiritual for you. They probably 
know 'em better than you do-and their lips won't be 
so chapped with cold after they step out of their closed 
car> in the undercover dri\·ewav-;. 

llalleluiah! Undercover driveway�! 
Ma �oul's a witne�s for de Waldorf-Astoria! 

(A thousand nigger section-hands keep the roadbeds smooth, 
so investments iu railroads pay ladies with diamond 
necklaces staring at Sert murals.} 

Thank God A-mighty! 
(Attd a mill ton mggcrs bend their backs on rubber planta­

tions, for rich behinds to ride on tluck tires to the 
Theatre Gnild touight.) 

Ma soul's a witness! 
(And here we stand, �hi\ning m the cold, in l Iarlem.) 

Glory be to Cod-
-

De \Valdorf-A�toria's open! 

EVERYBODY 
So get proud ami rare back; everybody! The new \Valdorf-Astona's 

open! 
(Special siding for private car> from the r<�ilroad yards.) 

Yon ain't been there wl? 
(A thousand miles of carpet ami a null ion bathrooms.) 

\Vhat's the matter? 
You haven't seen the ads in the papers? Didn't you get a card? 

Don't yon know they specialize in American cooking? 
Ankle on do"'n to 49th Street at Park Avenue. Get up 
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off that sllbwa)' bench tonight with the evcmng POST 
for cover! Come on out o' that Aop-house! Stop shivering 
your guts out all day on street corners under the EL 

Jesus, ain't you tired yet? 

CHRISTMAS CARD 
Hail Mary, Mother of Cod1 

the ntw Christ child of the Rtvolution's about to be 
born. 

(Kick hard, red baby, in the bitter womb of the mob.) 
Somebody, put an acl in Vanity Fair quick! 
Call Oscar of the \Valdorf-for Christ's sake! I 

It's almo�t Christmas, and that little girl-turned whore 
because her bdly was too hungry to stand it anymore­
wants a nice clean bed for the Immaculate Conception. 

Listen, Mary, \lothn of God, \\r<lp your 11ew born babe in 
tht red Hag of RcnJlution: the Vv'aldorf-Astori<.�'s the 
best m<mger ;ve've got. For rtservations: Tclcphoue EL. 
:;--,ooo. 

Helen Keller 

She, 
In the dark, 
Found light 
Brighter than many ever .>ec. 
She. 
\Vi thin hmclf, 
Found loveliness, 
Through the 'iOul's own mastery. 
And now the world receives 
From her do�A'er: 
The message of the strength 
Of inner power. 



The Colored Soldier 
A dramatic recitation to be done in the half-dark by a young brown fellow who has a 
vision of hi> brother killed in �·raJJCC while fightin� for the United State:. of Arncnca. 
Martial nnlSIC on a piano, or by an orchcstw, may accompa11�- the recitation -echoing 
softly, "Over There," 'There's a Rose That Grows in 1\'o-\bn's Land," ''joan of Arc." 
and 1-arious other 1\'ilT-hme melodies. 

THE MOOD 
Calmly 
telling 
the story_ 
Proudly 
a ad 
expectantly 
with 
head up, 
shoulders 
back, 
and eye.� 
shining. 
Quietly 
recalling 
the vision. 
The dead 
man speaks 
with hi.� 
face 
full of 
light 
and faith, 
confident 
that a 
new world 
has been 
made. 
Proud 
'"d 
smiling. 
Bat 
the 
living. 
remembering 
with a 
half-soh 
and 
bowing 
his head 

TIJF: POEM 
\1y brother died in J<'rance-but I came back. 
We were just tv..·o colored boys, brown and black, 
VVho joined up to fight for the U.S.A. 
\Vhen the :\a lion called m that mighty clay. 
\Ve were sent to training camp, then overseas-
And me and my brother were happy as you please 
Thinking we were fighting for Democracy's true re1gn 
Awl that our dark blood \\ould \Vipc away the >lain 
Of prejudice, and hate, and the false color line-
And give us the rigl1ts that are �·ours and mine. 
The1· told ns America would know no black or white: 
So we marched to the front, happy to fight. 

Last night in a dream my brother came to me 
Ont oflus grave frolll over the sea, 
Back from the acres of crosses in France, 
And said to me, "Brother, you\·e got ;tour chance, 
And I hope you're mahng good, awl doing fine­
'Camc when I wa� livmg, I didn't have mine. 
Black boys couldn't work then anywhere like they can 

today, 
Could hardly find a job that offered decent pay. 
The unions barred us; the f<Jctories, too, 
But now I know we've got plenty to do. 
\Vc couldn't eat m restaurants; had fim Crow cars; 
Didn't have any schools; and there were all �orts of 

bars 
To a colored ho!"s rising in we<Jlth or station­
Rut now I know well that's not our situation: 
The \\Orld's been made safe for Democracy 
And no lon�cr do we know the dark misery 
Ofbeillg held back, ofha\'mg no chance-
Since the colored soldiers came home from France. 
Didn't our government tell us things would he fine 
When we got through fighting, 0\er ']'here, and dying? 
So now I know v,-c blacks are jw,t like any othtr­
'Cause that's what I died for-i�n't it, Brother?" 
And I saw him standing there, straight and tall, 
In  his soldier\ uniform, and all. 
Then his dnrk fnce smiled <Jt me in the !light-
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m shame, 
becomes 
suddenly 
fierce 

But the dream wa� crud-ami bitter-and somehow 
not right. 

It was awful-facing that boy who went out to die, 
For what could I answer him, except, "It"s a lie�" 

and 
angry. It's a lie! It's a lie! Every word they said. 

And it's better a thousand times you're in France dead. 
For here in the Sonth there's no voles and no rio;ht 
And I'm still jmt a "nigger" in .\me rica tonight. 

Then 
he sadly 
recalls 
the rows 
of white 
crosses 

Then I woke up, and the dream was ended-
But broken was the soldier's dream, too bad to be 

mended. 
And it's a good thillg all the black bo�·s l_l"illg dead 

Over There 
m France. Can't sec! And don't know! And \\·on"t ever caret 

Broke 
/\. complaint to be gi,·en bv a dejected looking fello,, sh11ffling <!long tn an old suit and 
a ballered hat, \o the htne of a slo" -drag �tomp or a wear�· blues. 

l!h1 I sho am tired. 
Been walkin' since fi,·e this momin'. 
Up and down, and they just ai11"t no jobs in this man's town. 
Answcrin' them want-ads not nary bit o' fun, 
'Cause 'fore you get� there, ten thousand and one 
Done beat vou to de place. stand in' outside de do' 
Talkin" 'bout '\n:"ll \\"Ork for 50¢ a day, if we can't get no mo'." 
And one old funn�· boy said, 'T!l work at any price 
Just only providin' de boss man is nice!" 
You all out there laugh in', but that ain't 110 joke­
\Vhcn mu're broke. 

Last job I had, went to work <lt fi\·e in de mornin', or little mo" 
And de man come tell in' me I better ,get there at fo'. 
I mean four-before dayhght-s'pose !0\-c done hit yo' first stroke­
Folks sho is gettin' hard on you-just 'cause )"OU broke 
So I say, '"\lister. I ain't no S\\·eepin' machine." 
So de man sa�·. 'Til get somebody ehe, then, to dean,"­
So here I ts. broke 



Landlady 'lowed to me last week, "Sam, ain't you got no !I lOiley?" 
I say, ":"Jow, baby, you knm1· I ain't got Hone, honey.'' 
And Jon't you know that old woman swelled up like a spccklcll toad 
And told me I'd better pay her for my room rent and hoard! 
After all them dollars I gi\-cd her these las! two �;cars, 
And she been holdin' 'em so tight till de eagle's in tear>­
] wouldn't pay her a pClill}" liOW if I was to croak-
Come bmvlin' 11\C out, 'cause I'm broke. 
(l don't care nothm' 'bout her myself!) 

Um-mm! Sign here says the!' wants somebod!' to shovel coaL 
\Veil, ain't lle\·cr done it, but for to keep bod!· and ;on! 
Together, reckon l'll try . .  Sho. l \I ants de job! Yes, >ir! 
lia; I did it befo'' Ccrtainh1 
\VIwt I don't know 'bout shovdm' coal, ain't no rno' to know! 
\Villing worker? lJn-uh! Ycs1 What's that you say? 
De time is fomtecn hours a day' 
WelL er-cr . hov,' much does you pay-? 
Six dollars a week? \\'hec-ooo' You sho pays \ITll! 
You can take that job and go lo-- 1 hope :ou choke, 
Even if l is broke. 

But I sho been lookin' round hard latch for ways and means 
0' gettin' a new winter co<:�t, or ha1·in · that old one cleaned. 
Tried to find 011e o' them little cbator and switchboard JObs they used 

to ha\·e, 
But they givm' 'em to 'ichool boys now and payin' j11st about half. 
So I wer1t down town to a hotel \\-here l usccl to work at night, 
And de mafl come tell in' me they ain't hirin' no mo' colored-just white. 
l can't even get de money for to bny myself a smoke, 
I tell you it's awful, when you're broke 

1\nJ l sho had a pretty gal. too, up yonder on Sugar Hill. 
She bought a TIC\\- hat last week and come sefl(hn' me the hill. 
l said, "Baby, you know I loves you, and all like that 
But right long through here now, I can't 'ford to buy you no hat" 
So when l got ready to go, I s<:�id, ''I'll be secin' you soon, Marie." 
And she come tell in' IliC, she ain't got no mo' evenings free! 
l thought lo\·e wa' a dream, but l sho ha\'e <11\0kc-
Smcc I'm broke. 

'Course, you hears plenty 'bout this-here unemployment relief­
But you don't see no presidents dyin' o' grief-
All this talkin' ain't nothin' but tinklin' sy111bols ami �ounJin' brass. 
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Lawd, folkscs, how much longer is this gonna last? 
It's done got me so crazy, feel like I been takin' coke, 
But I can't e\'en btty a paper-I'm so broke. 

A w-oo! Yonder comes a woman I used to know way down South. 
(Ain't seen her in six years! Used to go with her, too!) 
She would he alnght if she wasn't so bow-legged, and cross-eyed, 
And didn't have such a big mouth. 
Howdy-do, daughter! Caledonia, how arc you? 
Yes, indeedy, l sho have missed you, tool 
All these years you say you been workin' here? 
You got a good job? Yes! Well, I sho am glad to sec rou, dear! 
Is I married? No, all these-here girls up North is too light. 
Does I wanta' Well, can't say but what I might-
If a pretty gal like you was willm', I'd bite. 
You still bakes biscuits' Fried chicken every night? Is that true? 
Certainly, chile, I ah•..-ays 1'.-"as crazy 'bout your 
Let's get married right now! Yes1 \Vhat do you say? 
(Is you lookin' at me, baby, or some other way?) 
'Cause I'm just dyin' to take on that there marriage yoke. 
Yes, um-hum! You sho is sweet! Cm you pay fo' de license, dear? 
'Cause I'm broke. 

The Black Clown 
A dram<Jtic monologue to be spoken b)' a pure-blooded 1\egro m the white 
suit and hat of J clown, to the mus1c of a piano, or an orcbestra. 

THE r..IOOD 
A gay and 
low-down blues. 
Comic entrance 
like the clowns 
in the circus. 
Humorou� 
defiance. 
Melancholy 
iazz. Then 
de[it1nce again 
followed by 
loud ioy. 

THE POEM 
You laugh 
Because I'm poor and bl<tck and funny­
Not the same as you-
Because my mind is dull 
And dice instead of books will do 
For me to play with 
\Vhen the day is through. 

I am the fool of the whole world. 
Laugh and push me down. 
Only in song and l<tughtcr 
I rise again-a black clown. 
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A burst of 
music. Stndting 
and dancmg. 
Then sudden 
sadness again. 
Back bent as 
in the fields. 
The slow step. 
The bowed head. 
"Nobody knows 
de trouble I've 
had." 
Flinching 
under the whip. 
The spiritual 
syncopated. 
Determined to 
laugh. 
A bugle call. 
Cay, martial 
music. Walking 
proudly, almost 
prancing. 
Btd gradtwl!y 
subdued to a 
slow, heavy 
pace. "Some­
times T feel 
like a mother­
leo·.\· chile. " 
Turning jiitilely 
from one side 
to the other. 
Rut now a harsh 
and hitter note 
creeps into 
the music. 
Over-burdened. 
Backing away 
angrily. 
Frantic 
with 
humiliation 

Strike up the mmic. 
J,et it be gay. 
Only in joy 
C<Jn a clown have his day. 

Three hundred yc�m 
In the cotton and the cane, 
Plo\\'ing and reaping 
With no gain-
Empty handed as I began. 

A slave -under the whip, 
Bcakn and sore. 
Cod! Give me laughter 
That I can stand more. 

God! Gtve rne the spotted 
Garments of a clown 
So that the p<tin and the shame 
Will not pull me down. 

Freedom! 
Abc Lmcoln done set me free� 
One little moment 
To dance with glee. 

Then >adness again� 
l\'o land, no house, no Job, 
No place to go. 
Black-in a white world 
Vvhcrc cold winds blow. 
The long struggle for life: 
No schools, no work� 
Not wanted here; not needed there­
Black�\'ou can die. 
Nobod�· will care-

Yet clinging to the ladder, 
Round by round, 
Trying to climb up, 
ForC\Tr pushed down. 

Da} after day 
\Vhik �pit in my face� 



and helpless-

The music 
is like 
a moum· 
(ul tom-tom 
in the dark! 
But out of 
sadness 

it rises to 
defiance 
and determina­

tion. A hymn 
of faith 
echoes the 
fighting 

"Marseillaise." 
Tearing of( 

his clown's 
suit, throwing 

down the hat 
o{ a fool, 
and standing 
forlh, 
straight 

and strong, 
in the clothes 
o{a modem 
man, he proclaims 
himself 

\Vorker and clown am I 
For the "civilized" race. 

:\i�;;ger! :'\igger! �igger' 
Scorn cmshing me down. 
Laugh al mc! Laugh at me! 
Just a black clown' 

[ .augh at me then, 
All the world round­
From Africa to Georgia 
I'm onlv a down! 

But no' �1ot fore�·cr 
Like this will ! be: 
I-I ere are Ill\' hands 
That can really make me free! 

Suffer and stru�le. 
Work, pray, and fight. 
Smash my W;:JY through 
To \Ianlwod"s tme right. 

Say to all foemen: 
You can't keep me down! 
Tear off the garmcnb 
That make me a clown' 

Ri�e from the bottom, 
Out of the slimcl 
Look at the stars yonder 
Calling through time! 

Cry to the world 
That all might understand: 
I was once a black clown 
But now-
l'm a man! 
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The Big· Timer 
A moral poem to be rendered by <1 man in a straw hat with a bright band, a diamond 
ring, ngarettc holder, and a cane, to the rnmic of piano or orchestra. 

THE :\1000 
Syncopated 
lnUSlC. 
Telling his 
story 
in a hard, 
brazen, 
cynical 
fashion. 
Careless, 
and half­
defiant 
echoes 
of the 
"St. James 
Infirmary" 
m the music 
takes 
on a 
blues 
strain, 
gradually 
retuming to 
a sort of 
harrel-house 
JO:Z:Z. 
Showing-off 
Strutting 
about 
proudly, 
bragging 
and 
boasting, 
like a 
cheap 
bully. But 
suddenly 
looking ahead: 
shrugging his 

TilE POE:\1 
Who am J? 
It ain't so deep: 
rm the guv the home folks call­
The Black Sheep. 

I ran away. 
Went to the city. 
Look at me now and 
Laugh-or take pity. 

I'm the b<Jcl egg, sec! 
Didn't turn out right. 
My people disowned me­
So rm hustlin' in the night. 

Orin kin' ;md gamblin' now, 
And livin' on gals. 
Red-hot-that's me, 
With a lot o' sporty pals. 

Spcndin' money like water. 
Drinkin' life like wine. 
"\ot livin' like I oughter, 
But-ain't my life mine? 

I got a high-yaller. 
Got a diamond ring. 
I got a furnished-up flat, 
And all that kind o' thing. 

I got a big car 
And I steps on the gas, 
And whoever don't like it 
Just gimmc some sass, 

'Cause I carries a switch-blade 
And I swing it a-hummin', 
And ifi don't get you gain', 
I'll cut you down comin'. 

You say I'll meet a bad cndin', heh? 
Well, maybe I will. 

'll 



shot1lders 

at fate. 

Accepting 

his position­

hut inside 

himself un­

happy and hlue. 

Hiding his 

discontent 

as thoughts 

of a 

hetter life 

overcome him. 

i\swmmg 

a false 

and bragging 

se/fassurance, 

and a 

pretended 

strength he 

doesn't 

really feel. 

Cay, 

loud, 

unhappy 

;azz. 

Baring 

his inner 

heartaches 

and loneliness 
to the 
nome 
gaiety of 
the music. 
Then 
pulling 

But while I'm linn' -I'm hvin'! 
And when I'm dead-1'11 keep still. 

I'm a first clas' hustler, 
Rounder and sport. 
Sometimes I'm settin' pretty, 
And again money's short. 

But iff wanted to go straight 
I'd starve aml-oh, wcll­
f'm just a good-timer 
On my road lo hell. 

I ,ots of old >clwohnates are married now; 
Home, kids, and c\·crything fine. 
But I ain't got nothin' real 
Thai I can cal1 mine. 

But dmd let it matter to you, 
'Cause I'm all right. 
I'm eatin' and lovm', 
A.nd holdin' things tight. 

So don't worry 'bout me, 
Folks, down yonder at home 
I guess I can stand the racket 
And fight it out alone. 

I guess I know \vhat I'm up against. 
l don't cry over troubles. 
Look 'em in the face and 
Bust 'em like bubble>. 

I turn on the radio, 
�1ix up a drink 
!\lake lots o' noise, 
Then ! don't have to think. 

Call in a gang o' women 
And let 'em have my money, 
And forget that they lyin' 
When they callin' me honey. 

So what's the use o' worrym' 
Or thinkin' at all? 
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himself together, 
boasting 
loudly again, 
but realizing 
within 
the tragic 
emptiness 
of his 
life. 

The Negro Mother 

We only got one life 
And I guess that one's all� 

So I'm takin' it easy 
And I don't give a damn­
l'm jmt a big-timer, 
That's all [ arnl 

Thafs . . .  all . . .  I . am. 

Children, I come bBck today 
To tell you d story of the long dark w<lv 
That I had to climb, that I had to know 
In order that the race might live and grow. 
J ,ook at my face-dark as the night� 
Yet shming like the sun 1\·ith l01·e's true light. 
[ am the cll!ld thev stole from the sand 
Three hundred years ago in Africa's land. 
I am the dark girl who crossed the wide sea 
Carrying in my body the seed of the free. 
I am the woman 11·ho worked in the field 
Bringing the colton and the corn to yield. 
I am the one 1\ ho IJborcd as a slm·e. 
Heaten and mistreated for the work that I gaiT­
Children sold awa�' from me. husband sold, too. 
!\'o safety, no l01·e, no respect v,·as I due. 
Three hundred years in the deepest South: 
But God put a song tmd a prayer in my mouth. 
Cod put a dream like steel in my soul. 
!\'ow, through mv children, I'm reaching the goal. 
:\ov, , through my children, young and free, 
I realize the blessings denied to me. 
I couldn't read then. I couldn't write 
I had nothing, back there Ill the night. 
Sometimes, the 1·allev was filled with tears, 
But I kept trudging on through the lonely years. 
Sometimes, the road was hot 1\·ith sun, 
But I had to keep on till my work was done: 
I had to keep on! 1\'o stopping for me-
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I was the seed of the coming Free. 
I nourished the dream that nothing could smother 
Deep m my breast-the Negro mother. 
I had only hope then, but now through you, 
Dark ones of today, m!' dreams mmt come true: 
All you dark children in the world out there, 
Remember my �weat, my pain, my despair. 
Remember mv years, heavy \Vith sorro\1-­
And make of those years a torch for tomorrow 
Make of my past a road to the light 
Out of the darkness, the ignownce, the night. 
Lift high m�· banner out of the dust. 
Stand like free men supporting my trust. 
Believe in the right, let none push you back. 
Remember the whip and the sla\·er's track. 
Remember how the strong in struggle and strife 
Still bar !·ou the way. and deny you life-
But march e1·er forward, breaking dov. n bars. 
Look cvcr upward at the sun and the shns. 
Oh, my dark children, may my dre<Jms and m1· prayers 
Impel �·ou forever up the great stairs-
For I 11·ill be with 1·0tt till no white brother 
D<1rcs keep down the children of the Negro mother. 

Dark Youth of the U.S.A. 
A recitJtion to be dcli1·crcd by a :\cgro bor. bnght, clcJn, and neal]> dressed, 
carrriog lm books to school. 

Sturdy I stand, books in my hand­
Today's dark child, tomorrow's strong man: 

The hope of my race 
To mould a place 

In America'� magic land. 

American am I, none can deny: 
He who oppres.�es me, him I defy! 

I am Dark Youth 
Seeking the trnth 

Of d free life beneath om great sky 



Long a part of the Union's heart­
Years e�go at the nation's start 

Attucks dicJ 
That right might abide 

And strength to our land impart. 

To be w1sc and strong, then. studying long, 
Seeking the knowledge that nghts all wrong­

That is my rrmsion. 
l.ifting my race to its rightful place 
Till beauty and pride fills each dark face 

Is my ambition. 

So l climb toward tomorrow, out of pmt sorrow, 
Treading the modern v..-ay 

\Vith the White and the Rbck whom nothing holds back­
The American Youth of today. 

The Consumptive 

All day Ill the sun 
That he loved so 
He sat, 
Feeling life go. 

All night in bed 
Waiting for sleep 
He lay, 
Feel in�; death creep­
Creeping like fire 

Creepin,e; like fire from a slO\v spark 
Choking his breath 
And burning the dark. 
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Two Things 

Demand 

Two things possess the power, 
Two things deserve the name, 
Two things can rea-waken 
Perpetually the flcnne. 
Two thmgs are full of wonder, 
'I\vo things cast off all shame. 

One is known by the name of Death. 
Ami the othtr has no na!J\e 
Except the name each gives it-
In no single mouth the same. 

Listen! 
Dear dream of utter aliveness­
Touching my body of utter dcath­
Tell me, 0 quickly! dream of aliveness, 
The Ronning source of your bright breath. 
Tell me, 0 dream of utter alivene'is­
Knowing so well the wind and the �un-

\Vherc is this light 
Your eyes see forever? 
Ami \vhat is this wmd 
You touch when von nm? 

Florida Road Workers 

Hey, Buddy! 
Look at me! 

I'm makin' a road 
For the car� to fly b� on, 
\!lakin' a road 
Through the palmetto thicket 
For light and civilization 
To travel on. 

I'm makin' a road 
For the rich to sweep over 



Garden 

In their big car� 
And leave me standin' here. 

Sure, 
A road helps everybody. 
Rich folks ride-
And I get to see 'em ride. 
I ain't never seen nobody 
Ride so fine before. 

Hey, Buddy, look! 
I'm rna kin' a road! 

Strange 
Distorted blades of grass, 
Strange 
Distorted trees, 
Strange 
Distorted tulips 
On their knees. 

Pennsylvania Station 

'l11c Pennsylvania Station in :'\ew York 
Is like some vast basilica of old 
That towers above the terror of the dark 
As bnlwark and protection to the soul. 
r\ow people who arc hurrying alone 
And those who come in crowds from far away 
Pass through this great concourse of steel and stone 
To trains, or else from trains out into clay. 
And as in great basilicas of old 
The search was ever for a dream of Cod, 
So here the search is still \Vithin each soul 
Some seed to find to root in earthlv sod, 
Some seed to find that sprouts a h�ly tree 
To glorify the earth-and you-and me. 
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Open Letter to the South 

White workers of the South 
Miners, 
Farmers, 
\<'lcchcmics, 
:\HI hands, 
Shop girls, 
Railway men, 
Servant�, 
Tobacco workers, 
Sharecroppers, 
GRF.F.TI:\'GS! 

1 am the black worker, 
Listen: 

Th<1t the land might be ours, 
And the mines and the factoric� and the office towers 
At Harlan, Richmond, Gastonia, Athmta, New Orleans; 
That the plants and the road> and the tools of power 
Be ours: 

Let us forget what Booker T s:o�id, 
"Separate as the fingers." 

Let us hecomc instead, you and I, 
One single hand 
That can united rise 
'J'o smash the old dead dogmas of the past­
To kill the lies of color 
That keep the rich enthroned 
And drive us to the time-clock and the plow 
Helpless, stupid, scattered, and alone-as now­
Race against race, 
Because one is black, 
Another whitt: of face. 

Let us new lessons learn, 
All workers, 
New lifc-wa�·s make, 
One union form: 
Until the future burns out 
Every past m1stake 
Let us together, say: 
"You are my brother. black or white, 
You my sister-now-today!" 
For me, no more, the great migmtion to the 1\'orth. 



Ph.D. 

Instead: migration into force and power­
T mkegcc with a new Aag on the tower! 
On every lrnching tree, a poster crymg FREE 
Because, 0 poor white workers. 
You have linked vour hands with me. 

We did not know th<Jt we were brothers. 
::\ow we know! 
Out of that brotherhood 
Let power grow! 
We did not kno\1,· 
That we v,-crc strong. 
l\ow we see 
In union lies our strength. 
Let union be 
The force that breaks the time-clock, 
Smashes misery, 
Takes land, 
Takes f<�ctorics. 
Takes office towers, 
Takes tools and banks and mines. 
Railroads. ships and dams, 
Until the forces of the world 
Are ours! 

VVhite worker, 
Here is my hand. 

Today, 
VVe're :-.1an to }vbn 

He never was a silly little bov 
VVho whispered in

.
the class �r tiJrew spit balls, 

Or pnlled the h<�ir of silly little girls, 
Or disobe\·cd in an\' wa\' the hnvs 
That mad� the sch�ol a

-
place of decent order 

\\'here books were read and sums were proven true 
And paper maps that showed the land and water 
Were held up as the real wide world to you. 
Always, he kept his eyes upon his books: 



And now he has grmvn to be a man 
He ts surprised that everywhere he looks 
Life rolls in waves he canuot understand, 
And all the human world is vast and strange­
And quite beyond his Ph.D.'s small range. 

Good Morning Revolution 

Good-morning, Revolution: 
You're the very best friend 
l ever had. 

\Ve gomw pal around together from now on. 
Say, listen, Revolution: 
You know, the boss where I used to 1\'ork, 
The guy that gimme the air to cut down expenses, 
lie wrote a long letter to the papers about you: 
Said you \\·as a trouble maker, a alien-enemy, 
In other \\·ords a �on-nf-a-bitch. 
He called up the police 
And told 'em to \Vatch ont for a guy 
Named Re\'olution_ 

You sec, 
The boss knows you're m)· friend. 
He sees us hangin' out togelhcr. 
} Ie knm\,s we're hungry, and ragged, 
And ain't got a damn thing in this world­
And arc gonna do something about it. 

The boss's got all he needs, certain]�·, 
Fats sw--ell, 
Ov,·ns a Iotta houses, 
Goes \aeationm', 
Breaks strikes, 
Runs politics, bribes police, 
Pays off congress, 
And strnts all over the earth-

But me, I ain't never had enough to eat. 
�le, I ain't never been warm in winter. 
�vk, I ain't never known security-



All my life, becn livin' hand to mouth, 
Hand to mouth 

i ,tslen, Revolution, 
\Ve're buddies, see­
Together, 
We can take everything: 
Factories, arsenals, houses, ships, 
Railroads, forests, fields, orchard�, 
Bus lines, telegraphs, radios, 
(Jesus! Raise hell with radios! )  
Steel mills, coal mines, oil wells, gas, 
All the tools of production , 
{Great day in the morning!) 
Evervthing-
And turn 'em over \o the people who work. 
Rule and run 'ern for us people who 1\/ork. 

Boyl Them radios-
Broadcasting that very first mormng to USSR: 
Another member the International Soviet's done come 
Greetings to the Socialist Soviet Republics 
Hey you nsing workers everywhere greetings-

And we'll sign it: Germany 
Sign it: China 
Sign it: Africa 
Sign it: Poland 
Sign it: Italy 
Sign it: America 
Sign it with my oue name: \Vorker 

On that day v.'hen no o!lc will be hnngry, cold, oppressed, 
Anywhere in the world again. 

That's om job! 

I been starl'in" too long, 
Ain't you? 

Let's go, Revolution! 



Chant for Tom Mooney 

Tom Mooney! 
Tom \1ooney! 
Tom Mooney! 

A man \vith the title of governor has spoken: 
Ami you do not go free. 

A man with the title of governor has spoken: 
And the steel bars surround you, 
And the prison w;�lls wrap yon about, 

And you do not go free. 
But the man with the title of governor 

Docs not know 
That all over the earth today 
'J11C workers speak the name: 

Tom l\.·looneyl 
Tom �1ooney! 
Tom :VIooney! 

And the sound vibrates m waves 
From Africa to China, 
India to Germany, 
Russia to the Argentine, 
Shaking the bars, 
Shaking the walls, 
Shaking the earth 

Until the whole world falls into the hands of 
The workers. 

Of course, the Ill<lll with the title of governor 
Will be forgotten then 
On the scrap heap of time­
He won't matter at all. 
But remembered forever will be the name: 

TOM MOONEY. 
Schools will be named: 

TOM MOONEY. 
Farrns will be named: 

TOM \100M.Y. 
Dams will be named: 

TO:Vl .\-tOONEY 
Ships will be named: 

TO:-..I 1-tOONEY. 
Factories will he rwmed: 

TOM MOONEY. 
And all over the world-

Banner of force and labor, strength and union, 
Life forever through the workers' power­

Will he the name: 
T0\1 MOONEY. 



Always the Same 

It is the same everywhere for me: 
Or1 the clocks at Sierra Leone, 
In the cotton fields of Ah1hama, 
In the diamond mines of Kimberkv, 
On the coffee hill� of Haiti, 
The banana lands of Central America, 
The streets of H<�rlem, 
And the cities of },;iorocco and Tripoli. 

Black: 
Exploited, beaten and robbed, 
Shot and kilkd. 
Blood mnning into 

Dollars 
Pound� 
Francs 
Pesetas 
Lire 

For the wealth of the exploiters-
Blood that never comes back to me again. 
Better that my blood 
Runs mto the deep channels of Revolution, 
Rum into the strong hands of Revolution, 
Stains all flags n:d, 
Drives me onvay from 

S1crra Leone 
Kimberley 
Alabama 
Haiti 
Central Artterica 
Harlem 
::-vlorocco 
Tripoli 

And all the black lands everywhere. 
The force that kills, 
The power that rob�, 
And the greed that does not care. 

Better that my blood make� one with the blood 
Of all the stmggling workers in the world­
Till every land is free of 



Dollar robbers 
Pound robbers 
Franc robbers 
Peseta robbers 
r ,ire robbers 
Life robbers� 

Until the Red Armies of the International Proletariat 
Their faces, black, \vhite, olive, vellow, brown, 
Unite to raise the blood-red Rag that 
Never will come do>wn! 

Goodbye Christ 

Listen, Christ, 
You did alright m your day, I reckon­
But that day's gone now. 
They ghosted yon up a swell story, too, 
Called it Bible� 
But it's dead now, 
The popes and the prcachers've 
:Vlade too much money from it. 
They've sold you to too many 

Kings, generals, robber�, and killers­
Even to the T1.ar and the Cm�acks, 
Even to Rockefeller'� Church, 
Even to THE SATURDAY EVE0J"ING POST. 
Yon ain't no ,e;ood no more. 
They've pawned yon 
Till you've done wore out. 

Goodbye, 
Christ }esus Lord God Jehova, 
Beat it on awav from here now. 
\1ake way for � new gn:-' with no religion at all� 
A real guy named 
Marx Communist Lenin Peasant Stalin \Vorkcr .\fE-

I said, ME! 



Irish Wake 

Go ahead on rww, 
You're getting in the way of things, Lord. 
And please take Saint Chandi with you when you go, 
And Saint Pope Pins, 
And Saint Aimee McPherson, 
And big black Saint Becton 
Of the Consecrated Dime . 
And step on the gas, Christ! 
.\love! 

Don't be so slow about movm'! 
The 1nnld is mmc from !!01\" on­
And no body's gonna sell M�� 
To a king, or a general, 
Or a milliouaire. 

In the dark they fell a-crying 
For the dead who'd gone away, 
And yon could hear the drowsy wailing 
Of those compelled to stay-
But when the sun ro�e making 
All the dooryard bright and clc<!r 
The mourners got up smiling, 
Happy they were here. 

Reasons Why 

Just because I loves you­
That's de reason why 
r..-Ia soul is full of color 
Like de wings of a butterfly. 

Just because I loves \'Oll 
That's de reason v.'hy 
Ma heart's a fluttering aspen leaf 
\Vhen you pass by. 



The Town of Scottsboro 

Columbia 

Scottsboro's imt a little place: 
No shcnne is writ across its face-
Its court, too weak to stand a�aimt a mob, 
lb people\ heart, too snJJll to hold a sob. 

Columbia, 
�Iy dear girl, 
You really haven't been a \'irgin for so long 
It's ludicrous to keep up the pretext. 
You're terribly invoked in 11·orld ;mignahons 
And c\'crybody knows it. 
You've slept ,,-jth all the big p011·crs 
In military uniforms, 
And you've taken the Sl'>'ect life 
Of all the little brown fellows 
In loin cloth� and cotton trousers. 
\\'hen thcy\T rc�Jstcd, 
Yon've I'Cllcd, "Rape," 
At the top of �;our I'OICC 
And called for the middies 
To beat them up for not being gentlemen 
And liking your crooked painted tnouth. 
(You must thiuk the moons of Hawaii 
Disguise yom ugliness.) 
Reallv 
You' r�

· 
getting a I ittle too old, 

Columbia, 
To be so naive, and �o coy. 
Being one of the world's big vampires, 
\Vhv don't \"OU come on out dnd sm· so 
Lik� Japan,

· 
and l\ngland, and Frar;cc, 

And all the other n;;mphomJniacs of power 
Who've long siuce dropped their 
Smokc-�crecns of innocence 
To sit frank!;.· on a bed of bombs? 
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Letter to the Academy 

0, sweet mouth oflndiu, 
And Africa, 
Manchuria, and Haiti. 

Columbia, 
You darling, 
Don't shoot1 
I'll kiss vou! 

The gentlemen who tJ<n·e got to be classics and are now old with beards {or 
dead and in their graves) will kindly come forward and speak upon the 
subject 

Of the Rcmlution. ! mean the gentlemen who wrote lovely books about the 
defeat of the fle�h and the triumph of the sp�rit that sold in the hundreds 
of thousands and are studied in the high schools and read by the best 
people will kindly come forward and 

Speak about the Revolution-where the flesh triumphs {as well as the spirit} 
and the hungrv belly cats, and there are no best people, and the poor arc 
mighty and no longer poor, and the young by the hundreds of thousands 
are free from hunger to grow and study and love and propagate, bodies 
and soul� unehamed without "\1y Lord saying a commoner shall never 
marry my danghtcr or the R<lbhi crymg cursed be the mating of Je\n and 
Gentiles or Kipling writing nc\·cr the twain shall meet-

For the twain have met. But please-all yon gentlemen with beards who are 
so wise and old and who write better than we do and whose souls have 
triumphed (m spite of hungers and wars and the evils about you) and 
whose hooks have soared in calnmcs� and beaut;.' aloof from the struggle 
to the library �helves and the desks of students and who are now clas­
sics-come fom·ard and speak upon 

The subject of the Revolution. 

We want to kno\<.' what in the hell vou'd say? 



Song of the Revolution 

A New Song 

Sing me a song of the Revolution 
Marching hke fire over the world, 
Weaving from the earth its bright red banner 
For the hands of the masses to unfurl. 

Sing me a song of the Revolution 
Drowning the pa�l with a thunderous shout: 
Filled with the strength of youth and langhter, 
And llC\Tr the echo of a doubt. 

0 m1ghty roll of the Rcvolntion, 
Ending the centuries of bloody strife, 
Ending the trich of kings and liars, 
B1g with the hmghter of a new life. 

Breaking the bond� of the darker races, 
Breaking the ch<Jins that have held for years, 
Breaking the barriers dividing the people, 
Smashing the gods of terror aud tears, 

Cutting, 0 flame of the Revolution, 
Fear from the world like a surgeon'> knife, 
So that the children of all creation 
Waken, at last, to the jo�; of life. 

[ speak in the name of the black millions 
Aw<�kening to action. 
Let all others keep silent a moment 
I have this word to bnng, 
This thing to say, 
This song to sing: 

Bitter was the day 
When I bowed mv back 
Beneath the slaver's whip. 

That day is past. 

Bitter was the day 
\Vhen I saw my children unschooled, 
My young men without a voice in the world, 



tvh· women taken as the bodv-toys 
Of a thieving people. 

That da�· 1s past. 

Bitter was the day, I say, 
When the lyncher's rope 
! lung about my neck, 
And the fire scorched m�- feet, 
And the oppressors had no pity, 
And onl} in the sorrow songs 
Relief was found. 

That dav is past. 

I know full \\ell now 
Only my ovm hands, 
Dark as the earth, 
Cccn mccke my earth-dark bod\· free. 
0, thie\·es, exploiter�, killers, 
No longer shall you say 
\Vith arrogant eyes and scornful lips: 
"You are my servant, 
Black man-
!, the free!" 

That day ts past-

For now, 
In many mouths-
Dark mouths where red tongues burn 
And white teeth gleam-
:\cv,.- words are formed, 
Bitter 
With the past 
But sweet 
With the dream. 
Tense, 
Unyieldim;, 
Strong and sure, 
'] hey sweep the earth-

Re\'olt! Arise! 

The Black 
And White World 
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Black Workers 

Black Dancers 

Shall be one! 
The Worker's \Vorlcll 

The past is done I 

A new dream flames 
Agaimt the 
Sun! 

The bees work. 
Their work is taken from them. 
We are like the bees-
But it won't last 
Forever. 

We 
\\'110 l1avc nothing to lose 
"\•lmt sing and dance 
Before the riches 
Of the world 
Overcome 
u,. 

We 
\Vho have nothing to lose 
Must laugh and dance 
Lest om hmghtcr 
Goes from 
u,. 
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Havana Dreams 

Dream 

Personal 

The dream is a cocktail at Sloppy Joc's� 
(!vlaybc-IIObody knoll'\_) 

'I he drc<Jm is the road to Batabmto. 
(But nobod�· kno\\-s if that is so.) 

Perhaps the dream is only her face­
Perhaps it's a fan of silver lace-
Or mad1c the dream's a Vcd<o�do ro;e­
(Quie� sabe? Who really knov,-s?) 

Last night r dn:<�mt 
This most strange dream, 
And cvcnwhere I sa\\-
\Vhat di,i not seem could e1-cr be: 

Yo11 were not there with me! 

Av..-akc, 
I turned 
And touched you 
Asleep, 
Face to the wall. 

I said, 
How dreams 
Can lie! 

But you were not there at all! 

In an e1wclope marked: 
Persmwl 

Cod addressed me a letter. 
In an envelope marked: 

Personal 
I have given my amwer. 
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Wait 

PICKERS I am the Silent One, MEERUT 

CHAPEl 
Saying nothing, 

HAITI Knowmg no words to write, 
FORD Feeling only the bullets KOREA 

STRIKERS 
And the hunger 

CHILD And the stench of gas 
ALABAMA Dying. LABOR 

And nobody knows Ill)' name 
-..: t:GROES But someda�·, SUGAR 

CUBA I shall raise my hand HAITI 
And break the heads of you 

U � L\1PLOYED \Vho starve me. BOKUS 

\llLLIONS I shall raise mv hand 
KOREA 

And smash the spines of you 
MEERUT \Vho shoot me. :\1EERUT 

CJ!ILD I shall take yom gnns CHILD 

LABOR And turn them on you. LABOR 

SCOTTSBORO Starting with the bankers and BOKUS 

G�:R\fAN the bosses HAITI 

Traders and missionaries 
COMMU:'-l JSTS \Vho pay the militarists KOREA 

POOR Who pay the soldiers SUGAR 

FAR\JERS 
Who back the police 
Who kill rnc- CHILD 

H!.ACK And break m�· strikes LABOR 
And break my rising-

AFRICA I, silently, HAITI 

GRAPE And without a single learned word 
Shall begin the slaughter 

smws 
PICKERS That will end my hunger KOREA 

!APA!\ESE 
And your bnl!ets 

BLACK And the gas of capitalism 
CO'ISCR!PTS And make the world HAITI 

JOIIA:'\':'\ESBURG 
)Ay own. 

SUGAR When that is done, 
:\1INERS I shall find 'A'ords to speak ME !-;RUT 

Wait! 

HAITI Ul\EMPLOYED MILLIONS CALJFOR:"IA CHERRY PICKERS STRIKING 

:\ll:\FRS ALABAMA SUGAR BEET WORKERS I'IDIAN MASSES SCOTTSBORO 

SllA!\GHAI COOLIES PATTERSO'I SUGAR BEET WORKERS COLONIAL ASIA 

FRICK
'
s \l!NF.RS CUBA POOR FARMERS JAPANESE CONSCRIPTS WORKERS 

JOHAKN:ESBURG MINERS CHAPEl ALABAMA 1\EGROES OXNARD SUGAR 

BEET WORKERS IKDIAN MASSES BO:-IUS :\!ARCHERS FORO STRIKERS HAITI 
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Revolution 

Cubes 

Great mob that knows no fear­
Come here! 
And raise yom hand 
Agaimt tim man 
Of tron and steel and gold 
\Vho's bought and sold 
You-
Each one-
For the last thousand years, 
Come here, 
Creat mob that has no fear, 
And tear him limb from limb, 
Split his golden throat 
Ku to car, 
And end his time forever, 
Now-
This year-
Creal mob that knows no fear. 

In the days of the broken CJJbc-; of Picasso 
And in the days of the broken songs of the young men 
,\ little too drunk to sing 
And the young women 
A little too unsme of love to love­
I met on the bonlc\'ards of Paris 
An Mrican from Senegal. 

Cod 
Knows whv the French 
Amuse themselves bringing to Paris 
Negroes from SenegaL 

Ifs tht old game of the boss and the bossed, 
boss and tl1c bos-;cd, 

amused 
'nd 

am1mng, 
worked and working, 

Behind the cubes of black and white, 
black and white, 

black and white 
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Bnt since it is the old game, 
For fun 
They give l1 11n the three old prostitutes of 

Franee-
I .Jherty, F.qnality, Fraternity­
And all three of 'em sick 
In spite of the tax to the go\Tnnnent 
And the legal homes 
And the doctor::. 
And the Marseillaise. 

Of eomse, the y·mmg African from Senegal 
Carrie, back from Paris 
A little more diseaw 
To spread among the black girls in the palm huts. 
He brings them as a gift 

disease-
From ligl1t to darb1e-;s 

disease-
From the boss to the bossed 

disease-
From the game of black and white 

disease 
From the citv of the broken cubes of Picasso 

J 

' 
' 

' 

' 

One More "5" in the U.S.A. 

Put one more s m the U.S.A. 
To make it Soviet. 
One more s in the U.S.A. 
Oh, we'll li\'l' to see it yet. 
When the land belongs to the farmers 
And the factories to the working men ­
The U.S.A. when we take control 
Will he the U.S.S.A. then. 



Now across the 1\alcr in Russia 
'1 hey baH' a big U.S.S.R. 
'I 'he fatherland of the Soviets­
Bnt that is might�· far 
From �ew York, or Texas, or California, too. 
So listen, fellow workers, 
This is what we have to do. 

Put one more S in the U.S.A. 
[Repeat chormJ 

But we can't win by just talking. 
So let llS take things in om hand. 
Then down and away with the bosses' sway­
Hail Communistic land. 
So stand up m battle and wave our Rag on 

high, 
And shout out fellow workers 
Our new slogan in the sky: 

Put one more S in the U.S.A. 

But we can't join hands together 
So long as whites are lynching black, 
So black and white in one union fight 
And get on the right track. 
B�,- "l'cxa�, or Georgia, or Alaban1a led 
Come together, fellow workers 
Black and white can all he red: 

Pnt one more S in the U.S.A. 

Oh, the hankers they all are planning 
For another great big war. 
To mal..e them rich from the worker's dead, 
That's all the war i� for. 
So if  you don't want to sec bullets holding sway 
Then come on, all you workers, 
And join om fight today: 

Put one more S in the U.S.A. 
To make it SO\·iet. 
One more S Ill the U.S.A. 
Oh, we'll live to see it yet. 
When the land belongs to the fanners 
And the f<Jctories to the working men­
The U.S.A. when we take control 
Will be the U.S.S.A. then. 



Moonlight Night: Carmel 

Ballad of Roosevelt 

Tonight the wdve� march 
In long ranks 
Cutting the darkness 
With then silver shanb, 
Cntting the darkness 
And kissing the moon 
And beating the land's 
Edge mtu a S\10011. 

The pot \\'as empty, 
The cupboard \\'as bare. 
I said, Papa, 
\\-'lwt's the matter here' 
I'm waitin' ou Roosc1·clt, son, 
Roosevelt, Roo�cvelt, 
\Vaitm' on Roo.>cvclt, son. 

The rent wa� due 
And the lights was out. 
1 said, Tell me, \lama, 
What's it all about7 
We're waitin' on Roosevelt, son, 
Roosevelt, Roose1·elt, 
Just waitin' on Roosevelt. 

Sister got sick 
And the doctor wouldn't come 
Cause we couldn't pav him 
Tl1c proper sum-
A-waitin' on Roosevelt, 
Roosevelt, Roo�c\Tlt, 
A-waitin' on Roo�cvelt. 

Then one day 
They put us out o' the house. 
Ma and Pd wa� 
:\leek a� a mouse 
Still waitin' on Roosevelt, 
Roosevelt, Roosevelt. 

But 1vhcn they felt those 
Cold winds blow 



History 

Death in Harlem 

And didn't have no 
Place to go 
Pa said, I'm tired 
0' waitin' on Roosevelt, 
Roosevelt, Roo�cvelt. 
Damn tired o' waitin' on Roosevelt. 

l can't g1t a job 
And I can't git no grub. 
Backbone and navel's 
Doin' the belly-mb­
A-waitin' on Roosevelt, 
Roosevelt, Roosevelt. 

And a lot o' other folks 
What's hungry and cold 
Done stopped helicvin' 
What they been toll! 
By Roo�evelt, 
Roosevelt Roosevelt-

Cause the pot's still empty, 
And the cupboard's still bare, 
And you can't build a bungalow 
Out o' air-
Mr. Roosevelt, listen! 
What's the matter here? 

The past has been a mint 
Of blood and sorrow. 
That must not be 
']'me of tomorrow. 

Arabella Johnson and the Texas Kid 
\Vent bustin mto Dixie's bout one a.m. 
The night wa� young-
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But for a wise night-bird 
The pickin's weren't bad on a 133rd. 
The pic kin's weren't bad-
His roll wasn't slim-
And Arabella Johnson had her 
Hands on him. 

At a big piano a little chnk girl 
Was playm jazz for a midnight world. 

\\'hip it, :vliss Lucy! 
Aw, pick that rag I 
The Texas Kid's on <1 
lligh-steppin jag. 

A liumb little ]igaboo from 
SmJJewhcrc Sm�1th. 
A row of gold in his upper mouth. 
A roll of bills in his !eft-hand pocket. 

Do it, Ar<JbelJal 
Honey baby, sock 1t! 

Dancin close, ancl daucin sweet, 
Down in a cellar back from the stn:ct, 
In Dixie's place on I"BHI 
When the night is young-
For an old night-bird. 

Aw, pick it, :'vl1sS Lucv! 
Jazz it slO\vl 
It's good like that when vou 
Bass so low! 

Folks at the table� drink and grin. 
{Dixie makes lm money on two-bit gin.) 
Couple� on the floor rock and �hake. 
(Dix1e rents rooms at a buck a break.) 
[ .o1mgers at the bar la11gh out i011d. 
r:verybod;/s happ�- It's a spendin crowd­
Big time sports ami girl� who know 
Dixie's ain't no place for a gang that's slow. 

Rock it, Arabella, 
Babe. you sho can go! 

She says to the waiter, 
Gin rickeys for h-vo. 
Says to Texas, 
How'd a dance strike you? 
Says to Lucy, 
Play a long time, gall 
Says to the world, 
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Here's my sugar-daddy pal. 
\\'hisper� to Texas, 
Boy, nJu're sweet! 
She gurgles to Texa�, 
What vou like to cat? 
Sp<.�ghetti ami �;m. mmic and smoke, 
And a \HJman cross the table when <1 man ain't broke ­
\Vhcn a man's \\'Oil a fight in a big man's town-

Aw, plunk it, \'liss 1 .ucy, 
Cause we dancin dO\\·nT 

:\party of white� from Fifth A\TillJC 
Came tippin into Dixie's to get a \·iew 
Catne tippm mto Dixie\ with smiles on their faces, 
Knowin they can bu;o a dozen colored places. 
Dixie grinned. Dixie bowed. 
Dixie ruhbed his hands and laughed out loud­
While a tall white woman 
In an ermmc c<tpl 
Looked at the blacks and 
Thought of rape, 
Looked at the blacks and 
Thought of a rope. 
[,ooked at the bl<1cks and 
Thought of A.amc, 
And thought of somcthinf; 
Without a name. 

Aw, play it, \!iss Lucy I 
Lawd! 
Ain't you shame? 

I ,ucy was a-bassin it, boom, boom, boom, 
When Arabella \\·ent to the LADIES' ROOM. 
She left the Texas Kid scttin b} himself 
All unsmpectin of the chippie 011 hts lcft-
ller name \\as Bessie. She \\'.-IS hrmn1 and bold. 
And she sat on her chan like a sweet jell;.- roll. 
She cast her eye� on Texas, hollered, 
Listen, bo;.·, 
\\-"hilc the music\ playin let's 
Spread some joy! 

:"Jo11·, Texa� \\·<1� d lover. 
Bessie was, too. 
'l11ey loved one another till 
The music got through. 
While :\·I iss I .ucy played it, boom, boom, boom, 
And Arabella \\'a' busy in the lADIES' ROOM. 
\Vhen >he come out 



She looked across the place­
And there wa� Bessie 
Settin in her place! 
(It was just as if somebody 
Kicked her in the face.) 

Arabella drew her pistol. 
She uttered a cry. 
Everybody dodged a� 
A ball passed by. 

A shot rang ont. 
Bessie pnlled a knife, 
But Arabella had her gun. 
Stand back folkses, let us 
Have our fnn. 

And a shot rang out. 
Some began to tren�ble and 
Some began to scream. 
Bessie stared at Bella 
Like a woman m a dream 

As the shots rang out. 
A white lady fainted. 
A black v..-oman cried. 
But Bessie took a bullet to her 
Hearl and died 

As the shot.> rang out. 
A whole slrw of people 
\Vent mshin for the door 
And left poor Bessie bleed in 
In that cellar on the floor 

\Vhen the shots rang out. 
Then the place was empty, 
:'\o music didn't play, 
And whoever loved Bessie was 
Far away. 

Take me, 
Jesus, take me 
Home today! 

Oh, they nabbed Arabella 
And drove her off to jail 
Just as the sky in the 
East turned pale 
And night like a reefer-man 
Slipped away 
And the sun came up and 



Park Bench 

Ballads of Lenin 

I t  \'.as day-
But the Texa� Kid, 
\Vith Iovin in his head, 
Picked up another woman and 
\'Vent to bed. 

l hve on a park bench. 
You, Park Avenue. 
Hell of a d1stancc 
Between us two. 

I beg a dime for dmner­
You got a butler and maid. 
But I'lll v.'akin' up' 
Say, ain't you afraid 

That I might, just maybe, 
In a vear or two . ' 
�1ovc on over 
To Park Avenue? 

Comrade Lenin of Russia, 
High in a marble tomb, 
:-.'love over, Comrade I ,enin, 
And g1n' me room. 

I am Ivan, the pe<JS<lnt, 
Boots all muddy with soil. 
I fought with you, Comrade Lenin. 
�ow I have finished rm toil. 

Comrade Lenin ofRmsia, 
Alive in a marble tomb, 
Move over, Comrade Lenin, 
And make me room. 

I arn Chico, the :\'egro, 
Cutting cane in the sun. 



Call of Ethiopia 

I lived for you, Comrade Lenin. 
Now my \vork is done. 

Comrade Lenin of Russia, 
Honored in a marble tomb, 
�1ove over, Comrade Lenin, 
And leave me room. 

I am Chang from the foundries 
On stnke in the streets of Shanghai. 
For the sake of the Revolution 
I fight, I starve, I die. 

Comrade Lenin of Russia 
Speaks from the monhle tomb: 
On guard with the workers forever­
The world is our room! 

Ethiopia 
I .ift your mght-dark f<lce, 

Abvssinian 
So� of Sheba's race! 
Your palm trees tall 
And your monntains high 
Are shade and shelter 
To men who die 
For freedom's sake-
But in the wake of your sacrifice 
:\lay all Africa arise 
With blazing eyes and night-dark face 
In answer to the call of Sheba's race: 

Ethiopias freel 
Be like me, 
All of Africa, 
Arise and be free! 
All you black peoples, 
Be free! Be free! 



Share-Croppers 

Just CJ herd of :\"cgroes 
Omen to the field, 
Plowing, planting, hoeing, 
To make the cotton yield. 

When the cotton's p1cked 
And the work is done 
Boss man takes the money 
And we get none, 

Leaves us hungry, ragged 
A:, we were before. 
Year by year goes by 
And we are nothing more 

Than 2 herd of Negroes 
Driven to the field� 
Plowing life a war 
To make the cotton yield. 

Air Raid over Harlem. Scenario for a Little Black Movle 

V/ho you gonna put in it? 
Me. 
\Vho the hell an: yon? 
Harlem. 
Alright, then. 

AIR RAID OVER HARLEM 

You're not talkin' 'bout Harlem, are you? 
That's where my home is, 
.\1y bed is, my wom<Jn is, my kids is! 
Harlem, that's where I live! 
Look at my �trcets 
Full of black and brown and 
Yellow and high-yellow 
Jokers like me. 
Lenox, Seventh, Edgecombe, 145th. 
Listen, 
Hear 'em talkin' and laughin'? 
Bombs over Harlern'd kill 
People like me-



Kill YIE! 
Sure, I know 
The 'Ethiopian war broke out last night: 
BO�IBS OVER HARLEM 
Cops on every corner 
Most of 'em white 
COPS It\ HARLEM 
Guns and billy-clubs 
Double duty in H:ulem 
Walking in pairs 
Under every light 
Their faces 
WHITE 
In l larlun 
And mixed 111 with 'em 
A black cop or two 
For the sake of the vole in Harlem 
CUGSA A TRAITOR TOO 
::\o, sir, 
l ain't tal kin' 'bout you, 
:'vliskr Policeman I 

No, indeed! 
I know we got to keep 
ORDER OVER HARLE\! 
Where the black mi!lions sleep 
Shepherds over Harlem 
Their armed watch keep 
Lest Harlem stirs in its sleep 
And maybe remembers 
And remembering forgets 
To be peaceful and quiet 
And has sudden fits 
Of raising a black fist 
Out of the dcnk 
And that black fist 
Becomes a red spark 
PLANES OVER HARU::\1 
Bombs over Harlem 
You're ;u�t making up 
A fake funny picture, ain't you? 
Not real, not real? 
Did you ever taste blood 
From an iron heel 
Planted in your mouth 
In the slavery-time South 
Where to whip a nigger's 



Easy as hdl-
And not even a living nigger 
Has a talc to tell 
Lest the kick of a boot 
Baring more blood to his mouth 
In the slavery-time South 
And a long billy-club 
Split his head wide 
And a white hand draw 
A gun from its side 
And ;end bullets splaying 
Through the streets of llarlem 
Where the dead're laying 
Lest you stir in your sleep 
And remember something 
You'd best better keep 
In the dark, in the dark 
Where the ugly things hide 
Under the white lights 
With guns by their side 
In I larlem? 

Say, wha.t are yuh tryin' to do? 
Start a. riot? 
You keep quiet! 
You niggers keep quiet! 

BLACK WORLD 
0iever wake up 
Lest you knock over the cup 
Of gold that the men who 
Keep order guard so well 
And then-well, then 
There'd be hell 
To pay 
And bombs over Harlem 

AIR RAID OVF.R HARLEM 

Bullets through Hc�rlem 
And somedav 
A sleeping giant \vaking 
To snatch bombs from the sky 
And push the sun up with a loud cry 
Of to hell with the cops on the comers at night 
Armed to the teeth under the light 



Lest Harlem sec red 
And suddenly sit on the edge of its bed 
And shake the whole world with il new dream 
As the squad cars come and the sirens scream 
And a big black giant snatches bombs from the sky 
And picks up a cop and lets him Ry 
Into the dust of the fimcrow pa�t 
And laughs and Hollers 
Kiss my 
lx!&! 

Hey! 
Scenario for a Little Black .\llovie, 
You say? 
A RED MOVIE TO MR. HEARST 
Black and white workers united as one 
In a city where 
Therc'll nevcr he 
Air raids over Harlem 
FOR THE WORKERS ARE FREE 

\Vhat workers arc free? 
THE BLACK AND WHITE WORKERS­
You and me! 
Looky here, everybody! 
Look at me! 

I'M HARLEM! 

Ballad of Ozie Powell 

Red is the A.labama road, 
Olic, Ozie Powell, 

Redder now where your blood has Rowed, 
Ozie, Ozie PowelL 

Strong are the bars and steel the gate, 
Ozie, Ozie Powell, 

The High Sheriffs eyes are filled with hate, 
Ozie, Ozic PowelL 

The High Sheriff shoot� and he �hoots to kill 
Black young Ozic PowelL 



The Lav/s a Klansman with an evil will, 
Ozie, Ozie PowelL 

:\ine old men in Washington, 
One, Ozie Powell, 

:\ever saw the High Sheriff's gun 
Aimed at Ozie PowelL 

:Sine old men so rich and wise, 
Oz1c, Ozic Powell, 

They never saw the High Sheriffs eyes 
Stare at Chic Powell. 

Rut nine black boys knO\\- full well, 
Don't they, Ozic Powell7 

What it is to live in hell, 
Ozie, Ozic Powell. 

The devil's a Kleagle with an evil will, 
Ozie, Ozic Powell, 

A white l l igh Sheriff who �hoots to kill 
Black young Oz1c PowelL 

And red is that Alabama road, 
Ozie, Ozie PowelL 

Rut redder now where your life's blood flowed, 
Ch!e! Ozie Powell! 

Let America Be America Again 

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 ne\er was America to me.) 

Let America be the dream the dreamers dreamed­
Let it be that great strong land of love 
VVhcrc never bngs conniYe nor tyrants scheme 
That any man be cmshed by one above. 

(It never \vas America to me.) 



0, let my land be a land where I.iberty 
Is crowned with no fahe patriotic wreath, 
But opportunity is reaL and life is free, 
Equality is in the air we breathe. 

(There's ne\'cr been equality for me, 
Nor freedom in this "homeland of the free.") 

Say, who are you that mumbles m the dark? 
And who are you that draws your veil across the �tars? 

I am the poor white, fooled and pushed apart, 
I alll the :\egro bearing slavery's scars. 
I <llll the red man driven from the land, 
I am the imm1grant clutching the hope I 'ieek­
And finding only the same old stnpicl plan 
Of dog cat dog, of mighty crush the weak 

I am the young man, full of strength and hope, 
Tangled in that ancient endless cham 
Of profit, power, gain, of grab the land! 
Of grab the gold! Of grab the ways of satisfj.:ing need! 
Of work the men! Of take the pay! 
Of owning everything for one"s own greed! 

I am the farmer, bondsntan to the soil. 
I mu the worker sold to the machine. 
[ am the 1\egro, SeT\·anl lo yon alJ. 
I am the people, humble, hungry, mean­
Hungry yet today despite the dream. 
Beaten yet today-0, Pioneers! 
I am the man who ne\Tr got ahead, 
The poorest worker barten:d through the years. 

Yet I'm the one who dreamt our basic dream 
In that Old World wh1le still a serf of king>, 
\Vho dreamt a dream so strong, so brme, so true, 
That even yet its 111ighty daring sings 
ln every brick and stone, in every furrow turned 
That's made America the land it has become. 
0, I'm the man who sailed those carl: seas 
In search of what I meant to he my horne­
For I'm the one who left dark Ireland's shore, 
And Pohmd's plain, and England'' gra>sy lea, 



And torn from Black Africa'> strand I came 
To build a "homeland of the free." 

The free? 

Wl10 said the free? Not me7 
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 
Aud all the hopes we've held 
And all the Aags we've hung, 
The millions who have nothmg for our pay­
Except the dream that's almost dead today. 

0, let America be America again­
The land that never has been yet-
And yet must be-the land \\here every man is free. 
The land that's mine-the poor man's, Indian's, 1\egro\ rviE­
Who made America, 
Whose Sl\eat and blood, whose faith and pain, 
\Nhose hand at the foundry, whose plow m the rain, 
Must bring back om mighty dream again. 

Sure. call rnc any ugly uame you choose­
The steel of freedom does not �tain. 
From those who live like Ieee he� on the people's lives, 
\Ve must take back our land agam, 
America! 

0. yes, 
I say it plain, 
America never was America to me, 
And yet I swear thi� oath­
America \\'ill be! 

Out of the rack and min of our gangster death, 
The rape and rot of graft, and stealth, and lies, 
We, the people, must redeem 
The land, the mmcs. tht plants, the rivers. 
The mountains and the endless pia m -
All, all the 'itretch of these great green states­
And make America again! 
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Broadcast on Ethiopia 

The little fox is still. 
The dogs of war have made their kill. 

Addis Ababa 
Across the hc<Jdlines all year long. 
Ethiopia-
Tragi-song for the nc\vs reels. 
Haile 
With his slaves, his dusky wiles, 
His second-hand planes like a child's, 
But he has no gas-so he cannot last. 
Poor little joker w1th IlO poison g<�s! 
Thus his people now may learn 
How Il Duce makes butter from an empty churn 
To butter the bread 
(If bread there be) 
Of civilization's misery. 

\1ISTER CHRISTOPHER COLU\IBUS 

DJIBOUTI, French Somali land, �·fay 4 (AP)-Emperor I !aile Scla��ic 
and imperial family, in flight from his crnmbling empire, reached the 
s<Jnc:tuary of French soil and a British destroyer toda�· 

HE USED RHYTHM FOR HIS COMPASS 

Hunter, hunter, running, too­
Look what's after you: 

PARIS, Moy 4 (UP)-COM\1U:\IS'I'S TOP FRAI\CE'S SWEEP LEI•T 
:Y1inister of Colonies Defeated. Rise From 10 to 85 Seats. 

France ain't ltaly1 

No, but Italy's cheated 
\Vhm any :'vlinister anrwhere's 
Defeated by Commtmists. 
Goddamn! I swear! 
Hitler, 
Tear your hair! 
Mussolini, 
Grit your teeth! 
Civilization's gone to hell! 
Major Bowes, nng your bell! 

(Gong!) 



Dusk 

Elderly Leaders 

Station XYZW broadcasting: 
NllSTF.R CI IRISTOPI IER COLOMBO 
Just made a splendid kill. 
The British Legahon stands solid on its hill 
The natives nm wild m the streets. 
The fox is still. 

Addis Ababa 
In headlines all year long 
Ethiopia -tragi-song. 

Wandering in the dusk, 
Sometimes 
You get lost in the dusk­
Ami sometimes not. 

Beating your fists 
Against the wal!, 
You break your bones 
Against the wall­
But sometimes not. 

Walls have been known 
To fall, 
Dusk turn to dawn, 
And chams be gone! 

The old, the cautJOus, the over-wise­
Wisdom reduced to the personal equation: 
Life is a system of half-truths and lies, 
Opporhu1istic, convenient evaswn. 

Elderly, 
Famous, 
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White Man 

Very well paid, 
They dutch at the egg 
Their master's 
Goose laid: 
I$S5$ 
$$5$ 
$5$ 
$$ 
$ 
• 

Sme I know you! 
You're a \Vhitc �.1an. 
I'm a .:'\egro. 
Yon take all the best jobs 
And leave us the garb<�gc cam to empty 

and 
The halls to clean. 
Yon havt a good time in a big house at 

Palm Reach 
And rent us the back alleys 
And the dirty slums. 
You enjoy Rome-
And take Ethiopia. 
White ;\1an! White tvlan! 
Let Louis Armstrong pia�; it­
And yon copyright it 
And make the money. 
You're the smart guy, White Man! 
Yon got everything! 
But now, 
I hear yom name ain't really White 

Man. 
I hear it's something 
Marx wrote down 
Fifty years ago-
That rich people don't like to read. 
Is that true, White .VIan? 
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Song of Spain 

Is yom name in a book 
Called the Communist Manifesto? 

Is your name spelled 
C-A-P-l'l'AI,I-5'1'? 
Are you always a VVhite .\1an? 
Huh? 

Come now, all )OU who are singers, 
And sing me the song of Span\. 
Sing it \'ery simply that I might understand. 

\Vhat is the song of Spain? 

Flamenco is the song of Spain: 
Cyp:.ies, guitars, dancing 
Death cmd love and heartbreak 
To a heel tap and a swirl of fingers 
On three �!rings. 
Flamenco is the song of Spain. 

l do not understand. 

Toms arc the song of Spain: 
The bellowing bull, the red cape, 
A sword thrust, a horn tip, 
The torn suit of satin and gold, 
Blood on the sand 
Is the song of Spain. 

I do not understand. 

Pintura is the song of Spain: 
Goya, Velasquez, Murillo, 
Splash of color on cam ass, 
'0/hirl of cherub-faces. 
La Maja Desnuda's 
The song of Spain, 

\\That's that? 
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Don Quixote! Espaiia! 
Aquel rincon de la Mancha de 
Cuyo nombre no quiero acordam�e. 
That's the song of Spain. 
You wouldn't kid me, would you? 
A bombing plane's 
The song of Spain. 
Bullets like rain's 
The song of Spam. 
Poison gas is Spain. 
A knife in the hack 
And its terror and pain is Spain. 

Taros, flamenco, paintings, books-
Not Spain. 

The people are Spain: 
The people beneath that bombing plane 
With its wings of gold for which I pay-
1, a worker, letting my labor pile 
Up millions for bombs to kill a child-
1 bought those bombs for Spain! 
Workers made those bombs for a Fascist Spain! 
Will i make them again, and yet again? 

Storm clouds move fast, 
Our sky is gray. 
The white devils of the terror 
Await their day 

When bombs']] fall not only on Spain­
But on me and you\ 
Workers, make no bombs again! 
Workers, mine no gold again! 
Workers, lift no hand again 
To build up profits for the rape of Spain! 
Workers, see yomselves as Spain! 
\Vorkers, know that we too can cry. 
Lift arms in vain, run, hide, die: 

Too late! 
The bombing plane! 

Workers, make no bombs again 
Except that they be made for us 

To hold and guard 
Lest some Franco steal into our backyard 

Under the guise of a patriot 
Waving a flag and mouthing rot 



And dropping bombs from a Christian steeple 
On the people. 

I made those bomb� for Spain. 
I rnnst not do it again. 
I made those bombing planes. 
I must not do it again. 

I made nch the grandees and lords 
\Vho hire Franco to lead his gang-hordes 
Against Spain. 

I mmt ne\"Cf do that again. 

I must drive the bombers out of Spain! 
I must drive the bombers out of the world! 
I must take the world for my own again-

A workers' world 
Is the song of Spain. 

Sister Johnson Marches 

Here am I with my head held high! 
\Vha(s de matter, honey? 
I just want to cry: 
It's de first of \..1ay1 

Here I go v,-"ith my banner in my homd! 
What's de matter, chile? 
\Vhy we owns cle land! 
H's de first ofl'vlay! 

\Vho are all them people 
Marching in a mass? 
Lawd! Don't yon know? 
That's de working class! 

It's de first of May! 
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Genius Child 

Roar China! 

This is a song for the o;cnius chdd. 
Sing it softly, for the song is \vild. 
Sing it softly as ever von can­
Lest the song gel ont of hall(\_ 

Nobody loves a genius child. 

Can you love an eagle, 
Tame or wild? 

Wild or tame, 
Cau you love a monster 
Of frightening name? 

Nobody loves a genius child. 

Kill him - aml let his soul run wild! 

Roar, Chillal 
Roar, old hon of the East! 
Snort fire, yellow dragon of the Orient, 
Tired at last of being bothered. 
Since when did you ever steal anything 
From anybody, 
Sleepv wise old beast 
Known as the porcelain-maker, 
Known as the poem-maker, 
Known as maker of firecrackers? 
A long time since you cared 
About taking other people's lands 
Away from them. 
THEY mnsfve thought you didn't care 
About vom own Lmd either-
So TilEY came with gunboats, 
Set up Concessions, 
Zones of influence, 
International Settlements, 
:Missionary homes, 
Banh, 
And Jim Crow Y.M.C.A.'s. 
THEY beat vou with malacca canes 



And dared you to raise your head­
Except to cut it off. 
Even the yellow men came 
To take v.h1t the white men 
Hadn't alreadv taken. 
The yellow men dropped bombs on Chapei. 
The yellow men called you the same names 
The white men did: 

Dog! Dogl Dog! 
Coolie dog! 
Red! . . Lousy red! 
Red coolie dog! 

And in the end you had no place 
To make your porccl<�in, 
Write your poems, 
Or shoot \"Ollf firecrackers on holidays. 
In the end you had no peace 
Or calm left at all. 
PRESI DE:\T, KING, M I KADO 
Thought you really \\·ere a dog. 
THEY kicked vou daily 
Via radiophone, via cablegram, 
Vi<! gunboats in her harbor, 
Via malacca canes. 
TllF.Y thought you were a tame lion. 
A sleepy, easy, tame old lion! 

HaT Ha! 
Haaa-aa-a! . . Ha! 

Laugh, little coolie boy on the docks of Shanghai, laugh! 
You're no tame lion. 

Laugh, red generals in the hills of Sian-kiang, laugh! 
You're no tame lion. 

Laugh, child slave� in the factories of the foreigners! 
You're no tame lion. 

Laugh-and roar, China! Time to spit fire! 
Open your mouth, old dragon of the East. 
To swallow up the gunboats in the Yangtse! 
Swallow up the foreign planes in yonr sky! 
Eat bullets, old maker of firecrackers-
And spit out freedom in the face of your enemies! 
Break the chains of the East, 

Little coolie boy! 
Break the chains of the East, 

Red generals! 
Break the chains of the East, 

Child slaves in the factories! 
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Smash the iron gates of the Concessions! 
Smash the pious doors of the missionary houses! 
Smash the revolving doors of the jim Crow YM.C.A 's. 
Crush the enemies of land and bread and freedom! 

Stand up and roar. China I 
You know \'-'hat vou \.\'ant! 
The only way to get it is 
To take it! 
Roar, China! 

Note in Music 

Search 

Life is for the living. 
Death is for the dead. 
Let life be like music. 
And death a note unsaid. 

All life is but the climbing of a hill 
To seek the sun that ranges far beyond 
Confused with stars and lesser lights anon, 
And planets where the darkness reigncth still. 

All life is but the seeking for that sun 
That never lets one living atom die­
That flames beyond the circles of the eye 
\Vhere :\"ever and Forever are as one. 

And seeking always through this human span 
That spreads it'i drift of years beneath the sky 
Confused with living, goeth simple man 
Unknowing and unknown into the \Vhr­
The Why that flings itself beyond the Sun 
And back in space to where Time was begun. 
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Today 

This is earthquake 
Weather! 

Honor and Hunger 
Walk lean 
Together. 

Letter from Spain 
Addre;sed to Alabama 

Dear Brother at home: 

Lincoln Batt<J!ion, 
International Brigades, 
November Something, 1937· 

We captured a wounded Moor today. 
He was just as dark a� me. 
I said, Boy, what you been doin' here 
Fightin' against the free? 

He answered something in a language 
I couldn't understand. 
But somebody told me he was saym' 
They nabbed him in his land 

And made him join the fascist army 
And come across to Spain. 
And he sa1d he h<ld a feel in' 
He'd never get back home again. 

He said he had a feelin' 
This whole thing wasn't right. 
He said he didn't know 
The folks he had to fight. 

And as he lay there dying 
In a village we had taken, 
! looked across to Africa 
And seed foundations shakin'. 

Cause if a free Spain wins this war, 
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The colonie-;, too, arc free-
Then something wonderful'\] happen 
To them Moors as dark as me. 

I said, I guess that's why old England 
And I reckon Italy, too, 
Is afraid to let a workers' Spain 
Be too good to me and y·ou-

Cause they got slaves in Africa­
And they don't want 'em to be free. 
Listen, Moorish prisoner, hell! 
Here, shake hands with me! 

I knelt down there beside him, 
And I took l1is hand-
But the wounded Moor was dyin' 
And he didu't understand. 

Postcard from Spain 
Addressed to Alabama 

Dear Folks at home: 

I went out this morn in' 
Old shells was a-fall in' 
Whistlin' and a-fallin' 
V/hen I went out this mornin'. 

I'm way over here 
A long ways from home, 
Over htre in Spanish country 
But I don't feel alone. 

Folks over here don't treat me 
Like white folks used to do. 

Salmi, 
Johnny 

Lincoln-Washington Battalion, 
April, 1938 



Convent 

\\'hen I was home thev treated me 
Just like they treafin' y�n. 

r don't think thmgs'!l ever 
Be like that again: 
I done met up with folks 
Who'll fight for me now 
Like l'rn fightin' now for Spain. 

Tell me, 
Is there peace 

Salud, 
Johnny 

Behi11d your high stone walls­
Peace 
\\!here no worldlv dntv calls­
Or does some �trange 
Insistence beckon 
With a challenge 
That appalls? 

In Time of Silver Rain 

In time of silver rain 
The earth 
Puts forth new life again, 
Green grasses grow 
And flowers lift their heads, 
And over all the plain 
The wonder spreads 

Of life, 
Of life, 
Of life! 

In time of silver rain 
The butterflies 
Lift silken wings 
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August 19th • • •  

To catch a rainbow cry, 
And trees put forth 
;\le;v leaves to smg 
In JOY beneath the sky 
As down the roadway 
Passing boys and girls 
Go singing, too, 
In time of silver rain 

\..Vhen �pnng 
And life 
Are new. 

A Poem for Cbrencc �orris 

VVhat flag will fly for me 
When I die? 
What flag of red and white and 

blue, 
Half-wast, against the sky? 
I'm not the President, 
Nor the Honorable So-and-So. 
But only one of the 
Scothboro Boys 
Doomed ''by law" to go. 
August 19th is the date. 
Put it in your hook. 
The date that I must keep with 

death. 
Would you like to come and look' 
You will �cc a black boy die. 
Would you like to come and cry? 
\ttaybe tears politely shed 
l lelp the dead. 
Or better still, they may help you­
For if you let the "le�w" kill me, 
Are you free? 
August 19th is the date. 
Clartnce :\"orris is mv name. 
The sentence, against me, 
Against you, the S<Jme. 
August 19th is the date. 
Thunder in the sky. 



In Alabama 
A young black bov will die. 
August 19th is the date. 
Judges in high places 
Still preserve their dignity 
A11d dispmc of case�. 
August 19th is the date. 
Rich people �it ami fan 
And sip cool dnnks and clo no work­
Yet they rnle the land. 
August 19th is the date. 
The electnc chair. 
Smrrnners on cool beaches 
With their bod1es bare. 
August 19th is the date. 
I•:mopean tours. 
Summer camps for the kids. 
If they are your�. 
l"vlc, I never had no kids. 
f lle\·er had 110 wife. 
August 19th is the date. 
To take m\· life. 
August 19th is the date. 
Will }Our church bells ring? 
August 19th is the date. 
\\'ill the choir sing? 
August 19th is the date. 
Will the ball games stop? 
Augmt 19th is the date. 
Will the jazz bands play? 
August 19th is the date. 
\Vhcn I go away. 
August 19th is the date. 
Thunder m the sh·. 
August 19th is the date. 
Scottsboro Bo�· must die. 
August 19th is the date. 
Judges in high places­
August 19th is the date­
Still dispose of ca�cs. 
Augmt 19th is the date. 
Rich people sit and fan. 
August 19th is the date. 
Who shall rule our land? 
August 19th is the date. 
S\virumcrs on cool beaches. 



August 19th is the date. 
\Vorld! 

stop all the leeches 
That suck your life awav and mine. 

\Vorldr 
stop all the leeches 
That use their power io strangle 

hof>e, 
That make of the law a lyllcher"s 

rope, 
Thut drop their bombs on China 

and Spain, 
That have no pity for hunger or 

pain, 
That always, forever, close the door 
Agamst the likes o{me, the poor. 
AUGUST 19th IS THE DATE. 
What flag will fly for me? 
AUGUST 19th IS THE DATE. 
So deep my grave will he. 
AUGUST 19th IS TilE. DATK 
I'm not the honorable So-and-So. 
AUGUST 19th IS THE DATE. 
Just a poor boy doomed to go. 
AUGUST 19th IS THE DATE. 

AUGUST 19th IS THE DATF. 
Can you make death wait? 
AUGUST 19th IS THF DATE. 
Will you let me die? 
AUGUST 19th IS TilE DATE. 
Can we make death wait? 
AUGUST 19th IS THE DATE. 
Will you let me die? 
AUGUST 19th IS THE DATF.. 
AUGUST 19th IS THF. DATE. 
AUGUST 19th AUGUST 19th . 
AUGUST 19th . . AUGUST 19th . 

AUGUST 19th . 
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Beauty 

They give to beauty here­
The same as C\'C!]Whcrc­
Adulation, but no care. 

Song for Ourselves 

Czechoslovakia l)·nchcd on a swastib cross! 
Blow, bitter winds, blow! 
Blow, bitter winds, blow! 

Nails in her hands and nails in her feet, 
Left to die s]O\\-! 
Left to die slowl 

Czechoslovakia! Ethiopia! Spain! 
One after another! 
One after another! 

Where will the long snake of greed �trike 
again? 

Will it be here, brother? 

Air Raid: Barcelona 

Black smoke of sound 
Curls against the midnight sky. 

Deeper thcm a whistle, 
I.ondcr than a cry, 
\Vorse than a scream 
Tangled in the wail 
Of a nightmare dream, 

The siren 
Of the air raid �ounds. 

Flames and bombs and 
Death in the car1 
The siren announces 
Planes drawmg ne<lr. 
Down from bedrooms 
Stumble women in gowns. 
Men, half-dressed, 
Carrying childre11 rmh do'-'<n. 



Up in the sh·-lanes 
Against the stars 
A Rock of death birds 
Whose wings are �lee! bars 
Fill the sky with a low dull roar 
Of a plane, 

two plane<;, 
three planes, 

five planes, 
or mort. 

The anti-aircraft guns bark into space. 
The searchlights make wound> 
On the night's dark face. 
The siren's wild cry 
Like a lwllm\ scream 
f,chots out of hell in a nightmare dream. 

Then the BOMBS fall� 
All other noises are nothing at all 

\\·l1en the first BOl'vtBS fall. 
All other noises arc suddcnlv still 

Whcu the B0\:1BS fall. 
All other noise� art dcathlv still 
As blood spatters the wall 
And the whirling sound 
Of the iron star of death 
Comes hurtlmg down. 
No other noises can he heard 
As a child's life goes up 
In the night like a bird. 
Swift pursuit planes 
Dart over the towu, 
Steel bullets Av 
Slitting the starry silk 

Of the sh: 
A bomber's brought down 
In A ames orange and blue, 
Ami the nighf� all red 
L1ke blood, too. 

The last BO�dB falls. 

Tl1e death binh wheel F.01st 
To their lairs again 
Leaving iron eggs 
In the streets of Spain. 
With \Vings like black cubes 
Against the far dawn, 



Chant for May Day 

The stench of thetr passage 
Remains when they're gone. 
fn what wa'i a eomtyard 
A child \veeps alone. 

l'vlen uncover bodies 
From ruins of stone. 

To be read by a \Vorkman with, for h<lckground, the rhythmic waves of rising and 
re-ri;ing !VIas; Voices, multiplying like the roar of the ;ea. 

WORKER: 

10 VOICES: 

20 VOJC!cS: 

40 VOICES: 

50 VOICES: 
WORKER: 

10 VOICES. 
20 VOICES: 

40 VOICES: 

50 VOICES: 
WORKER: 

10 VOICES: 
10 OTHERS: 
10 OTHERS: 
10 OTHERS: 

50 VOICES: 
WORKER: 

50 VOICES: 
10 VOICES: 
20 VOICES: 

40 VOICES: 

50 VOICES: 

The first oH...tay: 
\Vhen the flowers break through the earth, 
\Vhen the sap rises in the trees. 
V./hen the birds come back from the South. 
Workers: 
Be like the flowers, 
Bloom in the strength of yom nnknown 
power, 
Crow out of the passive earth, 
Grow strong \vith Union, 
;\11 hands together-
To beanti(v this hom, tim spring, 
And d!l the springs to come 
Forever for the workers! 
Workers: 
Be like the sap rising in the trees, 
Strengthening each branch, 
:'-Jo part neglected-
Reaching all the world. 
All workers: 
\Vhite workers, 
BlaC"k workers, 
Yellow workers, 
Workers in the islands of the sea­
Life 1s everywhere for vou 
\\-'hen the sap of your �wr: strength rises 
Life is everywhere. 
:'vtay Day! 
\1ay Day! 
May Day! 
\'\.'hen the earth is new, 



WORKl·:R: 

20 VOICES· 

40 VOJCES. 

6o VOICES: 

8o VOICES: 

100 VOICES: 

Kids Who Die 

Proletariam of all the world: 
Anse, 
Crow �trong, 
Take Power, 
Till the forces of the earth are yours 
From this hour. 

This is for the kids who die, 
Black and white. 
For kids will die certainlv. 
The old and rich will live on awhile, 
As always, 
Eating blood and gold, 
Letting kids die. 

Kids \nil cl1c in the swamps of .\tississippi 
Organizing sharecroppers. 
Kids will die in the street� of Clnc<�go 
Orgamzing workers. 
Kids \vill die in the orange grove� of California 
Telling others to get together. 
Whites and Fihpinos, 
:.Jegroes and \1cxicans, 
All kinds of kid� will die 
\V'ho don't belie\·e in lies, and bribes, and contentment, 
And a lousy peace 

Of course, the wise and the learned 
\Vho pen editonals m the papers, 
And the gentlemen \vith Dr. in front of their names, 
White and black, 
\VIm make surveys and write books, 
Will live on weaving words to smother the kids who die, 
And the sleazy courts, 
And the bribe-reaching police, 
And the blood-loving generals, 
And the money-loving preachers 
Will all raise their hands against the kids who die, 
Beating them with laws and clubs and bayonets and bullets 
To frighten the people-
For the kids who die arc like iron in the blood of the people-



And the old and rich don't want the people 
To taste the iron of the kids who die. 
Don't want the people to get wise to their own power, 
'1-o believe an Angelo l lerndon, or ever get together. 

Listen, kids who die-
:V1aybc, now, there will be no monument for you 
Except in our hearts. 
Maybe your bodies'll be lost in a swamp, 
Or a prison grave, or the potter's field, 
Or the rivers where you're drowned like Liebknccht. 
But the day will come-
You are sure yourseh·es that it is coming­
When the marching feet of the masses 
'Will ra1sc for you a hvmg monument of love, 
And joy, and laughter, 
Aud black hands aud white hands cla�pcll as one, 
And a song th<Jt reaches the sky-
The song of the ne1v life triumphant 
Through the kids who die. 

Six·Bits Blues 

Gimme six-bib' worth o' ticket 
On a train that runs somewhere. 
I sav six-b1ts' worth o' ticket 
On a train that nms somewhere. 
I don't care where it's goin' 
Just so it goes aw<Jy from here. 

Baby, gimme a little Iovin', 
But don't make it too long. 
A little lm-in'. babe, but 
Don't make it too long. 
Make it short and sweet, your lm·in', 
So l can roll along. 

I got to roll along! 



Poet to Patron 

Red Clay Blues 

What right has anyone to say 
That I 
Must throw out pieces of my heart 
For pay? 

For bread that helps to make 
My heart beat true, 
I must sell myself 
To you? 

A factory shift's better, 
A week's meagre pay, 
Than a perfumed note asking: 
What poems today? 

(by Langston Hughes and Richard Wright) 

I miss that red clav, Lawd, I 
Need to feel it in ;ny shoes. 
Says miss that red clay, Lawd, I 
1\'eed to feel it in my shoes. 
I want to get to Georgia cause I 
Got them red day blues. 

Pavement's hard on my feet, I'm 
Tired o' this concrete street. 
Pavement's hard on my feet, I'm 
Tired o' this citv street. 
Coin' back to Georgia where 
That red clay can't be beat. 

I want to tramp in the red mud, Lawd, and 
Feel the red clay round my toes. 
I want to wade in that red mnd, 
Feel that red clay suckill' at my toes. 
I want my little farm back and I 
Don't care where that landlord goes. 

I want to be in Georgia, when the 
Big storm starts to blow. 



Hey-Hey Blues 

Yes, I want to be in Georgia lkhen that 
Big storm statts to blow. 
I want to see the landlords rurmin' cause I 
\Vander where they gorma go! 

I got them red clay blues. 

I can HEY on water 
Same as I can HEY-HEY on beer. 
HEY on water 
Same as I com HEY-HEY on beer. 
But if you gimme good corn whisky 
I can HEY-HEY-HEY -and chccrl 

If you can whip de blues, boy, 
Then v..'hip 'em all night long. 
Boy, if you can whip de blues, 
Then whip 'em all night long. 
Just play 'em, perfesser, 
Till you don't know right from wrong. 

While you play 'em, 
I will sing 'em, too. 
And while you play 'em, 
I'll sing 'em, too. 
I don't care how you pl<�y 'em 
I'll keep right up with you. 

Cause I can HEY on water, 
I said HEY-HEY on beer­
HEY on water 
And HEY-HEY on beer­
But gimme good corn whisky 
And I'll l lEY-HEY-HEY -and cheer! 

Yee-ee-e-who-ooo-oo-o! 
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Lynching Song 

Pull at the rope! 
0, pull it high! 
Let the white folks live 
And the black boy die. 

Pull it, boys, 
With a bloodv cry. 
Let the bli!ck boy spm 
\Vhile the white folks die. 

The white folks die? 
What do you mean­
The white folks die.' 

That black boy's 
Still body 
Says: 
NOT I. 

How Thin a Blanket 

There is so much misery m the world, 
So much poverty and pain, 
So many who have no food 
Nor shelter from the ram, 
So many wandering fncndless, 
So many facing cold, 
So many gnawing bitter bread 
And growing old! 

\Vhat can I do? 
And you? 
\Vhat can we do alone? 
How short a \1/3)' 
The few spare crumbs 
We have will go! 
How short a reach 
The hand stretched out 
To those who know 
l\o handshake anywhere. 



!low little help our love 
\\1Kn they themselves 
l\'o longer care. 
!low thin a blanket ours 
For the withered body 
Of dcspa1r! 

Visitors to the Black Belt 

You can talk about 
Across the railroad tracks­
To me it's here 
On this side of the tracks. 

You can talk about 
Up in I larlem­
To me it's here 
In Harlem. 

You can say 
Jazz on the South Side­
To me it's hell 
On the South Sillc: 

Kitchenettes 
With no heal 
And garbage 
In the halls. 

Who're you, outsider? 

Ask me who am I. 

Note on Commercial Theatre 

You've taken my blues and gone­
You sing 'ern on Broadway 
And you sing "ern in l lollywood Bowl, 
And you mixed 'em up with �vmphonies 



And you fixed 'em 
So they don't sound like me. 
Yep, you done taken my blues and gone. 

You also took my spirituals and gone. 
You put rne in Macbeth and Camwn Jones 
And all kinds of Swing .\;likados 
And m everything but what's about me­
But someday somebody'll 
Stand up and talk about me. 
And write about me-
Black and beautiful -
And sing about me, 
And put on plays about me! 
l reckon it'll be 
:\1e rnyse!f! 

Yes, it'll be me. 

love Again Blues 

�vfy life ain't nothin' 
But a lot o' Cawd-knows-what. 
I sav mv life ain't nothin' 
Bul a l�t o' Cawd-knows-what. 
Just O!!C thing after 'notlter 
Added to de trouble that l got. 

When I got you I 
Thought I had an angel-chile. 
When I got �·ou 
Thought I had an angel-chile. 
You turned out to be a devil 
That mighty nigh drove me wild! 

Tell me, tell me, 
\Vhat makes love such an ache and pain? 
Tell me lll'hat makes 
Love such an ache and pain? 
It takes you and it breaks you­
But you got to love again. 
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Out of Work 

I walked de streets till 
De shoes wore off my feet. 
I done walked de streets till 
De shoes wore off my feet. 
Been lookin' for a job 
So's that I could eat. 

I couldn't find no job 
So l went to de WPA. 
Couldn't find no job 
So I went to de WPA. 
\\'PA man told me: 
You got to live here a year and a day. 

A year and a day, Lawd, 
In this great big lonesome town\ 
A year ami a day in this 
Great big lonesome tO\vn' 
I rmght starve for a year but 
That extra day wo1lid get me down. 

Did you e\'er try livin' 
On two-bits minus hvo? 
I say did you ever try livin' 
On two-bits minus two? 
\Vhy don't you try 1t, folks, 
And see what it would do to you? 

Seven Moments of Love 
An un-sonnel sequence in Blues 

1 .  Twilight Reverie 
Here I set with a bitter old thought, 
Something in my mind better [ forgot. 
Setting here thinking feeling sad. 
Keep feeling like this I'm gonna start acting bad. 
Gonna go get my pistol, l said forty-four-
Make you walk like a ghost if you bother me any more. 
Canna go get my pistol, l mean thirty-two, 
And shoot all kinds o' shells into von. 
Yal, here I set thinking-a bitter old thought 
About hvo kinds o' pistols that l ain't got. 
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If I just had a Owl I !cad, old Owl !-lead would do, 
Cause I'd take that Owl Head and fire on rou. 
But I ain't got no Owl Hceld and you done left town 
And here l set tlnnking with a bitter old frown. 
It's dark 011 this stoop, I .awd! The sun's gone down! 

z. Supper Time 

I look in the kettle, the kettle is dry. 
Look m the bread box, nothing but a fly. 
Turn on the light and look real good! 
I would make a fire but there ain't no wood. 
Look at that water dripping in the sink. 
Listen at my he<Jrtbeats trymg to think. 
Listen at my footpnnts walking 011 the floor. 
That place where your trunk was, am"t no trunk no more. 
Place where your clothes hung's empt�· and bare. 
Stay a\\'ay if you want to, and see if l care! 
If I had a fire I'd make me some tea 
And set down and drink it, myself and me. 
Lawd! I got to find me a woman for the WPA­
Cause if I don't they'll cut down my pay. 

3 ·  Bed Time 
If this radio was good I'd get KDQ 
And see what Count Basie's playing new. 
If l had some money I'd stroll down the street 
And jive some old broad I might meet. 
Or if I wasn't so drowsy I'd look up Joe 
And start a skin game with some chumps l know. 
Or if it wasn't �o late I might take a walk 
And find somebody to kid and talk. 
But since I got to get up at day, 
I might as well put it on in the hay. 
I can sleep so good with you away! 
House is so quiet! . . .  Listen at them mice. 
Do I see a couple? Or did I count twice? 
Dog-gone little mouscs1 I wish I wa� you! 
A human gets lonesome if there ain't two. 

4· Davbreak 

Big Ben, I'm gonna bust you bang up side the wall! 
Genna hit you in the face and let vou fa\J! 
Alarm clock here ringing so damn

, 
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You must think you got to wake np a crowd! 
Yon ain't got to wake np no body but me. 
I'm the only one's got to pile ont in the cold, 
Make this early morning time to h:cp body ami soul 
Togdhtr m rny big old down-home frame. 
Say! Yon know I believe I'll change my name, 
Change my color, change my ways, 
And be a \\hite man the rest of my davs! 
I wondn if white folks ever feel bad, 
Getting up m the mornmg lonesome and sad? 

5 - Sunday 

All day Sunday didn't even dress np. 
Here by myself, I do as I please. 
Don't have to go to church. 
Don't have to go nowhere. 
I w1sh I tonld tell vou ho\\- much I don't care 
How far you go, nor how long you stay­
Cause I'm sure enjoying myself today! 
Set on the front porch as long as I please. 
1 wouldn't take you back if yon come on your knees. 
But this house is mighty quiet! 
Tht�: ought to be some noise. 
I'm gonna get up a poker game and invite the boys. 
But the bovs is all married! Pshaw! 
Ain't that too bad? 
They ought to be hkc rne setting here-feeling glad! 

6.  Pay day 
This whole pay check's just for me. 
Don't have to share it a-tall. 
Don't have to hear nobody say, 
"This week I need it all." 
I'm gonna get it cashed, 
Buy me a few things. 
Ain't gonna pay a cent on that radio 
1\'or them two diamond rings 
We bought for the wedding thafs 
Turned out so bad. 
I'm gonna tell the furniture man to come 
And take back all them things we had 
That's bcm kctpmg my nose to the grindstone. 
I never did like the installment plnn 
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And l won't need no furniture living alone-
Cause I'm going hack to roornmg and be a free man. 
I'm gonna rent me a cubby-hole with a single bed. 
Ain't even gonna dream 'bout the womens l had. 
Women's abommations! Just like a curse! 
You was the best- but you the worst. 

7.  Letter 
Dear Cassie: Yc�, l got your letter. 
It come last night. 
VVhat do you mean, why l didn't write? 
What do you mean, just a little spat? 
How did I know where you done gone at? 
And even ifi did, l was mad-
Left me by myself in a double bed. 
Sure, 1 missed your tmnk-but I didn't miss you. 
Yal, come on back-I know you womt to. 
l might not forgd and l might not forgive, 
But you just as well bt htre where you due to live. 
And if you think I been too mean before, 

I'll try not to be that mean no more. 
I can't get along with you, I can't get along without­
So let's just forget what this fuss was about. 
Come on home and bake some corn bread, 
And crochet a quilt for our double bed, 
And wake me up gentle when the dawn appears 
Cause that old alarm clock sho hurts my ears. 
Here's five dollar�, Cassie. Buy a ticket back. 
I'll meet you at the bm �tation. 

Your baby, 
Jack. 

Daybreak in Alabama 

Vv'hen I get to be a composer 
I'm gonna write me some mus1t about 
Daybreak in Alabama 
And I'm gonna put the purtiest songs in it 
Rising out of tht ground like a sv..-amp mist 
And falling out of hemTn like soft dew. 
I'm gonna put some tall tall trees in 1! 
And the scent of pine needles 
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And the smell of red clav after ram 
And long red necks 
And poppy colored faces 
And big brown arms 
And the field dai�y eyes 
Of black and white black white black people 
And I'm gonna put white hands 
And black hands and brown and yellow hands 
And red clay earth hands lil it 
Touching everybody with kind fingers 
And tonching each other natural as dew 
In that dawn of music when I 
Get to be a composer 
And write abont daybreak 
In Alabama. 

Comment on War 

Let us kill off yonth 
For the sake of tn1th. 

\Vc \vhu arc old know what truth is­
Truth is a hnndle of vicious lies 
Tied together and sterilized -
,\ war-maker'>' bait for unwise youth 
To kill off each other 
For the sake of 
Truth. 

Ballad of the Miser 

He took all his money 
And put it in a sock 
Till that sock got full 
Then he got another sock. 
He put all the sox 
In a safe place 



Ballad of Little Sallie 

Behind the bricks 
In the fireplace. 
He worked and schemed 
To stash all he could 
And went around in rags 
Like a beggar would. 
When he died he didn't 
Will a thing to anyone­
To a miser saving money's 
Too much fun. 

Little Sallie, Little Sallie, 
I've tried every way I know 
To make vou like me, I .ittle Sallie, 
l\ol\' I gues� I'll go. 

Listen, Jimmy, listen! 
You mean you're gone for good? 

Little Sallie, l mean al��>'ays. 
I've stood all a good man could. 

Then wait a minute, ]unmy. 
] want vou to stav. 
If ;.·on � .. ent off a;1d left me 
You'd take my heart away. 

Little Sallie, Little Sallie, 
Then J'll marry you. 
\Ve'll put one and one together­
To make three mstead of two. 

That's what we'll do! 
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Evenin' Air Blues 

Aspiration 

Folks, I come up North 
Cause they told me de ::'-Jorth was fine. 
I come up North 
Cause they told me de North wa� fine. 
Been up here six months-
I'm about to lose my mind. 

This mornin' for breakfast 
I ehawcd de mornin' air. 
This mornin' for breakfast 
Chawed de mornin' nir. 
But this evenin' for supper, 
I got even in' air to spare. 

Believe I'll do a little dancin' 
Just to dnve my blues away­
A little dane in' 
To drive my blues away, 
Cause when I'm dancin' 
De blues forgets to stay. 

But if you was to ask me 
How de blues they come to be, 
Says if you was to ask me 
How de blues they come to be­
You wouldn't need to ask me: 
Just look at me and see! 

I woncln how it feels 
To do cart wheels? 
I sure would like 
To know. 

To walk a high wire 
Is another desire, 
In this world before 
I go. 

"5 



Little Lyric (Of Gre11t lmporllln<e) 

Curious 

lf.ing 

I wish the rent 
\Vas heaven sent. 

I can sec your house, babe, 
But I can't sec �t'OU. 
I C<ln sec your house, 
But I can't sec you. 
\Vhen you're in yom home, baby 
Tell me, what do you do? 

If I had some small change 
I'd buv me a mule, 
Get 0;1 that mule and 
Ride like a fooL 

lfl had some greenbacks 
I'd buy me a Pacbrd, 
Fill it up 1•..-ith gas and 
Drive that baby backward. 

If I had a mil! ion 
I'd get me a plane 
And everybody in America\\ 
Think I was insane 

But I ain't got a million, 
Fact is, ain't got a dime­
So just by if-ing 
I have a good time! 



Evil 

Looks like what drives me crazy 
Don't have no effect on you­
But I'm gonna keep on at it 
Till it drives �;ou crazy, too. 

Southern Mammy Sings 

Black Maria 

\1iss Gardner's in her garden. 
Miss Yardman's in her yard. 
f\.·1iss \tiichaclmas is at de mass 
And I am gettin' tired I 

Lawdl 
I am gettin' tired1 

The nations they is lightin' 
And the nations they done fit. 
Sometimes I think th<Jt \\·hitc folks 
Ain't \\mlh a little bit. 

:\o, m'am! 
Ain't worth a little bit. 

Last week they lynched a colored boy. 
They hung him to a tree. 
That colored bo�· ain't said a thing 
But we all should he free. 

Yes, m'am! 
We all should be free. 

N"ot meanin' to be sassy 
And not mean in' to be smart-
But sometimes I thmk that white folks 
Just ain't got no heart. 

No, m'am! 
Just am't got no heart. 

:vfust be the Black Maria 
That I sec, 
The Black ;vlaria that I sec-

"7 



Dustbowl 

But I hope it 
Ain't corn in' for me. 

Hear that music playin' upstairs? 
Aw, my heart is 
Full of cares-
But that music playin' upstairs 
Is for me. 

Babe, did you ever 
See the sun 
Rise at dawnin' full offun? 
Says, did you ever sec the sun rise 
Full of fun, full of fun? 
Then you know a new day's 
Done begun. 

Black Maria passin' by 
Leaves the sunrise in the sky­
And a new day, 
Yes, a new day's 
Done begun! 

The land 
Wants me to come back 
To a handful of dust in autumn, 
To a raindrop 
In the palm of my hand 
In spring. 

The land 
Wants me to come back 
To a broken song in October, 
1"o a snowbird on the \Ving. 

The land 
Wants me 
To come hack. 



Addition [I]  

Kid Sleepy 

7 ><  7 + love = 
An amount 
Infinitely above: 
7 >< 7 - love. 

I ,isten, Kid Sleepy, 
Don't you want to nm around 
To the other side of the house 
VVherc the shade is? 
It's sunny here 
And ronr skin'll turn 
A reddish-purple in the sun. 

Kid Sleepy said, 
I don't care. 

Listen, Kid Sleepy, 
Don't you want to get up 
And go to work down­
Town somewhere 
To earn enough 
For lunches and car fare? 

Kid Sleepy said, 
I don't care. 

Or would you rather, 
Kid Sleepy, JUSt 
Stav here? 

Rather ;ust 
Stay here. 
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Stony Lonesome 

NAACP 

They dune took Cordelia 
Ont to stony lonesome ground. 
Done took Cordelia 
To stun� lonc,ome, 
Laid her dO\Hl. 
They done put Cordelia 
Underneath that 
Crassless mound. 

Ay-Lord! 
Ay-Lord! 

Ay-Lmd' 
She done left po' Budd�; 
To struggle b: his self. 
Po' Buddy Joue�, 
Yes, he's done been left. 
She's ont m stony lonesome, 
I .ordy! Skcpiu' by herself. 

Cordelia's 
In stony 

LOJlCSOJlle 
Ground! 

I see b;• the p<�pcrs 
Where the '\AA .. CP 
Is meeting dov.·n in Houston 
And I'd 1 ike to he there to see 
What they intend to do 
In these trying times today· 
Cause we need to take some soliJ steps 
To drive Jim Crow away. 
We need a delegation to 
Go see the President 
And tell him from the shoulder 
Just whr we are sent: 
Tell him we've heard his spceche' 
About Democracy-
But to enjoy what he's talking about 
What color must ;·ou be? 
I'm cook or dishwasher in the 1\'avy. 
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ln the Marines I can't be either. 
The Army still >egregates me­
And we ain't run hy I fitler neither! 
The Jim Crow car's still dirty. 
The color line's still drawn. 
Yet up there in Washington 
'lll(•y're blowmg freedom's hom I 
The NAACP meets in Houston. 
Folks, turn out in force! 
'vVc got to take some drastic steps 
To break old Jim Crow's course. 

Early Evening Quarrel 

Where i� that sugar, Hammond, 
I sent you this morning to buy? 
I say, where is that sugar 
I sent you tlm morning to buy? 
Coffee withont sugar 
Makes a good woman cry. 

I ain't got no sugar, Hattie, 
I gambled your dime away. 
Ain't gut no sugar, I 
Done gambled that dime away. 
Tf you's a wise woman, Hattie, 
You ain't gonna have nothin to say. 

I ain't no wise woman, Hammond. 
I am evil and mad. 
Ain't no ;ense in a good woman 
Bein treated so bad. 

I don't treat you bad, Hattie, 
Neither does I treat you good. 
Bul l reckon I could treat you 
Worser if I would. 

Lawd, these things we women 
Have to stand! 
I wonder is there nowhere a 
Do-right man? 
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Watch Out, Papa 

Snob 

Heaven 

When you thrill with joy 
At the songs of yesteryear 
And declare the ditties 
Of today quite drear-
Watch out! You're getting old I 

When you extoll the solid 
Virtues of your youth 
A.nd pronounce the young folks 
Of this age uncouth-
Uh-huh' You're getting old! 

Watch Out1 
Else you won't know what it's 
All about. 
\Vatch Out\ 

If your reputation 
In the community is good 
Don't snub the other fellow­
[t m1ght be misnndcrstood­
Becausc a good reputation 
Can commit suicide 
By holding its head 
Too far to one �ide. 

I leaven is 
The place where 
Happiness is 
Every,vhcre. 
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Enemy 

Snail 

• 

Animals 
And birds sing­
As does 
Everything. 

To each stone, 
"How-do-yotJ-do?" 
Stone answers back, 
"Well! And you?" 

It would he nice 
In any case, 
To someday meet you 
Face to face 
Walking Jmvn 
The road to hell . 
As l come up 
Feeling swell. 

Little snail, 
Dreaming you go. 
Weather and rose 
Is all you know 

Weather and rose 
Is all you see, 
Drinking 
The dewdrop's 
�1ystery 
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One 

Young Negro Girl 

Silence 

Lonely 
As the wind 
On the Lincoln 
Prairies. 

Lonely 
As a bottle of Iicker 
On a table 
All hy itself. 

You are like a warm dark dusk 
In the middle of June-time 
\Vhen the first violet� 
Have almost forgotten their names 
And the deep red roses bloom. 

You are lih: a warm dark dusk 
In the middle of June-time 
Before the hot nights of sununcr 
Burn white with stars. 

I catch the pattern 
Of your silence 
Before you speak. 

I do not need 
To hear a word. 

In yom silence 
Every tone I seek 
Is heard. 
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Big Sur 

Creal lonely hills. 
Great mountains. 
1-Iighty touchstones of song. 

Gypsy Melodies 

Refugee 

Songs that break 
And scatter 
Out of the moon: 
Rockets of joy 
Dimmed too �oon. 

Loneliness terrific heats on nw heart, 
Bending the bitter broken boughs of pain. 
Stunned by the onslaught that tears the sky apart 
I stand with unprotected head against the rain 

Loneliness tern fie turns to panic and to fear. 
r hear my foot<;leps Oil the <;\am of yesteryear, 
\Vhcre are you? Oh, where are you? 
Once so dear. 

It Gives Me Pause 

I would like to be a sinner 
Sinning just for fun 
But I alwav> suffer so 
When I get my sinning done. 
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Some Day 

Death in Africa 

Once more 
The gum roar. 
Once more 
The call goes forth for men. 
Again 
The war begins, 
Again 
False slogans become a bore. 
Yet no one crfes: 
ENOUGH! NO MORE! 
Like angry dogs the human race 
Loves the snarl upon its face 
It lo\'cs to kilL 
The pessimist says 
It alwav<; will. 

That ! do not bel ieve. 

Some day 
The savage in ns will wear away. 
Some day quite clearly 
Tvfcn will see 
How clean and happy life can be 
And how, 
r ,ike flowers planted in the sun, 
We, too, can gi\'c forth blossoms, 
Shared by everyone. 

To die 
And never know whnt killed you 
\\·1len death comes swift 
Like a mountain 
In the path of a speeding plane 
Is O.K. But to die 
\Vhen death comes slav., 
Like the tax collector 
Year after yen 
Or the white boss in Africa 
\Vho never goes away, 
That's another story. 



Sunset in Dixie 

Gangsters 

The drums ancl the witch doctors, helpless. 
The missionaries, helpless. 
D<lmballa, 
Helpless, too? 

The snn 
Is gonna go down 
In Dixie 
Some of these d<Jys 
With such a sp!a�h 
·nl3t evervbody who ever knew 
\\'hat yesterday •.vas 
Is gonna forget-
\Vhcn that sun 
Goes down in Dixtc 

The gdngstcrs of the \>.·orld 
Arc riding !ugh. 
It's not the underworld 
Of which I speak. 
They leave that loot to smaller fry 
Why �hould they great Capone's 
Fallen headpiece seek 
\Vhen stolen crowm 
Sit easier on the head­
Or Ethiopia's band of gold 
For higher prices 
On the market ccm be sold­
Or Iraq oil-
Than anv vice or bootleg crown of old' 
The gangsters of the world ride high­
But not small fry. 
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Southern Negro Speaks 

This Puzzles Me 

I reckon they must have 
Forgotten about me 
\\-'hen I hear them say they gouna 
Save Democracy. 
Funny thing about white folb 
Wanting to go and fight 
\Vay O\Tf m l'�urupc 
For freedom and light 
\Vhen right here in Alabama­
Lord have mercy on me!-
Thcv declare I'm a Fifth Columnist 
If I say the word, Free. 
Jim Crow all around me. 
Don't have the right to vote. 
Let's leave our neighbor's eye alone 
And look after our own mote­
c�mse I �urc don't umler>tand 
\Vhat the meaning can be 
When folks talk about frcellom­
And Jim Crow me? 

They think we're simple children: 
'0/atermclon m the sun, 
Shooting dice and shouting, 
Alwavs having fun. 
They think we're >imple children, 
Grown up ne\'cr be-
But other simple children 
Seem mnpkr than we. 
Other stmplc children 
Play with bomb� for toys, 
Kill and slanghter every day, 
;-Aake a frightful noise, 
Strew the world with misery, 
Stai11 the earth with blood, 
Slay and maim each other 
And evidently think it good-
For when we dark-skinned children 
Try to search for right and light 



Vagabonds 

Me and the Mule 

'1-hese other simple children 
Think it isn't right-
Unless it's white_ 
Talmadge down in Ceorgia, 
Die� m \Va:.lnugton 
Seem to fed that all we need 
Is melon in the sun. 
They think \\t're simple children­
Simpler than they-
But why they think it, is a puzzle 
When you see the world todny. 

\Vc arc the desperate 
\Vlw do not care, 
The hungry 
\Vho have no\\ here 
To tal, 
No place to sleep, 
The tearlcss 
Who cannot 
Weep. 

rvty old mule, 
He's got a grin on hi� face. 
He's been a mule so long 
He's forgot about his race. 

I'm like that old mule­
Black-and don't give a damn! 
You got to take me 
Like I am. 
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Big Buddy 

Big Buddy, Rig Buddy, 
Ain't you gonna stand bv me? 

Ri�; Ruddy, Big Ruddy, 
Ain't you gomw stand by me? 

If I got to fight, 
I'll fight like a man. 
But say, B1g Buddy, 
\Von't y·ou lend a hand? 

Ain't you gonna stand by me? 

Big Buddy, Hig Buddy, 
Don't you hear this hammer ring? 

Hey, Big Budd�·, 
Oon't you hear this hammer ring? 

I'm gonna split this rock 
And split it wide! 
V\'hcn I split this rock. 
Stand by my side. 
Say, Big Buddy, 

Don't you hear this hammer ring? 

Merry•Go·Round Colored child at carniqJ] 

Vv'here is the Jim Crow section 
On this merry-go-ronnd. 
Mister. cause I want to ride? 
Down South \\ here I come from 
V./hite and colored 
Can't sit side by Sl(lc 
Down South on the train 
There'� a Jim Crow car. 
On the bus we're put m the back­
But there ain't no back 
To a merry-go-round! 
\Vhere's the horse 
For a kid that'� black? 



403 Blues 

You lucky to be a spider 
Cause it's bad luck to kill you. 
Lucky to be a spider. 
It's bad lnck to kill you. 
But if you wasn't a ;pider 
Your day would sure be through. 

Evil as I feel tfm mommg 
I could whip my weight in lime. 
Evil's I f�el this morning, 
Could whip my weight in lime. 
Don't cross my path no mo'. spider, 
Came thi� ain't crossin' time. 

Why do you �·pose �he left me 
! ust when I got my 403? 
\Vhy do you s'posc my baby left me 
When I got my 403? 
I reckon, all the time she 
:\1ust not of c<Jred for me. 

Sunday Morning Prophecy 
Au old ;'\egro mini:.ter concludes his ;ermon in his lo11dcst voice, 
having previously pointed out the sins of this world: 

. .  and nmv 
\Vheu the rmnble of death 
Rmhcs down the drain 
Pipe of eternity, 
And hell breaks out 
Into a thousand smiles, 
And the devil licks his chops 
Prcparmg to feast on life, 
And all the little devils 
Get out their bibs 
To devour the corrupt bones 
Of this world­
Oh-ooo-oo-o! 
Then my friends! 
Oh, then! Oh, then! 
What will you do? 

You will turn back 
And look toward the mountains. 
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The Bitter River 

You will turn back 
And grasp for a stral\. 
You will holler, 
Lord-d-d-d-d-ah! 
Save me, Lord! 
Save me! 
And the Lord will sav, 
In the days of your greatness 
I did not hear your voice! 
The Lord will sav, 
In the days of your richness 
1 did not see your face! 
The Lord will say, 
N 0-00()()-{)()()-()()-() I 
I will not save you now! 

And your soul 
Will be lost! 

Come into the church this mornillg, 
Brothers and Sisters, 
And be saved -
And give freely 
ln the collection basket 
'l11at I who am thv shepherd 
::vlight livc. 

Amen! 

(Dedicated to the rneJnOT) of Ch�rlie Lang a11d F.rnest Green , each 
fourteen yean old \1-hen lynched together beneath the Shubuta Bridge 
over the Chic�sawhay Rin�r in \'li>si.,sippi, October 12th, 1942.) 

There is a bitter river 
Flowillg through the South. 
Too long has the taste of its water 
Been in rny month. 
There 1s a bitter river 
Dark v.·ith filth and mud. 



Too long has its e\·il poison 
Poisoned nw blood. 

I've dmnk of the bitter river 
And its gall coats the red of my- tongue, 
Mixed with the blood of the lynched boys 
From its iron bridge hung, 
Mixed with the hopes that are dro\mcd there 
In the snah.:-like hiss of its st\C<lm 
\-Vhere I drank of the bitter river 
That strangled my dream: 
The book studied-but useless, 
Tool handled-but unused, 
Knowledge acquired but thrown away, 
Ambition battered and bruised. 
Oh, water of the bitter river 
With your taste of blood and d<�y, 
You reflect no stars by night, 
:\o snn by day. 

The bitter river reflects no stars-
It gives back only the glmt of steel bars 
And dark bitter faces behind steel bars: 
The Scottsboro boys behind steel bars, 
Lewis Jones behind steel bars, 
The voteless share-cropper behind steel bars, 
The labor leader behind steel bars, 
The soldier throl',m from a Jim Crow bus behind steel bars, 
The 15¢ mugger behind steel bars, 
The girl who sells her body behind steel bars, 
And my grandfather's back with its ladder of scars, 
l.ong ago, long ago-the whip and steel bars­
The bitter river reflects no stars. 

"Wait, be patient," you say. 
"Yom folks will ha,·e a better dav." 
But the swirl of the bitter river 
Takes your words away. 
"'vVork, education, patience 
Will bring a better day." 
The swirl of the bitter river 
Carries your "patience" away. 
"Disrupter! Agitator! 
Trouble maker!" you say. 
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The swirl of the bitter river 
Sweeps your lies away. 
I did not ask for this river 
Nor the taste of its bitter brew. 
I was given its water 
As a gift from you. 
Yours has been the power 
To force my back to the \vall 
And make me drink of the hitter cup 
Mixed with blood and gall. 

You have lynched my comrades 
Where the iron bridge crosses the stream, 
Underpaid me for my labor, 
And spit in the face of mv dream. 
You forced me to the bitter river 
With the hiss of its snake-like song-
:\ow your word� no longer have mcaning­
I have drunk at the river too long: 
Dreamer of dreams to be broken, 
Builder of hopes to be smashed, 
Loser from an empty pocket 
Of my meagre cash, 
Bitter bearer of bnrdens 
And singer of weary song, 
I've drunk at the bitter river 
With its filth and its mud too long. 
Tired now of the bitter river, 
Tired now of the pat on the back, 
Tired now of the steel bars 
Because my f<Jce is black, 
I'm tired of segregation, 
Tired of filth and mud, 
I've drunk of the bitter river 
And it's turned to steel in mv blood. 

Oh, tragic bitter river 
Where the lynched bo�;s hung, 
The gall of your bitter water 
Coats my tongue. 
The blood of your bitter water 
For me gives back no >tars. 
I'm tired of the bitter ri\·er! 
Tired of the bar�! 
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Hope [I] 

Harlem Sweeties 

Sometimes >vhcn I'm lonely, 
Don't know why, 
Keep thinkin' l won't be lonely 
By and by. 

I lave you dug the spill 
Of Sugar Hill? 
Cast your gims 
On this sepi<� thrill: 
Brown sugar lassie, 
Caramel treat, 
l loncy-gold baby 
Sweet enough to eat. 
Peach-skinned girlie, 
Coffee and cn:am, 
Chocolatt darling 
Out of a dream. 
Walnut tinted 
Or cocoa brown, 
Pomegranate lipped 
Pride of the tO\vn. 
Rich cream colored 
To plum-tinted black, 
Feminine sweetness 
In Harlem's no bck. 
Glow of the qllince 
To blush of the rose. 
Persimmon bronz;e 
To cinnamo!l toes. 
Blackberry cordial, 
Virginia Dare wine­
All those �weet colors 
Flavor J larlem of mine! 
\Valnut or coco<�, 
Let me repeat: 
Caramel, brown sugar, 
A chocolate treat. 
Molasses taffy, 
Coffee ;md cream, 
Liconcc, clove, cinnamon 



Declaration 

To a honey-brown dream. 
Ginger, wine-gold, 
Persimmon, blackberry, 
All through the spectrum 
Harlem girls vary-
So if you want to know beauty's 
Rainbow-sweet thrill. 
Stroll down lusciou�. 
Delicious, fme Sugar Hill. 

If I was a sea-lion 
Swimming Ill the sea, 
I would swim to China 
And you never would sec me. 

No! 
You never would 
See me. 

If 1 was a rich hoy 
I'd buy myself a car, 
Fill it up with gas 
And drive so far, so far. 

Yes! 
I would drive 
So far. 

Hanl hearted and unloving! 
Hard-hearted and untrue! 
If I "vas a bird T' d 
Fly away from you. 

Yes, way 
Away 
From 
You. 



Statement 

Present 

Free Man 

Brief Encounter 

Down on '33nl Street 
They cut you 
Every way they is. 

De lady I work for 
Told her husband 
She wanted a 
Robe o' love­
But de damn fool 
Give her 
A fur coat! 

Yes, 
He did! 

You can catch the wind, 
You can catch the sea, 
Bnt you can't, pretty mama, 
Ever catch me. 

You can tame a rabbit, 
E\·en tame a bear, 
But you'll never, pretty mama, 
Keep me caged up here. 

I was lookin' for a sandwich, Judge, 
Any old thing to eat. 
I was walkin' down de street, Judge, 
Lookin' for any old thing to eat-



Morning After 

\Vhcn I come <�Cross that woman 
That I didn't want to meet. 

Judge, she is de woman 
That put de mix on me. 
She is de woman, Judge, 
That put de mix on me. 
If there's anybody on this cnrth, Judge, 
I didn't want to sec! 

Fact that I hurt her, Judge, 
De fact that she 1s dead, 
Fad that l hurt her, 
Fact that she is dead-
She was de wrongest thing, Judge, 
111at I ever l1ad! 

I was so sick last night l 
Didn't hardly know my mind. 
So sick last night I 
Didn't knmv my mind. 
I dmnk some bad Iicker that 
Almost made me blind. 

Had a dream Ia 'it night I 
1110ught I was in helL 
I drempt last night I 
Thought I was in helL 
\Vokc up and looked around me­
Babe, your mouth was open like a welL 

I said, Baby! Babv! 
Please dm;'t snor

.
e so loud. 

Baby! Please! 
Please don't snore so loud. 
You jest a little bito' wom11n but you 
Sound like a great big crowd. 



Mississippi Levee 

In a Troubled Key 

Been workin' on de levee, 
Workin' like a tuck-tail dog. 
Workin' on de levee 
Like a tuck-tail dog. 
When this flood is over, 
Carma sleep like a water-log. 

Don't know why I build this levee 
And de levee don't do no good. 
Don't know why I build this levee 
\Vhcn de levee don't do no good. 
I pack a million bags o' sand 
But de water still makes a flood. 

Levee, levee, 
How high have you got to be? 
Levee, levee, 
How high have you got to be 
'l'o keep them cold muddy waters 
From washin' over me? 

Do not sell me out, baby, 
Please do not sell me out. 
Do not sell me out, baby. 
Do not sell me out. 
! used to believe in you, baby, 
Now I begins to doubt. 

Still ! can't help lovm' you, 
Even though you do me wrong. 
Sa�·s I can't help Iovin' you 
Though you do me wrong-
But my love might turn into a knife 
Instead of to a song. 
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Only Woman Blues 

Wake 

I want to te!l you 'bout that ""oman, 
My used-to-be-
She was de meanest woman 
I ever did see. 
But she's de only 
\Voman that could mistreat me! 

She could make me holler like a sissic, 
Bark like a dog. 
She could chase me up a tree 
And then cut dovm de log­
Cause she's de onlv 
\Voman that could mistreat me. 

She had long black hair, 
Big black eyes, 
Glory! Hallelnjah! 
Forgive them lies! 
She's de onlv 
Woman's gonna mistreat me. 

I got her in �1ississippi. 
Took her to Alaham'. 
When she left 
I said, Co, hot damn! 
You de last and only 
Vv'oman's gonna mistreat me. 

Tell all my mourners 
To mourn in red-
Cause there ain't no sense 
In my bcin' dead. 



Cabaret Girl Dies on Welfare Island 

Crossing 

I hate to die this way \vith the quiet 
Over everything like a shroud. 
I'd rather die where the band's a-playin' 
Noisy and loud. 

Rather die the way I lived­
Drunk and rowdy and gay! 
Cod! V.'hy did yon C\'Cr curse me 
:\·lakin' me die this way? 

It was that loncl�· da� ... folks, 
When I walked <Ill by myself. 
Mv friends was all around me 
B1;t it was as if they'd left. 
I went up on a mountain 
In a high cold wind 
And the coat that I was wearing 
Was mosquito-netting thi11. 
I went dmm in the v<1lley 
And I crossed an tcy stream 
And the water I was crossing 
Was no water in a dream 
And the shoes I was wearing 
l\'o protection for that stream. 
Then I stood out on a prairie 
And as far as I could see 
Wasn't nobody on that prairie 
Looked like me. 
It vias that lonely day, folks, 
I walked all by myself: 
My friends was right there with me 
But was just as if they'd left. 
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West Texas 

Ku Klux 

Down in \Vest TcX<ts where the sun 
Shines like the evil one 
I had a woman 
And her name 
Was Joe. 

Pic kin' cotton in the field 
Joe said I wonder hov.- it would feel 
For us to pack up 
Our things 
And go? 

So we cranked up our old Ford 
And we started down the road 
\Vhere we was go in' 
We didn't know-
Nor which way. 

But West Texas where the sun 
Shines like the evil one 
Ain't no place 
For a colored 
Man to stay! 

They took me out 
To some lonesome place. 
They said, "Do you believe 
In the great white race?" 

I said, ":vl:istcr, 
To tell von the truth, 
I'd bcli�ve in anything 
If you'd just turn me loose.'' 

The white man said, "Boy, 
Can it be 
You're a-stand in' there 
A-sassin' me?" 
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Ballad of the Sinner 

They hit me in the head 
Ami knocked me down. 
And then they kicked me 
On the ground. 

A klansman said. "Nigger, 
Look me m the f<�ce­
And tell me vou believe in 
The great white race." 

I went down the road, 
Dressed to kill­
Straight down the road 
That leads to helL 

:'..-I other warned me, 
\Vamed me true. 
Father warned me, 
And Sister, too. 

But I was bold, 
Headstrong and wild. 
I did not act like 
)..1v mother's child. 

She begged me, please, 
Stay on the right track. 
But l was drinking Iicker, 
Jitterbugging hack, 

Going down that road, 
All dressed to kill­
The road that leads 
Right straight to hell. 

Pray for me, ;\lama! 



Ballad of the Killer Boy 

Bernice said she wanted 
A diamond or two. 
I said, Baby, 
I'll get 'em for you. 

Bernice said she w:omted 
A Packard car. 
I said, Sugar, 
Here vou are. 

Bernice said she needed 
A bank full of cash. 
I said, Honey, 
That'� nothing but trash. 

I pulled that joh 
In the broad daylight. 
The cashier trembled 
And turned dead white. 

He tried to guard 
Other people's gold. 
I said to hell 
With your stingy soul! 

There ain't no reason 
To letvou live! 
I filled him full of holes 
Like a sieve. 

:--;o\\ they've locked me 
In the death house. 
I'm gonna die! 

Ask that woman­
She knows why. 
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Ballad of the Fortune Teller 

Madam could look in your hand­
Never seen you before-
And tell you more than 
You'd v..-ant to know. 

She could tell you about love, 
And money, and such. 
And she wouldn't 
Charge you much. 

A fellow came one day. 
\-Iadam took him in. 
She treated him like 
He was her kin. 

Cave him money to gamble. 
She gave him bread, 
And let him sleep m her 
Walnut bed. 

Friends tried to tell her 
Dave meant her no good. 
Looks like she could've knowed it 
If she only would. 

He nmtrcated her terrible, 
Beat her up bad. 
Then went off and left her. 
Stole all she had. 

She tried to find out 
What road he took. 
There wasn't a trace 
No way she looked. 

That woman who could foresee 
\Vhat your future meant, 
Couldn't tell, to save her, 
\Vhere Dave went. 
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Ballad of the Girl Whose Name Is Mud 

A girl with all that raising, 
It's hard to understand 
How she could get in trouble 
\\t'ith a no-good man. 

The guy she gave her all to 
Dropped her with a thud. 
Now amongst decent people, 
Dorothy's name is mud. 

But uobody's seen her shed a tear, 
7'Jor seen her hang her head. 
Ain't even heard her murmur, 
Lord, I wish I was dead! 

::'\o! The hussy's telling everybody­
Just as though it was no sin-
That if she had <1 chance 
She'd do it agin'! 

Ballad of the Gypsy 

l went to the Gypsy's. 
Gypsy settin' all alone. 
I said, Tell me, Gypsy, 
VVhen will my gal be home? 

Gypsy said, Silver, 
Put some silver in my hand 
And I'll look into the futmc 
And tell you all I can. 

I crossed her palm with silver, 
Then she started in to lie. 
She said, :'-:ow, listen, Misttr, 
She'll be here by and by. 

Aw, what a lie! 

I been waitin' and a-waitin' 
And she ain't come home yet. 
Something musta happened 
To make my gal forget. 



Uh! I hates a lym' Gypsy 
Will take good money from you, 
Tell you pretty stories 
And take your money from you-

But if I was a Gypsy 
I would take your money, too. 

Ballad of the Pawnbroker 

This gold watch and chain 
That belonged to my father? 
Two bucks on it? 

. 

A ever mind! Don't bother. 

How about this necklace? 
Pure jade. 
Chinese? . . .  Hell, no! 
It's union-made. 

Can I get Ten on this suit 
I bought two weeks ago? 
I don't know why it looks 
Worn so. 

Feel the weight, Mr. Levy, 
Of this silver howl. 
Stop hunting for the price tag! 
It ain't stole. 

O.K. You don't want it? 
Then I'll go. 
But a man's got to live, 
You know. 

Say! On the last thing I own, 
Pawnbroker, old friend­

Me! 
My self! 
Life! 

What'll you lend? 
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Ballad of the Man Who's Gone 

!'\o moncv to bury him. 
The rdid gan: Forty-Four. 
The undertaker told 'em, 
You'll need Sixty more 

For a first-class funeral, 
A hearse and two cars­
And maybe your fricnds'll 
Send some flowers. 

His wife took a paper 
And went around. 
Everybody that gave something 
She put 'em down. 

She raked up a Hundred 
For her mall that was dead. 
His buddies brought flowers. 
A funeral was had. 

A minister preached­
And charged Five 
To bless him dead 
And praise him alive. 

Now that he's buried­
God rest his soul­
Reckon there's no charge 
For graveyard mold. 

I wonder what makes 
A funeral so high' 
A poor man ain't got 
No business to die! 

Midnight (hippie's Lament 

I looked down 31st Street, 
Not a soul but Lonesome Blue. 
Down on vst Street, 
:\obody but Lonesome Blue. 
I said come here, Lonesome, 
And I will love you, too. 



Widow Woman 

Feelin' so sad, Lawd, 
Feelin' so sad am! lone. 
So sad, Lawd! 
So sad and lone! 
I said, please, Mr. Lonesome, 
Don't leave me here alone. 

Lonesome said, listen1 
Said, listen! I ley! 
Lonesome said, listen I 

Woman, listen! Say! 
Buy you hvo for a quarter 
On State Street any dav. 

I said, Mr. Lonesome, 
Don't 1g me like you do. 
Cripple J\h. Lontsome, 
Please don't ig me like you do. 
Lonesome said when a two-bit woman 
Gives !on� away she's through. 

Girls, don't >land on no corner 
Cryin' to no Lonesome Blue! 
I say don't stand on no corner 
Cryin' to no Lonesome Blue! 
Cry by yourself, girls, 
So nobody can't low-rate you. 

Oh, that last long ride is a 
Ride everybody must take. 
Yes, that last long ride's a 
Ride tverybody mmt take. 
And that final stop is a 
Stop everybody must make. 

VVhen they put you in the ground and 
They throw dirt in your face, 
l say put you in the ground and 
Throw d1rt in yom face, 
That's one time, pretty papa, 
You'll sure stay in your place. 
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You was a mighty lover and you 
Ruled me many years. 
A mighty lover, baby, cause you 
Ruled me many years-
If I live to be a thomand 
I'll never dry these tears. 

I don't want nobody else and 
Don't nobody else want me. 
I say don't want nobody else 
And don't nobody else want me-

Yet you never can tell when a 
Woman like me is free! 

Shakespeare in Harlem 

Fired 

Hey ninny neigh! 
And a hey nonny noe! 
Where, oh, where 
Did my sweet mama go? 

Hey ninny neigh 
With a tra-la-la-la! 
They say your sweet mama 
Went home to her ma. 

Awake all night with loving 
The bright day caught me 
Unawares-asleep. 

"Late to work again," 
The boss man said. 
"You're fired!" 



Announcement 

so-so 

So I went on back to bed-
And dreamed the sweetest dream 
With Caledonia's arm 
Beneath my head. 

I had a gal, 
She was driving alone, 
Doing eighty 
In a twenty-mile zone. 

Had to pay her ticket. 
It took all I had. 
\Vhat make� a woman 
Treat a man so bad? 

Come to find ollt 
([[ I'd a-only knew it) 
She had another joker 
In my Buick! 

So from now on, 
I want the world to know, 
That gal don't drive my 
Car no more. 

I'm all alone in thi� world, she said, 
Ain't got nobody to share my bed, 
Ain't got nobody to hold my hand­
The truth of the matter's 
I ain't got no man. 

Big Boy opened his mouth and said, 
Trouble with you is 



Evil Morning 

You ain't got no head! 
If you had a head and used your mind 
You could have me with you 
All the time. 

She answered, Babe, what must I do? 

He said, Share your bed­
And yma money, too. 

1t must have been yesterday, 
(I know it ain't today) 
Must have been yesterday 
I started feclmg this a-l'.ay. 

I feel so mean I could 
Bite a nail in hvo. 
Bnt before I'd bite a nail 
I'd pnlverize you. 

You're the cause 
0' my feeling like a dog 
With my feet in the mire 
And my heart in a hog. 

Uh! It sure is awful to 
Feel bad tv.o days straight 
Get out o' my sight be­
Fore it is too late! 

Reverie on the Harlem River 

Did you ever go down to the river­
Two a.m. midnight by your self? 
Sit down bv the river 
And wond�r what you got left? 



Love 

Freedom's Plow 

Did you ever think about your mother? 
God bless her, dc<!d and gone! 
Did you ever think about your sweetheart 
And wish she'd never been born? 

Down on the Harlem River: 
Two a.m. 
Midnight! 
By your self! 

Lawd, I wish I could die-
But who would miss me if I left? 

I ,ove is a wild wonder 
And stars that sing, 
Rocks that burst asunder 
And mountains that take wing. 

John Hem\' with his hammer 
1\.bkes a little spark. 
That little spark is love 
Dymg in the dark. 

\Vhen a man starts out with nothing, 
VVhcn a man starts out with his hands 
Empty, but clean, 
\\!hen a man starts out to build a world, 
He starts first with himself 
And the faith that is in his heart­
The strength there, 
The will there to build. 

First m the heart is the dream. 
Then the mind starts seeking a way. 
His eyes look out on the world, 



On the great wooded world, 
On the rich soil of the world, 
On the rivers of the world. 

The eyes see there materials for building, 
See the difficulties, too, and the obstacles. 
The hand seeks tools to cut the wood, 
To till the soil, and harness the power of the waters. 
Then the hand seeks other hands to help, 
A community of hands to help-
Thm the dream becomes not one man's dream alone, 
Rut a community dream. 
Not my dream alone, but our dream. 
�ot my world alone, 
But your world and my world, 
Belonging to all the hands who build. 

A long time ago, but not too long ago, 
Ships came from across the sea 
Bringing Pilgrims and prayer-makers, 
Advcntnrers and booty seekers, 
Free men and indentured servant�, 
Slave men and slave masters, all new­
To a new world, America! 

With billowing sails the galleons came 
Bringing men and dreams, women and dreams. 
In little bands together, 
Heart reaching out to heart, 
Hand reaching out to hand, 
They began to build om land. 
Some were free hands 
Seeking a greater freedom, 
Some were indentured hands 
Hoping to find their freedom, 
Some were slave hands 
Guarding in their hearts the seed of freedom. 
But the word was there always: 

FREEDOM 

Down mto the earth went the plow 
In the free hands and the slave hands, 
In indentured hands and adve11turous hands, 



Turning the rich soil went the plow in many hands 
That planted and harvested the food that fed 
And the cotton that clothed America. 
Clang against the trees went the ax in many hands 
That hewed and shaped the rooftops of America. 
Splash into the rivers and the seas went the boat-hulls 
That moved and transported America. 
Crack went the whips that drove the horses 
Across the plains of America. 
Free hands and slave hands, 
Indentured hands, adventurous hands, 
White hands and black hands 
Held the plow handles, 
Ax handles, hammer handles, 
Launched the boats and whipped the horses 
That fed and housed and moved America. 
Thus together through labor, 
All these hands made America. 
Labor! Out of labor came the villages 
And the towns that grew to cities. 
Labor! Out of labor came the rowboats 
And the sailboat'i and the steamboats, 
Came the wagons, stage coaches, 
Out of labor came the factories, 
Came the foundries, came the railroads, 
Came the marts and markets, shops and stores, 
Came the mighty products moulded, manufactured, 
Sold in shops, piled in warehouses, 
Shipped the wide world over: 
Out of labor-white hands and black hands­
Came the dream, the strength, the will, 
And the way to build America. 
:\ow it is !'vfe here, and You there. 
Now it's rvlanhattan, Chicago, 
Seattle, New Orleans, 
Boston and El Paso-
Now it is the U.S.A. 

A long time ago, but not too long ago, a man said: 

ALL �lEi\ ARE CREATED EQUAL 
Eo.JDOWED BY THEIR CREATOR 
WITH CERTA!i' INALIENABLE 

RIGHTS . 



AMO:'\JG TIIESE, IJFE, I,!Bf.R1Y 
AND TilE Pl lRSlJIT OF I IAPPINESS. 

H1s name was Jefferson. There were slaves then, 
Rut in their hearts the shn·es believed him, too, 
And silently look for granted 
That what he said was aho meant for them. 
It was a long time ago, 
But not so long ago at that, Lincoln said: 

NO MA'i IS GOOD E'COUCH 
TO COVER:'\ A:\" OTHER :'dAN 
WITHOUT THAT OTHER'S CONSEI\T. 

There were slaves then, too, 
But in their hearts the slaves knew 
What he said mnst be meant for every human being­
Else it had no meaning for anyone. 
Then a man said: 

BETI'ER TO DIE FREE, 
THAN TO LIVE SlAVES. 

He was a colored man who had been a slave 
But had nm away to freeJom. 
And the slaves knew 
What Frederick Douglass said was tme. 
With John Brown at Harpers Ferry, Negroe.> died. 
John Brown was hung. 
Before the Ci\·il War, Jays were Jark, 
And nobody knew for sme 
VVhen freedom wonld triumph. 
"Or if it wonld," thought some. 
But otl1ers knew it had to triumph. 
In those dark days of slavery, 
Guarding m their hearts the seed of freedom, 
The slaves made up a song: 

KFFP YOUR HAND 0!'1 THE PLOW! 
HOLD ON! 

That song meant just what it said: II old on! 
Freedom will come! 

KEEP YOUR I IA.t'\ID ON "!"liE PLOW! 
HOLD ON! 



Out of war, it came, bloody and terrible! 
But it came! 
Some thne were, a� always, 
VVho doubted that the war would end right, 
That the slaves would be free. 
Or that the union would staml. 
But now we know how it all came out 
Out of the darkest day� for a people and a nation, 
\Ve know now how it came out. 
There was light when the battle clou&, rolled away. 
Thtrc was a great wooded land, 
And men united a� a nation. 

America is a drc<Jm. 
The poet says it was promises. 
The people say it is promi�cs-that will tome true. 
The people do not ahv<Jys sav thlllgs out loud, 
Nor write them down on paper. 
The people often hold 
Creal thoughts in their deepest hc<Jrts 
And sometimes only blundcnngh- express them, 
Haltingly am! stumblmg say them, 
And faultily put them into pradict. 
The people do not always understand each other. 
But there i�, somewhere there, 
Always the trying to understand, 
And the trying to say, 
"You are a tnml. Together ;ve are bmlding our l<Jnd." 

America! 
Land created in common. 
Dream nourished in common, 
Ktep your hand on the plow! Hold on! 
If the house is not yet finished, 
Don't be discouragtd, builder! 
If the fight is not yet won, 
Don't bt weary, soldier! 
The plan and the pattern is here, 
Woven from the beginning 
Into the warp and woof of Amnica: 

ALL MiiN ARE CR!iMF.O EQUAL 

::--10 ;viAK IS GOOD KNOUCH 
TO GOV!iRN AI\OTHF.R MA� WIT! lOUT 
THAT OTHER'S CONSEI\T 



Wisdom 

BE'ITER DIE FREE, 
THAN LIVE SLAVES. 

Who said those things? Americans! 
\Vho owns those words? America! 
\Vho is America? You, me! 
We arc America! 
To the enemy who would conquer us from without, 
We say, :\'0! 
To the enemy who would divide 
and conquer us from within, 
We say, i'JQI 

FREEDOM! 
BROTHERHOOD! 

DEMOCRACY! 

To all the enemies of these great words: 
We say, NO! 

A long time ago, 
An enslaved people heading toward freedom 
Made up a song: 

Keep Your Hand On The Plow! l fold On! 
That plow plowed a new furrow 
Across the field of history. 
Into that furrow the freedom seed was dropped. 
From that seed a tree grew, is growing, will ever grow. 
'I bat tree is for everrbody, 
For all America, for all the world. 
�ay its branches spread and its shelter grow 
Until all races and all peoples know it� shade. 

KEEP YOUR HAND 0� THE PLOW! 
HOLD0:\1 

I stand most humbly 
Before man's wisdom, 
Knowing we are not 
Really wise: 



Words Like Freedom 

If we were 
We'd open up the kingdom 
And make earth happr 
As the dreamed of skies. 

TI1ere are words like Freedom 
S\\Td and vmnderful to �ay. 
On my heartstrings freedom smgs 
All day everyday. 

There are words like Liberty 
That almost make me cry. 
If you had known what I know 
You would know why. 

Madam and the Number Writer 

:;-Jnmber runner 
Come to my door. 
I had swore 
I INouidn't play no more. 

He said. Madam, 
6-o-2 
Looks like a likelv 
Hit for you. 

I said, I .ast night, 
I dreamed 7-0-3. 
He said, That might 
Be a hit for me. 

He played a dime, 
I played, too. 



Dimout in Harlem 

Then we boxed 'em. 
Wouldn'tvou? 

But the number that day 
Was �-z-6-
And we both was in 
The same old fix. 

I said. I swear I 
Ain't gonna play no more 
Till I get over 
To the other shore-

Then I can plav 
On them golden streets 
\\11ere the number not only 
Comes out-but repeats! 

The runner said, :'vfadam, 
That's all verv well-
But suppose 
You goes to hell? 

Down the street young Harlem 
In the dusk is walking 
In the dusky dimout 
Down the street is walking 

Shadows veil his darkness 
Shadows \Tiling shadows 
Soft as dusk the darknes<; 
Veiling shadows 

Laughter 
Then a silence 
Silence 
Then laughter 

Shadows veiling silence 
Silence veiling shadows 



Little Old letter 

Dear Mr. President 

Silence and the slwdows 
Veiling Harlem's laughter 

Sikncc 
No one talking 
Down the street young Harlem 
In the dark 

It was yesterdav morning 
I looked in mv box for mail. 
The letter that I found there 
�Tade me turn right pale. 

Just a little old letter, 
\Vasn't even one page long­
But it made me wish 
I was in my grave and gone. 

I turned it over, 
Not a word wnt on the back. 
I never felt so lonesome 
Since I was born black. 

Jmt a pencil and paper, 
You don't need no gun nor knife ­
A little old letter 
Can take a person's life. 

President Roosevelt, you 
Arc our Commander in Chief. 
As such, I appeal 
To you for relief. 

Respectfully, sir, 
I await your reply 

'7' 



As I train here to fight, 
Perhaps to die. 

I am a soldier 
Down in Alaharn 
\Vearing the nniform 
Of Uncle Sam. 

But when I get on the bus 
I have to ride in the back. 
Rear scats onlv 
For a man wh

.
o's black. 

\Vhen I get on the train, 
It's the Jim Cro\\ car­
That don't seem to jibe 
With what we're fighting for. 

ivlr. President, sir, 
I don't undcr�tand 
Democracy that 
Forgets the black man. 

Respectfully, therefore, 
I call yonr attention 
To these Jim Crow laws 
Your speeches don't mention. 

I ask why YOUR soldiers 
:\lust ride in the back. 
Scgregcttcd-
Became v.·c are black? 

I train to fight, 
Perhap� to die. 
Urgently, sir, 
I await your reply. 

'7' 



Broadcast to the West Indies 
Radio StatiOn: l larlem 
\V;m; Length: The Jlnman Heart 

Hello, jamaica! 
Hello, H<�iti! 
Hello, Cnha! 
Hello, Panama! 
Hello, St. Kitts! 
Hello, Bahamas I 

,'\.ll you islands :md all you lands 
That rim the sun-warmed C:nribcan! 
Hello! Hello! Hello! Hello! 

I, Harlem, 
Speak to you! 

I, Harlem, 
Island, too. 

In the great sea of this day·� turmoil. 
I, Harlem, 
Little land, too, 

Bordered by the >ea that washes 
and mingles 

With all the other water� of the 
\vorld. 

I, Harlem, 
Island within an island, but not 

alone. 

I, Harlem, 
Dark-faced, great, enormous 

Negro city 
On Manhattan Island, l\'ew York, 

U.S.A. 

l, Harlem, sav: 
HELLO, WEST !�DIES! 

You are dark like me, 
Colored with many bloods like me, 
Verging from the sunrise to the 

dusk like me, 
From day to night, from black to 

white like me. 
HELLO! HF:LID! 
HELLO, WEST l;-.;'DIES! 

They say-the Axis­
That the U.S.A. is bad: 
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It lynches f\'egroes, 
Stanes them, pnshes them aside. 
In �ome states the \'Ote is dead. 
Those thing� are partly true. 
They say-the enemy-
Via short wave every day, 
That there is now no way 
For you to put any faith at Jl! 
In  what the Yankees say-
They have no love for you 
Or any colored people an} where. 
That's also partly true. 
There are people here 
Who still place greed and power 
Above the needs of th1� most 

crucial hour-
Just as with vou there are those 

who place 
Imperial will abo\'C the needs of 

men. 
But here, as there, their day will 

end. 
Listen, West Indies, they 
Are not the U.S.A. 

Ccrtam things we know in common: 
Suffering, 
Domination, 
Segregation­
Locally called 
Jim Crow. 

In common certain things \\·e know: 
We arc tiredl 
Those things 
Must go! 

It's a long ways 
From where you live to where I 

live-
But there's a direct line 
From your heart to mine­
West Indies-Harlem! 
Harlem-West Indies! 
I like your people, your fruit, 
Your sunrise and your song, 
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Your strength, your sense 
Of right and wrong. 
We care for each other-

You for me and I for you-
Because we share so much in common, 
And because we are aware 
Of vast explosions in the air: 

FREEDOM! 
FOR FREED0\'1! 
WE PREPARE! 
Hello, West Indies! 
Hello, Jamaica! 
Hello, Haiti! 
Hello, Cuba! 
Hello, Panama! 
Hello, St. Kitts! 
Hello, Bahamas! 
Hello! Hello! 
Hello, \Vest Indies! 

Madam and the Rent Man 

The rent man knocked. 
He said, Howdy-do? 
I said, What 
Can I do for you? 
He said, You know 
Your rent is due. 

I said, Listen, 
Before I'd pay 
I'd go to Hades 
And rot away! 

The sink is broke, 
The water don't run, 
And you ain't done a thing 
You promised to've done. 

Back window's cracked, 
Kitchen floor squeaks, 



There's rats in the cellar, 
And the attic leaks. 

He said, Madam, 
It's not up to me. 
I'm just the agent, 
Don't vou see? 

I said, �atmally, 
You pass the buck. 
If it's money you want 
You're out of luck. 

He said, Madam, 
I ain't pleased I 
( said, Neither am I. 

So we agrees! 

Madam and the Charity Child 

Once I adopted 
A little girl child. 
She grew up and got ruint, 
Nearlv drove me wild. 

Then I adopted 
A little boy. 
He used a switch-blade 
For a toy. 

What makes these charity 
Children so bad? 
Ain't had no luck 
With none I had. 

Poor little things, 
Born hehind tl�e S-rock, 



Blind 

With parents that don't tven 
Stop to take stock. 

The county won't pay me 
Rut a few bucks a week. 
Can't raise no child on that, 
So to speak. 

And the Indy from the 
Juvenile Court 
Always cornmg around 
\Vanting a report. 

Last time I told her, 
Report my eye! 
Things is bad­
You figure out why! 

I am blind. 
I cannot see. 
Color is no bar to me. 
I know neither 
Black nor white. 
I walk nt night. 
Yet it seems I see mankind 
More tortmed than the blind. 
Can it he that those who know 
Sight nrc often doomed to woe? 
Or is it that, seemg, 
They never see 
With the infinite eyes 
Of one like me? 



Shall the Good Go Down? 

Crowing Hen Blues 

All over the \vorld 
Shall the good go down? 

Lid icc? 
Were they good there? 
Or did some devil come 
To scourge their evil bare? 

Shall the good go down 7 

\Vho makes fine speeches 
Far from the ravaged town? 

Spam? 
\Vere folks good there? 
Or did some god 
i\'fetc punishment 
\Vho did not care? 

\Vho makes fine speeches 
Far from the beaten town? 

Shall the �ood go down? 

Are we good? 
Did we care? 
Or did we weary when they saiJ, 
Your theme wears hare? 
PROPACAI\'DA-
Boring anywhere. 

Shall the good go down? 

\Vho are the good? 
\\!here is their 
Town? 

l was setting on the hen-house steps 
\Vhen the hen begin to cro\v. 
Setting on the hen-house steps 



The Underground 

When the hen begin to crow. 
I ain't gonna set on 
Them hen-house �tcps no mo'! 

I had a cat, I called him 
Battling Tom .'dcCann. 
Had a big black cat, I called him 
Battling Tom !\·1cCann. 
Last night that cat riz np and 
Started talking like a man. 

I said to Baby, 
Baby, what do you hear7 
I said, Baby, 
What on earth do you hear? 
Baby said, I don't hear nothin' 
But your drunken snorin', dear. 

Um1n1nm-mmnHn-huh! I wish that 
Domineck l1cn wouldn't crow! 
Oh-ooo-oo-o, I.awd! �or that 
Black cat talk no mo'! 
But, woman, if you don't like it, 
Find someplace else to sleep and snore­
Cause I'm gonna drink rny licker 
Till they bnm the licker store. 

(To the Anti-F asci.1ts of the Occup1ed CotJntrics of Europe and Asia.) 

Still you bring us with our hands bound, 
Our teeth knocked out, our heads broken, 
Still you bring us shouting curses, 
Or crying, or silent as tomorrow, 
Sti!l you bring us to the guillotine, 
The shooting wall, the headsman's block. 
Or the mass grave in the long trench. 

But you can't kill all of us! 
You can't silence all of us! 
You can't <;top all of us! 
From Norway to Slovakia, Manchuria to Greece, 
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Too Blue 

We are like those rivers 
That fill with the melted snow in spring 
And flood the land in all directions. 

Our spring will come. 

The pent up mows of <Ill the brutal rurs 
Are mdting beneath the rising sm1 of freedom. 
The rivers of the world 
Will be flooded with strength 
And you \vill bc washed away­
You murderer' of the people­
You 1\'azis, F<Jscists, headsmen, 
Appeasers, liars, Quislings, 
You will be washed away, 
And the land will be fresh and clean again, 
Denuded of the past-
For time will give us 
Our spring 
At last 

I got those sad old weary blues. 
I don't knmv where to tum. 
I don't know where to go. 
Nobody cares about you 
\Vhen vou sink so low. 

What shall I do? 
What shall I say? 
Shall I takp a gnn 
And put d1yself away? 

I wonder if 
One bullet would do? 
As hard as my head is, 
It would probably take two. 

But I ain't got 
Neither bullet nor gun­
And I'm too blue 
To look for one. 



Beaumont to Detroit: 1943 

Looky here, America 
What you done done­
Let things drift 
Until the riots come. 

Now your policemen 
Let your mobs run free. 
I reckon you don't care 
Nothing about me. 

You tell me that hitler 
Is a mighty bad man. 
I gues� he took lessons 
From the ku klux klan. 

You tell me musso!ini's 
Got an evil heart. 
Well, it mus-a been in Beaumont 
That he had his start-

Cause everything that hitler 
And mussolini do, 
:\'egroes get the same 
Treatment from you. 

You jim crowed me 
Before hitler rose to power-
And you're STILL jim crowing me 
Right now, this very hom. 

Yet you say we're fighting 
For democracy. 
Then why don't democracy 
Include me? 

I ask you this question 
Cause I want to know 
How long I got to fight 
BOTH HITLER-AND JIM CROW 



The Ballad of Margie Polite 

If .\1ar�ic Polite 
Had ofbcm white 
She might not'vt cussed 
Out the cop that mght. 

In the lobby 
Of the Braddock Hotel 
She might not'vc felt 
The urge to raise hell. 

A soldier took her part. 
He got shot lTl the back 
By a white cop-
The soldier were black. 

They killed a colored soldier! 
Folks shntcd to crv it-
The cry spread m·cr Harlem 
And turned into riot. 

They taken \1argie to jail 
And kept her there. 
DISORDERLY CCJ),;DUCT 
The charge� swear. 

\1argic wnrn't nobody 
Important before-
But she ain't just nobody 
Now no more. 

She started the riots! 
1-Iarlemitcs say 
August 1st is 
MARGIE'S DAY 

Mark August 1st 
A� decreed bv fate 
For \1argie and History 
To have a date. 

Mayor La Cuardia 
Riding up and dov.,.n. 
Son1ebody yelled, 



\Vhat about 
Stu:\'Vesant Town? 

Colored leaders 
In sound trucks. 
Sornebod�· velled. 
Go home, you hucks! 

They didn't kill the soldier, 
A race leader cried. 
Somebody hollered, 
Naw! But they tried1 

Margie Polite! 
Margie Polite! 
Kept the .\1ayor­
And Walter White­
And evervbodv 
Up all night! ' 

Madam and the Army 

When the PD car 
Taken Margie away­
It wasn't Mother's 
Nor Father's -
lt were 
\IIARCIE'S DAY! 

They put my boy-friend 
In 1-A. 
But I can't figure out 
How he got that way. 

He wouldn't work, 
Said he wasn't able. 
Just drug himself 
To the dmner table. 

Couldn't get on relief, 
:'\either \VPA. 



lie wouldn't even try 
Cause he slept all day. 

l nagged at him 
Till I thought he was deaf­
But I never could get him 
Above 4-F. 

But Uncle Sam 
Put him in 1-A 
And now has taken 
That man away. 

lf Undc Sam 
Makes him lift a hand, 
Uncle's really 
A powerful man! 

Madam and the Movies 

I go to the movies 
Once-rn·iee a week. 
I love romance. 
That's where I'm weak. 

But I never could 
Understand 
Why real life ain't got 
No romance-man. 

I pay my quarter 
And for two hours 
Romance reigns 
And true love flo��>'ers. 

Then I come home 
And unlock the door­
And there ain't no 
Romance any more. 



Madam and Her Madam 

Stalingrad: 1942 

I worked for a woman, 
She wasn't mean -
But she had a h.velve-room 
! louse to clean. 

Had to get breakfast, 
Dinner, and supper, too­
Then take care of her children 
When I got throngh. 

Wash, iron, and scrub, 
Vv'alk the dog around­
It was too much, 
Nearly broke me down. 

l said, Madam, 
Can it he 
You trying to make a 
Pack-horse out of me? 

She opened her mouth. 
She cried, Oh, no! 
You know, Alberta, 
I love you so! 

I said, tvlddam, 
That may be tmc­
But I'll be dogged 
If I love yon! 

There are the inactive ones who, 
By thctr inaction, 
Aid in the breaking of your dreams. 
There are the ones 
Who bum to help you, 
But do not know how-
Can only fling words m the air, 
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Petition: Second Front, 
Give money, 
Beg, emse, pray, 
Ritterlv care. 

! know-
Those who I-'. reck your dream 
Wreck my dream, too, 
Reduce my heart to ashes 
As they reduce you. 

Stalingrad­
Ne\'er Paradise-
Just a city on the Volga 
Trying peacefully to grow, 
A city where some few small dreams 
Men dreamt come true. 
A simple city 
Where all worked, all ate, 
All ehilJrcn went to school. 
No be�;gars, 
No sick without attention, 
I\" o prostitutes, 
For women had jobs 
And men had wl\·es. 
People respected 
Each other's lives. 
Communal brotherhood, 
A city growing to\\·anl the good. 
Stalingrad-not P:o�mdise-
Yet not bad. 

Then out of tl1e West the wreckers came­
Luftwaffe! Panzcrs! Storm Troopers! 
Mcu with guns and an C\'il name: :\'azis! 
Invaders! Bombers! Throwers of A.:nne! 
Thie\'es of the common grain! 

Did we go to help' 
No. 

Did the Second Front open? 
:\'o. 

Did the R'\F arrive? 
\.o. 
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Did the AEF get there? 
No. 

Did Stalingrad fall? 
Did Stalingrad fall? 
Did it fall? 

Out of the mbhle from a dead hand lifted­
Out of the ruhble from a lost \'Oice calling­
I gather instead another world is falling: 
Lie� and blunders and fear ancl greed 
Are meagre feed for the people-
As quick as steel or ersat;: swill, they kilL 

But no one can kill 
The dream of men 
To be men again. 

Beyond the Volga-
Or some more distant stream ­
Beyond the desert 
Still will live the dream. 
In deep hearts 
\Vhcrc now dismayed it hcs, 
Tomorrow it will rise! 

This Hitler undnstands­
He tries so hard to kill it  
Quickly in all lands-
But St!lingrad \\·ill rise again, 
Rebuilt by hands around the world 
That care-as we care-by hands 
That grope now in the dark 
And don't know why, 
Or how to help-but cry 
At headlines in the news that say: 
STALIN GRAD GIVES WAY. 

Ethiopia -let it go! 
(Retrieved at bloody cost.) 
Czechoslovakia-let it go! 

(Lost.) 
Spain -let the dogs have it! 
India-freedom? 'l"he Japs? 
They're puzzled at the choice. 



(They wait Too little and too late.) 
The same old story-yet today? 
The same old patterns-still in power 
Even at this hour-as Stalingrad gives \Vay? 

Gives way? Oh, no! 
Though the last walls fall, 
And the last man dies, 
And the last bullets go, 
Stalingrad doc� not gtvc way! 
Fight on, brave city! 
Deathless in song and story, 
Yours is the final triumph! 

VICTORY -your glory! 

The Black Man Speaks 

I swear to the Lord 
I still can't see 
'Nhy Democracy means 
Everybody but me_ 

I swear to my soul 
I can't understand 
Why Freedom don't apply 
To the black man_ 

I swear, by gum, 
I really don't know 
Why in the name of Liberty 
You treat me so. 

Down South vou make me ride 
In a Jim Crow car. 
From I ,os Angeles to I ,ondon 
You spread >'om color bar. 

Jim Crow Army, 
And :\ary, too-



Freedom [I]  

Is Jim Crow Freedom the best 
I can expect from you? 

I simply raise these questions 
Cause I want you to state 
What kind of a world 
We're fighting to create. 

If we're fighting to create 
A free world tomorrow, 
Why not end right now 
Old Jim Craw's sorrow? 

Freedom will not come 
Today, this year 

:t\or C\'er 
'11nough compromise and fear. 

I have as much right 
As the other fellow has 

To stand 
On my tv.:o feet 
And own land. 

I tire so of hearing people say, 
Let things take their course. 
Tomorrow is another day. 
l do not need freedom when I'm dead. 
I cannot live on tomorrow's bread. 

Freedom 
Is a strong seed 
Planted 
In a grc<Jt need. 
I live here. too. 
l want freedom 
Just a� you. 



Color 

Freedom [2] 

Red Cross 

Vv'ear it 
Like a banner 
For the proud­
Not like a shroud. 
\Vear if 
Like a song 
Soaring high-
1'\ot moan or cry. 

Some folks think 
By burning books 
Thev burn Freedom. 

Some folks think 
By imprisoning Nehru 
They imprison Freedom. 

Some folks think 
By lynching a 1\egro 
They lynch Freedom. 

But Freedom 
Stands up and laughs 
In their faces 
And says, 

You'll never kill me! 

The Angel of Mcrc�.'s 
Cot her wings in the mud, 
And all because of 
I\cgro blood. 



Note to All Nazis Fascists and Klansmen 

How About II, Dixie 

You delight, 
So it wonld seem, 
At making mince-meat 
Of my dream. 

If you keep on, 
Before you're through, 
I'll make mince-meat 
Out of you. 

The President's Four Freedoms 
Appeal to me. 
I would like to sec those Freedoms 
Come to be. 

If you belic\·e 
In the Fom Freedoms, too, 
Then share 'em with me­
Don't keep 'em all for you. 

Show me that you mean 
Democracy, please-
Cause from Bombay to Georgia 
I'm beat to my knees. 

You can't lock up Gandhi, 
Club Roland Hayes, 
Then make fine speeches 
About Freedom's ways. 

Looks like by now 
Folks ought to know· 
If� hard to beat Hitler 
Protecting Jim Cmw. 

Freedom's not just 
To be won Over There. 
It means Freed om at home, too­
"t-.'ov.'-right here! 
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Blue Bayou 

Motherland 

1 went walkin' 
By the blue bayou 
And I saw the sun go down. 
I thought about old Greeley 
And I thought about Lou 
And I saw the sun go down. 

White man 
Makes me work all day 
And I work too hard 
For too little pay� 
Then a white man 
Takes my woman away. 

I'll kill old Greeley. 

The blue bayou 
Turns red as fire. 
Put the black man 
On a rope 
And pull him higher! 

I saw the sun go down. 

Put him on a rope 
And pull him higher! 

The blue bayou's 
A pool of fire. 

And I saw the sun go down, 
Down, 

Down, 
Lawd I saw the sun go down! 

Dream of yesterday 
And far-off long tomorrow: 
Africa imprisoned 
In her bitter sorrow. 



To Captain Mulzac 
(:-Jegro Sk1pper of the Booker T \Vashington Sailing with a Mixed Crew) 

Dangerous 
Arc the western waters now, 
And all the waters of the world. 
Somehow, 
Again mankind has lost its conrsc, 
Been driven off its way, 
Down paths of death :omd darkness 
Cone astray-
But there arc those who still hold out 
A chart and compass 
For a better wav-
And there arc those who fight 
To guard the harbor entrance 
To a brighter day. 

There are those, too, who for so long 
Could not call their house, their house. 
Nor their land, their land-
Formerly the beaten ami the poor 
Who did not own 
The things they made, nor their own lives­
But stood, ind1vidual and alone, 
Without power-
They have found their hour. 
The clock is moving forward here-
But backward in the lands where Fascist fear 
Has taken hold, 
And tyranny again is bold. 

Yes, dangerous arc the wide world's waters still, 
Menaced bv the will 
Of those who would keep, or once more make 
Slaves of men. 
We Negroes have been slaves before. 
We will not be again. 
Alone, I know, no one is free. 
But we have joined hands-
Black workers with white workers­
I, \Vith you! You, with me! 
Together we have launched a ship 
That sails these dangerous seas­
But more than ship, 
Our symbol of new liberties. 
We've put a captain on that ship's bridge there, 
A man, spare, swarthy, strong, fonrsqnare-
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But more th<Jn these, 
He, too, a symbol of new llbcrties. 

There is <1 crew of many races. too, 
Many bloods-yet all of one blood still: 
The blood of brotherhood, 
Of conragc, of good-will ,  
And deep determination gemed to kill 
The evil forces that would destroy 
Our ch<Jrts, om compass <Jnd hell-buoy 
That guide \1S toward the harbor of the new world 
We will to make-
'111e world where C\'ery ngly past mistake 
Of hate and greed and race 
Will have no place. 

ln union, you, \\'11ite Man, 
And I, Black \Jan, 
Can be free. 
:\1ore than ship then, 
Captain Mulzae, 
Is the BOOKER T.. 
And more than captain 
You who guide it on its way. 
Your ship is mankind's deepest dream 
Daring the sea-
Your ship is flagship 
Of a newer day. 

Let the winds rise then! 
Let the great waves beat! 
Your ship is Victory, 
And not defeat. 
Let the great waves rise 
And the winds blow free! 

Your ship is 
Freedom, 
Brotherhood, 
Democracy! 
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Still Here 

I've been scared and battered. 
�1y hopes the wind done scattered. 
Snow has friz me, sun has baked me. 

Looks like between 'em 
They done tried to make me 

Stop laughin', stop Iovin", stop livin'­
But I don't care! 
I'm still here! 

Ballad of Sam Solomon 

Sam Solomon said, 
You may call out the Klan 
But yon must'vc forgot 
That a Negro is a :V1Al\' 
It was dO\vn in Miami 
A few years ago. 
Negroes never voted but 
Sam said, It's time to go 
To the polls election day 
And make vom choice known 
Gmsc the vote is not restricted 
To white folks alone. 
The fact we never \"Oted 
In the past 
Is something that surely 
Ain't Jue to last 
Sam Solomon called on 
Even· colored man 
To q

-
ualify and register 

And take a stand 
And be up and out and ready 
On election day 
To vote at the polls, 
Come what may. 
The crackers saJCl, Sam, 
If yon carry this through, 
Ain't no telling what 
We'll do to you. 
Sam Solomon answered, 
l don't pay you no mind. 
The crackers said, Boy, 
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Me and My Song 

Arc you deaf, dumb, and blind? 
Sam Solomon said, I'm 
Neither one nor the other­
But we intend to vote 
On election day, brother. 
The crackers said, Sam, 
Are you a fool or a dunce? 
Sam Solomon said, A MAN 
Can't die but once. 
Thev called out the Klan. 
The}· had a parade. 
But Sam Soloillon 
Was not afraid. 
On election day 
He led his colored delegation 
To take their rightfnl part 
In the voting of a nation. 
The crackers thought 
The Ku Klux was tough � 
But the �cgroes in \tliami 
Called their bluff. 
Sam Solomon said, 
Go get out your Klan­
But you must've forgotten 
A Negro is a ::vtA!\. 

Black 
As the gentle night 
Black 
As the kind and quiet night 
Black 
As the deep productive earth 
Body 
Out of Africa 
Strong and black 
As iron 
First smelted iu 
Mrica 
Song 
Out of Africa 
Deep and mellow song 



Rich 
As the black earth 
Strong 
As black iron 
Kind 
As the black night 
My song 
From the dark lips 
Of Africa 
Deep 
As the rich earth 
Beautiful 
A� tht black night 
Strong 
As the first iron 
Black 
Out of Africa 
Me and my 
Song 

Good Morning, Stalingrad 

Goodmoming, Stalingrad! 
Lots of folks who don't like you 
Had give you np for dead. 
But you ain't dead! 

Goodmorning, Stalingrad! 
\Vhere I live down in Dixie 
Things is bad-
But they're not so bad 
I stJII can't say, 
Goodmorn1ng, Stalingrad! 
And I'm not �o dumb 
I still don't know 
That as long as your red star 
Lights the sky, 
We won't die. 

Goodmoming, Stalingrad! 
You're half a world away or more 
But when your guns roar, 
They roar for me-
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And for everybodv 
\Vho want to be free. 

Goodmorning, Stalingrad! 
Some folks tr;; to tell me down this wav 
That �·ou're ;ur ally just for today. 

-

That may be so- for those who want it so. 
But as for mc-vou're mv allv 
Until we all are

.
free. 

' . 

Goodmorning, Stalingrad! 
When crooks and klansmen 
Lift their heads and things is bad, 
I can look way across the �ca 
And sec v.'here simple working folks like me 
Lift their head�, too, with gun in hand 
To drive the fascists from the land. 
You've stood between us well, 
Stalingradl 
The folks who hate you'd 
Done gi\·e you up for dead­
They were glad. 

But you ain't dead! 

And you won't be 
As long as I am you 
And von are me-
For i;ou have allies evenwhcre, 
All ;\'Cf the world, who 

.
care. 

And they 
Are with you more 
Than just today. 

Listen! I don't own no radio-
Can't send no messages through the air. 
But I reckon you can hear me, 
Am·how awav off there. 
And I b;ow y�u know 
I mean it when I say, 
(:vlaybe in a \Vhisper 
To keep the Klan away) 
Goodmorning, Stalingrad! 

I'm glad 
You ain't dead! 

GOODMORNING, STALINGRAD! 



Jim Crow's Last Stand 

There \Vas an old Crow hy the name of Jim. 
The Crackers were m lovc with him. 
They liked hnn so well they couldn't stand 
To see Jim Crow get out of hand. 
But something happened, Jim's feathers felL 
;\low that Crow's begun to look like hell. 

DECEMBER 7, 1941: 

Pearl Harbor put Jim Crow on the run. 
That Crow can't fight for Democrncy 
And be the same old Cro\<i he used to be­
Although right now, even yet today, 
He still tries to act in the same old way. 
But India and China and H<Jrlem, to�. 
Have made up their minds Jim Crow is through. 
:\chm s<lid, before he went to jail, 
Catch that Jim Crow bird, pull the feathers on! lm tail! 
Marian Anderson said to the DAR, 
I'll sing for you -but drop that color b<Jr. 
Paul Robeson �aid, out in Kansas City, 
To Jim Crow rnv people is <1 pity. 
Mrs. Bethune told t\hrtin Dies, 
You ain't telling nothing but your Jim Cnll\ hc-;­
If you want to get old I Iiller'� goat, 
Abolish poll tax so folks can vote. 
Joe I .on is said, Vo/e gonna win thi� war 
Cause tl1e good Lord knows what we're fighting for! 

DECEMBER 7, 1941: 

Volhen Done �diller took glln in hand­
Jim Crow started his last stalld. 
Our battle yet is far from won 
But when it is, Jim Crow'Il be done. 
We gonna bury that son-of-a-gun! 

Salute to Soviet Armies 

Mighty Soviet armies marching on the West, 
Red star on y"Oin visor, comage on your breast! 
Mighty Soviet armies, warriors brave and strong, 
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Freedom is rour watchword as you forge along! 
The eyes of all the people. poor upon the earth, 
Follow �our great battle for mankind's rebirth. 
Mighty So\'iet armies, allies, comrades, friends, 
\Ve will march beside you until fascism ends. 

Mighty Soviet armies, guard yottr fatherland! 
The earth of your union warms the hope of man. 
Fascist foes surround you with their rmg of steel, 
But your warriors crush them with a workman's heel. 
Ne\'er will the people let them rise again. 
Death to the fascist tyrants! Death to the :'\azi's reign! 
M1ghty Soviet armies, allies of the free, 
We will fight beside you until victo0,..r 
::vlighty Soviet armies, now as one we stand, 
Allie� all together for the cause of man! 
Salute to the Soviet armies�from our Iandi 

Poem for an Intellectual on the Way Up to Submit to His Lady 

Do not call me Dr. 
If I get a Ph.D. 
Just keep on calling me Sweetie 
Cause that is good to me. 

Do not call me Rev. 
!fi go into the church. 
Address me, Loving Daddy, 
And my heart will give a lurch. 

Don't dare call me Bon. 
lfi  get to be a judge. 
Simply call me Honey Bunch, 
I'll call you Sugar Fudge. 

I don't bdicvc in titles 
\Vhen it comes to love, 
So, please, do not call me Dr.­
Just call me Turtle Dove. 
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Madam's Past History 

}..,fy name is Johnson� 
Ivladam Alberta K. 

The Madam stands for business. 
I'm smart that way. 

I had a 
HAIR-DRESSING PARLOR 
Before 
The depression put 
The prices lower. 

Then I had a 
BARBECUE STA:'>:D 
Till I got mixed up 
With a no-good man. 

Cause I hall a insurance 
The \VPA 
Said, \Vc can't usc you 
Wealthy that way. 

l said, 
DO!\T \VORRY 'BOUT \-1E! 
Just like the song, 
You \\/P .. \ folk.<. take care of yoursclf­
Aud I'll get <Jlong. 

I do cooking, 
Day'<; work, tool 
Alberta K fohnson­
J'vladam to von. 

Madam's Calling Cards 

I had some cards printed 
The other day. 
They cost me more 
Than l wanted to pay. 

I told the man 
I wasn't no mint, 



Uncle Tom [I]  

But I hankered to see 
:\1y n<Jmc in print. 

MADAM jOHNS0:--1, 
ALBF.RTA K. 

He said, Your name looks good 
Madam'd that wav 

Shall I usc Old r:nglish 
Or a Roman letter? 
l said, Use American. 
American's better. 

There's nothing foreign 
To my pedigree: 
Alberta K Johnson­
American that's me. 

Uncle Tom is a legend and a dream. 
Uncle Tom is a groan and a scream. 
Uncle Tom ts a lash on the back. 
Uncle Tom is a man who's black. 

Bnt Uncle Tom 
\Vas long ago. 
Cone is the lash 
And the slaver's blow. 
Ours is the freedom 
Tom did not know-

So lend your freedom that the la�h and the pain 
And his head bowed down be not in vain. 
Tend your freedom that tomorrow may see 
Uncle Tom's children wholly free! 



Will Y·Day Be Me-Day Too? 
(A Negro Fighting Man's Letter to A111erica) 

Dear Fellow Americans, 
I write this letter 
Hoping times will be better 
\Vhen this \Var 
Is through. 
I'm a Tan-skinned Yank 
Driving a tank. 
I ask, \VILL \'-DAY 
BE ME-DAY, TOO? 

I wear a U.S. uniform. 

Over There, 
World War II. 

I've done the enemy much harm, 
I've dnven back 
The Germans and the Japs, 
From Burma to the Rhine. 
On every b<.ttlc line, 
I've dropped defeat 
Into the Fa>cist.<.' lnps. 

I am a Negro American 
Out to defend my land 
Army, ;\avy, Air Corps-
1 am there. 
I take munitions through, 
l fight-or stevedore, too. 
l face death the same as yon do 
Everywhere. 

I've seen my buddy lying 
VVhere he fell. 
I've watched hnn dymg 
I promised him that I would try 
To make our land a land 
Where his son could be a man­
And there'd be no Jim CrO\v birds 
Left m om sky. 

So this is what I want to know: 
\\-'hen we see Victory's glow, 
Will you still let old Jim Crow 
Hold me back? 
When all those forc1gn folks who've waited-

JOJ 



Italians, ChiiiCSC, Danes-arc liberated. 
Will I �till be ill-fated 
Became I'm black? 

Here in my own, my native land. 
Will the Jim Crow laws still stand? 
Will Dixie lynch me still 
\Vhen I return? 
Or will you comrades m arms 
From the factories and the farms, 
Have learned what this war 
Was fought for tiS to !cam? 

\Vhcn I take off my uniform, 
\Vill i be safe from harm­
Or will you do me 
As the Germans did the Jews? 
When I've helped this world to save, 
Shall I still he color's slave? 
Or will Victory change 
Your antiquated views? 

You can"t say I didn't fight 
To smash the .Fasci�ts' might. 
Yon can't 'iay I wa.'>n't \\·ith yon 
In each battle. 
As a �oldier, and a friend. 
When this war comes to an end, 
Will you herd me in a Jim Crow car 
! .ike cattle? 

Or will you stand up like a man 
At home and take your stand 
for Democracy? 
That's all I ask of you. 
When we lay the gum away 
To celebrate 
Our Victory Day 
V..'ILL V-DAY BE �viE-DAY, TOO? 
That's what I want to know. 

Sincerely, 
GJ Joe. 



Ennui 

Breath of a Rose 

Silhouette 

It's such a 
Bore 
Being always 
Poor. 

Love is like dew 
On lilacs at dawn: 
Comes the swift sun 
And the dew is gone. 

Love is like star-light 
In the sk�,. at morn: 
Star-light that dies 
\Vhen dav is born. 

Love is like perfume 
In the heart of a rose: 
The flower withers, 
The perfume goes-

Love is no more 
Than the breath of a rose, 
1\'o more 
Than the breath of a rose. 

Southern gentle lady, 
Do not swoon. 
They've just hung a black man 
In the dark of the moon. 

They've hung a black man 
To a roadside tree 
In the dark of the moon 



For the world to sec 
How Dixie protects 
Its white womanhood. 

Southern gentle lady, 
Be good! 
Be good! 

Moonlight in Valencia: Civil War 

)..1oonhght in V<�lencia: 
The moon meant pl<lncs. 
The plane; meant death. 
And not heroic death. 
Like deatl1 on a poster: 
An officer in a pretty uniform 
Or <1 mme in a clean wlnte dress­
But death with stccl m your brain, 
Powder burns on your face, 
Blood spilling from your entrails, 
And you didn't laugh 
Because there w<Js no laughter in it. 
You didn't cry PROP.\GA:'-JDA either. 
The prop<�ganda w<ls too much 
For everybody concerned. 
It hurt you to your guts. 
It w<Js real 
As anything you ever saw 
In the movies: 
Moonlight. 
,\1e caigo en fa ostia! 
Bombers over 
Valencia. 



Madam and the Minister 

Reverend Butler came bv 
Yly house last week. 

. 

He s<Jid, Have you got 
A little time to speak? 

He said, I am interested 
In your soul. 
Has it been saved, 
Or is your heart stone-cold? 

I said, Reverend, 
I'll ha\·e you know 
I was baptized 
l ,ong ago. 

He said, What have you 
Done since then? 
1 said, None of your 
Business, friend. 

He said, Sister 
Have you back-slid? 
I said, It felt good­
H I  did! 

He said, Sister, 
Come time to die, 
The Lord will smely 
Ask VOtl wh\·T 
I'm gonna pray 
For �·on! 
Goodbye! 

I felt kinder sorry 
I talked that way 
After Rev. Butler 
Went away-
So I ain't in no mood 
For sin today 



Madam and the Wrong Visitor 

A man knocked three times. 
I never seen him before. 
He said, Are you Madam? 
I said, What's the score? 

He said, I reckon 
You don't know my name, 
But I've come to call 
On you just the same. 

I stepped back 
Like he had a charm. 
He said, I really 
Don't mean no harm. 

I'm just Old Death 
And I thought I might 
Pay you a visit 
Before night. 

He said, You're Johnson­
Madam Alberta K.? 
I said, Yes-but Alberta 
Ain't gain' with you today! 

1\'o sooner had I told him 
Than I awoke. 
The doctor said, Madam, 
Your fever's broke-

Nurse, put her on a diet, 
And buy· her some chicken. 
l said, Better bny two­
Cause I'm still here kickin'! 

Madam and the Newsboy 

Newsboy knocks, 
I buy the DEFEJ\DER. 
These colored papers 
Is a solid sender. 

I read all about 
The murdering news, 



And who killed who 
With the love sick blues. 

Then I read 
The lynchings and such, 
Come to the conclusion 
V\11Jite folks ain't much. 

Then I turn over 
And read the scandal 
In the gossip column, 
Initials for a handle. 

Then the pictures: 
Marva looks well-
But if Joe was my husband, 
I'd also look swell. 

It's just a m<Jttcr 
OfWho 1s Who-
If I was .Nlarva I'd be 
In the papers, too. 
Wouldn't you? 

Madam and Her Might·Have·Been 

I had two husbands. 
I could ofh<1d three­
But my Might-Have-Been 
Was too good for me. 

When you grow up the hard way 
Sometimes you don't know 
What's too good to be true, 
Just might be so. 

He worked all the time, 
Spent his money on me­
Fir�! time in my life 
I had anything free. 

I said, Do �·ou love me? 
Or am I mistaken? 



You're alway' giving 
And never taking. 

He said, Madam, ! swear 
All [ want is vou. 
Right then and there 
I knOI.\-'ed we was through! 

! told him, Jackson, 
You better leave­
You got some'n else 
Up your sleeve: 

\V1!Cll rou think you got bread 
It's always a stone� 
Nobody loves nobody 
For yourself alone. 

He said, In me 
You've got no trust. 
1 said, I don't want 
My heart to bust. 

Madam and the Insurance Man 

Insurance man, 
I heard his knock. 
But he couldn't get in 
Cause my door was locked. 

Week ago Tuesday 
He came back agin. 
This time, I thought, 
I'll let him in.  

Insurance man said, 
It's paying time. 
Madam, you are 
Six weeks behind. 
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I Dream a World 

I said, Mister, 
Just let it slumber. 
I'll pay in full 
When I hit the number. 

Insurance man said, 
Suppose you die­
Who would bur�· you? 
I said, WHY? 

I dream a world where man 
1\'o other man will scorn, 
Where love will bless the earth 
And peace its paths adorn. 
I dream a world where all 
Will know sweet freedom's way, 
Where greed no longer saps the soul 
Nor avarice blights our day. 
A world I dream where bldck or white, 
Whatever race you be, 
Will share the bounties of the earth 
And every man is free, 
Where wretchedness will hang its head 
And JO}', like a pearl, 
Attends the needs of all mankind­
Of such I dream, my world! 

The Heart of Harlem 

The buildings in Harlem are brick and �tone 
And the streets are long and wide, 
But Harlem's much more than these alone, 
Harlem is what's inside-
It's a song with a minor refrain, 
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It's a dream you keep dreaming again. 
It's a tear you turn into a smile. 
It's the sunrise you know is coming after a while. 
It's the shoes that you get half-soled twice. 
It's the kid you hope will grow up nice. 
It's the haod that's working all day long. 
It's a prayer that keeps you going along� 

111at's the Heart of Harlem! 

It's Joe Louis and Dr. W. E. B., 
A ste\·edore, a porter, Marian Anderson, and me. 
It's Father Divine and the music of Earl Hi11es, 
Adam Powell in Congress, our drivers on bus lines. 
It's Dorothy Maynor and it's Billic Holiday, 
The lectures at the Schomburg and the Apollo down 

the \VaV. 
It's Father Shelton Bishop and shouting :vfother Horne. 
It's the Rennie and the Savoy where new dances are 

born. 
It's Canada Lee'� penthouse at Five-Fifty-Five. 
it's Small's Paradise <md Jimmy's little d1ve. 
It's 409 Edgecombe or a cold-water walk-up flat­
But it's where I live and it's where my love is at 

Deep in the Heart of Harlem! 

It's the pride all Americans know. 
It's the faith God gave us long ago. 
It's the strength to make our dreams come true. 
It's a feeling warm and friendly given to you. 
It's that girl with the rhythmical walk. 
It's my boy v,.-ith the jive in his talk. 
It's the man with the muscles of s.tcel 
It's the right to be free a people never will yield. 
A dream . . .  a song . . .  half-soled shoes . . .  dancing shoes 
A tear . .  a smile . . .  the blues . . .  sometimes the 

blues 
Mixed with the memory . . .  <1nd forgiveness . . .  of our 

wrong. 
But more than that, it's freedom­
Guarded for the kids who came along­

Folks, that's the Heart of Harlem! 
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Little Green Tree 

Give Us Our Peace 

It looks like to me 
:rvly good-time days done past. 
Nothin' in this world 
Is due to last. 

I used to play 
And I played so dog-gone hard. 
0l"ow old age has 
Dealt my bad-luck card. 

I look down the road 
And I see a little tree. 
A little piece down the road. 
I see a little tree. 

Them cool green leaves 
Is waitin' to shelter me. 

0, little tree! 

Give us a peace equal to the war 
Or else our souls \Vill be unsati�fied, 
And we will wonder wh<Jt we have fought for 
And why the many died. 

Give us a peace accepting every challenge-
The challenge of the poor, the black, of all denied, 
The challenge of the vast colonial world 
That long has had so little Jllslicc b; its side. 

Give us a peace that dares us to be wise. 
Give us a peace that dares us to be strong. 
Give us a peace that dares us still uphold 
Tluonghont the peace our battle agaimt wrong. 

Give us a peace that is not cheaply used, 
A peace that is no clever scheme, 
A people's peace for which men can enthuse, 
A peace that brings reality to our dream. 

Give us a peace that will produce great schools­
As the war produced great armament, 
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A peace that will wipe out onr slums­
As war wipcJ out our fue, on CVll bent. 

Give us a peace that will enlist 
A mighty army serving human kind, 
Not just an army geared to kill, 
But trained to help the livmg minJ. 

An army trained to shape our common good 
And bring about a world of brotherhood. 

Lonesome Corner 

Harlem Night 

I went down to the corner. 
I stooJ there fecliu' blue­
l mcd to go round the corner, 
Babe, and call ou you. 

Old lonesome corner! 
People pass by me-
But none of them peoples 
Is who I want to see. 

Harlem 
Knows a song 
\Vithout a tune­
The rhythm's there: 
But the melodv's 
Bare. 

Harlem 
Knows a night 
\Vithout a muon. 

The stars 
Are where? 
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Graduation 

Cinnamon and rayon, 
Jet and coconut eves, 
r-...Jary Lulu Jackson 
Smooths the skirt 
At her thighs. 

Mama, portly oven, 
Brings remainders from the kitchen 
Where the people all are icebergs 
Wrapped in checks and wealthy. 

illiploma in its new frame: 
:Vlary Lulu Jackson, 
F.ating chicken, 
Tells her mama she's a typist 
And the clicking of the keys 
Will spell the name 
Of a job in a fine office 
Far removed from basic oven, 
Cookstoves, 
And iceberg's kitchen. 

:\·lama says, Praise Jesus! 
Until then 
I'll bring home chicken! 

The iaiploma bursts its frame 
To scatter star-dust in their eyes. 

Mama says, Praise Jesus! 
The colored race will rise! 

:\1ama says, 
Praise Jesus! 

Then, 
Became she's bred, 
She sighs. 
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Peace Conference in an American Town 

At the back fence calling, 
Mrs. Jones! 

At the back fence calling, 
ivlrs. Greene! 

At the back fence calling, 
Mrs. Brown! 
My blueberry pie"s 
the best in town. 

At the b<Jck fence calling, 
Johnny Jones! 

At the back fence calling, 
Kenny Greene! 

At the back fence calling, 
Buddy Brown I 
Come on, let's 
bat a ball around. 

At the back fence calling. 
Neighbor! Neighbor! 

At the back fence callmg, 
Neighbor! Friend! 

At the back fence callmg, 
Neighbor! When 
is all this trouble 
gonna end? 

At the back fence calling 
Colored, White. 

At the back fence calling 
Gentile, Jew. 

At the back fence calling 
Neighbor! 

At the back fence calling 
You! 



Labor Storm 

Now it 1s tnm: 
For the stnkc-brcakcr� to come out: 
The boys with the shifting eyes, 
The morons, 
The cli�cnmmatcd ones 
Too bitter to undcr�t:md, 
The goons, 
The gangsters of defeat and death, 
The strong-armed mercenaries 
With the alley bre<�th. 

�ow it is time for the worms 
To come out of their holes, 
And the little snakes 
\Vho wrap themselves around 
The h1g snakes, 
Time for the white bellied things 
To bre their atavistic fangs 
For dollars and gray shame. 

Man knows well 
The usc of man against men, 
The greedy ftw 
Against the needy man�;, 
The decayed against the healthy, 
The makes 
Against the nnmers lil the sun. 

Too often in the past 
The snakes have won. 

Time now that men awake 
To their old past mistake 
Of trust in snake� 
Who wear a tailored skin­
But when in trouble 
Call less stylish vipers in, 
Moccasins that strike 
The unprotected heel of hunger 
\Vithout shame-
Since no great respected firm 
Bears that anonymous name: 
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Lenin 

First of May 

STRIK�:BREAKER­
At least, not on the door. 

The storm 
That calls up varmints 
From the earth 
Is coming. 

Workers beware! 
It's almost 
Here! 

Lenin walks around the world. 
Frontiers cannot bar him. 
Nc1ther barracks nor barricades impede. 
"\lor does barbed wire scar him. 

Lenin walks around the world. 
Black, brov.-"11, and white receive him. 
Language is no barrier. 
The strangest tongues believe him. 

Lenin walks around the world. 
The sun sets like a scar. 
Between the darkness and the dawn 
There rises a red star. 

I believe it to be true, 
You sec, 
Tomorrow 
]\'ow belongs to me­
And so 
Let not too many tears 



\Vater these unhappy years. 
Being poor and black today, 
I await 
My first of May. 

Conservatory Student Struggles 
with Higher Instrumentation 

Comment 

The saxophone 
Has a vulgar tone. 
I wish it would 
Let me alone. 

The saxophone 
Is ordinary. 
More than that, 
It's mercenary! 

The saxophone's 
An mstrument 
By which I wish 
I'd never been 
Sent! 

Spiral Death 
The snake must be­
Yet he's never 
Murdered me. 

Fanged death 
The tiger, too­
Rut has he ever 
Murdered you? 

More dangerous death 
Man indeed 
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\Vho often kills 
\Vhen there's no need. 

For man will kill 
Animal-or you­
For strife, for sport, 
Or just a stew. 

Summer Evening (Calumet Avenue) 

Mothers pass, 
Sweet watermelon in a baby carriage, 
Black seed for eves 
And a rose pink month. 
Pimps in gray go by. 
Boots polished like a l'v1urray head, 
Or in reverse 
\1adcnn Walker 
On their shoe tips. 
I. W. Ilarper 
Stops to listen to gospel songs 
From a tent at the corner 
\V:here the carnival is Christian. 
Jitne!'S go by 
Full of chine hones in dark glasses. 
And a blind man plays an accordion 
Gurgling Jericho. 

Theresa Relic Alctha 
Throv.'s a toothpick from her window, 
And the four bells she's awaiting 
Do not rmg, not even murmur. 
But maybe before midnight 
The tamale lllaJl will come by, 
And if Uncle .\lac brings beer 
.'\ight will pull its slack taut 
And wrap a string around its finger 
So as not to forget 
That tomorrow is .\•londay. 
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A dime on those two bottles. 
Yes, they are yours, 
Too! 

And in another week 
It will again 
Be Sunday. 

Yesterday and Today 

Blues on a Box 

0, I wish th<tt yesterday, 
Y csterday was today! 
Yesterday you was here. 
Today you gone away. 

I miss you, Lulu, 
I miss you so bad-
There ain't no way for me 
To get you out of my head. 

Yesterday I was happy. 
I thought you was happy, too. 
I don't know how you feel today­
But, baby, I feel blue. 

Play your guitar, boy, 
Till yesterday's 
Black cat 
Runs out tomorrow's 
Back door 
And e\'il old 
IIard luck 
Ain't no more! 



Who but the Lord? 

I looked and I saw 
That man they call the Law. 
He \vas coming 
Down the street at me! 
I had visions in my head 
Of being laid out cold and dead, 
Or else murdered 
By the third degree. 

I said, 0, Lord, i{you can, 
Save me from that man! 
Don't let him make a pulp out of me! 
But the Lord he was not quick. 
The Law raised up his stick 
And heat the living hell 
Out of me! 

Now I do not understand 
Vl-l1y God don't protect a man 
From police brutality. 
Being poor cmd black, 
I've no weapon to strike back 
So who but the Lord 
Cm protect me? 

We'll see. 

Seashore Through Dark Glasses (Atlantic City) 

Beige sailors with large noses 
Binocular the Atlantic. 

At Club l larlem it's eleven 
And seven cats go frantic. 
Two parties from Philadelphia 
D1gnify the place 
And murmur: 

Such Negroes 
disgrace the race! 
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Birth 

On Artie Avenue 
Sea food joints 
Scent salty-colored 
Compass points. 

Oh, fields of wonder 
Out of which 
Stars arc born, 
And moon and sun 
And me as well, 
I .ike stroke 
Of lightning 
In the night 
Some mark 
To make 
Some word 
To tell. 

Freedom Train 

I re<cd in the paper� <cbout the 
Freedom Trail!. 

I heard on the r<cdio about the 
Freedom Train. 

I seen folks talkin' about the 
Freedom Train. 

Lord, I been a-waitin' for the 
Freedom Train! 

Down South in Dixie onlv train I see's 
Got a Jim Crow car set aside for me. 
I hope there ain't no Jim Crow on the Freedom Train, 
No back door entrance to the Freedom Train, 
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No signs FOR COLORED on the Freedom Train, 
No WHITE FOLKS ONI ,yon the Freedom Train. 

I'm gonna check up on this 
Freedom Train. 

\Vho's the engineer on the Freedom Train? 
Can a coal black man drive the Freedom Train? 
Or am I still a porter on the Freedom Train? 
Is then: ballot boxes on the Freedom Train? 
When it stops in :vtississippi will it be made plain 
Everybody's got a right to hoard the Freedom Train? 

Somebodv tell me about this 
Freedom Train! 

The Blfmingham station's marked COLORED and WHITE. 
The white folks go left, the colored go right-
They even got a segregated lane. 
Is that the W<l}' to get abo<Jrd the Freedom Train? 

I got to know about this 
Freedom Train! 

If my children ask me, Daddy, please explain 
Why there's fim Crow stations for the Freedom Train? 
What shall J tell my children? . . . You tell me­
'Came freedom ain't freedom \Vhen a man ain't free. 

But maybe they explains it on the 
Freedom Train. 

When my grandmother in Atlanta, 8� and black, 
Gets in line to �ec the Freedom, 
Will some white man yell, Get back! 
A Negro's got no bllSiness on the Freedom Track! 

Mister, I thought it were the 
Freedom Train! 

Her grandson's n<lme was Jimmy. He died at Anzio. 
He died for real. It warn't no show. 
The freedom that they carryin' on this Freedom Train, 
Is it for real -or just a show again? 
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Jimmy wants to know about the 
Freedom Train. 

Will his Freedom Train come zoomin' down the track 
Gleamin' in the sunlight for white and black? 
l\"ot stoppin' at no stations marked COLORED nor WHri'E, 
Just stoppin' in the fields in the broad daylight, 
Stoppin' in the country in the wide-Dpen air 
\Vhere there never was no Jim Cro"'' signs nowhere, 
:'-Jo Wclcomin' Committees, nor politicians of note, 
No \1ayors and such for which colored can't vote, 
And nary a sign of a color line-
For the Freedom Train will be yours and mine! 

Then maybe from their graves in Anzio 
'!11e C.I.'s who fought will say, We wanted it so! 
Black men and \vhite will sav, Ain't it fine? 
At home they got a train that's yours and mine! 

Border Line 

'l11en I'll shout, Clary for the 
Freedom Train! 

I'll holler, Blow your whistle, 
Freedom Train! 

Thank God-A-Mighty! Here's the 
Freedom Train! 

Get on board our Freedom Train! 

I used to wonder 
About livmg and dying­
! think the difference lies 
Hchveen tears and crying. 

I used to wonder 
About here and there­
I think t}Je distance 
Is nowhere. 
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Night: Four Songs 

Burden 

Beale Street 

Night of the two moons 
And the seventeen stars, 
�ight of the day before yesterday 
And the day after tomorrow, 
�ight of the four songs unsung: 

Sorrow! Sorrow! 
Sorrow! Sorrow! 

It is not weariness 
That bows me down, 
But sudden nearness 
To song without sound. 

The dream is vague 
And all confused 
With dice and women 
And jazz and booze. 

The dream is vague, 
Without a name, 
Yet warm and wavering 
And sharp as flame. 

The loss 
Of the dream 
Leaves nothing 
The same. 
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Circles 

Grave Yard 

Montmartre 

The circles spin round 
And the circles spin round 
And meet their own tail. 

Seasons come, seasons go, 
The years build their bars 
Till we're in jail. 

Like a squirrel in a cage­
For the jail is round­
We sometimes find 
Ourselves upside down. 

Here is that sleeping place, 
Long resting place, 
No stretching place, 
'!'hat never-get-up-110-!Hore 

Place 
Is here. 

Pigal!e: 
A neon rose 

In a champagne bottle. 
At dawn 
The petals 
Fall. 
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Fragments 

Desert 

End 

Whispers 
Of springtime. 

Death in the night. 

A �ong 
With too many 
Tunes. 

Anybody 
Better than 
Nobody. 

In the barren dusk 
Even the snake 
That spirals 
'J 'error on the sand-

Better than nobody 
In this lonelv 
Land. 

There are 
No clocks on the wall, 
And no time, 
No shadows that move 
From dawn to dusk 
Across the floor. 

There is neither light 
Nor dark 
Outside the door. 

There is no door! 



Heart 

Remembrance 

Picrrot 
Took Ins heart 
And hung it 
On a wayside wall. 

He said, 
"Look, Passers-by, 
Here is my heart!" 

But no one was curious. 
No one cared at all 
That there hung 
Picrrot's heart 
On the public wall. 

So Pierrot 
Took his heart 
And hid it 
Far away. 

Now people wonder 
Where his heart 1s 
Today. 

To wander through this l1ving world 
And leave uncut the roses 
Is to remember fragrance where 
The flower no scent encloses. 
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Fulfillment 

Night Song 

The earth-meaning 
I ,ike the sky-meaning 
Was fulfilled. 

\Vc got up 
And went to the river, 
Touched silver water, 
Lmghcd and bathed 
In the sunshine. 

Day 
Became a bright ball of light 
For us to play with, 
Sunset 
A yellow curtain, 
Night 
A velvet screen. 

The moon, 
Like an old grandmother, 
Blessed tlS with a kiss 
And sleep 
Took us both in 
Laughing. 

In the dark 
Before the tall 
Moon came, 
Little short 
Dusk 
Was \valking 
Along. 

In the dark 
Before the t:o�ll 
!\•loon came, 
Little short 
Dnsk 
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Carolina Cabin 

\V<Js �mging 
A song. 

In the dark 
Before the tall 
:-.-loon came, 
A lady named 
Day 
Fainted away 
In the 
Dark. 

'[here's hanging moss 
And holly 
And tall �traight pine 
About this little cabin 
In the wood. 

Inside 
A crackling fire, 
\Varm red ll>'lllC, 
And vouth and life 
And Lughter 
That is good. 

Outside 
The world is gloomy, 
'!he winds of wnlter cold, 
As down the road 
A wandering poet 
i'dust roam. 

Rut here there's peace 
And laughter 
And love's old story told­
V.'hcre two people 
Make a home. 
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Songs 

Sleep 

Juliet 

I sat there singing her 
Songs in the dark. 

She said, 
I do not understand 
The words. 

I said, 
There are 
No words. 

When the lips 
And the body 
Arc done 
She seeks your hand, 
Touches it, 
And sleep comes, 
Without wonder 
And without dreams, 
When the lips 
And the body 
Are done. 

Wonder 
And pain 
And terror, 
And sick silly songs 
Of sorrow, 
And the marrow 
Of the bone 
Of life 
Are smeared across 
Her mouth. 
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Man 

Luck 

'!11e road 
From Verona 
To �antova 
Is dusty 
With the drought 

I was a bov then. 
I did not understand-
! thought that friendship lay 
In the grip of hand to hand. 
I thought that lo\T mmt be 
Her body close to mine. 
I thought that drunkenness 
Was real-
In wine. 

But I was a boy then, 
I didn't understand 
The things a yonng lad 
Learns so soon 
When he's 
A man. 

Sometimes a cmmb falls 
From the tables of joy, 
Sometimes a bone 
Is flung. 

To some people 
Lo\'e is given, 
To others 
Only heaven. 
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Chippy 

Dancers 

Grief 

Rose of neon darkness, 
Rose of the sharp-thorned stem 
And the rouge-bright petals, 
Rose of nothing but yesterdays 
Too bitter to remember­
Little dollar rose 
Of the bar stools 
Facing a two-bit 
December. 

Stealing from the night 
A few 
Desperate hours 
Of pleasure. 

Stealing from death 
A few 
Desperate days 
Of life_ 

Eyes 
That are frozen 
From not crying. 

Heart 
That knows 
No way of dying. 
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Old Sailor 

Faithful One 

He has been 
!Vlany places 
In ships 
That cross the sea, 
Has studied varied faces, 
Has tasted mystery, 
In Orieutal cities 
Has breasted 
Monstrom pities 
And to all 
Fleshly plea�urcs 
Known the key. 
Now, 
Paralyzed, 
He suns himself 
In chariry..;s poor chair­
And dreams 
That v..-omen he has left 
Lament him 
Everywhere. 

Though I go drunken 
To her door, 
I'm ever so sme 
Shc'll let me in. 

Though I wander and 'itray 
And wound her sore, 
She'll open the latch 
\\-'hen I come again. 

:'\ o matter \vhat 
I do or say, 
She waits for me 
At the end of day. 
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Dream Dust 

Little Song 

Jaime 

Gather out of star-du�t, 
Earth-dust, 
Cloud-dust, 
Storm-dust, 

And splinters of hail, 
One handful of dream-dust 

Not for s<�lc. 

Lonely people 
Jn the lonely night 
Grab a lonely dream 
And hold it tight. 

Lonely people 
In the lonely Jay 
Work to s:Jlt 
Their dream away. 

l le sits on a hill 
And beats a drum 
For the great earth spirits 
That never come. 

He sits on a hill 
Looking out to sea 
Toward a mirage-land 
That will neYer be. 



Sailing Date 

There 

Twisted and strange 
Their lives 
With bitter range 
From �alt sea water 
To a whiskey shore. 

On sailing date, 
Old seamen 
\\llw'vc weathered 
A thousand storms, 
Two wars 
And submarines 
From here to there, 
Go up the gangplank 
To the �evermore­
Perhaps-
Or just another 
Trip. 

\Vhy care? 
It's sailing date. 
Their captain's 
There. 

Vv11ere death 
Stretches its wide horizons 
And the sun gallops no more 
Across the sky, 
There where nothing 
Is all, 
I, 
\Vho am nobody, 
Will hecome Infinity, 
F.ven perhaps 
Divinity. 
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Trumpet Player 

The Negro 
With the trumpet at his lips 
Has Jark moons of weariness 
Beneath his eyes 
V\'here the smoldering mernor1· 
Of slave ship� 
Blazed to the crack of whips 
About his thighs. 

The :\cgro 
\Vith the trumpd at his lips 
Has a hc<!d of vibrant hair 
Tamed down, 
Patent-leathered now 
Until it gbuns 
Like jet-
\.Vnc jet a crown. 

The mus1c 
From the trumpet at his lips 
Is lronev 
Mm:d 1\ilh liquid fire. 
The rhythm 
From the trumpet at his lips 
Is ecstasy 
Distilled from old clcsne-

Desire 
That is longing for the moon 
Where the moonlight's hut a spotlight 
In his eyes, 
Desire 
That is longing for the �ca 
\Vhcre the sea's a bar-glass 
Sucker size. 

The "\"cgro 
\Vith the trumpet at his l1ps 
\Vlwse jacket 
Has a fme one-button roll, 
Does not know 
Upon what riff the music slips 



Harlem Dance Hall 

Communion 

Its hypodermic needle 
To his soul -

But softly 
A� the tune comes from hi� throat 
Trouble 
:\1dlows to a golden note. 

It had no dignity before. 
But when the band begau to play, 
Suddenly the earth was there, 

Awl flowers, 
Trees, 
r\nd air, 

And like a wave the Aoor­
That had no dignity before! 

I was trying to figure out 
What it was all about 
Bul l could not figure out 
\Vhat it was all about 
So I gave up and went 
To take the sacrament 
And when I took it 
It felt good to �hout! 
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When the Armies Passed 

Oppression 

.\1arna, I found th1s soldier's cap 
Lying in the snow. 
It has a red star on it. 
VVhose is it, do you know? 

I do not know 
\Vhose cap it is, son, 
All stained 
With wet and mud. 

But it has a red star on it! 
Are you sure 
It is not blood? 

I thought I saw red stars. mother, 
Scattered all over the snow. 
But if they were blood, mother­
Whose? 

Son, I do not know. 
It might have been 
Your father's blood, 
Perhaps blood 
Of your brother. 

Sec! \Vhen you wipe the mud away, 
It is a reel star, mother! 

Now dreams 
Are not available 
To the dreamers, 
Nor songs 
To the singers. 

In some lands 
Dark night 
And cold steel 
Prevai l -
But the dream 
Will come back, 
And the song 
Break 
Its jaiL 



Peace 

To Dorothy Maynor 

Barefoot Blues 

We passed their graves: 
The dead men there, 
Winners or losers, 
Did not care. 

In the dark 
They could not see 
Who had gained 
The victory. 

As though her lips 
Are touched 
With cooling water 
111e calmness of her song 
Is blessed 
\Vith peace. 

Papa, don't you see my shoes? 
Papa, don't you see my shoes? 

\Vhllt you want 
Yo' little boy to do, 
Keep on go in' round 
Feelin' blue? 

Walkin' with them barefoot blues. 

Papa, don't you see my feet? 
Looky, don't you see mv feet? 

How you want 
Yo' sugar�lump to w<llk, 
Pattin' leather 
On the street? 



Wealth 

Wisdom and War 

Papa, is yo' money gone? 
Tell me, is yo' money gone? 

I'm as cold 
As cold can be! 
What you gonna do 
'Bout these shoes and me? 

Papa, is your money gone? 

From Christ to Ghandi 
Appears this truth-
St. F ranc1s of Assisi 
Proves it, too: 
Goodness becomes grandeur 
Surpassing might of kings. 
Halos of kindness 
Brighter shine 
Than crowns of gold, 
And brighter 
Than rich diamonds 
Sparkles 
The simple dew 
Of love. 

We do not care­
That much is clear. 
Not enough 
Of us care 
Anywhere. 

We are not wise­
For that reason, 
Mankind dies. 



From Selma 

To think 
Is much against 
The will. 

Better­
And easier­
To kill. 

In places like 
Selm8, Alabam8, 
Kids say, 

In places like 
Chicago and New York. 

In places like 
Chicago and New York 
Kids say, 

In places like 
London and Paris. 

In places like 
London and Paris 
Kids say, 

In places like 
Chicago and Nen: York. 

Ballad of the Seven Songs A Poem for Emancipation Day 

Seven letters, 
Seven songs. 
The seven letters 
F-REE-D-O-M 
Spell Freedom. 
The seven songs 
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Capture segments of its history 
In terms of black America. 

Seven songs, 
Seven names: 

Cudjoe 
Sojourner CI 'ruth 
Harriet 'l\1bman 
Frederick Douglass 
Booker T. Washington 
Dr. Carver 
Jackie 

Seven men and women 
From tmrecorded slavery to recorded free: 

For Emancipation Day 
Seven songs, 
Seven men, 
Seven letters 
That spell Freedom. 

It was an easy name to give a slave 
So they called him Cudjoe. 
There were four million Cndjoes 
Before Emancipation came. 

\Vhat did it mean to be a slave? 
That you could not choose your own son's name, 
:\or your own wn's father or mother, 
Nor your own son's home, or work, or way of life, 
(Nor indeed could you choose yotu own) 
Nor choose to have or not have a son. 
:--io part of life or self 
Belonged to Cudjoe�slave. 

"l"o CtJdjoe-slave­
Only a dream belonged. 
Seven letters spelled the dream: 
F�R�E�E�D�0�,\1 
Freedom! 
But in the cane fields, in the rice fields, 
In the bondage of the cotton, 
In the cb.:p dark of the c<Jptive he<Jrt 
Sometimes Freedom seemed so far a\vay, 
Farther away than the farthermost star, 
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So far, so far-
That only over Jordan was there a dream 
Called Freedom. 
Cudjoe's song was: 

Deep river, 
My home is over Jordan. 
Deep river, Lord, 
1 want to cross over into camp ground. 
0, don't you want to go to that gospel feast, 
That promised land where all is peace? . .  
Deep river, Lord, 
1 want to cross over into camp ground. 

Death was a deep river, 
And only over Jordan, Freedom. 
Oh, nightl Oh, moon! Oh, stars! 
Oh, stars that guide lone sailing boats 
Across the great dark sea, 
Star, guide thou me! 

Star! Star! Star! 
North Star! North. 
I cannot catch my breath 
For fear of that one star 
And that one word: 
Star -Free -Freedom -Korth Star! 
Where is the road that leads me to that star? 
Ah, ha! The road? 
Dogs guard that road, 
Patrollers guard that road, 
Bloodhounds with dripping muzzles 
Guard that road! 
Gun, lash, and noose 
Guard that road! 

Freedom was not a word: 
Freedom was the dark swamp crossed, 
And death defied, 
Fear laid aside, 
And a song that whispered, crooned, 
And while it whispered cried: 

Oh, Freedom! 
Freedom over me! 
Before I'd be a slave, 
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I'd be buried in my grave 
And go home to my LDrd 
And he free! 

Harriet Tubman -slave. 
She wanted to be free. 
She'd heard of that word with -;even letters. 
She could not read the word, 
�or spell the word, 
But she smelled the word, 
Tasted the word, 
On the :\orth wind heard tl1e word. 
And she saw it in a star. 

Before I'd be a slave, 
I'd be buried in my grave 
And go home to my I md 
And he free! 

Sojourner T mth-slavc. 
She wanted to he free. 
Her sons and daughters sold away, 
Still she wanted to be free. 
She said: 

I look up at de stars, 
My chillun look up at de stars. 
They don't know where I be 
And I don't know where thcv be. 
God said, Sojourner, go fre�! 

Go free! Free! Freedom 1 Free! 

Before I'd be a slave 
I'd be buried in my grave. 

Before Emancipation thousands of slaves 
Made their way to freedom-
Through swamp and brier, over field and hill, 
By dark of night, prayer-guided, 'itar-guidccl, 
Guided by that human will that make> men love 
A word called Freedom-



And the deep river was not Jordan, but the Ohio, 
Home was not heaven, but the :'\orth. 
:'\orth! :'-Jorth Star! :'\urth! 

Frederick Douglass called his paper 
"The North Star." 

Dougla% had made his way to freedom. 
Sojourner Tmth m<Jde her way to freedom. 
1 hnriet Tubman made her way to freedom; 
Then she went back into slavery land, 
And back again, ami back again, and again, ag<�in, 
Each time bringing a hand of slave 
(VIho once were slaves, now slaves no more) 
To freedom! 
Before the Cn·il War, 
Long before '(n, 
Before EmaJ1e1pation, 
Freedom had begun! 

Go down, Moses, 
Way down in Egypt land 
Tell old Pharaoh 
To let my people go! 

Linking arms for freedom 
With the one-time shl\'es, 
With Douglass, Harriet, Sujonmer, 
Were Whittier, C<Jrrison, l .ovejov, l.owcll-
Creat Americans \vho believed in all men being free. 
And thousands more-white, too, but not so fa mom­
Dared arrest and scorn and persecution 
That black men might be free: 
The stations of the underground railroad to freedom 
Became many-
And the North Star found a million friends. 
And of that time a book was born, "Uncle Tom's C<Jbiu." 
And a spirit was born, John Brown. 
And a song was born: 
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Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord: 
He is trampling out the vintage where the grapes of wrath are stored; 
I Ie hath loosed the fateful lightning of his terrible swift sword . . . .  

And a war was born: 

fohn Brown's body lies 
A-mouldering in the grave­
But his soul goes marching on! 

And a voice to set the nation right: 

With malice toward none, 
With charity for all. 

Lincoln . 

In the beauty of the lilies Christ was bam across the sea, 

Abraham . 

With a glory in His bosom that transfigures you and me; 

Lincoln . 

As he died to make men holy, let us die to make men free, 

Abraham . 

While God is marching on. 

Lincoln . . .  

In giving freedom to the slave 
we assure freedom to the free. 

Abraham . . .  

No man is good enough to govern another 
man without that other's consent. 

Lincoln . 

1 do ordain . . thencefonvard and forever free. 



But the fields still needed planting, 
The cane still needed cutting, 
The cotton still needed picking, 
The old mule still needed a hand to guide the plow: 

De cotton needs fJickin' 
So bad, so bad, so bad! 
De colton needs pickin' so bad! 
Cmma glean all over th1s field! 

And on the river bo<Jts the song: 

Roll dat bale, boy! 
Roll dat bale! . 

Up the river to �Iemphis, Cairo, St. Louis, 
Work and song, work and song-stevedores, foundry men, 
Brick layers, builders, makers. section hands, railroad shakers: 

There ain't no hammer 
In this mountain 
Rings like mine, boys, 
Rings like mme! 

Freedom is a mighty word, 
But not an easy word. 
You have to hold hard to freedom. 
And as somebody said, 
Maybe you have to win it all over again e\ery generation. 
There are no color lines in freedom. 
But not all the "free" arc free. 
Still it's a long step from Culljoe->lave, 
Fron1 Harriet T!lbmml-slave, 
Sojo1uncr Truth -�la\T 
Frederick Douglass-slave 
Who had to run away to freedom-
It's a long step to Booker T. Washington 
Building 'j",,skegee. 
To Dr. W. K B. Du Bms build ill�; a culture for America. 
It's a long step from Cudjoe-slave 
Hoeing cotton-
To George \V01shington Carver-once slave-
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Dare 

Giving his discoveries in agricultural chemtstry to the world. 
It's a long song from: 

Before I'd be a slave 
I'd be buried in my grave. 

To Dorothy Maynor singing, "Depuis le jour." 
It's a long step from Cudjoe-slave-
To Jackie Robinson hitting a homer. 

Yet to some Freedom is still 
Only a part of a word: 
Some of the letters are missing. 
Yet it's enough of a word 
To lay hands on and hope, 
It's enough of a word 
To be a universal star-
Not just a North Star anymore: 

Thenceforward and forever-free! 

Oh, Freedom! 
Freedom over me! 
Before I'd be a slave 
I'd be buried in my grave 
And go home to my Lord 
And be free! 

Let darkness 
Gather up its roses 
Cupping softness 
In the hand-
Till the hard fist 
Of sunshine 
Dares the dark 
To stand. 
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Slave Song 

l can ser down there 
That star that brings no peace­
I can sec in the East 
It does shine_ 

I can see in the Vv'est 
The star that does not care­
But the star in the :\'orth 

Is mine! 

Guiding star! 
Wishing star! 
�-orth star! 

How far? 

Second Generation: New York 

�-Lima 
Remembers the four-leaf clover 
And the bright blue Irish sky. 

I 
Remember the East River Parkway 
And the tug boats passing by. 

Remember Third Avenue 
Ami the el trains overhead, 
And our one window sill geranium 
Blooming red. 

Mama 
Remembers Ireland. 
Ali i remember is here­
And it's dear! 

Papa 
Remembers Poland, 
Sleighs in the wintertime, 
Tall snow-covered fir trees, 
And faces frosty with rime. 



Homecoming 

Papa 
Remembers pogroms 
And the ghetto's ugly days. 
I remember Vocational High, 
Park concerts, 
Theatre Guild plays. 

Papa 
Remembers Poland. 
All I remember is hcre­

Thi.> house, 
This street, 
This city-

And they're dcarl 

I went back m the alley 
And I opened up my door. 
All her clothes was gone: 
She wasn't home no more. 

I pulled hack the covers, 
I made down the bed. 
A whole lot of room 
Was the only thing I had. 

From Spain to Alabama 

Where have the people gone 
That they do not sing 
Their flamencos? 

The people 
Have gone nowhere: 
They still sing 
Their flamencos. 
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\Vherc have the people gone 
That they do not sing 
Their blues? 

The people 
Have gone nowhere: 
They still sing 
Their blues. 

Madam and the Phone Bill 

You say I O.Ked 
LONG DISTA:\CE' 
O.K.ed it when? 
My goodness, Central, 
That was then! 

I'm mad and disgusted 
With that ;\legro now. 
I don't pay no REVERSED 
CHARGES nohow. 

You say, I wrll pay it-
Else you'll take out my phone? 
You better let 
My phone alone. 

I didn't ask him 
To telephone me. 
Roscoe knows darn well 
LONG DISTANCE 
Ain't free. 

If I ever catch him, 
Lawd, have pity! 
Calling me up 
From Kansas City 

Just to say he loves me! 
l knowed that was so. 
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VVhy didn't he tell me some'n 
I don't know? 

For instance, what can 
Them other girls do 
Th<!l Alberta K. Johmon 
Can't do-and more, too' 

Whafs that, Central? 
You say you don't care 
1'\oth ing <Jbout my 
Private affair? 

Well, even less about your 
PHONE BIT J ,  docs l care! 

Un-humm-m! . . .  Yes! 
You �ay I gave my O.K.? 
\Vdl, that O.K. you may keep-

But I sure ain't gonna pay! 

Madam and the Fortune Teller 

Forttme tcl1cr looked in my hand. 
Fortune teller said. 
Madam, lt"s just good luck 
You ain't dead. 

Fortune teller squeeze my hand. 
She squinted up her eyes. 

Fortune teller said, 
Madam, }OU <lnl"l wise. 

I said, Please explain to me 
What you mean hy that? 
She said, You mmt recognize 
\Vhere vour fortune's at. 

I said, Madam, tcl1 me­
For she was ,1-vladam, too-
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\Vherc is my fortune at? 
I'll pay some mind to you. 

She said, Yom fortune, honey, 
J .ies right in yourself 
You ain't gonm find it 
On nobody else's shelf. 

I said, What man you're talking 'bout? 
She �aid, 1\'ladam! Be calm-
For one more Joll<lr and <1 half, 
I'll read your other palm. 

Madam and the Census Man 

TI1e census man, 
The day he came rouml, 
\\-'anted my name 
To put it down. 

I said, JOHNSO:s', 
Al .RERTA K. 
But he hated to write 
The K that way. 

He said, What 
Does K stand for? 
I said, K -
And nothing more. 

He said, I'm gonna put it 
K-A-Y. 
I said, If you do, 
You lie. 

l\·1y mother christened me 
AI.BERTA K. 
You leave my name 
Just that way' 

He said, Mrs., 
(With a mort) 
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Mama and Daughter 

Just a K 
Makes your name too short. 

I said, I don't 
Give a damn! 
Leave me and my name 
Just like I am! 

Fmthermore, mb out 
That MRS., too-
1'11 have you know 
I'm Madam to you! 

Mama, please brush off my coat. 
I'm going down the street. 

Vv'here're you going, daughter? 

To see my sugar-sweet. 

\Vho is your sugar, honey? 
'l 'urn around-I'll brush behind. 

He is that young man, mama, 
I can't get off my mind. 

Daughter, once upon a time­
Let me brush the hem-
Your father, yes, he was the one! 
I felt like that about him. 

But it was a long time ago 
He up and went his \vay. 
l hope that wild young son-of-a-gun 
Rots in hell today! 



S·sss·ss·sh! 

!\lama, dad couldn't be still young. 

He was young yesterday. 
He was young when he­
Tum around! 
So I can brush your back, I say! 

Her great <Jdvcnture ended 
As great adventures should 
In life being created 
Anew-and good. 

Except the neighbors 
And her mother 
Did not think it good! 

:'\laturc has 01 way 
Of not caring much 
Abonl marriage 
Licenses and such. 

But the neighbors 
And her mother 
Cared very much! 

The baby carne one morning. 
Almost with the sun. 

The neighbors­
And its grandma­
\Vere outdone! 

But mother and child 
Thought it fun. 
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Life Is Fine 

I went down to the river, 
I set down on the bank. 
I tried to think but couldn't, 
So I jumped in and sank. 

I came up once and hollered! 
I came up twice and cried! 
If that water hadn't a-been so cold 
I rnight've sunk and died. 

Rut it was 
Cold in that water! 
ll was cold! 

I took the elevator 
Sixteen floors above the ground. 
I thought about my baby 
And thought I would jump down. 

I stood there and I hollered! 
I stood there and I cried! 
If it hadn't a-been so high 
I might've jumped and died. 

But it was 
High up there! 
It was high! 

So since I'm still here livin', 
I guess I will live on. 
I could've died for love­
But for livin' I was born. 

Though you may hear me holler, 
And you may see me cry-
I'll be dogged, sweet baby, 
If you gonna see me die. 

Life is fine! 
Fine as wine! 
Life is fine! 



Honey Babe 

Honey babe, 
You braid your hair too tight­
But the good Lord knows 
Your heart is right. 

I asked you for a dollar. 
You gimme two. 
'l11at, honey babe, 
Is what I like about you. 

I knock on your door 
About two-three a.m. 
You jump out of bed, 
Says, I know it's him! 

There's many another woman 
In this wide wide world-
But nary a one 
Like my little girl. 

Stranger in Town 

I walked all over the zoo and the park. 
I set down on a stone. 
I kept wishing I had a girl-fnend 
Who would be my very own-

But I didn't have nary one, 
1'\ot nary one a-talL 

. 

I CJsked my landlady did I have privileges. 
My landlady, she said, No! 
I said, It don't make no difference nohow, 
Cause I ain't nobody's beau. 

Nobodv a-tall -
! ain't �obody's beau. 

Of course, I'm just a stranger 
In this strange old town­
But after I been here awhile 
I'll know my way around. 

Yes, I'll know 
My way around. 
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Lincoln Theatre 

The htad of Lincoln looks down from the wall 
While movies echo dramas on the screen. 
The head of I .incoln is serenely tall 
Above a crowd of black folk, humble, mean. 
The mov1cs end. The lights flash gaily on. 
The band down m the pit bursts into jazz. 
The crowd applauds a plump brown-skin bleached 

blonde 
Who sings the troubles every woman has. 
She snaps her fingers, slowly shakes her hips, 
And cries, all c<Jrdcss-like from reddened lips! 

De man I loves has 
Gone and done me wrong . 

While girls who wash rich white folks clothes by day 
And sleek-haired boys who deal in love for pay 
Prtss hands together, laughing at her song_ 

Song for Billie Holiday 

\Vhat can purge my heart 
Of the song 
And the sadness? 

\Vhat can pnrgc my heart 
But the song 
Of the saJness? 

\Vhat can purge my heart 
Of the sadnes� 
Of the song? 

Do not speak of sorrow 
With dust m her hair, 
Or bits of dust in eyes 
A chance wind hlo

.
ws there. 

The sorrow that I speak of 
Is dmtd \Vith despair. 

Voice of muted trumpet, 
Cold hrass i11 warm air. 
Bitter telc\·ision blurred 
By sound that shimmers-

Where? 
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One·Way Ticket 

Restrictive Covenants 

I pick up my life 
And take it with me 
And I put it down in 
Chicago, Detroit, 
Buffalo, Scranton, 
Any place that 1� 

?'-Jorth and East­
And not Dixie. 

I pick up my life 
And take it on the train 
To Los Angeles, Bakersfield, 
Seattle, Oakland, Salt Lake, 
Any place that is 
:\orth and West-
And not South. 

I am fed up 
With Jim Crow laws, 
People who are cruel 
And afraid, 
Who lynch and run, 
Who are scared of me 
And me of them. 

I pick up my life 
And take it awa:.· 
On a one-way ticket­
Gone up Korth, 
Cone out West, 
Cone! 

When I move 
Into a neighborhood 
Folks fly. 

Even every foreigner 
That can move, moves. 

Why? 



The moon doesn't nm. 
Neither does the sun 

In Chicago 
They've �;ot covenants 
Restricting me­
Hemmed in 
On the South Side, 
Can't breathe free. 

But the wind blows there. 
I reckon the wind 
Must care. 

Juice Joint: Northern City 

There is a gin mill on the <Jvenue 
Where singing black boys dance and play each night 
Until the stars pale and the sky hum blue 
And dawn comes down the street all wanly white. 
They sell beer foammg there Ill mug-like cups, 
Gin is sold in glasses finger-tall. 
Women of the streets stop by for sups 
Of whiskey as they start out for a ball. 
Sometimes a black boy plays a song 
That OI!Cc was sung beneath the sun 
In lazy faHJff drow�y Southern da}S 
Before this long hegira had begun 

That brought dark faces 
And gay dancing feet 
Into this gin mill 
On this city street. 

PI<Jy your guitars, grinning night-dark boys, 
And let your songs drift through the swinging doors. 
Let yom songs hold all the sunny joys 
That goad black feet to dancing on bare floors. 
Let those women with their lips too red 
Turn from the bar and join you in your song, 
And switcl1 their 'ikirts and lift their straightened heads 
To smg about the men who've done them wrong-



Harlem [I] 

\Vhile blues as mellow as the Southern air 
And weary as a dro\\·sy Southern r;�in 
Echo the age-less, age-long old de�pair 
That fills a woman's age-less, age-long pain­

As every SV>'aying 
Guitar-playing boy 
Forgets he ever sang 
A song of joy. 

0, in this tavern on the citv street 
'Where black men come t� dnnk and play and sing, 
And women, too, 11 hom an;.-ont· may meet 
And handle easy like a pmchascd thing. 
Where two old brown men stand behind the bar­
Still after hours pouring drinks the law forbids­
Dark dancers dance and dreamers seck a star 
And some forget to laugh v,ho still arc kids. 
But �uddenly a guitar-playing lad 
\Vhosc languid bm brings back the �nnny Sonth 
Strikes up a tunc all gay and bright �md glad 
To keep the gall from biting in tm mouth, 

Then drowsy as the rain 
Soft �ad black feet 
Dance m this juice jomt 
On the citv street. 

Here on the edge of hell 
Stands Harlem­
Remembering the old lies, 
The old kicks in the back, 
The old "Be patient" 
Thev told us before. 

Sure, we remember. 
Now when the man at the corner store 
Says sugar's gone np another two cents, 
And bread one, 
And there's a !lCII' tax on cigarettes­
We remember the job we never had, 



Man into Men 

Never could get, 
And can't have now 
Because we're colored. 

So we stand here 
On the edge of hell 
In Harlem 
And look out on the world 
And wonder 
\Vhat we're gorma do 
In the face of what 
We remember. 

A nigger comes home from work: 
Jostle of fur coats 
Jostle of dirty coats 
Jostle of women who shop 
Jostle of women who work 
Jostle of men with good jobs 
Jostle of men in the ditchc�. 

A Negro comes home from work: 
Wondering about fur coats 
Dirty coats 
White skins 
Black skins 
Good jobs 
Ditches 

A man comes home from work: 
Knowing all things 
Belong 
To the man 
\Vho becomes 
Men. 



Warning 

Late Last Night 

Bad Morning 

Negroes, 
Sweet and docile, 
rvlcck, humble, and kind: 
Beware the day 
They change their mind! 

\Vind 
In the cotton fields, 
Gentle breeze: 
Be>vare the hour 
It uproots trees! 

Late last night I 
Set on my steps and cried. 
Wasn't nobody gone, 
�either had nobody died. 

I was cryin' 
Canse you broke my heart in h<m. 
You looked at me cross-e\·cd 
And broke my heart in two� 

So I was cry in' 
On account of 
Yon! 

Here I sit 
With my shoes mismated. 
I.awdy-mercy! 
l's frustrated! 



Could Be 

Midnight Raffle 

Could be Hastings Street, 
Or Lenox Avenue, 
Could be 18th & Vine 
And still be true. 

Could be 5th & Mound, 
Could be Rampart: 
When you pawned my watch 
You pawned my heart. 

Could be you love me, 
Could be that you don't. 
Might be that you'll come back, 
Like as not you won't. 

Hastings Street is weary, 
Also Lenox Avenue. 
Any place is dreary 
Without my watch and you. 

I put my nickel 
In the raffle of the night. 
Somehow that raffle 
Didn't turn out right 

I lost my nickel. 
! lost my time. 
I got back home 
Without a dime. 

When I dropped that nickel 
In the subway slot, 
I wouldn't have dropped it, 
Knowing what I got. 

I could just as well've 
Stayed home inside: 
\try bread wasn't buttered 
On neither side. 



Monroe's Blues 

Raid 

What? 

Monroe's fell on evil Jays-
His woman and hi� friend is dead. 
Monroe's fell on evil days, 
Can't hardly get his bread. 

:rvlonroe sings a little blues, 
His little blues is sad. 
rvtonroe sings a little blues-
My woman and my friend is dead. 

Late at nigh t  
\Vhen the wine's gone to your head 
And the songs on the juke box 
Get shorter and shorter, 
Baby, say when. 

But bahv 
Doesn't say when. 

Suddenly 
It's time to go. 

Where? 

The man is there! 

Some pimps wear summer hats 
Into late fall 
Since the mom:v that comes in 
\Von't cover it all-
Suit, overcoat, shoes-
And hat, too! 

Cot to neglect something, 
So what would you do? 



Request for Requiems 

Deceased 

Final Curve 

Boarding House 

Play the St. Louis Blues 
For me whe!l I die. 
[ want some fine music 
Up there in the sky. 

Sing the St. James Infinnary 
\Vhcn you let me down­
Cause there ain't a good man 
Like me left <�round. 

Harlem 
Sent hun home 
In a long box­
Too dead 
To know why-

The Iicker 
Was lye. 

\Vhen you turn the corner 
And you run into yourHelf 
Then \'Oll know· that vou have turned 
All the corners th<�t are left. 

The gra\·eyard is the 
Cheapest boarding house: 

Some of these davs 
We'll all board there. 



Funeral 

Migrant 

Rich and poor 
Alike will share. 

The graveyard is the 
Cheapest boardmg house. 

But me-if! can 
Hang on here, 
I ain't gonna 
Go out there. 

Let the graveyard be the 
Cheapest boarclmg house! 

Carried lonely up the aisle 
In a box without a smile, 
Resting near the altar where 
Folks pass by and stare-

If I was alive 
I'd say, 
I don't give a damn 
Being this-a way! 

ButT would give a damn. 

(Chicago) 

Daddy-o 
Buddy-o 
Works at the foundry. 
Daddy-o 
Buddy-o 
Rides the State Street street car, 
Transfers to the West Side, 



Third Degree 

Polish, Bohunk, lmh, 
Grabs a load of sunrise 
A:; he rides out on the prairie, 
:\ever knew DuSable, 
Has a lunch to e<my 

Iron lifting iron 
l\·1akcs non of chocolate muscles. 
Iron lifting iron 
Makes hammer beat of drum beat 
And the heat 
1\'lou!ds and melts and moulds it 
On red hc<Jrt become an anvil 
Until a glo\1- is hghtccl 
In the eyes once soft benighted 
And the cotton field is frightened 
A thousand miles away. 

They dra\\' up rcstricti1·e co1-cnants 
In Australia, too, they say. 
Our President 
Takes up important matters 
Still left by V-J Oay. 
Congress cases Rmsia. 
The Tribune's hair 
Turns gray. 

Daddy-o 
Buddy-a 
Signs his name 
In uphill letters 
On the check that is his pay. 
But if he wasn't in a hurry 
He wouldn't write so 
Bad that way, 
Daddy-a. 

Hit me! Jab me! 
:'vbkc me say I did it. 
Blood on my sport �hirt 
And my tan suede shoes. 
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Jitney 

Faces like jack-o'-lantems 
In gray slouch hat�. 

Slug rnt! Bta! me! 
Sertarn jumps out 
Like blowtorch. 
Three kicks between the legs 
That kill tht kids 
rcl make tomorrow. 

Bars and floor skyrocket 
And burst like Roman candles. 

Vv1ltn you throw 
Cold water ou me, 
I'll sign the 
Paper . . .  

Corners 
Of South Parkway: 
Eccoooooo! 
Cab! 
vst, 
35th, 
39th, 
43fd, 
Girl, ain"t you heard? 
No, ,\<fartha, I ain't /ward. 
I got a Chinese bo�;-fritnd 
Down on 43rd. 
47th, 
51st, 
ssth, 
63rd, 
Martha's got a Japanese! 
Child, ain't you heard? 
ssth, 
51st, 
47th, 
Here's your fare! 
Lemme out! 
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I'm gomg to the Regal, 
See what this week's j1ve is all about: 
The Duke is mellow! 
Hibbler's giving out! 
4)rd, 
"39th, 
:.light school! 
Cotta get my teaching! 
35th, 
vst, 
BbsGod! 
Tonight there's preaching! 
31st' All out! 
Hey, !vllstcr, \vait! 
I want to get over to State. 
I don't tum, Madam! 
Understand? 
Take t1 street car 
Over to the Grand. 

35th, 
39th, 
43fd, 
I quit Alexander! 
Honey, ain't you heard? 
47th, 
soth Place, 
6vd, 
Alexander'� quit Lucy! 
Baby, ain't you heard? 
Eecoooooooooo! 
Cab! 
If you want a good chicken 
Yon have to get there early 
And push and shove and grab! 
I'm going shopping now, child. 
Eeeeooooo! 
Cab I 
ssth, 
47th, 
35th, 
vst, 
Hey! 
Cab! 
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Interne at Provident 

White coats 
White aprons 
White dresses 
White shoes 
Pain and a learning 
To take away to Alabama. 
Practice on a State Street cancer, 
Practice on a stockyards rupture, 
Practice on the small appendix 
Of z6-girl at the corner, 
Learning skills of surgeons 
Brown aud wonderful with longing 
To cure ills of Africa, 
DemocraC�', 
And mankind, 
Also ills quite common 
Among all who stand on two feet. 

Brown hands 
Black hands 
Colden hands in white coat, 
�urses' hands on suture. 
:\1iraclc maternity· 
Pain on hind legs rising, 
Pain tamed and subsiding 
Like a mule broke to the halter. 

Charity's checked money 
Aids triumphant entry squalling 
After bitter thrust of bearing 
Chocolate and blood: 

Projection of a drtyl 

Tears of joy 
And Coca-Cola 
Twinkle on the rubber gloves 
He's wearing. 
A crown of sweat 
Gleams on his forchc<Jd. 

In the white moo!l 
Of the amphitheatre 
Magi are stanng. 

The light on the Palmolive Building 
Shines like a star in the East 
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To Be Somebody 

:--.Jurses turn glass doorknobs 
Opening into corridors. 

A mist of iodine and ether 
Follows the young doctor, 
Cellophancs his long stride, 
Cellophanes his future. 

Little girl 
Dreaming of a baby grand piano 
(Not knowing there's a Steinway bigger, bigger) 
Dreaming of a baby grand to play 
That stretches paddle-tailed across the floor, 
l\ot standing upright 
L1ke a bad boy in the corner, 
But sending music 
Up the stairs and down the stairs 
And out the door 
To confound even Hazel Scott 
Who might be passing! 

Oh! 

Little boy 
Dreaming of the boxing gloves 
Joe Louis wore, 
The gloves that sent 
Two dozen men to the floor. 
Knockout! 
Bam! Bop! Mop! 

There's always room, 
They say, 
At the top. 
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Down Where I Am 

Catch 

Too many years 
Beatin' at the door­
I done beat my 
Both fists sore. 

Too many years 
Tryin' to get up there­
Done broke my ankles down, 
Got nowhere. 

Too many years 
Climbin' that hill, 
'Bout out of breath. 
l got my fill. 

I'm gonna plant my feet 
On solid ground. 
If you want to sec me, 
Come down. 

Big Boy came 
Carrying a mermaid 
On his shoulders 
And the mermaid 
Had her tail 
Curved 
Beneath his arm. 

Being a fisher boy, 
He'd found a fish 
To carry-
Half fish, 
Half girl 
To marry. 
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Island [I] 

Kid in the Park 

Wave of sorrow, 
Do not drown me now: 

I see the island 
Still ahead somehow. 

I see the island 
And its sands are fair: 

\V:olVe of sorrow, 
Take me there. 

Lonely little question mark 
on a bench in the park: 

See the people passing by? 
See the airplanes in the sky? 
See the birds 
flying horne 
before 
dark? 

Home's just around 
the corner 
there-
but not really 
anywhere. 
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Prelude to Our Age A )legro l listory Poem 

History's long page 
Records the whole vast 
Prelude to our age. 

Across the chapters 
Of recorded time 
Shadows of so many hands 
Have fallen, 
Among them mme: 

Negro. 

At first only 
The spoken word of bard or chief, 
And the beaten drum 
That carried instant history 
Across the night, 
Or linked man with the mystery 
Of powers beyond sight. 
Pictures on stone, hieroglyphics, 
Parchment, illuminated scrolls. 

Homer's 
"Blameless Ethiopians." 

On all these rolls landmarking man, 
The shadow of my hand: 

Negro. 

Aesop, Antar, Terence, 
Various Pharaohs, 
Sheba, too. 
Ethiopia, Chana, Songhay. 
Arab and African; the l"v1oors 
Gave Spain her castanets 
And Senegal her prayers. 

All this before the type that moved 
in which Juan Latino spoke: 
"Ad Catholicum-Pariter et lnvictissimum"­
The shadow of my hand 
Across the printed word: 

Granada, '573· 

Yoruba, Benin, Guinea, 
Timbuctoo and Abderrahman Sadi's 
"Tarikh es Soudan." 
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Meanwhile Jamestown links its chains 
Between the Cold Coast and our land. 

Jamestown, Virginia, 1619. 

But lately dead Elizabeth the Queen. 
But lately come to throne, 
King James, whose Bible is our own. 
As Sadi chronicles his great 

"Tarikh es Soudan," 
With Mrica a link of chains connects our land. 
Caught in those chains, my hand: 

,\iegro. 

Yet Boston's Phillis Wheatley, slave, wrote her poems, 
And Washington, the general, praised-
Washington who righted wrong-
But those of us who had no rights 

made an llHWritten song: 

Co down, Moses, 
Way down in Egypt la.nd, 
And tell old Pharaoh 
To let my people go . . . .  

Black Crispus Attucks died 
'l11at our land might be free. 

His death 
Did not free me. 

When Banneker made his almanac 
I was not free. 

When Toussaint freed the blacks of Haiti, 
I was not free. 

In othrr lands Dumas and Pushkin wrote ­
But we, 
Who could not write, made songs: 

Swing low, sweet chariot, 
Coming for to carry me home . 
Oh, I looked over Jordan 
And wha.t did 1 see-

Phillis, Crispus, Toussaint, 
Banneker, Dumas, Pushkin, 



All of these were me­
Not free: 

As long as one 
Man is in chains, 
No man is free. 

Yet Ira Aldridge played Shakespeare in London. 
Frederick Douglass ran away to freedom, 
Wrote books, made speeches, edited "The 1\:orth Star." 
Sojourner Truth made speeches, too. 
Harriet Tubman led her marches. 
"Uncle Tom's Cabin" swept the nation-
While we, who were not free and could not write a word, 
Gave freedom a song the whole earth heard: 

Oh, Freedom! 
Freedom over me! 
Before f'd be a slave 
I'd be buried in my grave 
And go home to my 1 md 
And be free. 

Nat Turner, Denmark Vesey 
And thousands nameless went home. 
Black men died at Harpers Ferry with John Brown. 
Lovqoy, Garrison, Wendell Phillips spoke. 
The North star guided men along the Quaker underground 
'J'o Canada -hills to cross, rivers to ford. 
Sermons, revolt, prayers, Civil War-

Mine eyes have seen the glory 
Of the coming of the Lordi 

Lincoln: 
J86-,. 
Once slaves-
"Henceforth and forever free." 

My Lord, what a moming, 
My Lord, what a morning, 



My Lord, what a moming, 
When the stars began to fall! 

Bookcr T -
A school, Tuskegee. 
Paul Laurence Dunbar-
A poem, a song, a "Lindy Lon." 
Fisk University and its Jubilees. 
Black Congressmen of Reconstruction days. 
Black comics with their minstrel ways, 
Then Williams & Walker, "In Dahomcv," "Bandana Land" 
Ragtime sets the pattern for a nation's s�ngs 
And Handy writes the blues 

For me­
Now free. 

Free to build my churches and my schools­
Mary McLeod Bethune. 

Free to explore day ami �wcet potatoes­
Or. Carver. 

Free to take our songs across the world­
Anderson, Maynor, Robeson, 
Jostphme Baker, Florence t'ldills, 

Free to sit in councils of the nation­
Johnson, Hastie, Dawson, Powell. 

Free to make blood pla�ma-
Charles R. Drew. 

Free to move at will in great migrations 
South to :\orth across the nation­
Savannah to Sugar Hill, 
Rampart Street to Paradise Valley, 
Yamaha\\' to Yale. 
Free to fight in wars as others do­

Frte-yet segregated. 

As man or soldier 
Underrated. 

The 10th Cavalry at San Juan Hill: 
"As I heard one of the Rough Riders say," 
Wrote Theodore Roosevelt, 
" They can drink out of om canteens.' " 

The 36gth Infantry at Champagne: 
To Henry Johnson 



And to 1\'eedham Roberts, 
The Croix de CuerTe. 

The 332nd Fighter Croup over the Mediterranean: 
To more than eighty pilots, 
'I 'he Distinguished Flying Cross. 

In the Pacific the ::\avy Cross to Dorie Miller. 
Me, hero and killer. 
(Yet segregated. )  

Me, peacemaker, too­
Ralph Bunche 
Between the Arab 
And the Jew. 

On Bois, \Voodson, Johnson. Frazier, 
Robert S. Abbott, T. Thoma.> Fortune, 
"The Afro-American," 'The Black Dispatch." 
All the time the written record grows-
'"l1Ie Crisis," "Phylon," "Opportunity," 
Schomburg, McKay, Cullen, "Native Son," 
Paper�, stories, poems the whole world knows­
The ever growing history of man 
Shadowed by my hand: 

Negro. 

Other hands whose fingers interh.vine 
With mine tell our story, too: 
Park, Myrdal, Sinclair Lewis, 
Smith, Van Vechtcn, Bucklin Moon. 
Surveys, novels, mo\'lcs, plays 
That trace the maze of patterns 
Woven bv dcmocracv and me, 

No� free. 
. 

And all the while 
The rising power of my vote 
Helping build democracy-
My vote, my labor, lodges, clubs, 
My N.AACP.-

The National Association 
For The Advancement 
Of Colored People-

All the way from a Jim Crow dining car 



To the United States Supreme Court­
For the right to get a meal on a train. 

All the \vay from a Jim Crow school 
To the United States Supreme Court­
For the right to equal education. 

All the w:o�y from ghctto covenants 
To the United States Snpreme Court-
For the right to housing free from segregation. 

Thus I help to build democracy 
For om nation. 
Thus by decree across the historv of om land-
The shadow of my hand: 

. 

Negro 

All this 
A prelude to our age: 
Today. 

Tomorrow 
Is another 
Page. 

Where Service Is Needed 

For the 1\:egro Nmse there's been no easy way. 
'I11e bars have been high, the day a long day 
When the hand that could tend the sick or the hurt 
Must also combat Jim Craw's dirt. 

No caution, no gloves, no antiseptic, no mask 
Could protect her from prejudice as she stuck to her task. 
Only devotion, and the will to be what she set out to be, 
Kept the Negro nurse on her road to today's victory. 

From America's garden now 
111e ugly weeds are being weeded: 
Only five states bar their doors to dark hands 
That would serve where service is needed. 



In the Army, the �avy, colored nurses attend. 
Her long gallant struggle portends a good end. 
"1'\cgro nurse" is a phrase men no longer need say. 
"American nurse" means all nurses today 

The bars have been high. There is no magic wand; 
Only unity and faith have brought this new dawn 
\Vhere the rights of democracy to all are ceded: 
Her skilled hands may serve where service is needed. 

American Heartbreak 

Consider Me 

I am the American heartbreak­
Rock on which Freedom 
Stumps its toe-
The great mistake 
That Jamestown 
Made long ago. 

Consider me, 
A colored boy, 
Once sixteen, 
Once five, once three, 
Once nobody, 
Now me. 
Before me 
Papa, mama, 
Grandpa, grandma, 
So on back 
To original 
p, 

(A capital letter there, 
H' 
Bemg Mystery.) 

Consider me, 
Colored boy, 



Downtown at eight, 
Sometimes working late, 
Overtime pay 
To �port away, 
Or save, 
Or give my Sugar 
For the things 
She needs. 

My Sugar, 
Consider her 
\Vho worh, too­
Has to. 
One don't make enough 
For all the stuff 
It takes to live. 
Forgive me 
What I lack, 
Black, 
Caught in a crack 
That split> the world in two 
From China 
By way of Arkansas 
To Lenox Avenue. 

Consider me, 
On Friday the eagle flies. 
Saturday laughter, a bar, a bed. 
Sunday prayers syncopate glory. 
Monday comes, 
To work at eight, 
Late, 
Maybe. 

Consider me, 
Descended also 
From the 
Mystery. 



M O N T A G E  
O F  A 
D R E A M  D E F E R R E D  

In terms of current Afro-Amencan popular music and the sources 
from which it has progressed-jazz, ragtime, swing, blues, 
boogie-woogie, and be-bop-this poem on contemporary Harlem, 
like be-bop, is marked by conflicting changes, sudden nuances, 
sharp and impudent interjections, broken rhythms, and passages 
sometimes in the manner of the jam session, sometimes the 
popular song, pnnctuated by the riffs, runs, breaks, and disc­
tortions of the music of a community in transition. 
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Dream Boogie 

Parade 

Good morning, daddy! 
Ain't you heard 
The boogic-woogic rumble 
Of a dream deferred? 

Listen closely: 
You'l l  hear their feet 
Beating out and beating out a �  

You think 
It's a happy beat? 

Listen to it closely: 
Ain't yon heard 
something underneath 
like a -

What did I say? 

Sure, 
I'm happy! 
Take it away! 

Hey, pop! 
Re-bop! 
Mop! 

Y-e-a-h! 

Seven ladies 
and seventeen gentlemen 
at the Elks Club Lounge 
planning planning a parade: 
Grand Marshal in his white suit 
will lead it. 
Cadillacs with dignitaries 
will precede it. 



And behind will come 
with band and drum 
on foot . . .  on foot . . .  
on foot . 

Motorcycle cops, 
white, 
will speed it 
out of sight 
if they can: 
Solid black, 
can't be right 

�arching . . .  marching 
marching . .  
noon till night . 

I never knew 
that many Negroes 
were on earth, 
did you? 

I never knewl 

PARADE! 

A chance to let 

PARADE! 

the whole world see 

PARADE! 

old black me! 



Children's Rhymes 

When I was a chile we used to play, 
"One-two-buckle my shoe!" 
and things like that. Bnt now, Lord, 
listen at them little varmmts! 

By what sends 
the white kids 
1 ain't sent: 
I know l can 't 
be President. 

There is two thousand children 
in this block. I do believe! 

What don't bug 
them white kids 
sure hugs me: 
We knows everybody 
ain't free! 

Some of these young ones is cert'ly bad-
One batted a hard ball right through my window 
and my gold fish ct the glass. 

What's written down 
for white folks 
ain't for us a-tall: 
"Liberty And Justice­
Huh-ForAll." 

Oop-pop-a-dal 
Skeel Daddle-de-do! 
Be-bop! 

Salt' peanuts! 

De-clop! 



Sister 

Preference 

That little Negro's married and got a kid. 
Whv does he keep on fool in' around Marie? 
Marie's my sister-not married to me-
But why does he keep on fool in' around .\1arie? 
Why don't she get a boy-friend 
I can understand-some decent man? 

Did it ever occur to you, son, 
the reason r\farie runs around with trash 
is she wants some cash' 

Don't decent folks have dough? 
Unfortunately usually no! 

Well, anyway, it don't ha\'C to be a married man. 

Did !I ever occur to you, boy, 
that a woman does the best she can? 

Comment on Stoop 
So does a man. 

I likes a woman 
six or eight and ten years oldcr'n myself. 
l don't fool with these young girls. 
Young girl'll say, 

Daddy, I want so-and-so. 
I needs this, that, and the other. 

But a old woman'll say, 
Honey, what does YOU need? 
I iust drawed my money tonight 
and it's all your'n. 

That's why I likes a older woman 
who can appreciate me: 
\Vhen she conversations you 
it ain't forever, Gimme! 



Necessity 

Question [ 2] 

Buddy 

Work? 
I don't have to work. 
I don't have to do nothing 
but eat, drink, �tay black, and die. 
This little old furnished room's 
so small I can't whip a cat 
without getting fur in my mouth 
and my landlady's so old 
her features is all nm together 
and Cod knows she �ure e<m overcharge ­
Which is why I reckon I does 
have to work after all. 

Said the lady, Can you do 
what my other man can't do­
That is 
love me, daddy­
and feed me, too? 

Figurine 

Dc-dop! 

That kid's my buddy, 
stdl and yet 
I don't sec him much. 
He works downtown for Twelve a week. 
Has to give his mother Ten-
she says he can have 
the other Two 
to pay his carfare, buy a suit, 
coat, shoes, 
anything he wants out of it. 



Juke Box Love Song 

Ultimatum 

Warning 

I could take the Harlem night 
and wrap around you, 
Take the neon lights aud make a crown, 
Take the Lenox Avenue busses, 
Taxis, subways, 
And for your love song tone their rumble down. 
Take Harlem's heartbeat, 
�ake a drumbeat, 
Put it on a record, let it whirl, 
And while we listen to it play, 
Dance with you till day-
Dance with }•ou, my s�·eet brown Harlem girL 

Babv, how come vou can't see me 
whe

,
n I'm paying }tour bills 

each and every week? 

If you got somebody else, 
tell me-
else I'll cut you off 
without your rent. 
I mean 
without a cent. 

Daddy, 
don't let your dog 
curb you I 
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Croon 

:r--;ew Yorkers 

\Vander 

I don't give a damn 
For Alabam' 
Even if it is my home. 

I was born here, 
that's no lie, he said, 
right here beneath Cod's sky. 
I wasn't bom here, she said, 
I come-and why.' 
Where I come from 
folks work hard 
all their lives 
until they die 
and never own no parts 
of earth nor sky 
So I come up here. 
Now what've 1 got? 

You! 

She lifted up her lips 
in the dark: 
The same old spark! 

Early blue evening. 
Lights am 't come on yet. 

Looky yonder! 
They come on now! 
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Easy Boogie 

Movies 

Down in the bass 
That steady beat 
Walking walking \.valking 
Like marching feet 

Down in the bass 
That easy roll, 
Rolling like I like it 
In my soul. 

Riffs, smears, breaks. 

Hey, Lawdy, Mam<:�! 
Do you hear �,vhat I said? 
Easy like I rock lt 
In my bed! 

The Roosevelt, Renaissance, Ccm, Alhambra: 
Harlem laughing in all the wrong places 

at the crocodile tears 
of crocodile art 
that you know 
in your heart 
is crocodile: 

(Hollywood 
laughs at me, 
black-
so I laugh 
back.) 
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Tell Me 

Why should it be my loneliness, 
Why should it be my song, 
Why should it be my dream 

deferred 
overlong? 

Not a Movie 

Well, they rocked him with road-apples 
because he tried to vote 
and whipped his head with clubs 
and he crawled on his knees to lus house 
and he got the midnight tr<lin 
and he crossed that Dixie line 
nov.' he's livin' 
on a 133rd. 

He didn't stop in Washington 
and he didn't stop in Baltimore 
neither in Newark on the way. 
Six knots was on his head 
but, thank God, he w<�sn't dead! 
And there ain't no Ku Klux 
on a 133rd. 



0Jcon Signs 

WONDER BAR 
• 

• • 
• 

WISHING WELL 
• 

• • 
• 

MONTEREY 
• 

• • 
• 

MINTON'S 
(ancient altar of Theloni011S) 

• 
• • 

• 

MANDALA.Y 
Spots where the booted 

e�ml unbooted play 
• 

• • 
• 

SMA!.! 'S 
• 

• • 
• 

CASBAH 
• 

• • 
• 

SHALIMAR 
• 

• • 
• 

Mirror -go-round 
where a broken glas� 

in the early bright 
smears re-bop 

sound 
• 

• • 
• 
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Numbers 

If I ever hit for a dollar 
gonna salt ever�; dime away 
in the Post Office for a rainy day. 

I ain't gonna 
play back a cent. 

(Of course, ! might 
combinate a little 
with my rent.) 

What? So Soon! 

Motto 

I believe my old lady's 
pregnant again! 
Fate must ha\T 
some kind oftrickeration 
to populate the 
cullud nation! 

Comment against Lamp Post 
You call it fate' 

Figurette 
De.daddfe.dy! 
De-dop! 

I pla;.· it cool 
And dig all jive. 
That's the reason 
I stay alive. 

My motto, 
As I live and learn, 

IS: 
Dig And Be Dug 
In Return. 



Dead in There 

Situation 

Sometimes 
A night funeral 
Going by 
Carries home 
A coo! bop daddy. 

Hearse and flo,., .. ers 
Guarantee 
He'll never hype 
Another paddy. 

It's hard to believe, 
But dead m there, 
He'll never lay a 
Hype no\l.'herc! 

He's my ace-boy, 
Cone away. 
Wake up and live! 
He used to say. 

Squares 
\\1w couldn't dig him, 
Plant him now� 
Out where it makes 
:\'o diff' no how. 

When I rolled three j's 
m a row 
I was scared to walk out 
with the dough. 
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Dancer 

Advice 

Two or three things in the past 
failed him 
that had not failed people 
of lesser gem us. 

In the first place 
he didn't have much sense. 
He was no good at making love 
and no good at making money 
So he tapped, 

trucked, 
boogied, 
sanded, 
iittered, 

until he made folks say, 
Looky yonder 
at that boy! 
Hey! 

But being no good at Iovin'­
the girls left him. 
(\Vhen you're no good for dough they go.) 
VVith no sense, just wonderful feet, 
What could possibly be all-reet? 
Did he gel anywhere? No! 

Even a great dancer 
can't C.P.T. 
a show. 

Folks, I'm telling you, 
birthing is hard 
and dying is mean­
so get yourself 
a little lo\'ing 
m beh.veen. 
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Green :\1emory 

Win e-O 

Relief 

A wonderful time- the War: 
when money rolled in 
and blood rolled out. 

But blood 
was far away 
from here-

�oney was near. 

Setting in the wine-house 
Soaking up a wine-souse 
Waiting for tomorrow to come­
Then 
Setting m the wmc-house 
Soaking up a new souse. 
Tomorrow . .  
Oh, hum! 

My heart is aching 
for them Poles and Creeks 
on relief way across the sea 
because I was on relief 
once m 1933-

I know what relief can be-
it took me two years to get on WPA. 
If the war hadn't come along 
I wouldn't be out the barrel yet. 
Now, I'm almost back in the barrel again. 

To tell the truth, 
if these white folks want to go ahead 



and fight another war, 
or e\'en t\.vo, 
the one to stop 'em won't be me. 

\Vonld yon? 

Ballad of the Landlord 

Landlonl, landlord, 
My roof has sprullg a leak. 
Don't you 'member I told yon about it 
Way last week? 

Landlord, landlord, 
Thc�c steps is broken down. 
Wl1en yon come up yomsclf 
It's a wonder yon don't fall down. 

Ten Bucks you say I owe you? 
Ten Bucks vm1 say is due? 
Well, that's Ten Bucks more'n I'll pay you 
Till you fix this house up new. 

\Vhat? You gonua get eviction orders? 
You gonna cut off my heat? 
You gonna take my furniture and 
Throw it in the street? 

Urn-huh! You talking high and mighty. 
Talk on-till yon get through. 
Yon ain't gonna be able to say a word 
If I land mv fist on you. 

Police! Police! 
Come and get this man! 
He's trying to rum the govemment 
And overtum the land! 



Copper's whistle! 
Patrol bell! 
Arrest. 

Precinct Station. 
Iron celL 
Headlines in press: 

MAN THREATENS LANDLORD 
• 

• • 

TENANT HELD NO BAIL 
• 

• • 

JUDGE GIVES NEGRO 90 DAYS It'; GOUN'IY JAIL 

Corner Meeting 

Projection 

Ladder, flag, and amplifier: 
what the soap box 
used to be. 
The speaker catches fire 
looking at their faces. 
H1s words 
jump down to stand 
in listeners' places. 

On the day when the Savoy 
leaps clean over to Seventh Avenue 
and starts jitterbugging 
with the Renaissance, 
on that day when Abyssinia Baptist Church 
throws her enormous arms around 
St. James Presbyterian 
and 409 Edgecombe 



Flatted Fifths 

stoops to kiss 12 West 133rd, 
on that day-
Do, Jesus! 
Manhattan Island will whirl 
like a Dizzy Gillespie transcription 
played by Inez and Timme. 
On that day, Lord, 
Sammv Davis and Y1arian Anderson 
will sing a duet, 
Paul Robeson 
will team up with Jackie Mabley, 
and Father Divine will say in truth, 

Peace! 
It's tndy 
wonderful! 

Little cullud boys with beards 
re-bop be-bop mop and stop. 

Little cullud bovs with fears, 
frantic, kick their draftee years 
into flatted fifths and flatter beer� 
that at a sudden change become 
sparkling Oriental wines 
rich and strange 
silken bathrobes with gold !\vines 
and Heilbroner, Crawford, 
:'-Jat-undreamed-of Lewis combines 
in silver thread and diamond notes 
on trade-marks inside 
Howard coats. 

Little cul!ud boys in berets 
oop pop-a-da 

horse a fantasy of days 
ool ya koo 

and dig all plays. 



Tomorrow 

Mellow 

Live and Let Live 

Tomorrow may be 
a thousand vears off: 

1WO DIM�S At-10 A NICKEL Ot-ILY 

says this particular 
cigarette machine. 

Others take a quarter straight. 

Some dawns 
wait. 

Into the laps 
of black celebrities 
white girls fall 
like pale plums from a tree 
beyond a high tension wall 
wired for killing 
which makes it 
more thrilling. 

Maybe it ain't right-
but the people of the night 

will give even 
a snake 
a break. 



Gauge 

Bar 

Cafe: ) a.m. 

Drunkard 

Hemp . 
A stick . 
A roach . 
Straw . 

That whiskey will cook the egg. 
Say not w! 
Maybe the egg 
will cook the whiskey. 

You ought to know! 

Detectives from the vice squad 
\Vith wear� sadistic eyes 
spotting fairie.'i. 

Degenerates. 
some folks say. 

But GoJ, i'\ature, 
or somebody 
made them that way. 

Police lady or I ,cshian 
over there? 

\Vhere? 

Voice grows thicker 
as song grows stronger 
as time grows longer until day 
trying to forget to remember 
the taste of day. 



Street Song 

125th Street 

Dive 

Jack, if :ou got to be a rounder 
Be a rounder right-
Just don't let m<Jrna catch you 
Makin' ronnds at night. 

Face like a chocolate bar 
full of nuts and sweet. 

Face like <1 i<�ck-o'-lantcm, 
candle msidc 

Face like a slice of mclou, 
grin that v,·ide. 

Lenox Avenue 
by daylight 
runs to dive in the Park 
but f<1ster 
faster . 
after dark. 

Vv'arning: Augmented 

Don't let your dog curb you! 
Curb your doggie 
I ,ike �·ou ought to do, 

But don't let that dog cmb vou! 
You ma} pl<�y folks cheap, 



Up-Beat 

Jarn Session 

Act rough and tough, 
Rut a dog can tell 
When you're full of stuff. 
Them little old mutts 
Look all scraggly and bad, 
But they got more sense 
Than some people ever had. 

Cur dog, lice dog, kerry blue­
Jmt Jon'! let your dog curb you! 

In the gutter 
boys who try 
might meet girls 
on the fly 
as out of the gutter 
girls who will 
may meet boys 
copping a thrill 
while from the gutter 
both can rise: 
But it requires 
plentY eyes. 

Letting rnidniglJt 
ont on bail 

pop-a-da 
having been 
detained in jail 

oop-pop-a-da 
for sprinklmg salt 
on a dreamer's tdil 

pop-a-da 



Be-Bop Boys 

'Jag 

Imploring Mecca 
to achieve 
six discs 
with Decca. 

Little cullud boys 
with fear�, 
frantic, 

nudge their draftee years. 

Theme for English B 

The instructor said, 

Co home and �<·Tile 
a page tonight. 
And let that page come nut of you­
Then, it will he tnJe. 

I wonder if it's that simple? 
I am twcntv-two, colored, born in \Vinston-Salem. 
I went to s�·hool there, then Durham, then here 
to this college on the hill abO\'C lbrlem. 
1 am the only colored student in my class. 
Thc �tcp� from the hill lead down into Harlem, 
through a park, then I cross St. �icholas, 
F.ighth A\·enue, Seventh, and I come to theY, 
the Harlem Branch Y, where I take the elevator 
up to my room, sit down, and write this page: 

It's not easy to know what is true for you or me 
at twenty-two, my age. Rut I guess I'm what 
T feel and sec and hear, Harlem, I hear you: 



hear you, hear me-we two-you, me, talk 011 thi� page. 
(I hear New York, too.) tde-v..-ho? 
Well, I like to eat, sleep, drink, and he in love. 
1 like to work, read, )cam, .:md understand life. 
I like a pipe for a Christmas present, 
or records- Bessie, hop, or Bach. 
I guess being colored doesn't make me nol l ike 
the same things other folks like who are other races. 
So will my page be colored that I write? 
Being me, it will not be white. 
But it will he 
a pout of you, instructor. 
You are white-
yet a part of me, as I am a part of you. 
That's American. 
Sometimes perhaps you don't want to be a part of me. 
Nor do I often want to he a part of you. 
But we are, that's true! 
A� I learn from you, 
I guess you learn from me­
although you're older-and white­
and somewhat more free. 

This is my page for English B. 

College Formal: Renaissance Casino 

Golden girl 
in a golden gown 
m a melody night 
!!l Harlem town 
lad tall and brown 
tall and wise 
college hoy smart 
eyes m eyes 
the music wraps 
them both around 
in mellow magic 
of dancing sound 
till thev're the heart 
of the whole big tovm 
gold and brown 



Low to High 

Boogie: r a.m. 

High to Low 

Ho\\" can you forget me? 
But Hm dot 
You se�id you was gorma take me 
Up V>'ith you-
:\"ow you've got your Cadillac, 
you done forgot thdt you arc black. 
How can ;.·ou forget me 
\\'hen J'rn vou? 

Rut you do. 

How can you forget rnc, 
fellow, say? 
How can vou low-rate me 
this way? 
You treat me like you damn well please, 
Ignore me-though I pay rom fees. 
How can you forget me? 

But you do. 

Good evcuing, daddyt 
I know \"0\1\c heard 
The boogic-woogic rumble 
Of a dream deferred 
Trillmg the treble 
And tiNining the bass 
Into midnight ruffles 
Of cat-gut lace. 

God knov.·s 
We have our trouble�. too­
One trouble is you: 
you talk too loud, 
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cuss too foud, 
look too black, 
don't get anywhere, 
and sometimes it seems 
you don't even care. 
'I h e  way you send your kids to school 
stockings down, 
(not Ethical Culture) 
the V.'ay you shout out loud in church, 
(not St. Phillip's) 
and the way you lounge on doorsteps 
just as if you were down South, 
(not at 409) 
the way you clown­
the way, in other words, 
you let me down-
me, tr�·ing to uphold the race 
and you-
\vcll, you can see, 
we have our problems, 
too, with you. 

Lady's Boogie 

See that lady 
Dressed so fine? 
She ain't got boogic·woogie 
On her mind-

But if she was to listen 
I bet she'd hear, 
\Vay up in the treble 
The tingle of a tear. 

Be·Bdch! 
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So Long 

Deferred 

So long 
is in the song 
and it's in the way you're gone 
but it's like a foreign language 
in my mind 
and maybe was I blind 
I could not sec 
and would not know 
you're gone so long 
so long. 

This year, maybe, do you think I can graduate? 
I'm already two years late. 
Dropped out six months when I was seven, 
a year when l was eleven, 
then got put back when we come North. 
To get through high at twenty's kind of late­
But maybe this year I can graduate. 

Maybe now I can have that white enamel stove 
I dreamed about when we first fell in love 
eighteen years ago. 
But you know, 
rooming and everything 
then kids, 
cold-water flat and all that. 
But now my daughter's married 
And my boy's most grown ­
quit school to work-
and where we're moving 
there ain't no stove -
Maybe I can buy that white enamel sto\·e! 

Me, I always did want to study French. 
It don't make sense-
l'll never go to Frar1ce, 
but night schools teach French. 
Now at last I've got a iob 
where I get off at five, 
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in time to wash and dress, 
so. s'i/ vous plait, 1'11 study French! 

Someday, 
I'm gonna buy t\\•o new suits 
at once! 

All I want is 
one more boltle of gin. 

All I want is to see 
rny fumihm: paid for. 

Ali i want i.� a wife 1vlw will 
work with me and not against me. Say, 
baby, could you see your way clear? 

Heaven, heaven, ts rny horne! 
This world I'll lean:: behind 
When I set my feet in glory 
I'll have a throne for mine! 

1 wan I /o puss the civil semce. 

I \\'ant a tdev1siun set. 

You know, as old as Jam, 
1 ain't never 
owned a decent radio yet? 

I'd like to take liP Bach. 

Montage 
of a dream 
deferred. 

Buddy, have you heard? 
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Request 

Shame on You 

World War II 

Gimme hs.oo 
and the change. 
I'm going 
\vhere the morning 
and the evening 
won't bother me. 

If you're great enough 
and clever enough 
the government might honor you. 
But the people will forget­
Except Oil holida)S. 

A movie house in Harlem named after Lmcoln, 
Nothing at all named after John Brown. 
Black people don't remember 
any better than white. 

lf you're not alive and kicking, 
shame on you! 

\Vhat a grand time was the war! 
Oh, my, my! 

\Vhat a grand time was the war! 
My, my, my! 

In wartime we had fun, 
Sorry that old war is done! 
\Vhat a grand time was the war, 

My, my! 

Echo: 
Did 
Somebody 
Die' 



:Vlystery 

When a chile gets to be thirteen 
and ain't seen Christ :-·ct, 
she needs to set on de moaner's bench 
night and day. 

Jesus, lover of my soul! 

Hail, :--..1ary, mother of Cocl! 

Let me to thy bosom fiy.1 

Amen! Hallelujah! 

Swing low, sweet chariot, 
Coming for to carry me home. 

Sunday nwrmng where the rh}-thm flows, 
how old nobody knows-
yet old as mystery, 
older than creed, 
basic and wondering 
and lost as rnv need. 

Eli, eli! 

Te deum! 

l'vlahomet! 

Chri1dl 

Father Bishop, Effendi, rvtothcr Horne, 
Father DiYmc, a Rabbi hlack 
as black was born, 
a jack-leg preacher, a Ph.D. 

The mystery 
and the darkness 
and the song 
and me. 



Sliver of Sermon 

Testimonial 

Passing 

\Vhen pimps out of loneliness cry: 
Great God! 

\Vhores in final weariness say: 
Great God! 
Oh, Cod! 
My Wd! 

Great 
Cod! 

I f i  just had a piano, 
ifl just had a organ, 
i f i  just had a drum, 
how I could praise my I .ord! 

But I don't need no piano, 
neither organ 
nor drum 

for to praise my Lord! 

On sunnv summer Sundav afternoons m Harlem 
when th� air is one inten�inable ball game 
and grandma cannot get her gospel hymns 
from the Saints of Cod in Christ 
on account of the Dodgers on the radio, 
on snnny Sunday afternoons 
when th� kids !o�k all new 
and far too clean to stay that way, 
and Harlem has its 
washed-and-ironed-and-cleaned-best out, 
the ones who've crossed the line 
to live downtown 
ITI!SS you, 
Harlem of the bJttcr dream, 
since their dream has 
come true, 
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Nightmare Boogie 

l had a dream 
and l could see 
a million faces 
black as me! 
A nightmare dream: 
Qmcker than light 
All them faces 
Turned dead white! 
Boogie-woog1e, 
Rolling bass, 
Wh1rling treble 
of cat-gut lace. 

Sunday by the Combination 

Casualty 

I feel like dancin', baby, 
till tl1e sun goes clown. 

But I wonder where 
the sunrise 
Monday morning's gonna be? 

I feel like dancin'l 
Baby, dance with me! 

l ie was a soldier in the army, 
Rut he doesn't walk like one. 
He walks like his soldiering 
Days are done. 

Son! . . .  Son! 



)Sight Funeral in Harlem 

Night funcnd 
In Harlem: 

Where did they get 
Them hm fine cars? 

Insmance man, he did not pay-
His insurance lapsed the other day­
Yet thev got a satin box 
For his head to lay 

Night funeral 
In Harlem. 

Vv'ho was it sent 
That wreath of flowers? 

Them flowers came 
from that poor boy's friends­
They 'II want flowers, too, 
When they meet their ends. 

Night funeral 
In Harlem: 

Who preached that 
Black boy to his grave' 

Old preacher man 
Preached that boy away­
Charged Fi\·e Dollars 
His girl friend had to pay. 

Night funeral 
In Harlem 

When it was all o\·cr 
And the lid shut on his head 
and the organ had done pla�-ccl 
and the last prayers been said 
and six pallbearers 
Carried him out for dead 
And off down Lenox Avenue 
That long black hearse done sped, 
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The street light 
At his corner 
Shined just like a tear­

That boy that they was moumin' 
\Vas so dear, so dear 
To them folks that brought the flowers, 
To that girl who paid the preacher man­
It was all their tears that made 

That poor boy's 
Funeral grand. 

Night funeral 
In Harlem. 

Blues at Dawn 

Dime 

I don't dare start thinking in the morning. 
I don't dare start thinking in the morning. 

If I thought thoughts in bed, 
Them thonghts wonld bmt my head­

So I don't dare start thinking in the morning. 

I don't dare remember in the morning 
Don't dare remember in the mormng. 

I f l  recall the day before, 
I wouldn't get up no more-

So I don't dare remember in the rnornmg. 

Chile, these steps i� hard to climb. 

Grandma, lend me a dime. 

Montage of a dream deferred: 

Grandma acts like 
She ain't heard. 



Argument [2] 

Neighbor 

Chile, Cranny ain't got no dime. 

1 might've knowed 
It all the time. 

\Vhitc 1s right, 
Yellow mellow, 
Black, get back! 

Do you believe that, Jack? 

Sure do! 

Then you're a dope 
for which there ain't no hope. 
Black i� fine! 
Ami, Cod knows, 
It'.� mine! 

Down home 
he sets on a 'iloop 
and watches the .>un go by. 
In Harlem 
when his work is done 
he sets in a bar"' ith a beer. 
He loob taller than he is 
and younger than he ain't. 
He looks darker than he is, too. 
And he's smarter than he looks, 

He ain't �mart. 
That eat's a fool. 

Naw, he ain't neither. 
He's a good man, 
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Evening Song 

Chord 

except that he talks too much. 
In fact, he's a great cat. 
But when he drinks, 
he drinks fa�t. 

Sometimes 
he don't drink. 

True, 
he just 
lets his glass 
�d there. 

A woman standing in the doorwav 
Trying to make her where-with-all: 
Come here, bahr, dar/in"! 
Don'! you hear me call? 

If I was anyhody's sister, 
I'd tell her, Gnnme a place to sleep. 
Rut I ain't nobody's sister. 
I'm jmt a poor lost sheep. 

Mar), Mary, Mary, 
Had a little lamb. 
Well, I hope that lamb of Mary's 
Don't tnrn out like l am. 

ShadO\v faces 
In the shadow night 
Before the early dawn 
Bop� bright. 



Fact 

Joe Louis [1] 

There's been an eagle on a nickel, 
An eagle nn a quarter, too. 
But there ain'l no eagle 
On a dime 

They worshipped Joe. 
A school teacher 
whose hair was gray 
said: 

foe ha.� sense enough to know 
lleisa god. 
So many gods don't know. 

"They say'' . . "They say" . . . "They 'ay" . 
But the gossips had no 
"They �ay" 
to latch o!lto 
for Joe. 

Subway Rush l iom 

\1inglcd 
breath and smell 
so close 
mingled 
black and white 
so near 
no room for fear. 
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Brothers 

Like\vise 

We're related-you and I, 
You from the \\'est Indies, 
I from Kentucky. 

Kinsmen - you and I, 
You from Africa, 
1 from the U.S.A 

Bruthers-;on and I. 

The Jews: 
Groceries 
Suits 
Fruits 
'0/atches 
!Jiamond rings 
THI': DAILY :-iE\\'S 

Jews �ell me thing�­
Yom Kippur, no! 
Shops all o'<er Harlem 
close up tight that night. 

Some folks blame high pncc> on the Jews. 
(Some folks blame too much on Jews.) 
Bnt in I i<Jrlcnl the)- don't answer back, 
Just maybe shrug their shoulders, 
"What's the usc?" 
\VJwt"s the IISC 
in Harlem? 
What's the use? 
\Vl1at's the Harlem 
use in Harlem 
what's the lick? 

Hey.1 
Baba-re-bop! 
;\Jop! 
On a be-bop kick! 



Sliver 

Hope [z] 

Sometimes I think 
Jews mmt have heard 
the music of a 
dream deferred. 

Cheap little rhymes 
A cheap little tunc 
Arc sometimes as dangerous 
k. a sliver of the moon. 
A cheap little hme 
To cheap little rhymes 
Can cut a man's 
Throat sometime�. 

He rose up on his dying bed 
and asked for fish. 
His wife looked it up m her dream book 
and played it. 

Dream Boogie: Variation 

Tinkling treble, 
Rolling bass, 
High noon teeth 
In a midnight face, 
Great long fingers 
On great big hands, 
Screaming pedals 
\Vhere his twelve-shoe lands, 
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Harlem [ z] 

Looks like his eyes 
Arc teasing pam, 
A few nun utcs late 
For the Freedom Train. 

\\'hat happens to a dream deferred? 

Good tvlorning 

Does it dry up 
like a raisin in the sun? 
Or fester like a sore� 
And then run? 
Does it stink like rotten meat' 
Or crust and sugar over� 
like a s�Tupy sweet' 

Maybe it just sags 
like a heavy load. 

Or does it explode? 

Good morning, daddy! 
I was born here, he said, 
watched Harlem grow 
until colored folks spread 
from river to river 
across the middle of\Ianhattan 
ont of Penn Station 
dark tenth of a nation, 
planes from Puerto Rico, 
and holds ofbo<Jts, chico, 
up from Cuba Haiti Jamaica, 
in buses marked New York 
from Georgia Florida Lomsiana 
to I !arlcm Brooklyn the Bronx 



Senne in Blues 

but most of all to Harlem 
dusky s<�sh across �1anhattan 
I've seen them come dark 

wondcnng 
wide-eyed 
dreaming 

out of Penn StatiOJJ­
but the trains arc late. 
The gates open-

Yet there"re bars 
at each gate. 

\\11at happens 
to a dream deferred? 

Daddy, ain"t you heard? 

I said to my baby, 
Baby, take it slow. 
I can't, she said, I can't! 
I got to go! 

There's u certain 
amount of traveling 
in a dream deferred. 

I .ulu said to Leonard, 
I want a diamond ring. 
Leonard said to Lulu, 
You won't get a goddanm thing! 

A certain 
amount of nothing 
in a dream deferred. 

Daddy, daddy, daddy, 
All I want is vou. 



You can have me, baby­
but my Iovin' da�s is through. 

A certain 
amount of impotence 
in a dream deferred. 

Three parties 
On my party line­
But that third party, 
Lord, ain't mme! 

There's liable 
to he confusion 
in a dream deferred. 

From river to river, 
Uptown and down, 
·n1ere's liable to be confmion 
when a dream gets kicked around. 

Comment on Curb 

You talk like 
they don't kick 
dreams around 
downtown. 

I expect they do­
But I'm talking about 
Harlem to you! 



Letter 

Island [z] 

Dear Mama, 
Time I pay rrmt and get my food 

and laundry I don't have much left 
but here is five dollars for you 
to show you I still appreciates pu. 
J\ly girl .friend send her love and say 
she hope� to lay e:ves on ym1 sometime in life. 
\lama, it has been raining cat� and dogs 11p 
here. \\/ell, that is all so 1 will close. 

Your son baby 
Respectably as ever, 

Jo' 

Bch1;ccn hnJ rivers, 
1\orth of the park, 
Like darker rivers 
The streets arc dark. 

Black and white, 
Gold and brown­
Chocolate-custard 
Pie of a town. 

Dream within a dream, 
Our dream deferred. 

Good morning, daddy! 

Ain't you heard? 
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Tomorrow's Seed 

Proud banner of death, 
I see them \vaving 
There against the sky, 
Struck deep in Spanish earth 
\Vhere vour dark bodies lie 
Inert and helpless-
So they think 
\Vho do not kuow 
That from your death 
New life will grow. 
for there are tho�e who cannot see 
The mighty roots of liberty 
Push upward in the dark 
To burst in flame-
A million stars-
And one your name: 

Man 
\Vho fell in Spanish earth: 
Human seed 
For freedom's birth. 

Her-International Brigade 

Blood, 
Or a flag, 
Or a flame 
Or life itself 
Are they the same: 
Our dream? 

I came. 
An ocean in-between 
And half a continent. 
Frontiers, 
And mountains skyline tall, 
And governments that told me NO, 
YOU CAN :"-JOT GO! 

I came. 
On tomorrow's bright frontiers 
I placed the strength and wisdom 
Of my years. 
Not much, 
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For I mn young. 
(\Vas young, 
Perhaps it's better said­
For now I'm dead.) 

But had I 11\-cd four score and ten 
Life conld not've had 
A better end. 
I've gi\·en what I wished 
And what I had to gl\T 
That others li\T. 
And when the bullets 
Cut my heart away, 
And the blood 
Gushed to my throat 
I womlcrd if it were blood 
Cushing there. 
Or a red flame? 
Or just my death 
Turned into life? 
They're all the same: 
Our dream! 

My death! 
Your life! 
Our blood! 
One flamcl 

Thev're all the same! 

The Christmas Story 

Tell me again the Christmas slorv: 
Christ is born in all I lis glory! 

Baby bom in \Lmgcr dark 
Lighting ages with the spark 
Of innocence that is the Child 
Trusting all within Hi� smile. 

Tell again the Christmas story 
W1th the halo of His glory· 
Halo horn of lmmhleness 
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No Regrets 

By the breath of cattle blest, 
By the poverty of �tall 
\Vhere a bed of strom· is all, 
By a door closed at the Inn, 
Onlv men of meam gd m 
By a door closed to the poor, 
Christ is born on earthen floor 
In a stable with no lock-
Yet kingdoms tremble <1! tht �hock 
Of a King in swaddlmg clothes 
At an address no one knows 
Became there is no painted 'iign ­
Nothing but a star divine, 
.'\'othing but a halo bright 
About His )DUng head in the night, 
:\othing but the woudrous light 
Of mnocence that is the Child 
Tmsting e�ll within !lis smile. 

Mary's Son of golden star: 
Wise :-..1en joLtrney from afar. 
Mary's Son in Manger born: 
Music of the Angel's horn. 
Mary's Son in straw and glory: 

Wonder of the Christmas story! 

Out of love, 
No regrets-
Though the goodness 
Be wasted forever. 

Out of love, 
No regrd�­
Though the return 
Be never. 
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Vari·Colored Song 

If I had a heart of gold, 
As have some folks I kno1\, 
I'd up and sell my heart of gold 
And head �orth with the dough. 

But I don't have a he<Jrl of gold. 
lv1y heart's not even lead. 
It's made of plain old Georgia clay. 
That's why mv heart is red. 

I wonder why red clay's so red 
And Georgia skies so blue. 
I wonder why it's ye.� to me, 
Rut yes . .  �ir, sir, to yon. 

l wonder why the sky's so blue 
And why tht clav's so red. 
\Vhy dO\Hl South 1� always down, 
And never up instead. 

A Ballad of Negro History lSo .\luch to Vv'rite About) 
\\'ritten especi,dly for The Authors ,\ssociation at the request 
of Dr M.A MaJors, June, I9)L 

There is so much to write about 
In the Negro race. 
On each page of history 
Glows a dusky face. 
Ancient Pharaoh� come to mind 
Away back in B.C 
Ethiopia's jewelled hand 
\\-'rites a scroll for llle. 
It was a black man bore the Cross 
For Christ at Calvary. 
There is so much to write about 
In the :\"cgro race. 
Though now of Ghana's Empnc 
There remains no trace, 
Once Africa's great cultures 
Lighted Furopc's dark 
As ManJingo and Songhay 
Cradled learning's ark 
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Before the Moors crossed into Spain 
To leave their mark. 
There is so much to write abont 
In the :"\egro race. 
Ere the ships of slaven· sailed 
The seas of dark di:.gmce, 
Once An tar <Jddcd 
\Vinged words to poetry's lore 
And Juan Latino searched 
The medieval heart's deep core­
All this before black men in cha!ns 
At famcstown were put a:.horc. 
There is so rnuch to write about 
In the :"\cgro race, 
So many thrilling stories 
Time cannot erase: 
Crispus :\!tuck's blow for freedom, 
Denmark Vesey's, too. 
Sojourner Truth, Fred Douglass, 
And the heroes fohn Brown knew­
Before the Union Armies gave 
Black men pwnd uniforms of blue. 
186-;-En!ancipation! 
The Negro race 
Began its mighty struggle 
For a rightful place 
In the making of America 
To whose young land it gave 
Rooker T. and Carver-
Each genius born a slave-
Yet foreordained to greatness 
On the crest of freedom's wave. 
Paul Laurence Dunbar 
Penned his rhymes of lyric lace­
All the sadness and the humor 
Of the '\egro race. 
To the words of colored Congressmen 
The Halls of Congress rang. 
Handy wrote the blues. 
Williams and \Valker sang. 
Still on southern trees today 
Dark bodies hang. 
The story is one of struggle 
For the Negro race-
But in �pite of all the lvnch ropes, 
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Hope for Harlem 

\Ve'vc m<�rched on to take om place: 
Woodson, Negro History Week, 
Du Bois, Johmon, Drew, 
Cullen, Maynor, Bnnchc, 
The cultm<Jl record grew. 
Edith Samps011 went around the >\orld 
To tell the nations what she knew­
And Jo�ephine came home from France 
To claim an equal chance 
Through song and dance. 
There is so much to write about 
To smg about, to shout <!bout 
In the Negro race! 
On each page of history 
America sees mv face­
On each page of history 
\Ve leave a shining trace­
On each page of history 

).Ay race! 
My race! 

My race! 

There's a ne» :.l..ylme in H:nlem, 
It's tall and proud and fine. 
At night its wall:. are gleaming 
Where a thomand \Vindows shine. 

There's a nC\\ skyline in Harlem 
That belongs to you :md me 
A> the dark olcl ngly homes 
Tumble into memory-

!'vi emory of those dillgy stairs, 
Memory of my helpless prayers, 
:'vi emory of the landlord'� stares 
\:Vl1en ;:ou asked him for a few repairs. 

Now thw.:' s a new skyline m I Iarlem. 
It's ri�mg tall :md free-



And if it keeps on rising 
There'll be a brand ne\\- me. 

Don't you kno\\' it makes a difference 
\Vhen �;ou got a clean new home? 
I used to hear those old rats gna\\ ing_ 
;-.iow l don't even hear a mouse. 

I used to climb those o!d steps, 
Up dark old creaking stairs-
And sometimes I said a cuss word 
Before l said my prayers. 

But there's a new skvlme in Harlem, 
A.nd I'm thankful wf1en 1 pray 
That the yard is bigger than a park, 
i\nd kids kn-e a chance to play. 

That the w<Jlls arc painted prctt\', 
And the bathroom h<1s <1 sho\\Tr-
For folks who never thought they'd live 
[n a house that's got a tower. 

A stone to throw 
Or a �tone to build with? 
A brick for a brickbat 
Or a brick {{Jr a wall? 
Stones are better 
For building, 
Bricks are better 
For a wall. 

That's why I'm mighty happy 
\Vhen 1 see those old walls fall, 
\Vhen I sec dead trees uprooted 
For new trees to grow tall. 

And I'm m1ghty glad l'm lucky 
:\1y name stayed on the list 
To get a new apartment 
Where ! live- not just exist. 

But 1 cmd forget m;; brothers 
:\"or my �istcrs Jovm the street 
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In those broken down old houses 
\Vhere both ends never meet. 

Houses where the steps are creaking, 
'lllherc rats gnaw at the floors, 
And a dozen ndmes arc sticking 
In the doorbells at the doors. 

"Where dean clothes hang like banners 
From dingy wall to wall-
Clothes thJt arc really banners 
'0/aving for us all-

V·/aving to the glory 
Of those \\,"ho chmb the stairs 
To wash the clothes of trying 
In the soapsuds of their prarers. 

But the old �kylinc ts sagging. 
It looks sadder than before. 
So I hope the day is coming 
\\!hen there won't be any more. 

Houses where the steps arc creaking 
And rats gnaw at the floors 
And a dozen names are sticking 
In each doorbell a! the doors. 

For there's a new shlinc m l larlem. 
It's rising here and there. 
VVe're waiting for thJt skyline 
To start rising e1·erywhere! 

A new skyline in Harlem­
The answer to a prayer/ 



Ultimatum: Kid to Kid 

Go home, stupid, 
And wash your dirty face. 
Co home, stupid, 
This is not yonr place. 

Co home, stupid, 
You don't belong here. 
If you don't go, 
I will pull your car. 

I ask you if you'd like to play. 
"Huh?" is aU you know to say, 
Standing 'round here 
In the wav. 

So go home, stupid! 
I'll spit in your eye! 
Stupid, go home­
Before I cry. 

Ballad of the Two Thieves 

'When Jesus died at Calvary 
For what our world believes, 
On either side upon a Cross 
They hung tvm thieves-

Two members of a lowly mob 
Who stole to get their bread 
Were tied upon a Cross that day 
To taste of death instead. 

One thief looked at Christ and said, 
If you're so great 
fu; your followers swear­
Save yourself! Save me! 
And save my brother thief there­
If you're as great 
As your followers swear! 

But he did not speak for his brother thief 
Hanging on the gallows tree, 
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Bible Belt 

For the other thief cried only, 
Lord, remember me! 

Christ had the thorns upon His head 
And in His mouth was galL 
From His palms the blood ran red 
And on the ground did fall. 

For the sins of man I suffer. 
For the sins of man I die­
My body and my blood 
Are the answer to your cry. 

In the garden one betrayed me, 
And Peter denied me thriee 
But you who cry, Remember me! 
Go with me to Paradise. 

It would be too bad if Jesus 
Were to come back black. 
There arc so many chmches 
Where he could not pray 
In the U.S.A., 
Where entrance to Negroes, 
No matter how sanctified, 
Is denied, 
V..'here race, not religion, 
Is glorified. 
But say it-
You may be 
Crucified. 



Africa 

Sleepy giant, 
You've been resting awhile. 
!\l"ow I sec the thunder 
And the lightning 
In your smile. 
Now I see 
The storm clouds 
In your \vaking eyes: 
The thunder, 
The wonder, 
And the young 
Surprise. 
Your every step reveals 
The new stride 
In your thighs. 

Envoy to Africa 

My name is Lord Piggly-WJgglv Wogglesfoot Brown. 
I was born in  a quaint old English manor town. 
I now find myself engaged in a diplonwtic chore 
That looks as though it might turn into a bit of a bore. 
I was sent to inform the natives of this dark place 
That the Atlantic Charter will eventually apply to their race. 
Of course, at the moment, we could hardly afford 
To stretch the Atlantic Charter that broad. 
But I will sav this to each native race: 

Some day you'll he equal-
If you'll just stay in your place. 

Ballad of Booker T. 

Booker T. 
\Vas a practical man. 
He said, Till the soil 
And learn from the land. 
l.et down your bucket 
\Vhere you are. 



Your fate i-; here, 
Not afar. 
To help yourself 
And your fellow man, 
Train your head, 
Your heart, and yom hand. 
For smartness alone 
Is surely not meet-
If yo11 l;aven't 
At the same time 
Got something to cat. 
At 'I 'mkcgce 
He built a school 
With book-learning there 
Plus the workman's tooL 
IIe started out 
In a simple way-
For yesterday 
\Vas not today. 
Sometimes he had 
Compromise in his talk­
A man mmt crawl 
Before he can walk: 
In Alabama in '85 
To he alive. 
But Booker T. 
Was nobody's fool: 
A Negro wa� lucky 
You mav can-e a dream 
With a humble tool. 
The tallest tower 
Can tumble down 
If it is not rooted 
In solid ground. 
So, being a far-seeing 
Practical man, 
He said, Train your head, 
Your heart, and your hand. 
Your fate i� here, 
�ot afar, 
Let down your bucket 
Vv'here you are. 



Addition [2] 

Poet to Bigot 

Room 

Put ; and 5 together 
And see if it makes 10. 

It does-
If S is exactly 5· 

But don't let women 
Come between­
Or men. 

I have done so little 
For you, 
And you have done �o little 
For me, 
That we hdve good reason 
:\ever to agree. 

I, however, 
Have such meagre 
Power, 
Clutching at a 
Moment, 
While you control 
An hour. 

But your hour is 
A stone. 

Yly moment is 
A A.ov.-cr. 

Each little room 
Should be 
Protective and alone 
When there are two-
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Do You Reckon? 

But wide open 
To the air 
\Vhcn only one 
Is there. 

�r. \Vhite :t\-lan, White :-..1om, 
How can it be, 
You sleep with my >ister, 
Yet you won't shake hands with me? 

Miss White Lady, Lady, 
Tell me, if you can, 
Why you hard-work my mother, 
Yet take my brother for your man? 

\Vhite Man, Vo/hite Lady, 
What's your story, an}"way? 
You love me in the night time 
Ami hate me in the day. 

Dixie, Dixie, Dixie, 
\Vhat make you do me like vou do? 
But 1 gue�s if I was white 
I would act the same way, too. 

Lincoln University: 1954 

This is the dream grown young 
By but a hundred years, 
The dream so bravely tended 
Through a century of fears, 
The dream so gently nourished 
By a century of tears-
The dream grown ever younger, 
Greener, fresher 
Through the years of working, 
Praying, striving, learning, 
The dream become a beacon 
Brightly burning. 
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Draftees 

Azikiwe in Jail 

Leave your Coras 
And your Oras 
In the candy stores 
And the cocktail bars. 

Leave your papas 
And your mamas 
And your sisters 
And your brothers 
And your cousins 
By the dozens 
Behind. 

Take your little bag 
With a toothbrush and a comb 
And leave home. 

What's on your mind? 

Goodbye, Ora! 
Goodbye, Cora! 
Goodbye, Kiddie! 

Hello, Biddie, 
Overseas. 

Basic training 
CJllat is basic) 
Is basic 
In these. 

The British said to Azikiwe, 
We're tired of you running around loose. 
We're going to grab you-
And cook your goose. 

Azikiwc said to the British, 
That may be-
But you'll have a tough goose 
lf you cook me! 
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Old Walt 

Old Walt Whitman 
Went finding and seeking, 
Finding less th:m sought 
Seeking more than found, 
Every detail minding 
Of the seeking or the finding. 

Pleasmed equally 
In seeking as in finding, 
Each detail minding, 
Old Walt went seeking 
And finding. 

Without Benefit of Declaration 

Listen here, Joe, 
Don't you know 
That tomorrow 
Yon got to go 
Out vonder where 
The �teel winds blow? 

Listen here, kid, 
It's been said 
Tomorrow you'll be dead 
Out there where 
The rain is lead. 

Don't ask me why. 
Jmt go ahead and die. 
Hidden from the sky 
Out yonder you'll lie: 
A medal to vour famJ!y-
ln exchang� for 

. 

A guy. 

Mama, don't cry. 



Us: Colored 

Miss Blues'es Child 

Delinquent 

So strange, 
We are completely out of range­
Becomes a cause 
Beyond the laws-
So strange. 

If the blues would let me, 
Lord knows I would smile. 
If the blues would let me, 
I would smile, smile, smile. 
Instead of that I'm cryin'-
I must be Miss Blues'es child. 

You were my moon up in the �ky, 
At night my wishing star. 
I love you, oh, I love you so­
But you have gone so far! 

Now mv davs are lonely, 
And night-time drives 1�1e wild. 
In my heart I'm crying, 
I'm just Miss Blues'es child! 

Little Julie 
Has grown quite tall. 
Folks say she don't like 
To stay home at alL 

Little Julie 
Has grown quite stout. 
Folks say it's not just 
Stomach sticking out. 

Little Julie 
Has grown quite wise-
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Georgia Dusk 

A tiger, a lion, and an owl 
In her eyes. 

Little Julie 
Says she don't care! 
'Nhat she means is: 
Nobody cares 
Anywhere. 

Sometimes there's a wind in the Georgia dusk 
That cries and cries and cries 
Its lonely pity through the Georgia dusk 
Veiling what the darkness hides. 

Sometimes there's blood in the Georgia dusk, 
Left by a streak of sun, 
A crimson trickle in the Georgia dusk. 
Whose blood? . . .  Everyone's. 

Sometimes a wind in the Georgia dusk 
Scatters hate like seed 
To sprout its bitter barriers 
VVhcre the sunsets bleed. 

Mean Old Yesterday 

That mean old yesterday 
Keeps on following me. 
The things I've said and done 
Haunt me like a misery. 

What I did last year-
How come it matters still today? 
The snow that fell last winter's 
Melted away. 



I thought you'd done forgotten 
What happcneJ way last week, 
But when I saw you this morning, 
You turned your head and would not speak. 

Memory like an elephant, 
Never forget a thing! 
Well, if vou feel like that, baby, 
Gimme

,
back my diamond ri�g. 

In Explanalion of Our Times 

The folks with no titles m front of their names 
all over the wor!J 
are raring up and talking back 
to the folks called \lister. 

You say you thought everybody was called Mister? 

No, son, not everybody. 
In Dixie, often they won't call Negroes Mister. 
In China before what happeneJ 
They had no intention of calling coolies Mister. 
Dixie to Singapore, Cape Town to Hong Kong 
the :'vtisters won't call lots of other folks Mister. 
They call them, Hey George! 

Here, Sallie! 
L1sten, Coohe! 
Hurry up, Boy! 
And things like that. 

George Sallie Coolie Boy gets tired sometimes. 
So all over the wor!J today 
folks with not even Mister in front of their names 
are raring up and talking back 
to those called \lister. 
From Harlem past Hong Kong talking back. 

Shut up, says Gerald L. K. Smith. 
Shut np, says the Governor of South Carolina. 

449 



Shut up, says the Governor of Singapore. 
Shut up, says Strydom. 

Hell no shut up! say the people 
with no titles in front of their names. 
Hell, no! It's time to talk back now! 
History says it's time, 
And the radio, too, foggy with propaganda 
that s<Iys a mouthful 
and don't mean half it says­
but is true anyhow: 

LIBERTY! 
FREF:D0.\1! 
DEMOCR·\CY! 

True anyhow no matter how many 
Liars use thme words. 

The people with no titles in front of their names 
hear tl10se words and shout them back 
at the Misters, Lords, Generals, Viceroys, 
Governors of South Carolina, Gerald L K Strydoms. 

Shut up, people! 
Shut up! Shut up! 
Shut up, George! 
Shut np, Sallie! 
Shut up, Coolie! 
Shut up, Indiom! 
Shut up, Boy! 

George Sallie Coolie Indian Boy 
black brown yellow bent down \\orking 
earning riches for the whole world 
with no title in front of name 
just man woman tired says: 

�o shut up! 
Hell no shut up! 
So, natnrally, there's trouble 
in these our times 
because of people with no titles 
in front of their names. 
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Little Song on Housing 

Plaint 

Here I come I 
Been saving all my life 
To get a nice home 
For me and my wife. 

White folb flee­
As soon as you see 
My problems 
And me! 

Neighborhood's clean, 
But the house is old, 
Prices are doubled 
\Vhen I get sold: 
Still I buy. 

White folks fly­
Soon as you spy 
My wife 
And I! 

Next thing you know. 
Our neighbors all colored are. 
The candy store's 
Turned into a bar: 
\Vb itc folks have left 
The whole neighborhood 
To my black self. 

White folks flee! 
Still-there is me! 
White folks, fly! 
I I ere am l! 

Money and art 
Are far apart 



The Thorn 

Mississippi 

Now there will be nobody, you say, 
To start a cause celebre, 
To snatch a brand from the burning, 
Or be a thorn in the side. 

You must be forgetting 
The cause not yet celebre, 
The brand that's in the burning, 
The thorn that awaits turning­
That turns with nobody there 
To start the turning. 

Oh, what sorrow! 
Oh, what pity! 
Oh, what pain 
That tears and blood 
Should mix like rain 
And terror come again 
To Mississippi. 

Again? 
\Vhere has terror been? 
On vacation? Up North? 
In some other section 
Of the Nation, 
Lying low, unpublicized, 
�1asked-with only 
Jaundiced eyes showing 
Through the mask? 

What sorrow, pity, pain, 
111at tears and blood 
Still mix like rain 
In Mississippi! 
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Brotherly Love 
A Little Letter to the White Citizens of the South 

In line of what my folks say in Montgomery, 
In line of what they're teaching about love, 
When I reach out my hand, will you take it­
Or cut it off and leave a nub above? 

If I found it in my heart to love you, 
And if I thought I really could, 
Ifl  said, "Brother, l forgive you,� 
I wonder, would it do you any good? 

So long, so long a time vou've been calling 
Me all kinds of names, pushing me down-
I been swimming with my head deep under water, 
And you wished I would stay under till I drown. 

But I didn't! I'm still swimming! !\'ow you're mad 
Because I won't ride in the back end of yom bus. 
\Vhen I answer, "Anyhow, I'm gonna love you," 
Still and yet you want to make a fuss. 

I\' ow listen, white folks! 
In line with Reverend King down in Montgomery­
Also because the Bible says I must-
I'm gonna love you-yes, 1 will! Or BUST! 

Two Somewhat Different Epigrams 

Oh, God of dust and rainbows, help us see 
That without dust the rainbow would not be. 

ll 

I look with awe upon the human race 
And God, who sometimes spits right in its face. 
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Last Call 

Late Corner 

I look out into the Yonder 
And I don't know where I go­
So I cry, Lord! Lord! 

Yours is the only name I knm-.·. 

Some folks might say Your ear is deaf 
To one who never called before. 
Some folks might say You'll scorn me 
Since I ne\·er sought Your door. 

Yet I cry, Lordi Lord! 

Lord, that is Yom name? 

I never knew You, 
Never called You. 
Still I call You now. 

I'm game. 

The street light 
On its lonely arm 
Becomes 
An extension 
Of the Cross­
The Cross itself 
A lonely arm 
Whose light is lost. 

Oh, lonely world! 
Oh, lonely light! 
Oh, lonely Cross! 
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Acceptance 

Testament 

Gone Boy 

Cod, in His infinite wisdom 
Did not make me \'try wise-
So when my actions are stupid 
They hardly take God by smprise. 

What shall I leave my son 
When 1 am dead and gone? 

Room in hell to join me 
When he passes on. 

\Vhat shall I leave my daughter, 
The apple of my eye? 

A thousand pounds of salt 
For tears if she should cry. 

What shall I leave my wife 
Who nagged me to my death? 

I'll leave her more to nag abont 
Than she's got breath. 

Playboy of the dawn, 
Solid gone! 
Out all night 
Until u-1-2 a.m. 

Next day 
When he should be gone 
To work-
Dog-gone! 
He ain't gone. 
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Where? When? Which? 

V\!hen the cold comes 
With a bitter fragrance 
Like rusty iron and mint, 
And the wind blows 
Sharp as integration 
With an edge like apartheid, 
And it is winter, 
And the comins of the too-thin suits 
Ride on hitless horses 
Tethered by something worse than pride, 
\Vl1ich areaway, or bar, 
Or station waiting room 
Will not say, 
Horse and horseman, outside! 
With old and not too gentle 
Apartheid? 

Memo to Non-White Peoples 

'l'hcy will let you have dope 
Because they are quite willing 
To dmg you or kill you. 

Thev will let you have babies 
Bec�use they

.
are quite willing 

To pauperi�:c you-
Or use your kids as labor boys 
For army, air force, or uranium mine. 

They will let you have alcohol 
To make you sodden and drunk 
And foolish. 

They will gleeful!�· let you 
Kill your damn self any way you choose 
With liquor, drugs, or whatever, 

It's the same from Cairo to Chicago, 
Cape Town to the Caribbean, 



Expendable 

Bouquet 

Do von lra\-cl the Stork Club circuit 
To dear old Shepherd's Hotel? 
(Somebody burnt Shepherd's 11p.) 
I'm sorry but it is 
The same from Cano to Chicago, 
Cape Town to the Carib Hilton, 
Exacth· the same. 

We will take you and kill you, 
Expendable. 

We will fill you full of lead, 
Expendable. 

And when you are dead 
In the nice cold ground, 
\Ve'll put your name 
above your head-

If your head 
Can be found. 

Gather quickly 
Out of darkness 
All the songs you know 
And throw them at the sun 
Before they melt 
Like snow. 
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Impasse 

Departure 

Dixie South Africa 

I could tell you, 
If I wanted to, 
\Vhat makes me 
What I am. 

But I don't 
Really want to­
And yon don't 
Give a damn. 

She lived out a decent span of years 
And went to death as should a queen, 
Regal in her bravery, hiding fears 
More generous than mean-

Yet even these, 
Lest loved ones weep, 
She carried hidden 
In her heart 
To sleep. 

All the craziness 
Of your craziness-
Is an Alka-Scltzer tablet 
In the late-night glass of the world: 
V\1atch it melt away 
In the dew 
Of day. 



Communique 

Casual 

I'm sorry for you 
Sitting in the driver's seat 
With bebop hands 
And ragtime feet. 
It would indeed 
Be good news 
Could you but learn 
To sing 8 blues 
Or play a boogic­
Woogie beat 
So heart might lc<Jp 
To head or feet. 
It is too bccd, 
Indeed it's .'>ad, 
With all the cultme 
That you've had, 
At this late date 
Your rhythms don't 
Coordi1wte. 
I'm sorry, man! 
With all the billing 
That you 'vc got, 
You're still 
Not so hot. 

Death don't ring no doorbells. 
Death don't knock. 
Death don't bother to open no doors, 
Just comes on through the walls like 'IV, 
I .ike King Cole on the radio, cooL 

Next thing you know, Death's there. 
You don't know where Death came from: 
Death just comes in 
And don't ring no bell. 
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Numbered 

I tlunk my clays are numbered. 
I think rnr days are few. 
I think my days are numbered, 
Baby, yes, I do! 

Which is the reason 
I spend my nights with you. 

The Last Man Living 

\Vhcn the last man living 
Is left alive on earth, 
And somebodv knocks at the door-
1fT am the last man livillg 
I will be no more! 

Who's that? l\o answer. 
VYho is that, I say7 
If you don't mtend to answer, 
Then- just-go-away. 

Might you be human­
Or might �·ou be a ghost? 
Or can you be myself 
Imagining things, at most? 

If you're somebody else, 
And I'm the last man left alive, 
Just get on aw<�y from herc­
'Cause I don't want no pvc! 

On a Pallet of Straw 

They did not travel in an airplane. 
They did not travel by car. 
Thev did not travel on a streamline train. 
They traveled on foot from afar. 



They traveled on foot from afar. 
They did not seek for a fine hotel, 
They did not seck an inn, 
They did not seck a bnght motel, 
They sought a cattle hi11. 
They sought a cattle bin. 
\Vho were these travelers on the road? 
And where were they going? And why? 
They were Three Wise ;..1cn who came from the East, 
And they followed a star in the sky, 
A star in the sky. 
What did they find when they �ot to the barn? 
What did they find near the sta-ll? 
What did they find on a pallet of straw? 
They found there the Lord of all! 
cl1ley found the Lord of all! 

Carol of the Brown King 

Of the three Wise :\len 
\Vho came to the King, 
One was a brown man, 
So they smg. 
Of the three Wise :\•ten 
\Vho followed the Star, 
One \vas a brown king 
From afar. 
They brought fine gifts 
Of spices and gold 
In jeweled boxes 
Of beauty untold_ 
Unto llis humble 
Manger they c:o�me 
And bowed their heads 
In Jesus' name. 
Three Wise !-.len, 
One d:o�rk like me­
Part of His 
:-.l"ativity. 



On a Christmas Night 

In Bethlehem on a Christmas night 
All around the Child shone a holy light. 
AI! around His head was a halo bright 
On a Christmas night. 
"\Ve have no room," the innkeeper called, 
So the glory fell where the cow� were stalled, 
But among the guests were Three Kings who called 
On a Christmas night. 
How can it be such a light shines here 
In this humble stable once cold and drear? 
Oh, the Child has come to bring good cheer 
On a Christmas night! 
And what is the name of the little One? 
His name is Jesus-He's God's own Son. 
Be happy, happy, everyone 
On a Christmas night! 

Ballad of Mary's Son 

It was in the Spring. 
The Passover had come. 
There was fasting in the streets and joy. 
But an awful thing 
Happened in the Spring-
\-1en who knew not what they did 
Killed Mary's Boy. 

He was Mary's Son, 
And the Son of God was He-
Sent to bring the whole world joy. 
There were some who could not hear, 
And some were filled with fear-
So they built a Cross 
For Mary's Boy. 

To His Twelve Disciples 
He gave them of His bread. 
He gave them to drink of I lis wine. 
This is my body 
And this is my blood, He said. 
My Cross for you 
Will be a sign. 



Pastoral 

Little Cats 

He went into the garden 
And He knelt there to pray. 
He said, Oh, Lord, Thy '.vi!l be done! 
The soldiers came 
And took my Lord away. 
They made a Cross 
For Mary's Son. 

This is my body 
And this is my blood! 
His body and His blood divine! 
He died on the Cross 
That my soul should not be lost. 

His body and His blood 
Redeem mine. 

Between the little clouds of heaven 
They thought they saw 
The Saviour peeping through. 
For little tears of heaven 
They mistook the gentle de\v, 
And believed the tiny flowers 
That grew upon the plain 
To he souvenirs of Jesus, 
The Child, come back again. 

What happens to little cats? 
Some get drowned in a wdl, 
Some run over bv a car­
But none goes to

. 
hell. 

\\·l1at happens to little cats, 
New born, not been here long? 

Some live out their 
Full nine lives� 

As mean as they are strong. 



Not Else-But 

Hip boots 
Deep in the blues 
(And I never had a hip boot on) 
Hair 
Blowing back in the wind 
(And l ne\·er had that much hair). 
Diamonds in pav. n 
(And I never had a diamond 
In my natural life). 
Me 
In the \Vhitc House 
(And ain't never had a black home). 
Do, Jesus! 
Lord! 
Amen! 

Angola Question Mark 

Don't know why I, 
Black, 
Mmt still stand 
With my bed 
To the last frontier 
Of fear 
In mv own land. 

Don't know whv I 
rvtust turn into 
A :\.1an Mau 
And lift my hand 
Against my fellow man 
To hve on my own land. 

But it is so­
And being so 
I know 
For you and me 
There's 
\Voe. 



Tambourines 

As Befits a Man 

Tambourines! 
Tambourines! 
Tambourines 
To the glor� of God! 
Tambourines 
To glory! 

A gospel shout 
And a gospel sung: 
Life is short 
But God is long! 

Tambourines! 
Tamb011rines! 
'l'ambounncs 
To glory! 

I don't mmd dying-
But I'd hate to die all alone! 
I want a dozen pretty women 
To holler, cry, and moan. 

I don't mind dying 
But I want my funeral to be fine: 
A row of long tall mamas 
Fainting, fannmg, and crying. 

I want a fish-tail he<Jrsc 
And sixteen fish-tail cars, 
A big brass band 
Ami a whole tmck load of flowers. 

\Vhen they let me down, 
Down into the clay, 
I want the women to holler: 
Please don"t take him away! 

Ow-ooo-oo-ol 
Don"t take daddy away! 



Maybe 

Blue Monday 

To Artina 

I asked you, baby, 
If you understood-
You told me that you didn't, 
But you thought you would. 

:"--a me in my going 
Downtown to work today, 

It's eight, 
I'm late-

And it's marked down that-a-way. 

Saturday and Snmlay's 
Fun to sport around. 
But no nse denying­
Monday']] get yon down. 

That old blue �\[onday 
Will surely gd you down. 

I will hike yonr heart. 
I will take your soul out of your body 
As though I were Cod. 
I will not be satisfied 
With the little words !'Oil say to me. 
I will nut be satisfied 
With the touch of your hand 
Nor the 'iweet of your lips alone. 
I will take yom heart for mine. 
I will take your son\. 
I will be God when it comes to you. 



Uncle Tom [2] 

Jim Crow Car 

Abe Lincoln 

Within-
The beaten pride. 
Without-
The grinning face, 
'I he low, obsequious, 
Double bow, 
The sly and servile grace 
Of one the white folks 
I.ong ago 
Taught well 
To know hi� 
Place. 

Get out the lunch-box of your dreams 
And bite into the sandwich of your heart, 
Ami ride the Jim Crow car until it screams 
And, like an atom bomb, bursts ap:ut. 

Well, I know 
You had a hard time in your life. 
And I know 
You knew what hard times meant. 
And I guess you understood 
That most folks ain't much good, 
Also soon as good things come, 
Thevwent. 
But I think you hoped 
Some folk> sometimes would act 
Somewhat according to the fact 
That black or white 
Ain't just white 
Or black. 



Imagine 

"The Jesus"• 

Imagine! 
They are afraid of yon­
Black dog 
Th<lt thev have kicked 
So long. 

Imagmc! 
They are afraid of yon­
Monkey 
They've laughed at 
So long. 

Imagine! 
They are afraid of you­
Donkey 
Driven so long. 

Imagine­
Nigger 
They arc afraid 
Of you! 

Until the crumpets and the christians, 
Altars of grass bled paths 
From Congo to Cape, sh1fting sacrificially 
Through river beds, shifting 
From saberthroat to sand 
Voodoo rain drummed juju 
Away ami spring came, 
Came with Galilee 
Upon its back to chop 
The naked bone of mumbo 
D:omgling like a dice 
Swung from a mirror, 

I .  A sl1ip lcnl lo Sir John Hawkins by 
Queen Elizabeth as support to his bmincss 
venture in the <;lave traffic off Cape Verde 
in the latter half of the sixteenth century. 



Captain of the stumps of Sir John 
Lumped cargoes for Cuba 
Among feathered kings rolling 
Their skins in flax, moulded 
To shaftsteel and psalm. 
Through helms of smoke 
Balloon dreams of grabber kings 
Mooned at groaning girls 
Bred on black sheets of sea hulL 
Was the deacon of pits blessing 
The mumble of cmmbs or 
Trying to suck at his knuckles? 
In this tambourine of limbs 
\Vherc crisscross droves of blackbirds croak 
The Jesus weptwashed and slumped 
Toward the mines of sugar cane. 
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LANGSTON HUGHES 

� A L F R E D  • A • K N O P F  

r N E W  Y O R K  1 9 6 1  



A S K  YOUR 

M A M A  

1 2  M O OD S  

F O R  JA Z Z  
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1-/ESlTATIO.\J BLUES 

(Traditional) 

�· :-hiTJl!J 

�· , rrr�tt¢r��egr ·�r�r�·· ��,�JJC"· _'fi7:J:,:�·+-r:=;-..����;a�·�J� .. 

The traditional folk melody of the "1 Iesilation Blues" 
is the leitmotif for this poem. In and around it, 
along with the other recognizable melodies employed, 
there is room fur spontaneous jazz improvisation, 
partiwlarly hel\.veen verses, 
where the roice pause.�. 
The musical figurine indicated after each "Ask your mama" line 
may incorporate the impudent little melody of the old break, 
"Shave and a haircut, fifteen cents." 

SHAVE ,-\i\D ·\ 11:\IRCUT 

(Figurine) 

I f 
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LJ 



C U L T U R A L  E X C H A N G E  



IK THE 

I K  THE QUARTER 

I K  THE Q UARTER O F  TilE :\EGROES 

WHERE TilE DOORS ARE DOORS OF PAPER 

DUST OF DINGY ATOMS 

BLOWS A SCRATCHY SOUND. 

A�IORPHOUS JACK-0'-LAJ\TERNS CAPER 

At\0 THE Wl:-ID WOK'T WAI'I FOR MID:\IGIIT 

FOR FUK TO BLOW DOORS DOWN 

BY THE RIVER AND THE RAIJ.ROi\D 

WITH Fl.UlD FAR-OFF COII\"G 

BOUI\"DARIES BI:-ID U:'>JBI�Dl:\C 

A WHIRL OF WHISTLES BLOWING 

"lO TRAlKS OR STEAMBOATS G O I K G ­

YF.T LEO:'>JTYKE
'
s UNPACKll\"C. 

IK THE QUARTER OF TilE :-IEGROES 

WHERE THE DOORK:\OB LETS 1:\ LIEDLR 
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Th, 
rhythmically 
rough 
scrapmg 
of a guira 
continues 
monotonously 
until a lonely 
flute call, 
high and 
far away, 
merges 
into piano 
variations 
on German 
lieder 
gradually 
changing 
into 



f>IORE THAI\ GERMA:\ EVER FIORE, 

HER HS!'ERDAY PAST GRAXDPA­

KOT OF HER OWN DOING-

! :-!  A POT OF COLLARD GRJU:NS 

IS GEI\TLY STE\VI:\G. 

THERt., t"OR B I O  US TO REMEMBER, 

COMES AI\ AFRICAN IN "\liD-DECEMBER 

SF'-'T BY THE STATE DEPARTMEYI" 

A"\10:-l"G THE SHACKS TO MEET THE BLACKS: 

LEO:-<TYNE SAMMY HARRY PO!TIER 

LOVELY LE:\A \!ARIA'-; LOUIS PEARL!E \-IAE 

GEORGE S. SCHUYLER "\!OLTO BE:\E 

COME WHAT !>lAY LANGSTO)'; HUGHES 

IN THE QUARTER OF Tl!E NEGROES 

WHERE THE RAILROAD At'.D THE RIVER 

HAVE DOORS THAT FACE EACH WAY 

Al\D THE E:'><"! RA:--.CE TO TilE MOVIE
'

S 

UP A"' ALLEY UP THE SIDE. 

PUSHCARTS FOLD AND lJ'<FO!.D 

IN A S U PERJ\1ARKET SEA. 

AJ\D WE BETTER t"!ND OUT, \1AMA, 

WHF.RF. IS THE COLORED LAUI\DROMAT, 

S!I\CE WE t-.WVED UP TO :-o.IOU);T VER:--.lO:\'. 

RALPH J·:LLJSO'< AS VF.SPUCIUS 

INA-YOURA AT THE MASTHJ-:A[) 

AR:\A BONTF.J\IPS C H I E F  CONSlJLTAI\T 

MOL TO B E N E  MELLOW BABY l'b:AR!.!E MAE 

old-time 
traditional 
12-har 
blues 
up strong 
between rerses 
until 
African 
drums 
throb 
against 
blues 

fading 
as the 
mUSIC 
ends. 
TACIT 

"Hesitation 
Blues"with 
full hand 
up strong 
for a chorus 
in the clear 
between verses 
then down 
under voice 
softly as 
deep-toned 



SHALO)I.! ALEICH!•:M JIMMY BALDWJI\" SA'\1 MY 
COME WHAT \lAY -THE SIG:'\S PO!f\T· 

G/1;\:>.A GUINEA 

A:-.JD THE TOLL BRIDGE FRO�! WESTCHESTER 
IS A Gi\.t>:GPLANK ROCKI.'<G RISKY 

BETWEEI'> THE OJ•:CK AKD SHORE 
OF A BOAT T!IAT �\EVER QUITE 

K�EW ITS DI•:STINAT!O:\. 

l:-.1 THE QUARTER OF THE :-JECROES 
OR:-<ETTF. A:\0 CONSTERNATIOI\" 
CLAIM ATTE:\TI0."-1 FROM TilE PAPERS 

THAT Ht\.VE 1'>0 "'EWS THAT DAY OF '\IOSCOW. 

11\ THE POT BE !liND THE 
PAPER DOORS WHAT'S COOK!:-<C? 
WHA"I.S SMELL!l\C, LEO"'TYNE? 
LIEDER, LOVELY LIEDER 

A�D A LEAF OF COLLARD GRFEN. 
LOVELY LIEDER LEON1"YI\E 

II\ THE SHADOW o�· TllF. '-:EGROES 
:-IKRU'\-!AH 

I N  THE SHADOW OF THE :\ECROES 
KASSER 1\'ASSER 

IN THE SHADOW OF THE :\ECROES 
ZIK AZ!KIWE 

CUBA CASTRO CU !.'<EA TOURf 
�·oR :--<F.F.D OR PROPACA'-:DA 

KEKYATTA 

A.'<D THE TOM DOGS OF THE CABIN 
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distant 
African 
drums 
join the 
blues until 
the music 
dies. 

TACIT 

Delicate 
lieder 
on piano 
continues 
between verses 
to merge 
softly 
into the 
melody of the 
"Hesitation 
Blues" asking 
its haunting 
question, 
"How long 
must I 



THE COCOA A:'>fD THf'; CA:>;E BRAKE 

TliF. CHAI"i CAJ\"G AND THE SLAVF RI.OCK 

TARRED AND FEAT! IF RF D J\ATIO:-lS 
SEAGRAM'

S AND �·ouR ROSES 

Sj.OO BAGS A DECK OR DACCA. 

FILIBUSTER VERSUS \'E'I 0 

I.IKE A S:\APPI:\C TUR"I LE-
WOI" 'T LET GO UNTJI. IT THl!NJ)ERS 
WOI\'T I.F.T GO UNTil . !T THUNDERS 

TEARS THE BODY I'R0�1 THE SHADOW 

WO�·T LET GO UNTIL lT TH\JC'l DEHS 

II\ Till•: QUARTER OF THE :'>fEGROF.S 

A:\'D THEY ASKED M E  RIGHT AT C HRISTMAS 

n· �1Y BLACKNESS, WOULD I R U B  OFF? 

I SAID, ASK YOUR \-\A:'I.IA. 

DREAMS AND NIGHTMARES . 

!"lGHTMARF.S . DREAMS ! O H ! 

DREAMI ;o..;G THAT THE 1\ECROJ-:S 

OF TilE SOUTH HAVE TAKE!\ OVER­

VOTED AT.J. THE DIXIECRATS 

RIGHT OUT OF POWF.R-

C0\1ES THE COI.OHEP J/Olil<. 
)..JARTIJ\ LUTHER KI�G I S  GOVERJ\OR OF GEORGIA, 

DR. RUFUS CLEMENT HIS CHIEF ADVISOR, 

ZELMA WATSO:"' GEORGE TilE HIGH GRAND WORTHY. 

IN WHITE PILLARED '>fANSIO:-lS 
SITTING ON THEIR WIDE VERANDAS, 

WEALTHY NEGROES HAVE Wl!ITE SERVANTS, 

wait? 
Can I 
get it 
now-or 
must ! 
hesitate?" 
Suddenly 
the dntms 
roll like 
thunder 
as the 
music ends 
sonorously. 
TACIT 

Figure impishly 
into "Dixie" 
ending in high 
shrill flute call . 
TACIT 



WHITE SHARECROPPERS WORK TilE BLACK PLAJ\"TAT\01\S, 

AT\"D COLOR.ED C/l!LDRE:'-1 H.,\VF WlllTE �IAMMJF.S: 

),1AM\1Y FAUBUS 

J.IAM:0..1Y .EASTLAND 

J.JA�L\lY PATTERSON. 

DE.\R, DEAR DARLI:\G OLD WHITE MAM!\1!FS­

SOC\·IETH.IES EVL:'>/ BURIED WITH OUR FA_\1JLY[ 

DEAH OLD 
MAMMY FAUBUS! 

CIJLTtnu:, TI!F.Y SAY,.IS A IWO-WAY STREE/': 

HAJ\"D ME .'v!Y '\.1TNT JULEI', MA�JMY. 

MAKE HASTIC ! "When the Saints 
Go ;V[archmg In" 
ioyomly for tw·o 
full chomses 
with maracas. 



R I D E ,  R E D ,  R I D E  



l WA;.;T TO SFE \IY :>IOTIIER MOTHER 
Wl-IE:"< THE ROLL IS CALLED UP YO:"<DER 
1:'\ THE QUARTER OF 'J'HE �'ECROES: 

TELL ME llOW LO!\'C 
_\!PST J WAIT? 
C.4..'J l GI·."J' IT :\'OW? 
�;,\ 11{,\) �:r\ //{:\! 
OR :vHJST I HESITATE? 
IRA! BOY, IRA! 

1:-l THE QUARTER OF THE NEGROES 
TU t\BVI':LA, iD(n,;m; I•:STA? 
LOST IJ\ CASTRO's BL\RD? 
TU AHUEl.A, ,06:-<DJ:. l.�·rA? 
BLO\'i:-J SII.T HJ(;H BY !\10!\'1 PELfE? 

(.D6:-lDE FSTA? 0:D6NDE EST.�7 
WAS SIIE FLEF.Il\G \VJTJJ Ll!."-J U M BA? 

(CRA:-IDPA'S GRA:\D:>.-JA'S GRAJ\J\Y 

1\!Iaracas 
continue 
rhythms 
of 
"When 
the 
Saints 
Go 
.r..-1arching 
In" 
until 
the 
piuno 
gently 
supplies 
a softly 
lyrical 
calypso 
joined IWW 



ALWAYS TOOK THE OTIIF.R SIDE. 
A LITTLE RUM \VITH SUGAR. 
AY, MORENA, LD6:\D\<, ESTA? 
GREI\ADI:\E GRANADA OR 
DE SANGRE ES LA GOTA? 

SAI\TA CLAUS, FORGIVE ME, 
BUT YOUR GIFT BOOKS ARE Sllf>VERSIVE, 
YOUR DOLLS ARE INTERRACIAL. 
YOU'LL BE CALLED BY EASTLA:\D 
WHEN THEY ASK YOU I F  YOU KNEW fi,H: , 
DOI\'T TAKE THE FIFTH AMENDI\IE)';T 

1 :-J  THE QUARTI\R OF THE :\'EGROES 
RIDJ'<G IN A JAGUAR, SA:\TA CLAUS, 
SEEMS LIKE ONCE I MET YOU 
WITH ADAC\1 POWELL FOR CHAUFFEUR 
AND YOL'R HAIR WAS BLOWI:\G B>\CK 
l:-J THE Wl:-;D 

hv the 
flute 
that ends 
in a high 
discordant 
cry. 
TACIT 

l ,rmd and 
lirely 
up-tempo 
Dixieland 
iazz (or 
full chorus 
to end. 



S H A D E S  O F  P I G M E A T 



1:\ 1'!-IF Q UAKTER Of T!IF 1\EGROES 

BELGIUM SHADOW LEOPOLD 

PRE\liER DOW!':l:\G AGI:-:G 

GE'\ERAL BOlTRSE BELEAGUERED 

EASTLAND AND MALAN DECEASED 

DEAD OR LIV�: THE!K GHOSTS CAST SHADOWS 

IN THE QUARTER OF THE :\EGROt:S 

WHERE NEGROES SING SO WELL 

NEGROES SING SO WELL 

SING SO Wl,LL 

SO WELL. 

WELL? 

W H E R E  I S  LOTTE LE7'<YA 

A:"lD \VI!O IS MACK TI!E K:-I!I'E 
AI\D WAS PORGY EVER \1ARR!ED 

BEFORE TAKING B�.SS TO WIFE 

AI\D WHY WOULD :0.1AI ( _\'OT :viA¥) 
B E C O \I E  J E W I S H  

THE HARD 

WAY? 

TACIT 

Humming: 
"All Cod's 
Chillun 
Cot 
Shoes" 

TI<C!T 

"Eli Eli" 



!:\ '!HE QUAR !'ER OF THE 1\�.C ROES 
,\.'\SW!'R Ql 'ES'J ' JOI\S AI\SWFR 
A:'-<D AKSWF:RS WIT!! A QUEST!O'-' 
AI\D THE TA!.\WD IS CORRECTED 
BY -\ STUDET\'T !:-. A FEZ 
\VHO !S TO j�:Sli!T 
AS :-.oRTH POU. IS TO SOCTH 
OR ZlX TO ALABAMA 
OR B I G  MAYBELL TO 
TlH: MET. 

HIP BOOTS 
on:P !;\ T!!L BLUES 
(AI\0 ! '\E\'ER !!AD A ! l iP  BOOT ON ) 

HAIR 
BLOWI:-l"G BACK !l\ TH!'. WIND 
{A:\D ! :-.IEH:R f!AD THAT \JUC!! HAIR) 
0\A'\\OKOS !K PAW� 
(AI\D ! "'EVER HAD A Dl,\�101\D 
!:-.1 MY "'ATUR,\L LIFE) 

�n: 

!:'>! THE WHITE HOUSE 
(Al'D AIN'T "'EVER HAD A BLACK HOlJSE ) 

DO, JESUS I 

LORD! 
A:.·! EN! 

merging 
into a 
wailing 
Afm­
Arabic 
theme 
with 
flutes 
and 
steady 
drum beat 
changing 
into 
blues 
with 
each 
instrument 
gradually 
dropping 
out one 
by one 
leaving 
only the 
flute at 
the end 
playing a 
wh1msica! 
little 
blue� of 
its own. 



O D E  T O  D I N A H  



I"' THE QUARTER o�- TH J•: :\F.GRO!cS 

W l l J-:RE TO SNOW :\'OW ACC!.! MATED 

SHADOWS SHOW t'P SllARPER, 

TilE 0:\E CO!\: 1:\' THE '>I E'l'ER 

KEEPS THE CAS 0 :-- WIIILE TH J·: TV 

FAlLS TO GET PEARL BAILEY. 

SINCE rr
'
s SJ\0\VINC 0:\' THE TV 

THIS LAST QUARTER OF CE'\TEN/\JAL 

!CO-YEARS L\·I A N C J PATI0:-1 

_\11-:CIIA:\'ICS NI-:ED REPAIRIJ\G 

FOR :-\IAGARA FALLS IS FROZEN 

AS IS CUST0"1 BELOW ZI·:RO. 

11.1A\IA
'
s FRUITCAK�: SEt\'! FROJ.I GEORGIA 

CRUJ.IBl.!-:S AS IT
'
S '\IBBLED 

TO A DISC BY D I J\All 

II\ THE RU"'I THAT WAFTS \·IARACAS 

FRO!\! A>IOT!IER D!STA;\T QUARTER 

TO THIS QUARTER OF T H E  NEGROES 

WilER!� THE SOl\C
'
S MAHALIA

'
S DAUGHTER 

Sn.P-FATHER!-:D BY BLll\D LE:-<10:\ 

TACIT 

J'raditional 
blues 
i11 gospel 
tempo 
a Ia Ray 
Charles 
/o fade 
out 



STEP-FATHERED RY 

BLI:\D LE\10:\. 

WilE:'\ 1\ l t\GARA FALLS IS FROZEN 
THERE'S A BAR WITH W I :\"DOWS FROS'I ED 
FR0\1 T i l E  COLD THAT MAKES '\IAG "'-R'\ 

GHOSTLY \10'\UME:\T OF WIN'n:R 
TO A BA:"D THAT ONCE PASSED 0\'ER 
WITH ,\ WO)I;JA:-. WITH TWO PISTOLS 
0:\1 A TRAI:-< '!'HAT LOST 1\0 PASSF:"JGERS 
OJ\ THE LI:"JE WTI0'\1,: ROUTE WAS FREL!lOJI;f 

THROUGH THE JU:"lCLE OF Wlll'n. DA:\"CER 
TO THE HAVES OF WHITE QUAKERS 
WHOSE HAY)..lO W  WA� A \1A:\GER MA'-GER 

WHERE THE C HR I ST Cllii.Il  0:\CF HAD LA!l\. 
SO TH E WIITTE:'>IF.SS Al\ll THE WATER 
MELT TO WATER 01\CE A(;AJN 
ASD THE ROAR OF NIAGARA 
DROW:"'S THE RUMBLE OF THAT TRAI:\1 
DISTANT ALJI.WST 1\0W AS D ISTA:-.-T 

AS FOHCOTTEN PAr:-.- ! :-<  THE QUARTER 
QUARTER 01' THE :"EGROES 
\VJTII A BAH WITH FROSTED WINDOWS 
:'>10 CO:\DtJCI'OR A:-lD :\0 TRAIN. 

BO'\GO-RONGO ! CONGO ! 

B U FFALO AND BOl\GO! 
:\"IAGARA OF THE 1:\IDIA'\S) 
1\ IACARA OF THE CONGO! 

BUFFt\LO TO IIARLE\1'S OVERl\IGHT: 
II\ TilE QUARTER OF THE NEGROES 
WHERE WHITE SHMlOWS !'ASS, 

slowly. 

T:\CIT 

Verse of 
"Battle 
llpnn 
of the /{epublic n 
through 
refrain 
repeated 
ever 
softer 
to 
fade 
out 
.�lowly 
here 
TACIT 

Drums 
up slrong 
{a< 
iuterlude 
and out. 

TACIT 



DARK !:iHAOOWS BECOME DARKER BY A SHADE 

SUCKED I I\  BY FAT jUKEBOXES 

WHI',RI•: 0!1\AH 'S SO:->GS ARE \lADE 

FROM SLABS OF SILVER SHADOWS. 

AS t:ACII QUARTER CLI:->KS 

!'>HO A MILLI0:-.1 POOLS OF QllARTb:RS 

TO BE CARTED OI'F BY BRINK'
S, 

THE SHADF.!:i OF !)H\AI! 's S!:-lGING 

).·1AKF. A Sl'A"<GI.E OUT OF QUARTF.RS RINCJI\C 

TO KEEP FAR-OFF CANARIES 

!'\ S I L\'t.R CAGES S!�C!f\.G. 

"!"FLL 11E, PRVI"'" r P.-\PA, 

\\'11�"1 'IL\IE IS IT '>W\1"? 
PRE"/TY PAPA, PRE ITY PAPA, 

\\'HAT '/"1.\fE IS II ,\'OW? 

DO,'•(T CARE WI/AT 'Wv/E IT /5-
GQ,\;,'\A LOVE YOU ANY/lOW 

WHILE 1\IAGARA FALLS I S  FROZEN. 

SA'\:TA CLAI!S, FORGIVE ME, 

BUT BABIES BORI\ I N  SHADOWS 

I I\  THE SHADOW OF THE W E LFARE 

IF BOR� PRECI-lATURE 

RR!l\C WFI FARE CHECKS 11.!\JCH SOOJ\ER 

YET l\0 PRESE�T DOW!\ THE C H L\1:"EY. 

1 '\  TH I': SIL,DOW OF THE WELFARE 

CIIOCOLAl F BABIES BORN 1:\ SHADOWS 

ARE TR!B,\1. '\OW :\0 1.0:\GER 

SA\'['; 1:-o: ME�lORIES OF GA:\CRENOUS IC!KG 

01\ A T\\'1•:'\'rY-STORY !IOUS!:\C PROJECT 

THI': C I IOCOLATt, GAT\CR�;:-.;O�)S IC ING OF 

49' 

"Hesitation 
Blues" 
softly 
asking 
over 
and 
over 
its old 
question, 
"Tell 
m< 
how 
long?" 
until 
mu.�!C 
DIES. 

TACIT 



JUST WAIT. 
TRIBAL NOW �0 LONGER PAPA �lA:vlA 
I N  RELATIOI'i TO THE CHILD, 
ONCE YOUR BROTHER'S KEE!'i;R 
:-.JOW :\OT EV��:\ KEl·:!'F.R "10 YOUR CH!! .D­
SI IEI.Ttm�:D :-:OW �0 LONGER. 
BOR:'>< TO CROW UP W!I.D-
TR!BAI. :-:OW NO LONGER 01\t. FOR ALL 
A:\"D AU. FOR ONE NO 1.0:'\:CU: 
EXCEPT I N  MEMORIES OF HATE 
U:\JBTLICA!. IN SULPHUROUS CHOCOLATE. 

GOT TO WAr! -
THIS Lt\ST QUARTER OF CENTF.:-.INIAL: 

GOT TO WAIT. 

I WA.'\;T TO GO '10 TilE SHOV.', MA\!A. 
NO SHOW FARE, BABY­

NOT THESE DAYS. 

0:'>< THE BIG SCREE� OF THE WELFARE C!IF.CK 
A LY:\"CHED TOMORROW SWAYS. 
\\'!Til ALL DELIBERATE SPU.D A 
I.Y'\:CHED TOMORROW SWAYS. 

LIVING 20 YEARS 1:-.: 10 

BETTER HURRY. BE'!TF.R HURRY 
BEFORI-. THE PRESENT BECO�lES WHEN 

A'-D YOU.RE )0 
WHEI'< YOU'RE 40 
40 WHEN YOU'RE 30 
30 WHE:-.1 YOU'RE 20 
20 WHE:-.: YOU'RE 10 

49' 

Dnuns 
alone 
softly 
merging 
into 
th' 
ever­
questioning 
"He�itation 
Blues" 
beginning 
slowly 
but 
gradually 
buildmg to 
up-tempo 
as the 
metronome 
of 
fate 
begins 
to 
tick 
faster 
and 
faster 

as the 
lllUS/C 



IN THE QUARTER (H THE -..: EGIW!cS 

WH!<:RE THE P!(:\DUI.U\1 IS SWI:\Gil\C 

TO THE SHADOW OF THE BLUES, 
EVE'I WHEl\ YOU'RE WJ'I'II:\C 
THERE'S "0 WAY '\OTTO LOSE. 

WHERE THE SHADOWS :\lERGE WITH SHADOWS 
THF. DOOR :\lARKED I.ADIFS OP!·:-..:s INWARD 
A-..:D CA:'\: KMlCK THE HADES 
OHT OF 01\E IN F.XIT 
I F  PL'Sl!ED BY HURRIED E:\TRA:\CF.. 
1!\ THE SHADOW OF THF. QUARTER 
WHERE THE PEOPLI:: i\1. ! .  -\RE DARKER 
;">;OBODY l\EED A MARKER. 
AMEN JS NOT A:"' ENDING 

BUT JUST A PU:\'CTUA'IIO'I. 
WHITE FOLKS' RECESSION 
IS COLORED FOLKS' DFPRFSSJON. 

THEY ASKED C;JE R!(;IJT AT CHRISTMAS, 
WOULD ! \1ARRY POCAHO.'\TAS? 
:\IEA'IWHI/.F DJ"lAH EATI-..:G CH!CKE-..: 

'lEVER C;I!SSED A RITE 
WHJ·:N THE MA:" SHOT AT THE W()C;!AN 
AND BY C;JISTAKE SHOT OUT THE LIGHT. 

493 

dies 

T,\CIT 

Rim shot. 
Dixieland 
up-tempo 
for full chorus 
to endi11g. 



B L U E S  I N  S T E R E O  

494 



YOUR !';liMBER'S C0!\111\G OUT! 
BOUQUETS I ' L L  SE!\D YOU 
A:"'D DREAMS I'I.I. SEKD YOU 
A:"'D HORSES SHOD WITH GOLD 
ON WHICH TO RIDE !F :>WTORCARS 
WOULD BE TOO TAM E ­
TR!Uli·!PHAL El\TRY SEND YOU­
SHOUTS FROM THK EARTH ITSF.LF 
BARE FFn· TO BEAT THE GREAT DRU�lBEAT 
OF GLORY TO YOUR NAME A:<iD MIXE 
ONE AND THE SAME: 
YOU BAREFOOT, TOO, 
IN T!!E QUARTER OF THE :"'ECROES 
WHERE .l.:\ A"<CIE'lT RIVF.R FLOWS 
PAST Hl'TS THAT HOUSE A MILLIO:\ BLACKS 
A"<D THE WHITE GOD 1'-J·:v�:R GOES 
FOR THE :-.100� WOULD WHITE HIS WHITE:-.:ESS 
BEYO:"'D ITS li!ASK OF Wll!TE!\ESS 

TACIT 



AND THE '>!GilT �IlCHT B E  ASTO'JlS!!J-:D 

AND SO LOSE ITS REPOSE. 

! :<; A TOW'4 1\:Aii'IED AFTER STANLEY 

'JIGHT EACH NIGHT COt.1ES NIGH'! LY 
AND THE MUSIC OF OLD \HJSIC'S 
BORROWED FOR THE HOR�S 

THAT DON
,
'! KNOW HOW TO PLAY 

0':'-1 LPs Tll l\T WO�IW.R 
HOW THEY EVER COT THAT WAY. 

WI/AT TIME IS IT, .\!/�o\1.\? 
WHAT T/,\lE IS 1"1" NO\\"' 

,\HKFS �'0 DIFI'ERE.\'CE TO .\1 £ ­
BUT 1 '.\! ASKI"\G ,0,:\'Yl/011'. 

WHAT TL\IE IS IT, ;\-lAMA? 
WI/:\.T TIME ,\."OW' 

DOW:-1 THE LONG HARD ROW THAT I BF.EO\ HOEING 

I THOUGHT I H�:ARD THE HORN OF Pl.E:\TY BLOW!'lC. 

BUT I COT TO GET A NEW ANTE">">A, !.ORD-

!1-fY TV KEEPS 0:-1 S:"OWIT\C 

African 
drum­
beats 
over 
blues 
that 
gradually 
mount 
m 
intensity 
to 
end 
"' 
climax. 
TACIT 



H O R N  O F  P L E N T Y  

497 



S!:-;GERS 
S!�GFRS LIKE 0-
SJNGERS LIKE ODETTA-AND THAT STATUE 
01\ BEDL<lE'S ISLAND \lA:--!AGED BY SOL HU ROK 
DA:-.:CERS BOJA:-:CLES LATE LA\!El\'1 EO $ $ $ $ 
KATHERINE OU:\I!A\1 AL A:\D LEO!\ $ $ 5 S $ 
ARTHUR CAR\1EN ALVI :--1 :O,lARY $ $ $ $ $ 5 S $ 
JAZZERS DUKE AND DIZZY ERIC DOLPHY $ $ $ 
\1li.F.S AN D  ELLA Al\D :0,1!SS :-<1:-.:A $ $ $ $ 5 $ $ 
STRAY!IORN HIS BACKSTAGE WITH I.UT!IER $ $ 
DO YOU READ MUSIC? AND LOlJIS SAY!?'>;G S $ 
NOT FNOIJCJ/ 1 0  H1!RT _\H PL.·IYLW; $ $ 5 $ $ 
GOSPEL SINGERS W!IO PA;\T TO PACK $ $ $ $ 
GOLDE!\ CROSSES TO A CADJI.I.AC $ $ $ $ $ 5 
BOKDS AJ\D STILL A�D \1ARG.-\RET STILL $ $ 
GLOBAL'! ROTTERS BASEBALL BATTERS $ $ $ 
JACKIE WILLIE CA!I-l !'ANELLA 5 S S $ $ $ $ $  $ 
FOOTBALL !'LAYERS LEATHER PUl\CilERS $ $ $ 
Ul\FORCOTTE:--1 JOES .0,:-;D SUGAR RAYS 5 S S $ 

TACIT 



WHO BRF,\K .'<\V,\Y 1 IKE CO\fETS $ S $ S $ $ 
l,.R0\1 LESSER STARS I:\ ORB II '  $ 5 $ $ S $ $ 
TO "0Vli OUT TO ST AL"" S S S $ $ \ \ $ 
WHERE 1 11F  CR,\SS IS GREE:-IFR S $ $ $ $ S $ 
SCHOOLS ARE BETTER FOR THEIR CHILDREN $ 
A:>:D OTHER KIDS ].ESS MEA>lER THAN C '/; C C 

1:-1 THE QUARJ'ER OI' THI·: l\EGROFS ll (! ¢ <,!; (! 
WHl.:RE WII\TFR's :-IA\IE IS llAWKI:\S C C ¢ e 
A�D :\IAGARA FALLS IS FROZE:\ '/; ll il \! C il ll 
IF SHOW FARE'S \10RE TH,\:-1 3012 ¢ e C C <,!; '/; C 

l MOVED OUT TO LONG !SLAI\0 
EVEN FARTHER THAN S'I. ALllA:\S 
(WHICH LATELY IS STO:-IF NOWHERE) 
I \10\'ED OUT EVE!\ FARTHER FURTHER FARTHER 
ON Til l<. SOUl\"D W.A..Y OF!' THE TUR:"'PIKF-
A:\ll I\J THE Ol\I.Y COLORED. 

COT THERE! YES, I \lADE IT! 
1\AME 11\" THE I'A!' I':RS EVI:RY DAY! 
I,.A\lOUS-THE HARD WAY-
FROM 1\0BODY Al\"ll :-!OTHI:\G TO WHERE 1 A\1 
THEY K:-JOW \IE, TOO, DOW:-ITOW:-.:, 
ALL ACROSS THE COU:\TRY, EUROPE 
ME WHO USED TO BE NOBODY, 
NOT!ll:-!G BUT Al\OTHER SHADO\V 
1:-1 THE QUARTER 01' 'I HE :\"EGROFS, 
!':OW A :-IA\JFI JI.IY "JA;o.!E-A :\AJI.IE! 

Yr.'! THFY ASKED !>H: OUT ON ;o.!Y l'A'l'IO 
WHERE DID I Gt·:r JI.IY \10:\1-:Y� 

499 

"Hesitation 
Blues" 8 hars. 
TACIT 



I SAID, FRO'I,J YOUR \lAMA� 

THEY WO:>:DERHl WAS I SEI\SJ'l'IVE 

A:'-D l!AD A CHIP o;.; \·lY SIIOlli.DER? 

DID I K'\OW CllARLIE Mli\C;us? 

A:-lD WHY DID RICHARD WRICHT 

LIVE\ ALL THAT WHILE 1:-l 1',\RIS 

INSTEAD OF COMING HO�JE TO DEC EYI' DIE 
I N  HARLEM O R  THE SOU'! H SJDF OF CliiCACO 

OR THE \V0),1H OF MISSISSIPPI ' 

A'\D 0'\E SIIOUI.ll L0\'1·: 0'\�;'s COll"JTRY 

FOR 0:->E 'S COlJl\TRY IS YOllR MA\J-\_ 

Ll\'1'\G 1:\ ST Al.BAi\S 

SHADO\\' OJ-' TH I•: :\EGROJ·:S 

WESTPORT A:\D l\l·:W CA:\AA:-1 

ll\ TliE SHADOW OF '!'!IE ;-.n:GROES­

HIGHLY l:\'TH;RATED 

\·lEA:\S TOO MA:\Y :--.: J.:C_: ROES 
EVE:\ FOR THE :\EGROJ·:S­

ESPECIALLY FOR THE FIRST 0:\'t:S 

WHO :'!.lOVE 1:\' UNOBTRUSIVE 

BOOK-OF-THE- MOI"TH 1:\ CASES 

SEEKJt-;C SUBURB WITH NO JUKEBOX 

POOL HALL OR BAR O'l COR:\'ER 

SEEKIJ\G !.AWNS A:\D SHAll!·: TREES 

SEEKING PEACE A:\D QUIET 

AUT\J:'I.1N LEAVES I N  AlJTU:'I.l"J 

HOLI.Ai'-<D BULBS 1 :--.1 SPRll\C 

DECEl\T GARBAGE SERVICE 

HIRDS THAT REt\Ll.Y Sll\G 

S-to,ooo HOLSES-

Figurine. 

Gently 
yeaming 
lieder 
"" 
piano 
delicately 
sedate, 
quietly 
fading 
on the 
word 



PAYMEJ\TS '\OT R E LATED� 

THE ONLY :"JEGROES I:" THE BLOCK 

l"TEGRATED. 

HOR:-< Ol' l'I.E"-TY 

11\ ESCROW TO JOE GLASSER. 

THE SERMON OJ\ THF. r>IOU:"/T 

IN B I I.LINGTON
'
S C H U R C H  OF R U B B E R .  

l.OVF. THY Kf.{GHRQR ;\S TH\'SF.!X 
1:"-1 GEORGE SOKOI.SKl"

'
S COI.UM!\. 

BIRDS THAT REALLY SING. 

EVERY DAY
'

s TOMORROW 

t\1\D F.l.ECTlO:" TIM F. 
IS ALWAYS FOUR YEARS 

FROM THE OTHER 

A:"-10 :\IY LAW:"! .\lOWER 

NEW AND S H I !'i Y  

VRO:\l THE B I G  GLASS SIJOJ'l'It\"G CENTER 

CUTS MY HAIR ON CRFDIT. 

T\H:Y RUJ\G YIY BFI.L TO ASK :\IE 

COULD I RECOM�END A MAIO. 

I SAID, n.s, YOUR MA.\IA. 

belated. 
TACIT 

Again 
the old 
"Hesitation 
Blues·· 
agai.mt the 
tnlls 
of birds, 
but the 
melody 
ends in 
a thin 
hlf:!,h 
flute cCJll. 

Figurine. 



G O S P E L  C H A - C H A  

)02 



IN THF QUARTER OF THE 1\EGROES 

WHERE HIE PAI.\lS AND COCO:\UTS 

CHA-CHA LIKE CASTANETS 

IN THE WIND
'
S FRF.i':ETIC I'ISTS 

WHERE TilE SAND SEEDS AND THE 

SEA GOURDS 1\·IAKE !\·lARACAS OUT OF ME, 

ERZULIE PLAYS A TlJ:-<E 

01\ TilE BO:-!GO O F  THE MOO:-!. 

THE PAPA DRUI\1 OF SU'< 

AND THE \·!OTHER DRUM OF EARTH 

K:-IOW TOVRISTS OC><LY FOR 

TilE \lONJ·:Y THA'I THEY
'
RE WORTH 

IN THE QUARTER OF TilE NEGROES 

MAMA �lAil.lACITA 1'·\PA PAP!AM EI'\TO 

DM'>IBALLA WEDO OGOU:>; AND THE HORSE 

THAT LUGGED '! H E  FIRST WHITE 

FIRST WHITE TOURIST U P  THE MOVNTA!N 

TO THE C!TADELLF OF SHADOWS SH,\00\VS 

,\Jaracas . 
m 
cha-cha 
tempo, 
then 
bongo drums 
1oined 
by 
the 
piano, 
guitar 
and 
claves, 
eene 
and 
.�lrange 



WHERE THE SHADOWS OF THE NEGROES 
ARE THE GHOSTS 01' FOR�lER GLORY 
TOUSSAI:'-<T WITH A THREAD 
THREAD STILL PULLS H IS 
PROW OF STONE STONE. 
I BOIL A FISH AND SALT IT 
(MW MY l'LANTAJJ\S) 
WITH H I S  GLORY. 

iAY, BAll! A! 
jAY, BAHJ,.\ 1  

SUJ\SETS STAlNF:D WITH BLOOD 
CLEAR GR�:E:-< CRYSTAL \VATER 
A"-D THE CRY THAT TURNED TO MUSIC 
WHERE TilE SEA SA'-;0 A:-ID THE SEA GOURDS 
MAKE CLAV!•:S OF t-.IY SORROWS 
1:-l THF Wll\I)'S FRENfo:T!C FISTS. 
MAMACITA! PAPA LEGBA! SHAJ\GO! 
BIWWARDI POCOMA:-IIA! WJ-:OO! OGOu:--..: 1 
THE BOAT BEYOND TilE FOKJALEZA 
TO THE VILLE OF NA'il!CO. 
A LONG WAY TO BAil lA� 
HOW I GOT THERF I 00!\'T K'-'OW 
WHAT'S H I S  r-.;AME, MY COUSIN, 
WHO SEDUC!-.0 MARIE I.AVEAU? 
DA\IBALLA WEOO! "!'!IE VIRG!:--- 1 BEDWAR01 
jOII� JASPER! JESUS1 DADDY GRACE! 

I TRIED 
LORD KKO\VS ! TRIED 
DA�!BALLA 
I PRAYIW 

like 
hones 
rattling 
m a  
sort 
of off-
heal mambo 
up strong 
hehreen verse 
then 
down 
under 
vmce 
to 
gradually 
die away 
in the 
londy 
swish-
swish of 
the 
maracas . 
TACIT 

Gospel 
musiC 
with a 
�-err 
heavy 



LORD Kl\0\VS 1 PR,\Yio:D 

DADDY 
I CLIMBED 
\TP Til AT STEEP HILL 
THE VIRGI:\ 
WITH A CROSS 
LORD KJ\0\VS I CLI\HlFD 
BU'I \VIIF:"l I COT 
JOII'I JASPER JESUS 
Wfn:"\ I GOT TO CALVARY 
t:P THERE 0:-1 'I HAT HILL 

ALREADY 'I'IH.IU. WAS TIIRFE 
A:'>ID 0:\E, n;s, 0:-JE 
WAS Bl.ACK AS ME. 

CHA-Cl!A 
CH1\. 

CHA-CHA 

beat 
as if 
marching 
(imvard 
against 
great 
odds, 
dimhing 
a 
high 
hill-
to again 
fade into 
the dry 
swish of 
maracas 
in cha-cha 
lime. 



I S  I T  T R U E ?  



FRO:'-! THE SHt\DOWS OF THE QUARTER 
SHOUTS ARE WHISPERS CARRYI:\G 
TO Til !·: FARTH�.R�S!' COR�ERS SO:'-IETIMES 

OF TH!·: �0\\' K�OW"- WORLD 

Ul\DEC!PH ERt.D AND l}NLETTF.RFD 

UNCOD!FI I•:D UJ\PARSED 
IN TOJ\GI:ES UJ\A�ALYZED L"-ECllOED 
U:-;TAKEJ\ DOW)! 0:\ TAPE-
"-OT EVE� FOLKWAYS CAI''I URED 

HY \!OE ASCH OR ALAI\ LO\!AX 

NOT YET():"-; SAFARI 

WHER�: GAME TO BAG'S ILLUSIVE 
AS A SILVER UJ\!COR)! 
AND T!!E GUJ\ TO DO TH�. K! LL!:"-;G 'S 
STfLL TO BE 11\VEJ\TED, 

TO � ERTIL!ZE THE DESERT 

TilE FRE:"><CH \lAY HAVE THE SECRET. 
TUR'\, OH, TUR:--1, DARK LOVERS 
()j\ YOCR BED OF W!-l!SPERED ECHO!·:S: 

TACIT 

Deep 
drum 
vibrato 



jAY OIOS! 

i,\Y DJOS! 
(\Y DJOS! 

"I Wt.:'\"J"Y HOURS 
FOR TilE !\·I ILL \VHFF.L TO HF \!ILL WHEEL 
\V.AI'ri::D TWI·.�"fY DAYS 
FOR THE BISQUIT TO B E  BREAD 
WAITED TWEC\TY YEARS 
FOR THE SADNESS TO HE SORROW. 
WAITED TWENTY \lORE 
TO CATCH UP WITH TO:>IORROW 
A:-.ID I CA:\');OT WRITE CO:>IMERCIALS­
TO \-JY CJIAGRIN- :"\0"]" EVE!\" S!NCING­
A:"\D THt: WIIISPERS ARt. U;o.;EC!IOED 
ON THE TAPES-NOT EVEN FOLKWAYS. 

YES, SL'HLRiliA 
WILL EVEI\'TIJALLY BE 
0:-ILY I I\"  TilE SEA. 
\1EAJ\"WHJJ.E 
OF COURSE 
OF COURSE 
OF COURSE 
0:"\ A MUDDY TRACK 

I'< TJIE QUARTER OF TilE NI:.GROI·:S 
:"\EGROES 
>JEGROES 
S0.\1E liORSE !\-IIGH"I' 
SLIP AND llREAK 
ITS !lACK: 

;o8 

into a 
single high 
flute 
note. 

" 1 :\C!T 



BUT SCRIPT-WRITERS WHO K:"OW BETTER 

WOULD HARDLY WR]']'J::: IT I:" THE SCRIPT­

OR Sl'ORTS-WRITI·:RS IT\ TIIF.IR STORY. 

YET rHE HORSE WIIOSI·: RACK IS IJROKEN 

GETS SHOT RIGHT IYrO GLORY. 

THEY ASKED \IE AT nn. l'TA 

I S  IT TRUE Til AT :'-<F.CROES -- ' 

I SAID, ASK \'OUR \IAI\·/A.  [ ligh 
flute 
call. 



A S K  Y O U R  M A M A  



fRO\! TilE SHADOWS OF Till::: QUARTER 
SHOUTS A.RE WHISPERS CARRY!l"G 
TO TilE FARTIIERFST CORNERS 
OF TilE :-lOW K:-;0\Vi\ WORLD: 
5TH A:\D �IOU:\D !!" C!'lC!, 63RD I 'l  CHI, 
23RD A:\D CENTRAL, 18TH STREET Al\D VINE· 
t'n: WRITTE:-.i, CALLED REPEATEDLY, 
1\VE�' RUNG THIS BEJ,L ON SUNDAY, YET 
YOUR THIRD- fLOOR TEI"ANT'S NEVER HOME· 
DID YOU TELL llER THAT OUR CREDIT OFI'IC/E 

liAS NO RECOURSF. NOW BUT TO THF. LAW? 
YES, SIR, I TOLD HER. 
WHAT !)JD SHF SAY? 
SAID, TFI.L YOl'R MA. 

17 SORROWS 
A:\D THF NUMBER 
6-o-2. 

5" 

Figurine. 



HI Gil BALLS, LOW BALLS: 

THI:: 8-BALL 

IS YOU 

7�lll 
COME 7 
PORGY A:-.'1) /JESS 
"'T THE PICTURE SHOW. 

I :-lEVER SEEN IT. 

BUT l Wll.L 

YOU K:\OW. 

IF I !lAVE 

TilE \JO:-!EY 

TO GO. 

FILLMORE Oli'J' IN FRISCO, jTI! ACROSS 'I HE BAY. 

J8TJI AI\D VlNE I'< K.C.,  63RD IN CHI, 

O:X THE COR:\FR PICKI:-IG SPLI:-;'J'ERS 

OUT OF THJ•: '1.-IIDNJGIIT SKY 

l:\ THE QUARTER OF TIIF. :\ECROES 

AS LEOLA PASSES BY 

TilE !1.11-::X CA'\ ONLY .\J URI\IUR 

. MY! .\n1 

Lt!�1U.\lHA LOUIS AR.\-IS'I RONG 

PATRICE A'-'D PATTI PAC !•: 

IIA\IBURCJ-:RS l'l:.PSI-COI.'\ 

Kl:-!C COLE J C' KJ-:IlOX PAYOLA 

IN THE QUARTER OF TilE :'><EGROES 

GOD WILLI:"!G DROP A SHILI.l:-IC 

FORT DE FRANCE, PLACE P I CALLE 

Delicate 
post"bop 
sugge�t� 
p!ea�ant 
evenings and 
flirtatious 
youth 
as it 
gradually 
weaves 
into its 
pattem 
a 
musical 
echo of 
Paris 
which 
contmues 



VI:\CT FRA:\CS :\ICKEL DI\1E 
BAHIA LAGOS DAKAR LENOX 
KINGSTO'< TOO GOD WII.LING 

A QUARTER OR A SIIILLING. PARIS­

AT THE DO.ME VJ:'-:GT FRA:--ICS WJJ.l. DO 
ROTO:--IDE SELECT DUPO!\T FLORI<: 

TALL BLACK STUDENT 
li'\ HORN-RIM GLASSF.S, 
W\'10 1\l' 'H\£ SOR'i\O'S'SI'. \'11\S S�X CLI\SSI'.S, 

I :-< THE SHADOW 01' THE CLUNY 

COi'\jURES U:'--/ICORN, 

SPEAKS E:-<GL!Sll FRENCH SWAHILI 
!lAS AJ .. \-!OS"I' JCORGOTTE:--.1 ML\LIE. 
IHTT WHY Rl l)\·: O'S MULE OR DONKEY 

\VHF!\ THE Rt:
'
s A ll:--.IJCOR:\" 

\;IGH I !� A S(KO!) TOURE CAP 

DR!·:SSED J.JKE ,\ TEDDY ROY 

BLOTS COLORS OFF THE \lAP. 
l'r:R!IAPS IF IT B�. Coo's WILL 
AZIKIW�:'s SO�, AMEKA, 

SHAKES llA:\DS WITH EM:>.IETT TILL, 

BRICKBATS BURST I.IKE BUBBLES 

ST0:\1-:S BURST LIKE BALLOONS 

BUT HEARTS KE�.l' DOCGU) BL\TI:\G 
SELD0�1 BURSTIC'IG 

U'ii.IKE RUBBLES 

U�I. IKE BRICKB.'\TS 

fAR FR0\·1 STO'l�: 
I'< THE QUARTCR 01' THE t\EGROES 

1mtil 

"'Y 
softlr 
th, 
silver 
call 
of a 
hunting 
hmn 
" 
heard 
far away. 
Afncan 
drums 
begin 
a soft!}' 
mm111ting 
nanhle 
won 
to fade 
into a 
stead) 
beat 
like 
th< 
heart 

T\CIT 



WHERE :-.:0 SHADOW WALKS ALOI\E 

LITTLE \H'!.ES A:\0 00:\KEYS SHARE 

Tf!I·:IR GRASS W!TII ll:-JICOR:-JS. Repeat high 
flute call 
to segue into 
up-tempo blues 
that continue 
behind the 
next sequence. 



B I R D  I N  O R B I T  

)1 5 



D E ­

!H,LIGHT-

DELIGHTED! J:\"1 RODUCE .\H. TO 1-:AJ<TIJA 

JOCKO HODDJDLY L J L  CRLE:\WOOD 

BELAI'ONTE FRISCO )OSFPH !Nf. 

BRICKTOP l:-IEZ �lABEL �lERCER 

AJ\0 r'o LIKE TO M�;ET T H E  

01\E-TJME SIX-YEAR-OLDS 

FIRST G RADE I'\ NEW ORLF.-\1\S 

II\ THE QUARTER OF Til E '\EGROf·:S 

WHERE SIT-INS ARE CONDUCH:D 

BY THOSE YET UNI�DUCTED 

A'\D BALLOTS DROP 1 :"1  HOXES 

WHERE BULI.!O:TS ARF. THE TELLERS. 

T!H:Y ASKHl :OlE AT TllA:"KSGI\'1:'-IG 

011) I VOTE FOR "<IXO'\? 

I SA ID , VOTED FOR YOUR MA.\1A 

�1ETH\JSELAH SJG:\S PAPI·:RS W. 1•:. B .  

ORJGI'\AL '\!AGAR,\ N A.A.C.P.  

Happy 
blues 
"' 
up-beat 
tempo 
trip 
merrily 
along 
until 
the IJIUS/C 
suddenly 
stops in 
a loud 
nm shot. 

TACIT 

Figurine. 

Cool 
bop 



ADELE RA:0.10:'\'A \1JCHAEL SJ.:RVE BAKOKO TEA 
IRE�E AND HELEN AR�: 1\S THEY l:SED TO HE 
A"lD Sl\l!T'l'Y l i A S  ... OT C!IA�(�Hl AT ALL. 
,!,l.IQU"'E AD.lfi: SEDAR SIPS HIS  �EGRITUDE, 
THE REVEREI\D MARTIN J.llTHER 
KING :0.101.!1\TS HIS  ll:\ICOR.._ 
OBLIVIOUS '10 Bi.OOD 
A�D MOONLIGH'J' ON ITS HORI\ 
WHILE MOLLH: MOON STREWS SEiJUI"'S 
AS LEDA STREW JIER CORl\ 
A:-JD CI-IARUE YARDBIRD PARKER 
IS  IN 01\BIT. 

1,-n, \1! ,\'EGRA I 
jft.Y, MORDiA! 

GRA:-:DPA, W HERI·: DID YOU :>.1EET :v!Y GRAl\D:-,lA? 
AT \lOTHER BU'JlEt,'s !:'> TI-ll. MORNING? 
I 'M ASKI!'iG, GRA'-:DPA, ASKIN(;, 

WERE YOU MARRIED BY )011;-.1 JASPFR 
OF THE D0-.\10\'J.: COS:>.IIC CO:"lSCIENCE? 
GRA;-./Dl'A, Dill YOU HK'>R TilE 
HEAR THE OLD FOLKS SAY HOW 
110\V TALL HOW TALL THE CANt: GIU:W 
SAY HOW WHIT!'� THE COTTON COTTO� 
SPEAK OF RICE DOWN II" THE MARS!ILAl\D 
SPEAK OF l'REDERJCK DOUGLASS'S BEARD 
AND JOH� BROWJ\'S WH ITE A:-:D LO:\CER 
LINCOLC>I'S LIK.Io: A CLOTHl\SBRUSH 
A!"D OF HOW SOJOURNER HOW SOJOURl\ER 
TO PROVE SHE WAS A WO\IAI\ WO\JAN 
BARED HER IJOSO:'\JS, llARED IN l'UBLlC 
TO l'ROVI·: SHE WAS A WO:>.IAN? 

5' 7 

wry 
light 
aod 
delicate 
mmg 
to an 
ethereal 
climax 
completeZv 
fa, 
out. 

TACIT 

"The 
Battle 
Hymn 
of 
th' 
Republic" 



WHAT SHE SAID ABOUT HER CHI !  DRE"J 

ALL SOLD DOW� T!IF RIVER. 

! LOOK AT THt: ST:\HS, 

Ai\'0 THEY LOOK AT Tf/E S'fARS, 

AND THEY WQ,,'DER \\'1:/ERF I BE 

AND f WO\'DER WHERE TilEY BE. 

STARS AT STARS STARS. 

TOURf DOWN 1:-; CUI I\EA 

l.U:'-.1UMBA I:\ THE CONGO 

JOMO IN KENYATTA. . STARS 

GRAI':DPA, DID YOU FIND HER I� THE TV S II.I·:'\CE 

01' A \lii.LIO!"X \IARTIIA ROU'-:DTREES? 

J;>.; THE QUARTER OF THE ;-..lEG ROES 
DID YOt' EVER F'I:--:D HER? 

THAT Gt.YI"LENIAN IN EXl'Et\SIVF. SHOES 

\lADE FRO\! THE H IDES OF BLACKS 
WHO Til'S A\-10'--:G TilE SIIADOWS 

SOAKING UP THE .\1lJS!C 
ASKED ME RIGHT AT CHR!ST\-IAS 

DID 1 WA;o.;T TO EAT WITH WHITE FOLKS? 

THOSE SIT-IN KIDS, HE S;\ID, 
MUST BE RED! 

KE:-IYATTA RIW! CASTRO RED) 
:-:KRli\IAH Rl·:D! 

RALI'H BU:'\CHE INVl<SriCATED! 

�IARY \·1CLEOD B],;TlJUNE BARRED BY 

THE I.ECIO'> i<"R0\1 ENGLEWOOD 

'>EW JERSEY I I ICH SCHOOL! 

HOW ABOUT 1 !-IAT t-;,A.A.C.P. 
AND THE RADICALS IN  THAT 
THERE SOUTHER'> CO>IFEREt>;CE? 

as a 
flute 
solo 
soft 
and 
fa' 
away 
fading 
in the 
distance. 
T:\CJT 

Flute cry. 



A!:'I'T YOU GOT l'iO !NFORMAT!O:'I 
0"< DR. ROBERT WEAVER? 
l�Vf.STICATE THAT SANTA CLAUS 
WHOSE DOLLS ARE !KTERRACIAL! 
l�VF.STIGATE THE.\1 "'ECRAS WIIO 
BOUGHT A DORF.RMA"' Pl:\SCHl.:R. 

THAT CEJ\TLEMA"' IN EXPENSIVE SHOES 
li·1ADE FR0\1 THt: HIDES Of BLACKS 
TIPS A\-lO"'G " f i l E  SflADOWS 
SO,\KIKC UP THE �·lUS!C 
�IUS!C. 

Flute 
call 
into 
v.ry 
far-out 
boopish 
blues. 



.J A Z Z T E T  M U T E D  



I"i THE :\l·.GROES Of' THI·. QUARTER 

PRESSURE OF THE BLOOD IS SLIGH"ILY lllGJ-lLR 

!J\- TilE QUARTER OF THE \;J•:GROt:S 

WHERE BLACK SHADOWS ;..!OVF LIKL SHADOWS 

CUT FROM SHADOWS CUT FROM SHADE 

I� THE QUAR'J'lo.R OF THE NEGROES 

S\JDOE'<LY Ct\TCHJJ\G FIRE 

FRO\! THE WI'<G TIP OF '\ MATCII TIP 

0:-.< TilE BREATH OF OR:"/ET'rJo: COU:\olAl'<. 

l:'-J NEON TO�IBS THE \lUSJC 

FR0\.1 JUKEBOX JOIJ\TS IS LAID 

A"iD FREE-DELIVERY TV SETS 

0:-.' GRAVI':STO'<£ DATES ARJ•: PLAYED. 

EXTRA-LARGE THE KINGS AND QUEF:!\'S 
AT EITHER SIDE ARRAYED 

HAVE DOORS THAT OPE:-. OUTWARD 

TO THE QUARTER OF THE NEGROES 

Bop 
blues 
into 
wry 
modem 
JClZZ 
burning 
th' 
air 
eene 
like 
a neon 
swamp­
fi" 
cooled 
by 
dry 
ice 



WHERE TilE PRESSURE OF THE BLOOD 

I S  SL!GllTI.Y H ! G I ! F R -

U U E  '1'0 S:'II OLDER!:\G SHADOWS 

THAT SO\JET!\1ES TURN TO F I R ! ' .  

1/ELP AH·;, Y;\RD/l/RDI 

HELP ME! 

until 
suddenly 
there is 
a single 
ear­
piercing 
flute 
call. 



S H O W  F A R E ,  P L E A S E  



TF.LL :>·IE, :.VIAMA, CA'\ I GF.T :>.JY SHOW 

TELl. J\HC I'ARE FROM YOU ? 

OR DO YOU THI:\K THAT PAPA
'
s 

COT CHANCE 1'\' HIS LONG POCKET? 

IN THE QUARTER OF TilE NEGROES 

WHERE THE '\.o!ASK IS PLACED BY OTHERS 

IB\1 ELECTRIC BONGO DRU\1S ARE COSTLY. 

TF.LL ME, MAMA, TELL :>,.JE, 

STRIP TICKJ-:"l'S STILI. II.I.USJON"? 

COT TO ASK YOL' - GOT TO ASK! 

TEU. :>.!L, TELL "\lE, MA\IA, 

ALL THAT \IUSIC, ALL THAT DA:\Cll\"G 

CO:-ICEI"TRt\TED 'J"O THE ESSENCE 

OF THE SHADOW OF Tim DOLLAR 

P/11D AT THE BOX OFFICE 

WHERE THE L!Gl!TFR IS THE DARKLR 

IN THE Ql'ARTFR OF THE NEGROES 

A"'D Til l·. 'J"IOLL ME OF THE :>.1. ... !\IA 

IS TH!c A'\SWER TO TIIF CHILD.  

5'4 

TACIT 

Rhythmic 
bop, 
ever 
more 
trolllc, 
laughs 
itself 
softly 
i11to a 
lonely 
fiute 
call. 



DID YOU l·:VER SEE TEN :"'ECROES 
WEAV!I\G METAL FROM T\VO QUARTERS 
l:-JTO CLOTH Ot DOLLARS 
FOR A SUIT OF GOOD-TIME WI:ARI!\C? 
WL\\ l!\G OUT OF 1.0'\G-TICRM CREDIT 
ll"TFREST BEY0:\1) CARII\C? 

THF H EADS 0'\ THESE 'lWO QCARTERS 
ARE !l!!S OR THAT 
OR LESS OR MOST-
SI'\CE BU l J'\VO EXIST 
BEYO'\D THE HOLY GHOST. 

Ot' THFSF T H R E E .  

JS 0!\E 
ME? 

THE TV'S STILL '\;0'!' \VORKING 
SHOW FARE, MAI\IA. PLEASE. 
SHOW FARE , MAMA. 
SHOW l'ARF! "The I Iesitatiou 

Blues" very loud, 
lively aud 
rr111cously. Two 
big swinging 
choruses­
building full 
blast to a 
bursting climax. 



L I N E R  N O T E S  

For the Poetically Unhep 



C U L T U R A L  E X C H A N G E  

In Negro �cclions of the South where doors have no resistance to vwlcncc, danger 
always whispers harshly. Klansmen cavort, and havoc may come at an�· time. :-.legroes 
often live either by the river or the railroad, and for most there is not much chance 
of going an} where else. Yet always one of them has been <l\\'<lY and has come home. 
The door has opened to admit something strange and foreign, yet tied by destin;.- to a 
regional past nourished by a way of life in common-in this case collard greens. 

A State Department visitor from Africa comes, wishing to meet Negroes. l ie is 
bafAed b;.· the "two sides to e\·ery question" \\·a;.· of looking at things in the South. 
Although he finds th<Jt m the Amcncan soci<Jl supcrrmukct bhcb for �<Jlc range from 
intellectuals to entertainers, to the African all cellophane signs point to ideas of 
change-in an IB\1 land that pays more attention to \Ioscow than to Mississippi. 

What -wonders the African- is rcall!· happening in the shadow of \\·oriel C\"Cllts, 
past and present-and of world problems, old and new-to an America that seems 
to understand so little about its black citizens? b-en so little about itself. Even so 
little. 



R I D E  • R E D  • R I D E  

In the restless Caribbean there arc the same �had ow> as in Mississippi, where, accord­
ing to Time, Leontyne comes in the back door. Yet some persons in high places in 
\Vashington consider it snbvcrsi\·c for ordinar)' people to be concerned with problems 
such as b<Jck doors anywherc-cn·n wspccting those citizens of color 1\·ho lcgit i­
miltch me tln� ballot in the �orth to cled represcntnli\T.> tu fmnt door.'>. But in �pitc of 
all, so;11c 0lcgrocs occas10nally do manage-for a moment-to get a brief ride in some­
body's American chariot. 

S H A D E S  O F  P I G  M E A T 

Oppression b�· any other name is just ctboul the same, casb a long slmdow, adlls a dash 
of bittcrs to each song, makes of e�lmost every <lmwer a question, and of men of every 
race or religion qnestioners. 

O D E  T O  D I N A H  

Hard times endnre from slaven· to freedom-to Harlem where most of the money 
�pent goes dOII'Iltown. Only a little comes back in the form or relief chcch. which 
lea\'eS next to nothing for show fare for children who mmt live iu a hurry in order to 
li\'e at all. Yd m a milieu where so many nnto\\-,Hd things happen, one e:nmot afford 
to take to heart too detply the hazards. Remember Harriet Tubman? One of the run-



away slaves in her band \\ilS so frightened crm, sing from Buffalo into Canada that on 
the \ery last lap of hi\ joumey he hid under the scat of the train and refused to glance 
out the window. Harriet \md: '"You old fool ! Even on �our ,,.a� to freedom, you might 
at least look at 1\iagara Falls." 

B L U E S  I N  S T E R E O  

Sometimes ;;ou are lucky, or at least you can dream lucky-even if vou wake up cold 
in hand. But maybe with a new ;mkllllil you \nil get a clearer pictme. 

II O R N  O F  P L E N T Y  

Certainly there <1re some who make money-<111d others who folks thillk make money. 
It takes money to buy gas to commute to the suburbs and keep one's lawns sheared like 
one'> white neighbor'> who wonder hm\· 011 earth a :\'cf';ro got a lawn mower in the face 
of so many w<Jys of keeping him from getting a hnm. 

G O S P E L  C H A  C H A  

Those v • .-ho ha,·e no l<1wns to mow seck god� who come in varions spiritual ;md phvsic<Jl 
gmscs <md to whom one prays in various rhythms in various lands in various tongues. 



I S I T T R U E  't • 

It >ecnn ;JS if cvcrytlnng i> annotated one 1\<l\ or <Jnothcr, lmt the subtler nuances 
remain to be capture(\. Ho\IC\'er, the atom b01ub ma� >oh·c all tlm-�mcc it II'OUld 
end the end results oflo1-c's own annotation. \kamdnlc, although the gomg �� rough, 
triumph Ol'er difficnltic<; at lea.>! lmn�;s mhjcctivc glon·. En:rybudy thinks that Negroes 
have the mosl fun, but, of conrsc, secretly hope:, they do not -although curious to find 
out if they do. 

A S K  Y O U R M A M A  

In spite of a shortagc offnmb for the mm·ics and the frequent rude intmsmm of those 
concerned with hoarding hard metals, collcc\i1·c coins for music-making and grass for 
dreams to graze on still keep men, tnnlc,, donke}S, and black students alive. 

B I R D  I N  0 R B 1 T 

Those who contribute most to the jov of living and the ;!retching of the soct�d clastic 
are not stymied by foolish qncsbom, bllt keep right on Jramllg from the well oftht past 
buckets of water in which to catch stars. In their pockets arc layovers for meddlers­
although somewhere grandma lost her apron_ 



J A Z Z T E T  M U T E D  

Bec<�ll<;C grandma lo�l her apron with all the <ll!S\\cr::, m her pockd (pcrhap-> consumed 
by fire) ccrtam grand- ami great-grandsons plav mmic bmning like dr)' 1cc against the 
ear. Forcing cncs of succor from its 0\1 n unheard completion-not resoln:d by Char­
lie Parker-can \IT look to monk or .\1onk? Or let it rest 11i!h Eric Dolphy' 

S H O W  F A R E  , P L E A S E  

If the ans\\"crs 11 ere on tickeD in long �trips like those that come from :,lots msidc the 
cashier's booth at the movies, and if I haJ the nwncy for a ticket-like the man 11·ho 
owns all tickds, all booths, ;md all movies and who pays the ticket seller who in turn 
charges mc-1vould I, with answer in my hand, become one of the three-the man, 
the ticket seller, me? Show fare, mama, please. 





Lumumba's Grave 

If You Would 

Lmmunba was black 
And he didn't trust 
The whore� all powdered 
Vv'ith uranium dust. 

Lumumha was black 
And he didn't bdieve 
The lies thieves shook 
Through their "freedom" sieve. 

Lumumba was black. 
His blood was red­
And for being a man 
They bllcd him de<Jd. 

They buried Lumun1ba 
h1 :m unmarked grave. 
But he needs no marker­
For air is his grave. 

Sun is his grave, 
Moon is, stars are, 
Space is his grave. 

My heart's his grave, 
And it's markcJ there. 
Tomorrow will mark 
It everywhere. 

You could stop the factory whistles blO\\·ing, 
Stop the mine machines from going. 
Stop the atom bombs exploding, 
Stop the battleships from loading, 
Stop the merchant slups from sailing, 
Stop the jail house keys frow turning, 
Stop the twins from mnning, 
VVheels from rolling where they roll, 

.'vlouths from eating 
Heart� from beating-
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Encounter 

Starve and die to save vour soul­
If you would. 
You could 
If you 
Would. 

I met You on Your wa�; to death, 
'n10ugh quite 1)\' accident 
I chose the path I did, 
Not knowmg there You went. 

Wl1en I heard the hooting mob 
I started to turn back 
But. curious, I stood my ground 
Directly in its track 
And sickened suddenly 
At its sound, 
Yet did not 
Turn back. 

So loud the mob cried, 
Yet so weak, 
Like a sick and muffled sea. 
On Your head You had sharp thorns. 
You did not look at me-
But on Your back You carried 
My own Misery. 
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Slave 

Pair in One 

Good Bluffers 

To ride piggy-back 
to the market of death 
there to purchase a slave, 
a �lmT who died �-oung, 
having given up breath­
unwittingly, 
of course-
a slave who died young, 
perhaps from a fix 
with a mst\· needle 
infected, 
to purchase a slave 
to the market of death 
I ride protected. 

The strangeness 
And the stranger 
Walk ambiently 
Body-rounded: 

The life bell 
And the death knell 
Both at once 
Arc sounded. 

Pity all the frightened ones 
Who do not look afraid-
And so receive uo pity from 
The ones who make the grade. 
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Number 

The Dove 

Silent One 

Wl1en faith in black candles 
and in the nothing at all 
on docks runs out 
and the time that has gone 
and the time to come 
is done-
What is the number then 
that hasn't vet 
been won? 

" 

' 

. . .  and here i� 
old Picasso and the dove 
and dreams as fragile 
as pottery with dove 
in white on clay 
dark brown as 
earth is brown 
from onr old 
battle ground . 

This little silent one-
He's all the atoms from the sun 
And all the grass blades 
From the earth 
And all the songs 
The heart gives birth 
To when the throat 
Stops singing-
He's my son-
This little 
Silent 
One. 



doorknobs 

Go Slow 

The simple silly terror 
of a doorknob on a door 
that turns to let in life 
on ffi•o feet standing, 
walking, talking, 
wearing dress or trousers, 
maybe drunk or maybe sober, 
maybe smiling, laughing, happy, 
mpybc tangled in the terror 
of a yesterday past grandpa 
when the door from out there opened 
into here \vherc I, antenna, 
recipient of your coming, 
received the talking im<�gc 
of the simple silly terror 
of a door that opens 
at the turning of a knob 
to let in life 
walking, talking, standing 
wearing dress or trousers, 
drunk or maybe �ober, 
smiling, laughing, happy, 
or tangled Ill the terror 
of a yesterday past grandpa 
not of our own doing_ 

Co slow, they say­
While the bite 
Of the dog is fast. 
Go slow, I hear­
While they tell me 
You can't eat here! 
You can't live here! 
You cun't work here! 
Don't demonstrate! Wait!­
While they lock the gate. 
Am I supposed to be Cod, 
Or an angel with V.'ings 
And a halo on my bead 
While jobless I starve dead? 
Am I supposed to forgive 
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We, Too 

And meekly live 
Coing slow, slow, slow, 
Slow, slo��>', slow, 
Slow, slow, 
Slow, 
Slow, 
Slow? 
???? 
??? 
?? 
? 

Oh, Congo brother 
With your tribal marks, 
We, too, emerge 
From ageless darks. 
We, too, emit 
A frightening cry 
From body scarred, 
Soul that won't die. 
\Ve enc<:�madine the sky. 
Vie, who have no 
Tribal marks to bear, 
Bear in our souls 
The great welts there 
That years have cut 
Through skin and lashed 
Through bone 
In silent cry, 
In unheard rnoan­
\\'c, too, 
Congo brother, 
Rise with you. 



Junior Addict 

The little boy 
who sticks a needle in his arm 
and seeks an out in other worldly dreams, 
who seeks an out in eyes that droop 
and ears that close to l larlem screams, 
cannot know, of course, 
(and has no way to understand) 
a sunrist that he cannot see 
bcgmning in some other land-
but destined sme to flood-and soon­
the verv room in which he leaves 
his needle and his spoon, 
the very room in which todav the air 
is heavy with the drug 
of his despair. 

(Yet little can 
tomorrow's sunshine give 
to one who will not live.) 

Quick, sunrise, conic­
Before the mushroom bomb 
Pollutes his stinkmg air 
With better death 
Than is his living here, 
With viler drugs 
Than brmg today's release 
In poison from the fallout 
Of our peace. 

"It's easier to get dope 
than it is to get a job." 

Yes, easier to get dope 
than to get a job­
daytime or nighttime job, 
teen-age. pre-draft. 
pre-lifetime job. 

Quick, sunrise, come! 
Sunrise out of Africa, 
Quick, come! 
Sunrise, please come! 
Come! Corne! 
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For Russell and Rowena Jelliffe 

And so the seed 
Becomes a flower 
And in its hour 
Reproduces dreams 
And flowers. 

And so the root 
Become� a trunk 
And then a tree 
And seeds of trees 
And springtime sap 
And summer shade 
And autumn leaves 
And shape of poems 
And dreams-
And more than tree. 

And so it is 
\Vith those who make 
Of life a flol',..cr, 
A tree, a dream 
Reproducing (on into 
Its own and mine 
And your infinity) 
Its beautv and its life 
In you and me. 

And so it was 
And is with you: 
The seed, the flower, 
The root, the tree, 
The dream, the you. 

This poem I make 

(From poems you made) 

For you. 



Northern Liberal 

Slum Dreams 

And so 
we lick our chops at Birmingham 
and say, "See! 
Southern dogs h<1ve vindicated me­
l knew that this would come." 
But who are we to be 
�o proud that sa\·ages 
have proven a pomt 
taken late in time 
to show how liberal I am? 
Above the struggle 
I can quite afford to be: 
well-fed, degreed, 
not beat-elite, 
up North. 
I send checks, 
support your cause, 
and lick my chops 
<1! Jim Crow laws 
and Birmingham­
where you, 
not 1 
am. 

Little dreams 
Of springtime 
Bud in sunny air 
With no roots 
To nourish them, 
Since no stems 
Arc there­
Detached, 
Naive, 
So young, 
On air alone 
They're hung. 
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Dream of Freedom 

Small Memory 

There is a dream in the land 
With its back against the wall. 
By muddled names and str:mgc 
Sometimes the dream is called. 

There <HC those \\·ho claim 
This dream for them alone­
A sin for which we know 
They must atone. 

Unless shared in common 
Like sunlight and like air, 
The dream will die for lack 
Of substance an\'whcre. 

The dream knows no frontier or tongue, 
The dream no class or race. 
The dream cannot be kept secure 
In any one looked place. 

This dream t()(hy embattled, 
With its back against the wall­
To save the dream for one 
It must be sa\'ed for ALL­
Our dream of freedom! 

I have this 
Strange small memory 
Of dc<�th 
And seven trees 
And winds that have 
No ecstasies 
To search 
And find 
And search 
And find 
'I 'he search 
That is 
:--Jot mine. 



Ghosts of 1619 

Drums 

Chosts of all too solid flesh, 
Dark ghosts come back to haunt you now, 
These dark ghosts to taunt you-
Yet ghosts >O solid, ghosts so real 
They may not only haunt Y'OU-

But rape, rob, steal, 
Sit-in, stand-m, �t<Jll-in, \'Ole-in 
(Even vote for real in AI<� ham') 
And in voting not give a damn 
For the fact tlwt white was right 
Until last night 

Last night? 
VVhat happened then? 
Fbh-and-blood ghosts 
Became flesh-and-blood men? 
Got tired of a�king, When? 
Although minority, 
Suddenly became majority 
(Metaphysically speaking) 
In seeking authority7 

How can one man be ten? 
Or ten he a hundred ami ten? 
Or a thousand and ten? 
Or a million and ten 
Arc but a thomand and ten 
Or a hundred and ten 
Or ten-or one-
Or none-
Being ghosts 
Of then? 

I dream of the drums 
And remember 
Nights without stars in Africa. 

Remember, remember, remember! 

I dream of the drums 
And remember 
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Slave ships, billowing sails, 
The Western Ocean, 
And the landing at Jamestown. 

Remember, remember, remember' 

I dream of dmms 
And recall, like a picture, 
Congo Square m New Orleans­
Sunday-the slaves' one day of'"freedom"­
The juba-danee in Congo Square. 

I dream of the drums 
And hear again 
Jelly Roll's piano, 
Ruddy Bolden's trumpet, 
Kid Ory's trombone, 
St. Cyr's banjo, 
They join the drums . 
And I remember. 

Jazz! 

I dream of the drums 
And remember. 

Mrica! 
The ships! 
New shore 
And drums! 

Remember! 
I remember! 
Remember! 



Final Call 

SEI\"D FOR '! l iE PIED PIPER At\D LET HIM PIPE THE RATS AWAY. 
SEND FOR ROBIN HOOD TO CLI"iCII THE A:-.!Tl-POVERTY CA\1PAICN. 
SE\.ID FOR TH�� FAIRY QllFE\.1 \V!TH A WAVE OF THE \VA:-.10 
TO \-lAKE US ALL INTO I'Ril\CES AJ\D PRII\!CJ·:SSES. 
SEJ\D �·oR Kll\G ARTHUR TO BRI:-.IG THE HOLY CRAIL. 
SE;\D FOR OLD MA\.1 !v!OSES TO LAY DOW\./ THE LAW. 
SE\.ID FOR JESUS TO PREACH TilE SF:R:O..·l0\.1 ON THE MOU:\T. 
SE:-..·o FOR DREYFUS TO CRY, "(ACCUSt.'f" 
SEI\"D FOR DEAD BL!:-iD LE\10N TO SJ:-..:G Tf l!·: B FLAT BLUES. 
S E;..!D �-OR ROBESP!ERRE TO SCREA\·1, "<;_:A IR:\1 C:l !RAI C::A IRA!" 
SE;.JD (COD J·ORB!D-m:'S :-JOT DEAD LO:\C EI\OUGH!) 
FOR U}fl.·1l'MBA TO CRY, " FREEJJOf\.1 '\O W ! "  
SEND FOR LAFAYETTE A I\ D  TELL Hl\1, " ! !ELl'! HEJ.P M E ! "  
S E \! D  FOR DEI\I\'1ARK VESEY CRY!i\C, "FREE!" 
FOR Cl\lQUE SA.Y!"JG, "RU\.1 A \.lEW FLAC U P  THE :-..lAST " 
FOR OLD JOH:\ BROW'\ WHO KJ'\EW SLAVERY COULD'-i'T LAST. 
SE:\D FOR LEl\J�I (DON'T YOLJ D:\R £ 1 - I J E  CAI\ 'T COME H E R E ! )  
SEND FOR TROTSKY! (WlJ.H? DON'T CO�FUSE TilE I S S U E ,  PLEASE!) 
SE:-<D FOR U\lCLE T0\1 0"1 I l lS \11CHTY K'IEES. 
SEI\D FOR LI'ICOL"i, SEl\D FOR GRANT_ 
SEND FOR FREDERICK DOUGLASS, G:\RR!SO:\, BEECHER, LOWELL. 
SEND FOR HARRIET TUB\-lAN, OLD SOJOURNER TRUTH. 
SEND FOR MARCUS CARVEY (WHAT?) SUI'! (WHO?) FATHER DIVII\E (WHERE?) 
DUBOIS (WHl'�N?) MALCOLM ( O H ! )  SEND FOR STOKELY. (!'-10') THE:" 
SEND FOR ADAM POWELL 0:\ A :\ON-SUBPOE:\A DAY. 

SE:\D FOR THE PIED PIPER TO PIPE OUR RATS AWAY. 

(And if nobody comes, send for me.) 

Old Age 

Having knOI'>'ll robins on the window sill 
And loves over which to grieve, 
\Vhat can you dream of now 
In which you still believe? 

Having known snow in winter 
And the burst of blooms m �pring, 
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To You 

Not What Was 

What can you seek now 
To make \·om heart still sing7 

If there should be nothing new, 
Might not the self-same wonders do? 
And if there should be nothing old, 
Might not new wonders still unfold? 

Shonld nothing new or old appeal, 
Stdl friends will ask, 
"How do you feeJ?" 

To �it and dream, to sit and read, 
To sit and learn about the world 
Outside om world of here and now-

our problem world-
To dream of vast horizons of the soul 
Through dreams made whole, 
Unfettered free-help me! 
All yon who arc dreamers, too, 
Help  me make om world anew. 
I reach out my hands to you. 

By then the poetry is written 
and the wild rose of the world 
blooms to last so short a time 
before its petals fall. 
The air is music 
and its melody a spiral 
until it widens 
beyond the tip of time 
and so is lost 
to poetry and the rose-
belongs instead to vastness bevond form, 
to universe that nothing can contain, 
to unexplored space 



which sends no answers back 
to fill the vase unfilled 
or spread in lines 
upon another page-
that anyhow was never written 
because the thought could not escape 
the place in which it bloomed 
before the rose had gone. 

Long View: Negro 

Dinner Guest: Me 

Emancipation: 1865 
Sighted through the 
Telescope of dreams 
Looms larger, 
So much larger, 
So it seems, 
Than truth can be. 

But turn the telescope around, 
Look through the larger end­
And wonder why 
\Vhat was so large 
Becomes so small 
Again. 

I know l am 
The Negro Problem 
Being wined and dined, 
Answering the usual questions 
That come to white mind 
Which seeks dcmurelv 
To probe in polite way 
The whv and wherewithal 
Of dark�ess U.S.A.-
Wondering how things got this way 
In current democratic night, 
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Christmas Eve: 

Murmuring gently 
Over {raises du b01s, 
''I'm so ashamed of being white." 

The lobster is delicious, 
The wine divine, 
And center of attention 
At the damask table, mine. 
To be a Problem on 
Park Avenue at eight 
Is not so bad. 
Solutions to the Problem, 
Of course, wait. 

Nearing Midnight in New York 

The Christmas trees are almost all sold 
And the ones that are left go cheap. 
The children almost all over town 
Have almost gone to sleep. 

The skyscraper lights on Christmas E\"e 
Have almost a!l gone out. 
There's very little traffic, 
Almost no one about. 

Our town's almost as quiet 
As Bethlehem must h<1ve been 
Before a sudden angel chorus 
Sang PEACE ON EARTH! 
GOOD WILL TO MEN! 

Om old Statue of Liberty 
Looks down almost with a smile 
As the Island of Manhattan 
Awaits the morning of the Child. 



Frederick Douglass: 1817-1895 

Douglass was someone who, 
Had he walked with warv foot 
And frightened tread, 
From very indecision 
�light he dead, 
Might ha1·e lost his soul, 
But instead decided to be bold 
And capture every �trect 
On "''hich he �ct his feet, 
To route each path 
Toward freedom's goal, 
To make each highway 
Choose his compass' choice, 
To all the world cried, 
Hear my voice! . 
Oh, to he a beast, a bird, 
Anything but a slave! he said. 

Who would be free 
Themselves must strike 
The first blow, he said. 

Question and Answer 

He died in 1895. 
lle is not dead. 

Durban, Birmingham, 
Cape Town, Atlanta, 
Johannesburg, Watts, 
The earth around 
Struggling, fighting, 
Dying�for what? 

A world to gain. 

Cropmg, hoping, 
\Vaiting-for what? 

A world to gain. 

Dreams kicked asunder, 
Why not go under? 
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Frosting 

There's a world to gain. 

But suppose I don't want it, 
VVhy take it? 

To remake it. 

Freedom 
Is just frosting 
On somehodv else's 
Cake-
And �o mmt be 
Till we 
Learn how to 
Bake. 

Metropolitan Museum 

1 came l!l from the roar 
Of city streets 
To look upon a Grecian urn. 

I thought of Keats-
To mind came verses 
Filled with ]0\·crs' �weds. 

Out of ages past there fell 
Into my hands the petals 
Of an a�phodd. 
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Emperor Haile Selassie On L1bcration D;�y, \lay 5, 1966 

That he is human . .  and living . 
And of our time . 
f\..Iakes it seem a mnade 
All the more sublime 
'llwt he becomes a symbol 
Of our Negritnde, 
Our dignity . and food 
On which men 11·ho ;Jre neither 
Kings of Kings nor Lions of Judah 
Yet may feed their pride . 
And li\·e to hope for thai great day 
\\'hell all mankind is one 
And each is king in common 
Of a!! his eyes survey 
And each man shares 
The strength deri1•cd from head held high . 
And hold� his head, King of King� . . 
Our svmbol of <1 dream 
That 11·ill not die. 

Crowns and Garlands 

Make a garland of Leontynes and Lcnas 
And hang it about your neck 

Like a lei. 
l\Iake a crown of Samm� s, SidnC\'S, Harrys, 
Plus Cassim \loh<lmmcd Ah Clay. 
Put their !aurds on your brow 

Toda\·-
Then bef�rc vou can walk 
To the neighborhood corner, 
\Vakh them droop, wilt fade 

Away 
Though worn in glory on my head, 
They do not last a dav-

l'"<ot one-
1\or take the place of meat or bread 
Or rent that I must pay. 
Great names for crowns and garlands! 

Yeah! 
I love Ralph Bundle-
But I can't eat him for lunch. 

55' 



The Backlash Blues 

Mister Backlash, Mister Backlash, 

Jmt who do vou think I am? 
Tell me, ;\lister Backlaoh, 
Who do you think I am? 
You raise my taxes. freoc m;.· wages, 
Send my son to Vietnam. 

You gi1·c me second-class houses, 
Ci,-e me second-cbss �chools, 
Second-class houses 
And second-clas� schools. 
You must think us colored folks 
Are �ccoud-class fools. 

W11en 1 !r)' to fmd a job 
To earn a liHle cash, 
Try to find myself a job 
To earn a little cash, 
All you got to offer 
Is a white backlash. 

But the world is big, 
The II'Ofld is big and rouml, 

Great big \Vorld, Misl:er Backlash, 
Big and bright and round-
And it's full of folks like me who are 
Black, YcJ!o,,-, Beige, and Brown. 

Mister Backlash, Mister Backlash, 
\Vhat do �..-ou think I got to lose' 
Tell me, �'lister Backlash, 
What you think I got to lose? 
rm gonna leave yon, :-...lister Backlash, 

Singing your mean old backlash blues. 

You're the one, 
Yes, you're the one 
Will have the blues. 



Suburban Evening 

Demonstration 

A dog howled. 
Weird became the night. 
:\o good reason 
For my fright-
But reason often 
May play host 
To quiet 
Unreasonable 
Ghosts. 

Did you ever walk into a firehose 
\Vith the water turned up full blast? 
Did you ever walk toward police guns 
When each step might be your last? 
Did you ever stand up Ill the face of snarling dogs 
And not move as the dog� came? 
Did you ever feel the tear gas burn 
Ymu day, your night, yonr dawn? 

Your dawn 
When the water's a ram bow hue, 

Ym1r dawn 
'Nhen the guns are no longer aimed at you, 

Your dawn 
When the cops forget their jails, 

Your dawn 
When the police dogs wag thetr tails, 

Your dawn 
\Vhen the tear-gas canisters are dry, 

Your dawn 
When you own the star in the sky, 

Yo1tr dawn 
\Vhcn the atom bomb IS yours­

Your dawn 
When you have the keys to all doors­

Your dawn 
Will you ever forget your dawn? 
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Prime 

Uptown on I .cnox Avenue 
\Vhcre a nickel costs a dime, 
In these lush and thieving da}S 
'Nhcn million-dollar thieves 
Glori!\.· their million-dollar wavs 
In the

,
press and on the radio a�1d TV­

Bnt won't let me 
Skim even a dime-

1, black, come to my prime 
In the section of the niggers 
\Where a nickel costs a dime. 

Lenox Avenue Bar 

Death in Yorkville 
\)ames Powell, Summer, 1964) 

\Vcaving 
between assorted terrors 
is the Jew 
who owm the place­
one Jc\v. 
fifty Negroes: 
embroideries 
(hcJrlool!lcd 
from aucl(:nt evenings) 
tattered 
in thio neon 
place. 

HO\v many bnllcts doc� it take 
To kill a fifteen-year-old kid? 
How m:my bullets docs it take 
To kill me? 

How manv centunes docs it take 
To bind my mind-chain my feet­
Rope my neck-lynch me­
Unfree? 
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Black Panther 

From the slave chain to the lynch rope 
To the bullets of Yorkville, 
Jamestown, 1619 to 1963: 
Emancipation Centennial­
too years :\'OT free. 

Civil War Centennial: 1965. 
How many Centenmals does it take 
To kill me, 
Still alive? 

\Vhcn the long hot summers come 
Death ain't 
:\o ji\·e. 

Pushed into the corner 
Of the hobnailed boot, 
Pushed into the comer of the 
"!-don't-want-to-die'' cry, 
Pushed into the corner of 
"I don't want to study war no more," 
Changed into "Eye for eye," 
'I he Panther in his desperate boldness 
Wears no disguise, 
Motivated by the truest 
Of the oldest 
Lies. 

Office Building: Evening 

When the white folks get through, 
Here come you: 

Cot to clean awhile. 

When daytime folks 
Have made their dough, 

Away they go: 

555 



Special Bulletin 

You clean awhile. 

'Nhen white collars get done, 
You have your ''fun" 
Cleaning awhile. 

"But just wait, chile . 

Lower the flags 
For the dead become alive, 
Play hillbilly dirges 
That hoodeJ serpents may dance, 

Write obituancs 
For white-robed warriors 
Emerging to the fanfare 
Of death rattles. 
Muffled drums in Swancc Ri\·er tempo. 
Hand-high salutes- heil! 
Pre�cnt arms 
With ax handles 
Made in Atlanta, 

Sieg 
Heil! 

Oh, run, all \vho have not 
Changed yonr names. 
As for you others-
The skin on your black face, 
Peel off the skin, 

Peel peel 
Pcd off 
The skin. 



Birmingham Sunday (September 1 5 ,  1963) 

Four little girls 
Who went to Sunday School that day 
And never came back home at all 
But left instead 
Their blood upon the wall 
With �pattered flesh 
And bloodied Sunday dresses 
Torn to shreds by dynalllite 
That China made aeons <�go­
Did not kno\\' 
That what Chma m<Jde 
Before China was ever Red at all 
Would redden with their blood 
This Birmingham-on-Sm1day \vall. 

Four tiny girls 
Who left their blood upon thdt wall, 
In little gra\·es today aw<Jit 
The dynamite that might ignite 
"\"he fuse of centuries of Dragon Kings 
\Vho�e tomorrO\\" s!llgs a hymn 
The mi�sionarie� never taught Chinc�e 
In Christian Sunday School 
To implement the Colden Rule. 

Four little girls 
:-..light be cm·akened someday soon 
By songs upon the breeze 
As yet unfelt among magnolia trees. 

Bombings in Dixie 

It's not enough to mourn 
And not enough to pra�. 
Sackcloth and ashes, anyhow, 
Save for another da�·. 

The Lord God Himself 
Would hardly desire 
That men be burned to death­
And bless the fire. 
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Mother in Wartime 

Official Notice 

As if it were some noble thing, 
She spoke of sons at war, 
As i ffreedom's cause 
Were pled anew at some heroic bar, 
As if the weapons used today 
Killed with great elan, 
As if technicolor banners flew 
To honor modern man­
Believing everything she read 
In the daily news, 
(No in-beh•:een to choose) 
She thought that only 
One side won, 
Not that both 
Might lose. 

Dear Death: 
I got your message 
That my son is dead. 
The ink you used 
To write it 
Is the blood he bled. 
You say he died with honor 
On the battlefield, 
And that I am honored, too, 
Bv this bloodv yield. 
Y�ur letter 

. .  

Signed in blood, 
With his blood 
Is sealed. 

last Prince of the East 

Futile of me to offer you my hand, 
Last little brown pnnce 
Of Nralaysia land. 
Your wall is too high 
And your moat is too wide-



War 

For the white world's gunboats 
Are all on your side. 
So you lie in your cradle 
And shake your rattle 
To the jingo cry 
Of blood and battle 
While Revolt in the rice fields 
Puts on a red gown. 

Before you arc king, 
He'll come to town. 

The face of war is my face. 
The face of war is vour face. 

\Vhat color 
Is the face 
Of war? 

Brown, black, white­
Your face and my face. 

Death IS the broom 
I take in my hands 
To sweep the world 

Clean. 
I sv.'cCp and I sweep 
Then mop and I mop. 
I dip my broom in blood, 
My mop in blood-
And blame you for this, 
Because you arc there, 

Enemv. 
It's hard to blame me, 
Because I am here­
So I kill you. 
And you kill me. 

My name, 
Like your name, 

Is war. 
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Sweet Words on Race 

Sweet words that take 
Their own sweet time to flower 
And then so quickly v,rilt 
Vv'ithin the mntr ear, 
Belie the budding promise 
Of their pristine hour 
To wither in the 
Sultry air of fear. 
Sv•:eet words so brave 
'0/hen danger is not ncar, 
I've heard 
So m<Jny times before, 
I'd jmt as leave 
Not hear them 
Anymore. 

Un·American Investigators 

The committee's fat, 
Smng, almmt �ccurc 
Co-religionists 
Shiver with delight 
In warm manure 
As those investigated-
Too brave to mnne a name­
Have pseudonyms rcvraled 
In Gentile game 

Of who. 
Born Jew, 
Is who? 

fs not your name Lipshitz? 
Yes. 

Did you not change it 
For subversive purposes? 

!\'o. 
For nefarious gum' 

1\'ot so. 
Are you sure? 
The committee shivers 
\Vith delight in 
Its manure. 
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Undertow 

The solid citizens 
Of the conntry clnb set, 
Caught between 
Selma and Peking, 
Fed the rug of dividends, 
Bathmats of pride, 
Even soggy country club 
Pink paper towels 
Dropped 011 the \dEN'S ROOYI floor 
Slippmg out from under them 
I .ike waves of sea 
Behveen Selma, Peking, 
Westchester 
And me. 

Stokely Malcolm Me 

i have been seeking 
what i have never found 
what i don't know what i want 
hut it mmt be around 
i been upset 
since the day before last 
but that day was so long 
i done forgot when it passed 
yes almost forgot 
what i have not found 
but i know it must be 
somewhere around. 

yon live in the Bronx 
so folks say. 

Stokely, 
did i ever live 
up your 
way? 
??? 
?? 
1 



Freedom [3] 

Flotsam 

Some folks think 
By burning churches 
They burn 
Freedom. 
Some folks think 
By imprisonmg me 
They imprison 
Freedom. 
Some folb think 
By killing <1 man 
They kill 
Freedom. 
But Freedom 
Stands up and laughs 
In then faces 
And says, 
No-
;'\lot so! 
No! 

On the shoals of\!owhere, 
Cast up-my boat, 
Bow all brokeu, 
No longer afloat. 

On the shoals of Nowhere, 
\Vasted-my song-
Yet t<Jken by the sea wind 
And blown along. 
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Song of the Refugee Road 

Refugee road, refugee road 
Where do I go from here? 
Weary my feet! Hca\'Y the road! 
l'vly heart is filled w1th fear. 
The ones I left far behind-

Horne nowhere! 
Dark wmd� of trouble moan through my mind. 

:\one to cctre! 
13!ttn my past! Tomorrow-\Vhat 's there? 
Refugee road! Refugee ro<Jd! 
\Vhere do I go from here' 
Walking down the refugee road. 
\tlust [ beg? '\lust l steal? 
Mu�t 1 lie? ,\dust I kneel? 
Or dnven likc dumb war-wcarv sheep, 
Must we wander the high road and weep' 
Or will the world listen to rny. appeal? 

From China where the won gods thnmler and roar. 
From all the dark lands where freedom is no more. 
Vienna, city of light and gladness. 
Oucc gay v. ith walt7cs, now bowed m sadness. 
Dark Ethiopia, stnppcd of her mirth. 
Spam. where the shells phmt �tccl seeds in the earth. 
Oh, Statue of Liberty, ltghting tomorrow, 
Look! And hmT pity on m;> sorrow: 

Home nowhere! None to care! 
Bitter my p01st! Tomorrow-what's there"' 
Refugee road! Refu�;ee road1 
Where do I go from here? 
\Valking Jown tltc rdugcc road. 

America's Young Black Joe! 

One tenth of tl1c population 
Of this mighty nation 
Was �un-tanned by nature loug ago, 
But we're Americans by birth ancl tr<limng 
So onr country will he gaming 
\Vhen n-cry citizen learns to know 
That I'm America's Young Black Joe! 



.t\·1anh·, good n<Jtured, smihng and gay, 
J\.·1y sky is sometimes cloudy 
But it won't stay that w<�y. 
I'm comin', I'm com in'-
But my head AIN'T bending, !owl 
I'm V.'alking proud1 I'm spc<�king out loud! 
I'm Amcnca'� Young Bl<1ck Joel 

This is ll1!" O\\"Tl my native land, 
And I'rn mighty gl<�d that's trne. 
Land where m\· fathers worked 
The same a� yours worked, too. 
So from every mountain side 
Let freedom·; bright torch glo\\'­
Stcmding hcmd in hand with democracy, 
I'm America's Young Black Joel 

Besides Joe Louis there\ Henry Armstrong, 
Three titles to his name, 
Beat evcrd.JOdj that was his size 
In the fighting game. 
Then there was Kenny Wasl!ington 
In a football snit. 
Run. p<tss, kick, tackle, and blod to boot 

And don't forget track men like f<llerhe 
\Vho piles np pomh for Tuskegee. 
Or Jcs\ie Owcm with tus !anrcl wreath 
That made old Hitler gril his teeth 
Look at those dark boys streaking by, 
Feet just flying and head held high. 
Looky yonder at .\ktcalf, Johnson, 
Tolan I Down the field they go, 
Swift and proud before the crowd­
They're Amerin/s Young Black Joe! 

This is our own, our n<Jti\'e land. 
And I'm mightv glad that's true. 
Land where my fathers worked 
TI1e same as yours 11·orkcd, too. 
So from even· mountain side 
Let freedom's bright torch gJo,I·­
Standing hand in hand \\·ith democracy 
I'm America's Young Black Joe! 
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Ballad of the Fool 

Poor, poor foo]t 
t\o sense at all. 
Best he can do's 
\Valk around and not fall. 

He don't have no place except 
Up and down the block 
In what's happening to the world 
I Ie takes no stock. 

He just sits and grins 
And laughs in the sun 
And looks like 
l ie's havmg fun. 

He don't know there is a war. 
He ain't on WPA. 
Gee! Sometimes I wish I 
Was a fool that way. 

Ballad of Walter White 

Now Walter White 
Is mighty light. 
Being a colored man 
Who looks like white, 
He c:m go dmm South 
\\'here a lynching takes place 
And the white folks never 
Guess his race-
So he investigates 
To his heart'� desire 
'vVhereas if he was brownskin 
They'd set him on fire! 
By being himself 
Walter finds out 
What them lynchers 
Was all about. 
But back to :\ew York 
Before going to press-



The Mitchell Case 

Cmse if the crackers ever got him 
There'd be one Negro less! 
Yes, 1t'� our good fortune 
He was born so light 
Cause it's swell to have a leader 
Th<1t can pass for white. 

I sec by the papers 
Where J'vlitchell's won his ca�e. 
Down South the railroads now 
Must give us equal space. 
Even if we're rich cnongh 

To want a Pullman car, 
The Supreme Court says we get it­
And a diner and a bar! 
Now since the Court in \Vashington 
Can rmtke a rule like that, 
If we went to court enough we might 
Get Jim Crow on the mal 
And pin his �boulder� to the ground 
And drive him from the land-
Since the Constitution ain't enongh­
To protect a colored man-
And we have to go to comt to make 
The crackers understand. 
But for poor people 
It's kinder hard to sue. 
Mr. tvlitehell, you did right well­
But the rest of us ain't you. 
Seems to me it would be simpler 
If the Government would declare 
They're tired of all this Jim Crow stuff 
And jmt give it the air. 
Seems to me it's time to realize 
That in the U.S.A. 
To ha\"e Jim Crow's too Hitler-like 
In this modern age and day-
Cause fine speeches sure sound hollow 
Abm1t Democr<Jcy 
When all over America, 
They still Jim Crowing me. 
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Explain II, Please 

To earn a dollar >mnetimes 
Is hard enough to do-
Let alone having to take that dollar 
To go and sue! 

I sec by the papers 
\Vhat seems mighty funny to me. 
The Rritish are fighting for freedom 
But India ain't free. 
The colored weeklies tell me 
In the Rritish colonies 
The white man stan(h on his two feet 
Rut the black man's on his knees. 
And they tell me that in Africa 
The color line's drawn tight, 
So when the English holler freedom 
Can it be that they are right? 
Course there's a mighty lot of fog and smoke, 
But I'm trying hard to sec 
How folks can have a mouth full of freedom­
And a handful of dung for me. 

Ballad of the Black Sheep 

\.1y brother, 
He never left the old fireside. 
I was the one 
Who liked to ride. 

I always felt I 
Had to wander and roam. 
:\'ever met no body's got 
What it takes to keep me home. 

Every job I have 
I throw awa�· my pay 
And raise sand each and 
Every day. 
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Epitaph [2) 

So fired Blues 

My brother gathers 
Vv'hat the folks call 
Moss. 
But me-
l am a 
Total loss. 

Help me. Jesus! 

Uncle Tom, 
When he was ali\'e, 
Filled the white folh 
Full of jive. 
But the trouble was 
His jive was bad. 
Now, thank God, 
Uncle Tom 
Is dead. 

I'm gonna wake up some mornin' 
With the sun in my hand. 
Gonna throw the sun 
\Vay across the land-

Cause J"m tired, 
Tired as I can he. 

Cmma thro\\' the sun 
In somebody's face 

Recreate 
The human race­

Cause I'm tired, 
'j ired as I cJn be. 

\Vhen the sunstroke strikes, 
Conno rise and shine, 
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Return to Sea 

Jan Girl 

Take this world ami 
Make it nunc­

Cause I'm tired, 
Tired as I can be. 

Don't try to figgcr 
Out these words I sing. 
They'll keep you figgerin' 
To way next spring-

Cause I'm tired, 
Tired as I can be. 

Today I go back to the sea 
And the \Vind-beaten rise of the foam. 
Today I go back to the sea 
And it's just as though I was home. 

It'� JUSt as though I was home again 
On tim ship of iron and steam. 
It's just as though I'd found again 
The broken edge of a dream. 

Jazz? 
Remember that song 
About the wind in the trees 
Singing me prettv melodies? 
Vv'as mce, wasn't it? 
Hear that violin? 
Say, Buddv, vou know 
It's spring in the country 
Vv'here flowers grow. 
Play, jazz band! Play! 
I'm tired! Oh, gee! 
Sure, go ahead, 
Buy a drink for me. 
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Pathological Puzzle 

There are so manv diseases 
From rabies to the wheeles 
That people can contract 
Till it's hard to understand 

How anv man 
remains intact. 

Dixie Man to Uncle Sam 

Governor Fires Dean 

I low can you 
Shake a fist at tyranny 
F.vervwhere else 
But here? 

Do you not sec? 
I, too, m Dixie 
Stand in need 
Of being free: 

Jim Craw's 
Too Hitler-like 
For vou-
Or me. 

I see by the papers 
Where Governor Talmadge get real mad 
Cause one of Georgia's teachers 
Thinks Democracy a1n't bad. 
The Governor has done had him 
Kicked plumb out of school 
Just became that teacher 
Believes the Colden Rule. 
Governor Talmadge says that white folks 
And hbck folks cannot mix 
Unless they want to put 
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The sovcrc1gn State of Georgia 
In an awful kind of fix. 
The Governor says equality 
(Even just in education) 
Is likely to lead us t�ll 
Right straight to nunation-
So I reckon Governor Talmadge 
Must be a Hitler man 
Cause that's just what Hitler'd say 
If he ruled the land. 
Ain't it funny how some white folks 
I lave the strangest way 
Of acting jmt like Hitler 
In the U.S.A.? 

Get Up Off That Old Jive 

White folks, 
You better get some new iive. 
That old ji�c is wcarmg thin. 
I been listening to that old jive 
Since I don't know when. 

Fact of the matter, 
To tell you the tmth 
Instead of just words 
I \\·<mt action to boot. 

You been making fine speeches 
For a long long while 
I\: ow give some democracy 
To each brown-skin child. 

A war's taking place. 
We ain't fighting for fnn. 
We're fighting to win­
This fight's got to be won. 

We want just what 
The president said: 

Freed om from fear, 
And from want-
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To be men, 
And have bread. 

So get up off that old jive. 
Let's start clearing the way: 
Put an end to Jim Crow 
Right now, today. 

A man can fight 
Better that wav. 

Fourth of July Thought 

Battle Ground 

Remember on our far-flung fronts 
This Fourth ofJul�i, 
Soldiers of Democracy 
Guard our earth and sky. 

Those of ns who stay at home 
Have grave duties, too: 

'!"he WAR FRON'l" 
Depends on 
THE HOME FRONT­

The HOME FRO!\T is YOU! 

The soldier said to the general, 
General, what shall ! shoot? 
The general said, Man, shoot your gun­
And you better shoot straight to boot. 
The soldier said to the general, 
What shall my target be? 
The general said, Man, I don't care, 
Just so your target ain't me! 
The soldier said to the general, 
I can't see nothing but space, 
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Joe Louis [2] 

Yet every time I lift my head 
The bullets pass my face. 
The general said to the soldier, 
You do not need to see 
Who you're fighting nor what for. 
Jmt take vour orders from me. 
The soldier said to the general, 
They shootin' in front and behind. 
The general >aid to the soldier, 
Don't pay them bullets no mind. 
The soldier said, Then, general, 
Why don't YOU come out here with me? 
The general said, 'I hat isn't right­
Cause I'm the general! Sec? 

joe Louis is a man 
For men to imitate-
When this country needed him, 
He did not stall or fail. 

Joe took up the challenge 
And joined up for war. 
Nobody had to ask him, 
"What are you waiting for?" 

A> a private in the army 
Of his talents he gave free 
Two mighty hoxmg matches 
To raise funds for liberty. 

That's more than lots of others 
Who still try to jim-crow foe 
l lavc either heart or mmd to do­
So this is to let them know 

That Joe Louis is a man for any 
man to imitate. 

If evei)'bocly was like Joe Louis 
there'd be no 

"Too little" or "too late." 
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Crow Goes, Too 

Lonely Nocturne 

Uncle Sam-
And old Jim Crow­
Right along with you 
\Vherever you go. 

Done gone to En�land 
Took Jim Crow there­
But EngLmd don't like 
The feathers yon wear. 

Driberg in Commons 
The other day 
Said, kindly take that 
Bird away. 

Uncle Sam, 
Why don't you get hep? 
Stop marching with 
A Jim Crow step. 

This is a war 
To free all men. 
Throw Jim Crow out­
And let decencY in. 
That's the way 
To win! 

When dawn light� the sky 
Ami day and night meet, 
I climb my stairs high 
Ahovc the grey street. 
I lift my window 
To look at the sky 
Where moon kisses star 
Goodbye. 

When dawn lights the sky 
I 'ieck my lone!v room. 
The halls as I go hy 
Echo like a tom b. 
And I wonder why 
As I take out my key, 



Troubled Water 

Total War 

' J  'here is nohody there 
But me-
When cla'-'<n lights the sky. 

Bchveen us, always, loved one, 
There lies this troubled water. 
You are my sky, my shining sun 
Over troubled water. 

I journey far to touch your hand. 
The trip is troubled we�ter. 
\Ve set yet cannot understand 
This fateful troubled water. 

Deep hearts, dear, dream ofhappmess 
Balked by troubled water. 
Beh\CCll liS always-love, and this­
TillS sea of troubled water. 

The reason Dixie 
Is so mean tod<Jy 
Is because it wasn't licked 
In the proper V.'ay. 
And I reckon old f Iitlcr 
A cracker must be­
Because he, too, 
\\\mts to Jim Crow me. 

So I'm in favor of beating 
Hitler to his knees-
Then beating him some more 
Until he hollers, Please! 

Cause if we let our enemies 
Breathe agam-
They're liable to live 
To be another pain. 
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Ghandhi Is Fasting 

Mighty Britain, tremble! 
Let your empire's standard sway 
Lest it break cntirelv-
Mr. Ghandhi fasts t

.
oday. 

You may think it foolish-
That there's no truth in what I say­
That all of Asia's watching 
As Chandhi fasts today. 

All of Asia's watching, 
And I am watching, too, 
For I am also jim crowed­
As India is jim crowed by you. 

You know quite well, Great Britain, 
That it ts not right 
To starve and beat and oppress 
Those who are not white. 

Of course, we do it too, 
Here in the U.S.A. 
May Ghandhi's pra!•crs help us, as well, 
A� he fa�ts tod<!y 

Judge William Hastie 

!'\ow you take 
'I 'his Bill l lastic guy­
lie resigned 
And told the world why; 
He can't see why 
Colored boys can't fly! 
And neither do L 



What I Think 

The guys who 0\.'>'11 

The biggest guns 
Arc the lucky ones 
'l11ese d;Jys. 
Being hip 
To your marksmanship 
b what pays. 
On the other hand 
There's some demand 
For a world plan. 
Some folks wish 
The human race might 
Try to do right­
Instead of JUSt fight. 
But others still fed 
That any old heel 
Has a right 
To laissez fa ire 
Anywhere, 
And that Empire's right. 
As for me, 
I can't agree, 
To my nose colonies �tink. 
People ought to be FREE 
And have liberty-
That's what I think. 

Just an Ordinary Guy 

He's just an ordinary guy. 
He doesn't occupy 
A seat of government 
Or anything like that. 

He works hard every day, 
Saturday brings home his pay­
He may take a gla�� of beer 
Sometimes at that. 

He never had his name in lights, 
He's never front page news. 
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He stands up for his rights, 
Yet doesn't bed or sing the blues. 

But when his country gets in trouble 
And it's time to fight and die, 
He doesn't ask fo� a deferment­
He's just an ordinary guy. 

Listen, Hitler! 
About this ordinary guy, 
You may wonder why 
He'> t.aken mch an awful 
Hate to you. 

But you'll never understand 
His kind of man. 
You won't need to-
You'll be dead when he gets through. 

l-Ie doesn't bully or act rough. 
You never hear him bluff. 
But there's one thing certain, Nazi, 
He won't stand for your type of stuff. 

He jmt doesn't like the idea 
Of men being in a cage, 
And the way you try to boss folks 
Puts him in a rage. 

You've got the whole round world in trouble 
With �;om boastings and your lies. 
But you'!l nevcr beat us, llitler-
:'\ot us ordinary guys! 

Speaking of Food 

I hear folks talking 
About coffee's hard to get, 
And they don't know how 
The�:re going to live without it. 

I hear some others saying 
They can't buy no meat to fry, 
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Punlement 

And the way they sa} it 
You'd think they're gonna die. 

If I was to sit down 
And write to Uncle Sam, 
I'll tell him that I reckon 
I can make it without ham. 

I'd say, "Feed those fighting forces 
For they're the ones today 
That need to h.:n·e their ,·ictuals 
To wipe our foes awa} !"  

Looks to me 
That's what we ought to say. 

I don't know whv 
Ther'rc �o hard on me and vou? 
We don't do nothing in the 

.
Jook joints 

Rich folks don't do. 

But the rich folks have clubs 
And licenses and such, 
Only trouble is, we 
Can't afford that much. 

The Bells Toll Kindly 

Many clocks in many tmvcrs 
Have struck for me delightful hours. 
\-1an�· cities, manv towns 
! lave gathered laughter, 
Scattered frowns. 
:-..-tany clocks in many t01.vcrs 
Ha1·e laughed their hours. 

Some day in some higher tower 
A clock will strike its final hour. 



When it tolls 1 shall go 
Not wishing that the hom be slow. 

I shall then remember still 
How it struck one gay December 
Near the Kremlin white 11·ith snow 
And the midnight a warm ember 
Oflovc's glow. 

I shall then still sweet recall 
How one evening in Les Halles 
\Ve walked together ann in arm 
Hearing Notr� Dame's grave charm. 

Then l shall still realize 
How, round the world, the bells are 1vise, 
So when l hear that last bell toll, 
Willingly, I'll bare my soul. 

For manr docks in man�· towers, 
Have struck for me delightful hours, 
So there shall be no need to fear 
The final hour drawing near. 

Madam and the Crime Wave 

I said, I believe 
This world's gone mad, 
1'-icver heard of folks 
Acting so bad. 

Last night a man 
Knocked a woman down, 
Robbed her and raped her 
On the ground. 

Such a fate, folks say, 
Is worse than death! 



When I read it 
I held my breath. 

With your money gone 
Where is death's sting? 
(Course you always got 
That other thing.) 

Madam's Christmas (or Merry Christmas Everybody) 

I forgot 
to send a card to Jennie 
But the truth about cousins is 
There's too many. 

I also forgot 
A card for Joe 
But I believe I'll let 
The old rascal go. 

I disremembered 
My old friend Jack 
But he's been evil 
Long as he's been black. 

I done bought 
Four boxes now, 
And I can't afford 
No more nohow. 

So MERRY CHRISTMAS 
Everybody! 
Cards or no cards 
Here's HOWDY! 



Song After Lynching 

Bonds for All 

I guess DE�v10CRACY'S meant to be 
Just a high-flown sound 
Flying around . 
Cause the crackers get mad 
If I tn· to pin it down. 

I gue�� LIBERTY'S supposed 
To he just a hope. 
When l\'egroe> try Lo make 1! real 
They look for a rope 

White folks oughtn ·r to use 
Those fine words tlJat way 
\Vhcn they don't mean a thing 
'!'hose words say . 

Getting on the radio 
Ahont DE�'lOCRACY'S star . 
And herded up 
In a Jim Crow car! 

Speeches like theirs 
Puzzle me. 
JUSTICE don't jibe 
\\hth a lynching tree. 

Buy a Bond for Grandma­
Grandma's growing old. 
Buy a Bond for Baby­
Bless his little soul. 

Buy a Bond for Papa, 
Thougb it\ Father's Day. 
Buy a BowJ. for �lama 
To salt away. 

Buy a Bond for Uncle. 
Cct one for Auntie, too. 



Then buy one for yom Buddy 
\\·1w's fighting for you. 

BACKTHE ATIACK 
Is the slogan this fall. 
Back it, �vir. Citizen, 
\Vith War Bonds for all. 

Poor Girl's Ruination 

Poem to Uncle Sam 

I went to Chicago 
At the age of three. 
Chicago nearly 
Ruined me. 

I went to Detroit 
At twcnty-{)nc. 
What d1icago started 
Detroit's done. 

If I'd a-growed up 
With a little money 
I might not a-been 
Ruined, honey. 

Before you give 
A girl damnation, 
Take what is in 
Consideration. 

Uncle Sam 
With old Jim Crow­
l .ike a shadow 
Right behind yon­
Evety.vhere 
You go. 



Song of Adoration 

Uncle Sam, 
v..rhy don't you 
Turn around, 
And before \'OU 
Tackle Hitler­
Shoot Jim down"' 

I would like to be a white man, wouldn't you? 
There's so many lovely things that I could do. 

I could lynch a Negro-
And never go to jail, you know, 

I V>·uuld love to be a white man, wouldn't you? 

I would love to be a white man. wouldn't you? 
So many tasty thmgs that I could do. 

I could tell the starvin,g Indian ndtion 
To go straight to damnation, 

Oh, l would love to be a white man, wouldn't you? 

I would love to be a \\'hite man, wouldn't you? 
There's such intriguing things that one could do. 

I could say to Stalin, listen kid, 
You're jmt an Asiatic mongrel Red. 

Ah, I would lo\·e to be a white man. wouldn't you? 

I would love to be a white woman also, too. 
There's so many cultural things that I could do. 

I could belong to the D.A.R. 
Tell Marian Anderson, stay . out the D.A.R.! 

I could ADORE being a white woman, wouldn't you? 

I'd love to be a white congressman, too. 
There's so many helpful things I could do. 

Just to get the Negro's goat 
I wouldn't let l\'0 soldiers vote. 

I would love to be a white congressman, wouldn't you? 
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Oh, I'd love to he a <,vhite Christian, ain't it true. 
I'd act just like my fellow Christians do. 

For Jesus I would search 
With no black folks in my church. 

Amen, I'd love to he a white man, wouldn't you? 
Halleloo! . . . 0 Halleloo . 

Ilallelloo-o-o 

Bonds: In Memoriam 
Written Especially for !be Writers' War Board, War Loan Drive, by Langston Hughes 
(For A:-.IP) 

Eddie and Charlie and Jack and Ted 
And Harry and Arthur and Ken 

Have all gone down 
\Vherc heroes arc found 

In the land of the lost fighting men. 

Eddie and Charlie and Ted and Ken 
And Harry and Arthur and Jack 

All fought well 
Through a living hell 

To a land where there's no commg back. 

But Eddie and Charlie and Ted and Ken 
And all the men who arc gone 

Still look to you 
To sec it through-

The least you can do is buy a Bond. 

The least you can do is do your job well­
They fought that your future'd be sunny. 

These men who gave all 
That our cause might not fall 

Only ask that you lend your money. 



Worriation 

There's something disturbing 
To a cat, no doubt, 
Seeing birds with wings 
Flying about. 
Is there something disturbing 
To Ary:ms in the wav 
That Negroes, being black, 
Keep looking that way? 

Ballad of Harry Moore 
(Killed at Mum, Florida, on Christmas night, Il))I) 

Florida means land of flowers. 
It was on Chnstmas mght 
In the state named for the flowers 
Men came bearing dynamite. 

Men came stealing throngh the orange groves 
Bearing h<Jte mstead of love, 
While the Star of Bethlehem 
Was m the sky above. 

Oh, memories of a Chrishn<l� evening 
\Vhen \Vise Men tr<Jvclled from afar 
Seeking out <� lowly m<�ngcr 
Guided by a Holy Star! 

Oh, memories of a Christmas evening 
When to Bethlehem there C<lme 
"Peace on e<Jrth, good will to men"­
Jesus was His name. 

But they must've forgotten Jesus 
Down in Florida that night 
Stealing through the orange groves 
Be<lring hate and dynamite. 

It was a little cottage, 
A family, name of Moore. 
In the wmdows wreaths of holly, 
Ami a pmc wreath on the door. 



Christmas, 1951, 

The family prayers were said 
When father, mother. danghter, 
And grandmother went to bed. 

The father's name was ! larry :Vloore. 
'!'he N.A.A.C.P. 
Told him to carry out its >vurk 
That :>-:egroes might be free. 

So it was that ! larry �doore 
(So deeply did he e<tre) 
Sought the right for men to live 
With their heads up everywhere. 

Becanse of that, white killers. 
Who like Negroes "in their place," 
Came stealing through the orange groves 
On that night of dark disgrace. 

It eonlcl not be in  Jesus' name, 
Beneath the bedroom floor, 
On Christmas night the killers 
Hid the bomb for Harry �1oore. 

It could not be in Jesus' name 
The killers took his life, 
Blew his home to pieces 
And killed his faithfnl wife. 

It could not be for the sake of love 
They did this awful thing-
For when the bomb e"'plodecl 
No hearts \Vcrc he<trcl to sing. 

And certainly no angels cried, 
"Peace on earth, good will to men"­
But around the world an echo hurled 
A question: When? . . .  'W1ten? . . .  When? 

\Vhen will lllen for sake of peace 
And for democracv 
Learn no bombs a man can make 
Keep men from being free? 

It seems that I hear Harry Moore. 
From the earth his voice cries, 



No bomb can kill the dreams I hold­
For freedom never dies! 

1 will not stop! 1 will not stop­
For freedom never dies! 
I will not stop! I will not stop! 
Freedom never dies! 

So should you see om Harry Moore 
Walking on a Christmas night, 
Don't run and hide, you killers, 
He has no dynamite. 

In his heart is only love 
For all the human race, 
And all he wants is for every man 
To have his rightful place. 

And this he says, our Harry Moore, 
As from the grave he cries: 
No bomb can kill the dreams I hold 
For freedom never dies! 

Freedom never dies, I say! 
Freedom never dies! 

Message to the President 

Mr. President, kindly please, 
May I ha\'e a word with you? 
There's one thing, for a long time, 
I've been wishing you would do. 
In your fireside chats on the radio 
1 hear you telling the world 
What you want them to know, 
And your speeches in general 
Sound mighty fine, 
But there's one thing, Mr. President, 
That worries my mind. 
I hear you talking about freedom 

For the Finn, 
The Jew, 
And the Czechoslovak-
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But you never seem to mention 
Us folks who're black! 
\Ve're all Americans, Mr. President, 
And I've had enough 
Of putting up with this 
Jim Crow stuff. 
I want the self-same rights 
Other Americans have today. 
I want to fly a plane 
Like any other man may. 
I don't like this Jim Crow army 
Or this Jim Crow navy, 
Or the lily-\vhite marines 
Licking up the gravy. 
'vVe 're one-tenth of the nal!on, 
Mr. President, fourteen million strong. 
If you help to keep us down, 
You're wrong. 
\Ve \vork and pay om t<1xe�. 
Our patriotis1n's good. 
We try to live like 
Decent Americans should. 
That's why as citizens, Mr. President, 
We have the right to demand 
The next time you make a speech, 
Take an all-ont stand 
And make your meaning 
Just cts clear to me 
As you do when talking to 
Those Englishmen across the sea. 
Since, for our land's defense 
If we have to fight-
Wt: ought to be togdht:r, 
Black and white. 
So what I'm asking, Mr. President, 
Is to hear you say 
No more segregation in the U.S.A. 
And when you mention the Finns, 

And the Jew, 
And the Czechoslovak, 

Don't forget the fourteen million 
Here who're black. 
Such a speech, Mr. President, for me 
'vVould put a whole lot more meaning 
In Democracv. 
So the next ti;llC you sit down 
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Promised Land 

To that radio, 
Just like yon lambast Hitler, 
Give Jim Crow a blow-
For all I'm asking, :Mr. President, 
Is to hear yon say, 
No more segregation in the U.S.A. 
My friends, NO more 
Segregation in the U.S.A. 

The Promised Land 
Is always Jmt ahead. 
Yon will not reach it 
Ere von're dead. 

But your children's children 
By their children will be led 
To a spot from >vhieh the Land­
Still lies ahead. 

Chicago Blues (moral: go slow) 

Chicago is a town 
That sure do run on wheels. 
Runs so fast you don't know 
How good the ground feels. 

l got in town on Monday 
Tuesday rolling drunk 
\Vedncsday morning 
l pawned my trunk. 

Thursday morning 
Cntting aces high 
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My stock went up 
Head in the skv. 

Friday riding 
In a Cadillac, 
She �aid, Daddv, vou com ride 
Long as you sta}· black. 

Saturday I said, Baby, 
You been good to me-
But I'm no one-wmmm man, 
I need two or three. 

Sunday I was living 
In a ten room flat 
Monday I was back 
Where I started at. 

Chicago is a town 
That sure do run on wheels. 
Runs so fast you don't know 
How good the ground feels. 
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Appendix 2 
Poetry for Children 





Fairies 

Out of the dust of dreams 
Fairies weave their garments. 
Out of the pmple and rose of old memones 
They make rainbow wings. 
No wonder we find them such man·ellons things! 

Winter Sweetness 

April Rain Song 

This little house is sugar. 
Its roof with STIO\\" is piled, 

And from its tiny \nnclow 
Peeps a mapl�-sug<H child. 

Let the rain kiss you. 
Let the rain he<�t upon yom heacl with silver liqnid drops. 
Let the rain sing you a lullaby. 

The rain make� �till pooh on the sidewalk. 
The rain makes running pools in the gutter. 
The rain plavs a little sleep-song 011 om roof at night-

And I love the rain. 

Signs of Spring 

Bright, jolly sumhine and clear blue skies, 
Creen trees and gardem and gay butternies, 
Soft little winds that balmy blow, 
A golden moon with !m·e hght glow, 
And the mmie of bird songs, blithe ancl clear, 
Are the things which tell m that Spring is here. 
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The Lament of a Vanquished Beau 

Mister Sandman 

Willy is a silly boy, 
Willy is a cad. 

Willy is a foolish kid, 
Sense he never had. 

Yet all the girls like Willy­
Why l cannot see,-
He even took my best girl 

Right away from me. 

I asked him did he want to fight, 
But all he did was grin 

And answer, "Don't be guilty 
Of such a brutal sin." 

Oh, Willy's sme a silly bov, 
He really is a cad, 

Because he took the only girl 
That I 'most ever had. 

Her hair's so long and pretty 
And her eyes are very gay; 

I guess that she likes Willy 
'Cause he's handsome, too, they say. 

But for me, he's not good looking; 
And he sure has made me mad, 

'Cause he went and took the only girl 
That l 'most ever had. 

The Sandman walks abroad tonight, 
With his canvas sack o' dreams filled tight. 

Over the roofs of the little town, 
The golden face of the moon looks down. 

Each Mary and Willy and Cora and l\ed 
Is sound asleep in some cozy bed, 

\\'hen the Sandman opens his magic sack 
To select the dreams from his wonder pack. 



"Ah," says the Sandman, "To this little girl 
I'll send a dream like a precious pearl." 

So to Mary Jane, who's been good all day, 
A fairy comes in her sleep to play; 

But for Corinne Ann, who teased the cat, 
There's a horrid dream of a horrid rat, 

And the greedy boy, with his stomach too full, 
Has a bad, bad dream of a raging bull; 

While for tiny babes, a few days old, 
Come misty dreams, all rose and gold. 

And for every girl and every boy 
The Sandman has dreams that can please or annor. 

\Vhen at pink-white dawn, with his night's work done, 
He takes the road toward the rising sun, 

He goes straight on without a pause 
To his house in the land of Santa Claus. 

But at purple night-fall he's back again 
To distribute his dreams, be it moon light or rain; 

And good little children get lovely sleep toys, 
But woe to the bad little girls and boys! 

For those who'd have dreams that are charming and sweet, 
Must be good in the day and not stuff when they eat, 

'Cause old Mister Sandman, abroad each night, 
Has a dream in his sack to fit each child just right. 
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Thanksgiving Time 

When the night winds whistle through the trees and blow the crisp brown leaves 
a-cracklmg down, 

\\!hen the autumn moon is big and yellow-orange and round, 
\Vhen old Jack Frost is sparkling on the ground, 

It's Thanksgiving time! 

\Vhen the pantry jars are full of mince-meat and the shelves are laden with sweet 
spices for a cake, 

\Vhen the butcher man sends up a turkey nice and fat to bake, 
\Vhen the stores are crammed with everything ingenious cooks can make, 

It's Thanksgiving time! 

When the gales of coming winter outside your window howl, 
\Vhen the air is sharp and cheery so it drives away your scowl, 
When one's appetite craves turkey and will have no other fowl, 

It's Thanbgiving timcl 

Autumn Thought 

Flowers are happy in summer. 
In autumn they die and are blown away. 

Dry and withered, 
Their petals dance on the wind 
Like little brown butterflies. 

Trip: San Francisco 

I went to San Francisco. 
I saw the bridges high 
Spun across the water 
Like cobwebs in the sky. 
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Garment 

The clouds weave a shawl 
Of downy plaid 
For the sky to put on 
When the weather's bad. 

The Kids in School with Me 

When I studied my A-B-C's 
And learned arithmetic, 
I also learned in public school 
What makes America tick: 

The kid in front 
And the kid behind 
And the kid across the aisle, 
The Italian kid 
And the Polish kid 
And the gnl with the Irish smile, 
The colored kid 
And the Spanish kid 
And the Russian kid my size, 
The Jewish kid 
And the Grecian kid 
And the girl with the Chinese eyes­
We were a regular Noah's ark, 
Every race beneath the sun, 
But om motto for graduation was: 
One for All and All for One! 
The kid in front 
And the kid behind 
And the kid across from me­
Just American kids together­
The kids in school with me. 



We're All in the Telephone Book 

City 

We're all in the telephone hook, 
Folks from everywhere on earth­
Anderson to Zabuwski, 
It's a record of America's worth. 

We're all in the telephone book. 
There's no priority� 
A millionaire like Rockefeller 
Is likely to be behind me. 

For generations men have drc<Jmcd 
Of nations united as one. 
Just look in your telephone book 
To see where that dream's begun. 

\Vhen Washington crossed the Delaware 
And the pillars of tyranny shook, 
He started the list of democracy 
That's America's telephone book. 

In the morning the city 
Spreads its \vings 
Making a song 
In stone that sings. 

In the evening the city 
Cues to bed 
Hanging lights 
Abont its head. 

To Make Words Sing 

To make words sing 
Is a wonderful thing� 
Because in a song 
Words last so long. 



Gypsies 

Gypsies are picture-book people 
Hanging picture-book clothes on a line. 
The gypsies fill the vacant lots 
With colors gay as wine. 

The gypsies' skins are olive-dark, 
The gypsies' eyes arc black fire. 
The gypsies wear bright headcloths dved 
By some elfi11 dyer. 

The gypsies wear gay glassy beads 
Strung on silver threads 
And walk as though forever 
They've had suns about their heads. 

There's Always Weather 

There's always weather, weather, 
Vv'hether we like it or not. 
Some days arc nice and sunny, 
Sunny and bright and hot. 

There's always weather, weather, 
\Vhether we like it or don't. 
Sometimes so cold and cloudy! 
Will it soon snow, or won't? 

If days were always just the same, 
Out-of-doors would be so tame-
1\ever a wild and windy day, 
Never a stormy sky of gray. 

I'm glad there"s weather, weather, 
Dark days, then days full of sun. 
Summer and fall and winter­
Weather is so much funf 



New flowers 

Year Round 

So many little flowers 
Drop their tiny heads-
But newer buds come to bloom 
In their place instead. 

I miss tht little flowers 
That have gone away, 
But the newly budding blossoms 
Are equally gay. 

Summertime 
Is warm nnd bright, 
With light-bugs 
At night. 

Antumn time 
Is not so sunny, 
But Halloween 
Is fnnny. 

Winter 
Changes most of all, 
Bright, then gray, 
Then snowflnkcs fall 

But Spring 
I like the \'ery best 
\Vhen birds come back 
To nest. 

Also m tht 
Springtime rain 
Flowers start 
To bloom again. 



Country 

Grandpa's Stories 

Piggy·Back 

My mother said, 
A house we'll buy 
In the country where the sky 
Is not hidden by tall buildings. 

I said, 
We'll have a hill 
For coasting in the wintertime 
Or climbing in the summertime­

! love to coast! 
! love to climb! 

The pictures on the television 
Do not make me dream as well 
As the stories without pictures 
Grandpa knows how to tell. 

Even if he docs not know 
What makes a Spaceman go, 
Grandpa says back in his time 
Hamburgers only cost a dime, 
Icc cream cones a nickel, 
And a penny for a pickle. 

tvly daddy rides me piggy-back. 
tvly mama rides me, too. 
But grandma says her poor old back 
Has had enough to do. 
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Shearing Time 

It must be nice to be a sheep 
With nothmg to do but graze and sleep. 
But when it's time the wool to shc<Jr, 
That poor old sheep bleats, "Oh, dear!" 

Brand New Clothes 

Problems 

My mama told me, 
Kindly, please, 
Do not get down 
On your knees 
\Vith your brand new 
Clothes on. 

I said, �1om, 
I'm already down. 
Ccm't I �t<Jy 
On the ground 
With my brand new 
Clothes on? 

My mother said, 
No, I say! 
So my mother had her v.·ay­
That's why I'm so clean today 
With my brand new 
Clothes on. 

z and z are+ 
4 and 4 are 8. 

But what would happen 
If the last 4 was late? 
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Not Often 

Grocery Store 

And how would it be 
If one 2 was me? 

Or if the first 4 was you 
Div1ded by z? 

I seldom see 
A kangaroo 
Except in a zoo. 

At a whale 
I've never had a look 
Except in  a book. 

Another thing 
I never saw 
Is my great­
Great-great-grandpa­
\Vho must've been 
A family fixture, 
But there's no 
Picture. 

Jimmy, go 
To the store, please, 
And bring me back 
A can of peas. 

Also, get 
A sack of flour, 
And kindly do not 
Stay an hour. 



Poor Rover 

The Blues 

Silly Animals 

Rover was in clover 
With <l bone 
On the front lawn-
But Rover's fun was over 
\Vhen his bone 
Was gone. 
Poor Rover! 

When the shoe strings break 
On both your shoes 
And you're in a hurry­
That's the blues. 

When you go to buy a candy bar 
And you've lost the dime you had-
Slipped through a hole in your pocket somewhere­
That's the blue�, too, and bad! 

The dog ran down the street 
The cat ran up the dram 
The mouse looked out and said, 

There they go again! 

Old Dog Queenie 

Old Dog Queenie 
\Vas such a meanie, 
She spent her life 
Barking at the scenery. 
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Little Song 

Carmencita loves Patnck. 
Patrick loves Si  Lan Chen. 
Xenophon loves Mary Jane. 
Hildegarde lo\'es Ben. 

Lucienne loves Eric. 
Giovanni loves Emma Lee. 
Natasha loves Miguelito­
And :'vtiguelito loves me. 

Ring around the Maypole! 
Ring around we go­
Weaving mu bright ribbons 
Into a rainbow! 

Friendly in a Friendly Way 

I nodded at the sun 
And the sun said, Howdy do! 
I nodded at the tree 
And the tree said, Howdy, too! 

I shook hands with the bush. 
The bush shook hands with me. 
I said to the flower, 
Flower, how do you be? 

I spoke to the man. 
The strange man touched his hat. 
I sm iled at the woman-
The world is smiling yet. 

Oh, it's a holiday 
When everybody feels that way! 
What way?- Friendly 
In a friendly way. 



Shepherd's Song at Christmas 

I .ook there at the star! 
I, among the least, 
Will arist and take 
A journey to the East. 
But what shall [ bring 
As a present for the King? 
What shall I bring to the J'vlanger? 

l will bring a song, 
A song that I will sing, 
A song for the King 
In the Manger. 

Watch out for my flocks, 
Do not let them stray. 
I am going on a journey 
Far, far away. 
But what shall I bring 
As a present for the Child? 
What shall I bring to the Manger? 

I will bring a lamb, 
Gentle, meek, and mild, 
A lamb for the Child 
In the Manger. 

I'm just a shepherd boy, 
Very poor I <lm-
But I know there is 
A King in Bethlehem. 
What shall I bring 
As a present just for Him? 
What shall I bring to the Manger? 

I will bring my heart 
And give my heart to Him. 
l will bring my heart 
To the Manger. 

6w 



Appendix 3 
Additional Poems 



The following poems did not appear in the first edition (Knopf, 1994) of The Col­
lected Poems a{ Langston Hughes. We would like to thank Thomas I�. Wirth of The 
Fire!! Press for his help in confirming that they \>verc indeed published during 
Hughes's lifetime or (in one instance) submitted for publication by Hughes before 
his death. We also gratefully acknowledge the help of Diane Roberts of the Uni­
versity of Georgia library. 



Bulwark 

Old Youth 

You were the last bulwark of my dreams, 
And now you, too, have tumbled down into the dust. 
You, too, are no more than a broken lie. 

Something 
came between us 
green and slimy 
like sickly laughter 
and a bowl was broken 
from which 
we could not drink thereafter 
and we turned around 
and threw 
the scattered bits 
upon the ground 
and went our separate ways 
into the town 
and a clock 
somewhere in a tower 
boomcJ out slowly 
hour after hour 
a great cracked 
broken sound. 

You were the last bulwark of my dreams, 
And now you, too, have tumbled down. 

I heard a child's voice, 
Strong, clear, and full of youth, 
But I looked into his face 
And the face was old,-
�ot old with age, 
But old with city knowledge, 
Old with work 
And the dust and grime 
Of the factories. 
0 little child's voice, 
0 face like a flowerless spring! 



Moscow 

Madrid 

Here are the red flags 
That wave 
In the bright silver glory 
Of the dawn-
The red flags 
That ask no pardon 
Of the past-
Dead and gone. 

Damaged by shells, many of the clocks 
on the public buildings in Madrid ha-ve 
stopped. At night, the streets are pitch 
dark. 

-News Item 

Put out the lights and stop the clocks. 
Let time sta11d still. 
Again man mocks himself 
And all his human will to build and grow. 
Madrid! 
The fact and symbol of man'� woe. 
Madrid! 
Time's end and throw-back, 
Birth of darkness, 
Years of light reduced: 
The ever minus of the brute, 
The nothingness of barren land 
And stone and metal, 
Emptyness of gold, 
The dullness of a bill of sale: 
BOUGHT AND PAID FOR! SOLD! 
Stupidity of hours that do not move 
Because all clocks are stopped. 
Blackness of nights that do not see 
Because all lights are out. 
Madrid 
Beneath the bullets! 
Madrid 
Beneath the bombing planes! 



Madrid 
In the fearful dark! 

Oh, mind of man! 
So long to make a light 
Of fire, 

of oil, 
of gas, 

And now electric rays. 
So long to make a clock 
Of sun-dial, 

sand-dial, 
figures, 

And now t\vo hands that mark the hours. 
Oh, mind of man! 
So long to stmggle upward out of darkness 
To a measurement of time-
And now: 
These guns, 
CI11cse brainless killers in the hills 
Trained on Madrid 
To stop the clocks in the towers 
And shatter all their faces 
Into a million bits of nothingness 
In the city 
That will not bow its head 
To darkness and to greed again: 
That dares to dream a cleaner dream! 
Oh, mind of man 
Moulded into a metal shell­
Left-overs of the past 
That rain dull hell and misery 
On the world again-
Have your way 
And stop the clocks! 
Bomb out the lights! 
And mock rourself! 
Mock all the rights of those 
Who live like decent folk. 
Let guns alone salute 
The wisdom of om age 
With dusty powder marks 
On yet another page of history. 
Let there be no sense of time, 
Nor measurement of light and dark. 



Chicago 

In fact, no light at all! 
Let mankind fal l  
Into the deepest pit that ignorance can dig 
For us all! 
Descent Js quick. 
To rise again i� �low. 
In the darkness of her broken clocks, 
Madrid cries NO! 
ln the timeless midnight of the Fascist guns, 
Madrid cries No! 
T u all the killers of man's dreams, 
Madrid cries NO! 

To break that NO apart 
\\7ill be to break the human heart. 

It is not Lake Michigan's lapping waves, 
Dun-colored without glow, 
:-.ior the scorching summers and freezing winters 
Where the lake wmds blow, 
:--:or the elevated trains that coil, 
Nor the uncoiled lines of cars 
That stretch to the very prairie's edge 
\Vhen "time to quit" drops go-home bars, 
It's not the stockyards' hearty stench 
Delicate on the breeze, 
Nor the gamblers' dice 
Nor the smners' vice 
Nor the righteous on their knees, 
And it's not the Civic Opera 
Nor the Wrigley Bnilding's light 
Nor Marshall Field's 
Or the Merchandise Mart 
Or the bars that blaze at night, 
And it's not the memory of AI Capone 
Or Sandburg or McCormick 
Or llarriet Monroe 
Or tvtrs. Potter Palmer. 
Armour, Sv.-·ift, 
lnsul or DuSable-Negro-



Bitter Brew 

Or any names we know­
But it's all the names 
In the phone book, 
Their relatives and friends 
And Pa's and tvla's and Grandpa's 
Back generations to other nations 
That sent the names 
With un-anglo spellings. 
The faces with un-anglo �hapes, 
The skins not always white 
And the tongues not always English 
And the polyglot hands 
And the polyglot ways 
To make headline nights and headline days 
That flash beyond the Wnglcy light 
And forge of Chicago a sun not a moon­
But a sun that blazes and tums <md glows 
And lightens and brightens 
All orbits beyond it's looped center 
And lake bordered edge 
And prairie backdrop 
And motorized cop 
And multi-ranged sk�· 
And the image of God 

Chicago' 
That's found in its eye: 

Whittle me down 
To a strong thin reed 
With a piercing tip 
To match my need. 

Spin me out 
To a tensile wire 
To derrick the stones 
Of my problems higher. 

Then simmer me slow 
In the freedom cup 
Till only an essence 
Is left to sup. 



May that essence be 
The black poison of me 
To give the white bellies 
The third degree: 

Concocted by history 
Brewed by fate-
A bitter concentrate 

Of hate. 
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Montage of a Dream Deferred (New York: Holt, 1951). 
One-Way Tzcket (New York: Knopf, 1949). 
Arnold Rampersad, The Life ofl.ang.l'ton llughes. 2 vols. (:'-Jew York: Oxford 

University Press, 1986 and 1988). 
Selected Poems of Langston Hughes (New York: Knopf, 1959). 
Shakespeare in Harlem (New York: Knopf, 1942). 
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The Negro Mother and Other Dramatic Recitations (New York: Colden 

Stair Press, 1931). 
The Panther and the Lash ("\:ew York: Knopf, 1967). 
The Weary Blues (New York: Knopf, 1926). 

The tv.·o volumes of Hughes's autobiography are always refened to by their full titles: 

The Big Sea (\lew York: Knopf, 1940). 
I Wonder As I Wander (''-lew York: Rinehart, 1956). 

The following anthologies arc always referred to by their full titles: 

Cross Section, cd. Edwm Seaver (:-.;ew York: L. Fischer, 1944). 
Four Negro Poets, ed. Alain Locke (New York: Simon and Schuster, 1927). 
Golden Slippers, ed. Ama Bontemps (New York: Harper, 1941). 
The Hearl of Spain, cd. Alvah C. Bessie (New York: Veterans of the Abraham Lincoln 

Brigade, 1952). 
Lincoln University Poets, ed. Langston Hughes (New York: Fine Editions Press, 1954). 
The New Negro, ed. Alain Locke (New York: Boni, 1925). 
New Poems by American Poets 112, cd. Rolfe Humphries (1\cw York: Ballantine, 1957). 
Proletarian Literature, ed. Granville Hicks (New York: International, 1935). 
Seven Poets in Search of an Answer, ed. Thomas Yoseloff (New York: B. Ackerman, I944l­
Thirteen Against the Odds, cd. Edwin Embree (Ne\v· York: Viking, 1944). 

Where the title of a poem i� used more !ban once, the title is followed by a number in 
brackets, as in "Question [1]." 



POE'I1S 1921-1930 

23 "The \l�gro Speaks of Rivers"· First published in Cri.�is (fune 1921), p. 71. Included 
in TWB, LHR, and SP. 

In The Big Sea, p. 55, Hugl1es describes the composition of this poem. "\'ow it 
was just mnset, and we crossed the \llissi�sippi, slowly, over a long bridge. I looked 
out th� window of the Pullman at the great muddy river llowmg down toward the 
heart of the South, and I began to think what that river, the old Mississippi, had 
meant to Negroes in the past-how to be sold down the river was the worst fak that 
could overtake a slave in times of bondage . . . .  Then I began to thmk about other 
rivers in our past-the Congo, and th� 'iigcr, and the :\ile in Africa-and the 
thought came to me: 'I've known rivers,' and I put it down on the back of an em·c­
lope I had in my pocket, and within the space of ten or fiftce11 minutes, as the train 
gathered speed in the dusk, I had written this poem, which I called 'The 1\'egro 
Speaks of Rivers.' " 

In TWB, the poem mcludcs the following dedication: "(To \V_ E. B. Du Bois)." 
The dedication does not appear in earlier or later printings of the poem. Hughes 
dedicakd the poem to Du Bois at the urging ofJessJe Fanset, the literary editor of 
The Crisis. See Rampersad, vol 1, p. u6. 

The Crisis, the official publication of the :'-JAACP, was founded in 1910 by \V. E. B. 
On Bois, who served as 1b fir�t (:ditor. It is now the old(:st African American period­
ical in existence. The magazine feah1red nc\•is, essays, fiction, and poetry by and 
about African Americans. It is fitting that l lughcs's first and last published poems 
appeared in The Crisis, since more of his poems appeared Ill this magazmc than in  
any other joumal. 

"Aunt Sue's Stories": First published in Crisis (July 1921), p. 121. Included m HVB 
and SP. 

In The Big Sea, p. 17, Hughes recalled his maternal grandmother's stories: 
"Through my grandmother's st-ories life always moved, moved heroically toward an 
end. Nobody ever cried in my grandmother's stone�. Tl1cy worked, schemed, or 
fought. But no crying.'' 

Z4 '·:\'egro": First published as ''The \legro" in Crisis (jan. 1922), p ll3, and Current 
Opinion (March 1922), p. 397· It appeared as "Proem" in TWB, but the title 'The 
Negro" was used again in TDK and SP. 

Line 15, '"!'he Belgians cut off my hands in the Congo": During the rule of King 
Leopold of the Belgian� a� oovereign of the Congo Free State {1885-1908), a labor 
tax of 10 percent wa� instituted. According to F. Scott Babb (Hi�torical Dictionary 
of Zaire [London and Metuchen, �-J-- Scarecrow Press, 1988l, p. 55),  "Failure to 
pay the tax was punished by flogging, execution, and occasionally destruction of 
entire villages. Soldiers were required to produce the right hand of villagers who 
had been executed for not paying the tax and tl1e procurement of hand� became an 
end in itself, reportedly leaving thousands of maimed victims." 

Line 16, "They lynch me still in Mississippi'': "They lynch me now in Texas" 
(all printings before SP). In the summer of 1919, the Ku Klux Klan was responsible 
for several lynchings and other acts of violence agamst African Americans in 
Longview, Texas. James Weldon Johnson called th� period the "Red Summer." In 
1955, a number of lynchings were recorded in Mississippi, the most notorious of 
which was the killing of fourteen-yc8r-old Emmett Till. 



24 "Question" [ 1 [ :  Published in Crisis (March 1922), p. 210. Included in Seren Poets in 
Search of an Answer, p. 49· 

2; ":V1cxican Market Woman": First published in Crisis Cvlarch 1()22), p. 210. Included 
in T\VB, TDK, and SP. Although Hughes spent at least a ye;:n with his father in 
Mex1co between 1919 and 1921, this i� Ins ouly published poem w1th a r..lcxican 
theme. 

"New Moon'": Fmt published in Crisis (\larch 1922), p. 210. Included in FOW. 

"My l .oves"· Pnblishcd in  Crisis C\1ay 1922), p. 32-

26 "To a Dead Fncnd": Published 111 Crisis (\1ay 1922), p. 21. 

"The South"· First pnblishcJ Ill Cn.m (June 1922l, p. 72. Included in T\VB and SP. 

27 ''Laughcrs'': Published as ":V1y People" in Crisis (June 1922), p. 72. Tl1t title was 
changed when the poem was included in FC'fr{. In the first rcrsion, lints 1;  and 
16 read: "Porkrs,/llairdrcsscrs." Lines 20 and 22 were added when the poem was 
reprinted m 1927-

:8 "Dan�c Afncaine": In the first version of the poem, publi�hed m Cnsis (Aug. 1922), 
p. 167, and Southern \Vorkmall IApril 1924), p. 180, lines 4 and ) read: 

Slow slow 

Low . . .  slow-

l lughcs also made changes in the line lengths for TWB. The 'IWB text was reprinted 
in SP. 

"After Many Springs"' F1rst publishe(l m Cnsis (Aug. 1922). p. 167. Included in 
TWR ;md TDK. 

29 "Beggar Boy'" First published l1l Crisis I Sept. 1922), p. 219, ancl Southem Workman 
(April 1924), p. 179 ln("lnded 111 T\VB and TDK. 

"Song for a Banjo Dance": First publiohed in Crisis (Oct. 1922). p. 267, and South­
em Workman (April 1924), p. 180. Included in TIVB and TDK. 

In The Crisis and Southem \Vorkman, line 7 read: "Cct on over, darling"", in 
TWB it read: "Walk on over, darling." 

30 "Mother to Son": First published m Crisis (Dec. 1922), p. 87. Included in Four 
Negro Poet�, p. 26, TDK, and SP. 

"When Sue Wears Red": The fir�! version of the poem, in Crisis (Feb. 1923 ), p. 174, 
rends: 

When Susanna Jones wears red 
Her face is like an ancient cameo 
Turned brown by the ages. 



\Vhen Sti�amw Jone� wears red 

A queen from some time-dead Egyptian night 
Walks once 11gain. 

And the beauty ofSusamw /ones in red 

\Vakes in my heart a love-fire sharp like pain 

The varied refrain which follows these lines wa> added in 'IWB. I !ughes also 
changed tht word "\Vakcs'' to ''Burns" in line 11 of the TWH text The TWB text 
ll'as reprinted in  TDK and SP. 

l lughes claimed that he wrote the poem for a girl he had mel in high school "I 
met her at a dance at the l,ongwuod Gym [in Cle\'elandJ. She had btg eyes and sbn 
like rich chuculatt. Sometimes �he wore a red dress that was very becoming to 
her " (The Big Sea, p. 52.) Hughes then quotes the final ver�ion of tht poem. 

31 "A B!Jck Pierro!": First published in Amsterdam News [New York 1 (April 4, 1923), 
P- 12, am!, aho Ill English, i11 Les Continents [Parisi (July 15, 1924), p. 2. Included 
m T\\iH, TDK, :md SP_ 

Pierro\ is a traditional figure in French pantomime, ofteu <kpidtd as an adult 
ll'ith the mind of a child. l ie 1\'<lS usually thin, with ;1 face covered 1\'ith flour or 
"whiteface" to distinguish him from the "blackface" of the conniving character 
Harlequin. The French symbolist poet Jules I ,aforgne wrote a number of poems in 
tht "voict" of Pierro! in the late nineteenth centnry. Because of the mflneuce of 
Laforgue, Pienot often appeared in carly-twentieth-cenhuy Ameril·an poetry, such 
as the work of Edna St. Vincent \'1illay. What differentiates Hughe�'s Pierro! from 
those of Laforgue and the other \1-'riters mentioned is the racial significance 
attached to the mask ofPicrrot, v,.-hich thematically li11ks it to other l lughe� poems, 
such as 'The Jester." 

"Justice": Firs\ published i n  Amsterdam News (April25.  1923), p. 12. Included in SL. 

"1\lonotony" Publ1shcd in Crisi� (May ll)Z3), p. 33· 

;z "Dreams": First published in \Vorld Tomorrow (May 1923), p. 147. Included in 
TDK In the first version, lines 1 and 5 read, re->pcctivcly: 

/ /old fast to dreams, my son, 

1 I old fast to dreams, 0 boy, 

Tht uni\alicizcd phrases were omitted in mbscljnent printing�-

'"Poem"' l1]: First published in World Tomorrow (\1ay 19�-;), p. 147. Paul Gauguin 
( t848-1903) was one of the major French post-impressionist painters. l ie mol'ed to 
Tahiti in 1891, \'>·here the local penplt and thtir cmtoms provided a new msplra­
tion for lm art. lncludnl in T\VB 

"Our Land"': The first published version of the poem, in World Tomorrow (May 
19z3), p. 147; Opportunity (May 1924), p. 142; and Survey Graphic (March 1, 1925), 
p. 678, euded with line 1;: "And not this land where joy is wrong." The last h-vo 
lines were added in JWB and Four Negro Poets, p. 29. 



The m<!gazine Opportunity was begun by Charlc; S. Johnson in 1923 <"IS the offi­
cial publication of the National Urban League. It scrn:d as a major outlet for 
l !ughes's verse until it folded in 1949. 

33 "The LJst Fea>l of Belshazzar'": Published in Crisis (Aug. 1923), p. 162. h1 the Book 
of Daniel, Belsku.z<�r was the last Chaldean king of Babylon before its conquest bv 
the !\.fcdians. l ie saw a mrsterious hand write the words Mene Mene Tekel 
Upharsin on the wall of his ham1uet h<Jll-an C\·ent \\ hich signaled tht: end of hi; 
re1gn. 

"Young Prostitute"· First published in Crisis (Aug. HJ;q), p. 162. Included in T\VB. 

34 "Jaz70nia": First published in Crisis (:\ug. 192;). p. 162. Included in 'l\VB. 

"Shadows": Published in Crisis I Aug. 192;!. p. 162. 

35 "Cabaret'"· .First published m Crisis (.\ug. 1923), p. 162, and Vaml)' Fair (Sept. 
1925), p. 62. Included in TIVB. 

"\Vinler :--.-1oon"': Fir;! published in Crisis (Aug. 1923), p. 162. Included in T\VB, 
TDK, a11d SP. 

"Young Singer": First pubhshnl in Crisis (Aug. 1923), p. 162. Included in TWB. 
Lme 1: "'Chansons vulgaircs" arc popular SOEgs. but "'l'ulg<�irc ·· can aho ha1·c the 

connotation of "crude" and "low '" 

"Prayer \leeting": First published in Crisis (Aug. l92j), p. 16�. Reprinted in FCfT/ 
and SP with different line lengths. 

36 "My People": First pub!JS!Jed as "Poem" in Crisis (Aug. HP,)l. p. 162. <�nd T\\'B. 
The title '"\!y Pt:ople"' v;as used in TDK and SP. 

"\1igration" · First pub\i;hcd as "The Little Frightened Child" in Crisis l Oct. 1923). 

p. 280. The Iitle was changed in FOW. 

"�.-\y Be!ol'ed": Published i n  Crisis {March 1924), p. zo2. 

37 'The \\1Jite Ones": First published m Opportunity (�L!rch 1924). p. 6R. Included 
in T\\'B. 

"God;": Published in Messenger (March 1924), p. 94- The l"V1essenger \H}17-281 wa� 
edited by the labor leaders A. Philip Randolph and Clwndler 0\\·en. l lJtglK"-" often 
contributed lo the m;�g<J/.ine, especially when his friend \V<1!la<.·c Thunndn worked 
on the ;taff in 1927. 

"Grant Park": Published in [Vlessenger (l\1arch 1924), p. 75· Hughes appears to he 
referring to Bryant Park, which is at 42nd St. and the .'henue of the Americ<1o {Sixth 
A>enue), behind the J\e1\· York Public Library . 

38 "Fire-Caught": Published in Crisis (April 1924), p. 254-



38 ''Exits": Fir�t pubbshed as "Song for a Suicalc." 1\lth different line lengths, in Cri­
sis (\tlay 1924), p. 23. \Vhcn Hughe� hecame l!ware that some African Americans 
were reading this poem as a commeJlt on wcC, he responded that "people arc tak­
ing it all wrong. It's purely personal, not racial If I choo�e to kill myself, I'm not a�k­
ing anybody else to die, or to mourn either. Least of all the Negro race." (Quoted in 
R�mpcrsad, voL r. p. Sq.J The title \\as changed for FOW. 

"Prayer for a Winter Night"· Published in Messenger (May 1924). p. l)�-

39 "Lament for Dark Peoples"': First published in Crisis (June 192-4), p. 6o. Included 
in T\VI:l. 

"Fascination"- Pnhlished in Crisis (june 1924), p. 86. CircuLo�tcd as "Lovt: Song" by 
A:\P (sec Appe1a!Jx 1 ) .  

"Youth"· This poem 1,·as entitled "Poem" in  TIVH; Crisis (Aug11�l 1924), p .  163, and 
Suney Graphic {March 1, 1915), p. 664- The title was changed to "Youth"' when the 
poem appeared in TDK. The Crisis contained the final line "We march!" which 
was omitkd from the version published 111 'IWB. The line was restored in TDK. In 
I J IR pp. 147-48. l lughcs Sflys: To help us all remember what America is, and 
how its future belongs to all of us, recently I added t\\'0 new lines to an old poem 
of mine-the last hvo lines to help us remember to work together. 

\Ve march! 

Americuns together, 

We march! 

40 ":--.Lmuny'": Fir�t published a� "Poem {I am waiting for my mother)" in Crisis {Aug. 
19J.4), p. 173- The btle was ehangtd m FCTfl with "mother" changed to "mammy." 

"Dream Variation�"- The title wa� "Dream Variation" in Crisi.� (July Hp4), p. 128; 
Curren! Opinion {Sept. 1924), p. 361. The ,'-i'ew :\'egro, p. 143; Opporliinity (April 
1927), p. 111; TIVB; and TDK. The change was made in SP. ln  The New Negro, the 
poem wa� not d1vidcd into stanzas, although the stanza structure is used in the ear­
liest YersioJJS of the poem. l lnghcs returne(l to the hvo-stanza format in TWB and 
kept it for subsequent appearances m TDK aud SP. Hughes also made several 
changes in punctuation when tl1e poem was included in his fir.\1 book of verse. 

"Subway Face": Published in Crisis (Dec 1924), p. 71 .  

41 "Afraid": First published in Crisis (:'\oY. 192-4), p. 21. Included in TWB with slight 
cl1anges 111 punct11<1tion. 

"A Song to a Negro Was\H,oman": Published in Crisis (fan. 19zs), p. w;. 

42 "Poppy Flower"- First published Ill Crisis (Feb. 1925), p. 167, in two three-line stan­
Zit�. The revised ver..,ion appears in FO\V. 

'"l"roublcd Woman": First published in Opportunity (Feb. 1{)25), p. 56. Included i n  
1YVB and SP with slight changes in punctuation. 



43 "johannesburg Mines": First published in Me�senger (Feb. 1925), p. 93, and Crisis 
(Feb. 1928), p. 5:::, in \v·hich the poem spanned only four long lines. The nme-line 
version appeared in Africa South (April-june 1957), p 20. 

'To Certain lntellectuab": Published in Messenger {Fe:: b. 1925), p. 103. 

"Steel Mills": Published in Messenger (Feb. 1925), p. 10,. Hughes says that he wrote 
this poem in high school (The Big Sea, p 29). Dttring this Lime, his stepfather 
worked in a stecl mil1 111 Cleveland. 

44 "Negro Dancers": First puhlishe::d in Crisis (M<.�rch 192:;}, p. 2z1. Included in T\\-'B 
and TDK In a letter to Countcc Cullen, Hughes wrote of this poem: "Do you hke 
it? Do yon get it? We'll dance! Let the white \\orld fear itself to pieceo. Let the 
wh1te folk> worr} \Ve know ffi·o more joyous steps-two more ways to do de buck! 
C'est vrai'" (Quoted 11 1  R<.�mpersad, vol. I, p. 89.) 

Lines 3, fi, and 15 :  "'Two mo' ways to do de Ch<.�rlcston" appe<�red as "Two wo' 
ways to do de buck" in the first version, in The Crisis and TWB. The lines were 
changed to the present text for TDK. 

"Liars'' Published in Opportunity (March 1925). p. go. 

"Sci! Charm"· Fir�! published in Survey Graphic (.\1arch 1, 192.5), p. 664- Included 
in TWB and TDK. This special Negro issue of Survey Craphrc, edited by Howard 
University professor Alain Locke, i� considtOred by many as the official beginning 
of the l larlem Renaios<.�nce. Locke seltOctcd ten poemo by Hughes for the issue. 

45 'The Dream Keeper"· First published m Survey Graphic (\1arch 1, 1925), p 664. 
Included 111 '/'W/1 md TDK. 

''Song" · Fin! published in Survey Graphic ll'vl<�rch 1, 1925}, p. 664- Included in The 
New Negro and TDK. 

"Walkers with the Dawn": First published in Survey Graphic (March L 1925), p. 664-
Repnnted in The New Negro, p. 142, as "Poem" and in Lincoln University Poets, 
p. 3, as "Being Walkers with the Dawn." Included in TDK with tht prc�cnt title. 

46 "E<�rlh Song": First published 11 1  Survey Graphic (\.larch 1, 1925), p. 664- Reprinted 
in The ,\'ew Negro, p. 142. lr1cludcd in FOW. 

"!, Too": First published in Survey Graphic (March 1, 1925), p .  683. It appeared in 
The ,\iew Negro, p. 145, and, under the title "Epilogue," 1 1 1  T\VB. 

ln the early version oftl1e poem, in The New Negro, 1WB, and TDK, line 9 read: 
"''ll s1t <�I the table." Hughes cha11ged this lint; to 'Til be at the table" in SP. 

The first hnc probably allude� to the poetry of Walt Whitman. 

47 "Drama for Winter :\ight (Fifth Avenue)": Published in  Workers l'vlonthly (March 
1925), p. 225. This magazine was published by the Workers Party of the United 
Stales of America, a communist organization. The pnblit'<Jiion has had various 
titles: Lahor Herald (1922-24); Workers Monthly (1924-27); The Communist 
(1927-44) ;  <Jnd finally Political Affairs. Hughes's appearance in Workers Monthly as 
early as 1925 reveals that his <Jttraction to the left began well before the 1930s. 



48 "Cod to I lnngry Child": Published in Workers Monthly (March 1925), p. 234 

"Risillg Waters": Published in \Vorkers ''-'lonthly (April 1925), p. 267. 

"Poem to a Dead Soldier": Published in Workers Monthly (April 192;), p. 261. 

49 "Park Benching": Published in Workers J\fonthly {April 1925), p. 261. 

so "The Weary Blue�"- First publiohed in Opportunit}' (\·fay 1925), p. 14l Included 111 
TIVB, TDK, LHR, and SP. 

This poem won a first prize in the literary contest sponsored by Opportunity i n  
1925. In  The Big Sea, p .  215, Hughes says: "It was a poem about a working man who 
sang the blues all night and then went to bed and slept- hkc a rock. That was all. 
And it included the first blues ver-'>e I'd ever heard way hack in I .awrcncc Kanoas, 
when I was a kid. 

I got de weary blues 
And I can't be satisfied. 

I got de weary blues 

And can't be satisfied. 

I ain't happy no mo' 

And f wish that I had died. 

That was my lucky poem -because it won first prize." 
Line 4, "Down on Lenox Avenue the other night": Lenox Avenue, now Mal­

colm X Boulevard, runs from We'il lloth Street for two miles to the Espl;madc Car­
den Apartments. Lenox Avenue came to epito111izc the spirit of l larlem. 

5 1  "Empty House": Published in  Buccaneer (:\1ay 1925), p .  20. 

"Prayer" [1] :  First published in Buccaneer (�'lay 1925), p. 20. Included in  FCIT/, 
TDK, and SP. 

"Ways"· Published in Buccaneer (\tlay 1925), p. 20. 

52 "Poem" !2] First published in Crisis (May H;J25), p. u. Included in TIVB with 
changes in tl1e line lengths. "F.S." ha� not been plausibly idenllfied. 

"America": Publist1ed Ill Opportunity (June 1925), p. 175, where 11 won tlmd prize 
in a literary contest. 

Line 35, "I am Crispus Attucks at the Boston Tea Party": Crispus Attucks 
(1723-70), born a slave, ran away from his master's residence i n  Framingham, Mass­
achusetts, in 1750. He was killed in the Boston :ivbssacre on March ), 1770, while 
urging a crowd to protest the beating of a barber's apprentit·e by British soldiers. 

Lines 36-37 refer to the service of African Americans in the U.S. Armed Forces 
during World War L Hughes spcab about their bravery at the front and the treatment 
of their families at home in his poem "The Colored Soldier" in The lVegro Mother. 

Line 38, " I  am Sojourner Truth preaching and praying": Sojourner Tmth 
( 1797-1883) was a former slave who became a prominent speaker for abolition. She 
recounts her own story m her autobiography, The Narrative of Soioumer Truth. 



53 "Better": Hughes left a published tear sheet stating that this poem, along with the 
next two, appeared in Reflexus in 1925. This journal has not been located. 

54 "Change": Ascribed to Reflexus (1925). (See note for "Better" above.) 

"Poem'' [3]: A>cribed to Reflexu.s (1925). (See nok for "Better" above.) 

"Love Song for Antonia": Hughes left a published tear sheet stating that this poem, 
with the next poem, appeared in American Life in July 1925. This journal has not 
been located. 

55  "A Wooing": Ascribed to American Life (July 1925). (See note for "Love Song for 
Antonta" above.) 

'To Certain 'Brothers' ": Published in Workers Monthly (July 1925), p. 406. 

"Suicide's Note": First published i n  Vanity Fair (Sept. 1925), p. 62. Included in 
TWB and SP. 

56 "Fantasy in Purple": First published i n  Vanity Fair (Sept. 1925), p. 6z, with no 
stanza breaks and with the ending not divided into three separate lines. These 
changes were made for T\VB and reprinted in SP. 

"Young Bride": First published in Crisis (Oct. 1925), p. 278. Included i n  'JWB. 

"The Jester": In Opportunity (Dec. 1925), p. 357, the end of the poem reads: 

Shall I 

Be wise 

Again? 

The three lines form one line in nvB and Four Negro Poets, p. 25. 

57 "Soledad": First published in Opportunity (Dec. 1925), p. 378. Included in TWB 
with changes in  the line lengths. Soledad is the Spanish word for "solitude" or 
"loneliness." 

"To Midnight r\an at Leroy's": First pubHshed in Vanity Fair (Sept. 1925), p. 6z, 
with only the first four stan:r.as. The last �tanza was added when the poem appeared 
in 'IWB and Opportunity (Jan. 1926), p. 23-

58 "Poem" (4]: First published in Crisis (Dec. 1925), p. 67. Included in TWB. 

"Cross"· First published in Crisis (Dec. 1925), p. 66. Included i n  TWB and SP. I n  
The Big Sea, Hughes said that from his childhood h t:  "had been intrigued with the 
problem of those so-called ':-.Jegroes' of immediate white-and-black blood, whether 
they were Hght enough to pas� for white or not" (The Big Sea, pp. z6z-63). He then 
quotes the poem "Cross" and connects it thematically to his play Mulatto and his 
short story "Father and Son." 

59 "Summer Night": First published in Crisis (Dec. 1925), p. 66. Included in nYB. 



6o "Disillusion": First publish�J in Crisis (Dec. 19z5), p. 67. Included in '[WB. 

"Jazz Band in a Parisian Cabaret": The original title in Crisis (Dec. 1925), p. 67, 
was "To a Negro Jazz Band in  a Parisian Cabaret." 

Lin�s 7 and 8 i n  FCITJ formed one line in the Crisis version ("And the school 
teachers out for a spree"). The second stanza of the early version was signifil·antly 
different from the text in FCITJ. 

May I? 

Mais oui, 

Mein Gott! 

Parece una ntmba! 

Play it, jazz band! 

You've got seven languages to speak in 

And then .�ome. 

Can I? 
Sure. 

This poem and several others set in Paris probably draw on Hughes's expenence 
as a dishwasher in the Paris nightclub I.e Grand Due in the spnng of 1924- (set The 
Big Sea, pp. 158-63, 171-81). 

61 "Minstrel Man'": First published in Crisis (Dec. 19:::;-), pp. 66-67, and The New 
Negro, p. 144. In The New Negro, the last lines of both stanzas ended with periods 
("So long.'" and "I die.'"). Line 12 ended with a comma ("My inner cry,"'). The ques­
tion marks were added for TDK. 

":\'ude Young Dancer": First published in The New Negro, p. 227. Included in TIVB. 

"Songs to the Dark Virgin"· First published in Palms (Jan. 1926), p. 115, in three 
stanzas but without the Roman-nnmcral heading�- These w�re add�d when the 
poem appeared in 'lWB. 

6z "Young Sailor": First published in Palms (Jan. 1926}, p. 114. TIVB has the following 
two lines after line 15: 

And tomorrow? 

For ioy. 

These lines are om1tted from the vers10n of the poem published in Palms and the 
version included in SP. Also in 1WB, the last lin� ("And nothmg hereafter") is not 
set apart from the rest of the poem, as it is in  the other printings. 

63 "Joy": First published in Crisis (Feb. 1926), p. 1n Included in TIVB, TDK, and SP. 

"Fog": First published as "African Fog" in \'cw York Herald Tribune (Feb. 14, 
1926), sect. VI, p. 4· The title was changed when the poem appeared in  Palms (Oct. 
1926), p. 24. 

6oS 



Line j, "In the thick white fog at Sekondi": Sekondi n. a port town m the West 
African nation of Ghana. I lughes describes landing at Sekondi in 1923, when the 
area was still a British colony (The Big Sea, p. 106). 

63 "Strange Hurt": First published as "Strange Ilurt She Knew" in the l\'ew York Herald 
Tribune (Feb. 14, 1926), sect. VI, p. + Included with the new title in FOW and SP. 

64 "Star Seeker": Pnbli�hcd in New York IleraldTribune (Feb. 14, 1921'l), sect. VI, p. 4· 

"Lullaby": First published m Crisis (Man:h 1926), P- 224, in tlnee stanzas. The 
seven-stanza format was made for TDK. 

65 "The Ring": Published m Crisis (April 1g26), p. 2R+ 

"Midwinter Blues": First published in New Republic (Apnl q, 1926), p. 223. When 
the poem appeared in FCITJ and Fom Negro Poets, p. 23, Hughes used dialect 
forms such as "de" for "the," "ma" for ''my," and "an' " for "and." In SP, however, 
Hughes changed all of the dialect forms back to standard spelling. Thus the final 
version of the poem mirrors the first printed version. Lines 23 and 24 in FC7T/ read: 

So when I'm dead, they 
Won't need no flowers from the store. 

66 "Gypsy Man": First published in New Republic (April 14, 1926), p. 223, and Anthol­
ogy of Magazine Ver.�e: 1926, ed. \V. S. Bmithwaite (New York: C. Sully, 1927), pp. 
IOf)-10. Included in FC'!Tf. 

"Ma \1an": First puhhshed in New Hepublic (April q, 1926), p. 223 under the title 
"My Man '' In l'C'ITJ, Hughes changed all in;tanccs of"my" to "ma" ilincs 1, 2, 3, 
and 4) and inserted the other dialect forms_ 

Lines 13 and 14, "Eagle-rockin' I Daddy, cagle-rul'k with me"- The Eagle Rock 
was a popular dance step in the 1920s. 

67 "Teacher"· Published m Opportunity (:V1ay 1926), p. 167. 

"Love Song for Lucinda": Published in Opportunity (May 1926), P- 164. 

68 "Minnie Sings Her Blues": First published in Messenger (May 1926), p. 132.. 
The present stanza 3 was origmall;.· two stanzas. Hughes changed all the 

instances of"and" to "an' " for FCTI'f (lines 2, 6, 8, and 17) and replaced all other 
dialect forms with star1dard spell mg. He also made the following changes: line '3· 
"Ifma daddy" was "Tf daddy"; line 15,  "If he" WH� ''lfmy man"; line 19, "Blue, blue, 
blues" was "Blue blue-blues." 

69 "Listen Here Blues": F1rst published m Modem Quarterly (May-July 1926), p. 203. 
Included m FCITJ. 

"Lament over Love": First pnbh;hcd in Vanity Fair (:Vlay 1926), P- 70. The early 
version contained a number of differences from FCITf: lines 1 and 3· "I hope my 
child']]" was "I hope my chile'll"; line :;, "Lo\·e can hmt you" was "Cause love can 



hurt you"; lines 7 and q, "the river" was "de river"; line u, "And I'm goin' there to 
think about him" wa� "''m goin' thr.:re to think about him"; line 15, "Love is like 
whiskey" was "0, love is like whiskey"; line 19, "''m goin' up in a tower" was "Coin' 
up in a tower." 

Hughes made only one change to tl1e FCITJ version when he republished the 
poem in SP. Lines 23 and Z4-"Gonna think about my man an' I Let my fool-self 
fall." -became "Gonna think about my man- I And let my fool-self fall." 

70 "Fortune Teller Blues": Published Ill Vanity Fair (Mar 19:z6}, p. 70. 

'"judgment Day": In Measure (June 1926}, p. 17; FC"ITJ; and TDK, the first refrain, 
Lord Jesus!, occurs after line 2. This refrain was om1tted m SP. The last word in line 
6 of SP was changed from "heaben" to "heaven." 

71 "Wide River": Fmt published in 1'vleasme (June 1926), p. 15. Included in TDK. 

72 "Homesick Blues": First published in Measure (June 1926), p. 16, and Literary 
Digest (July 3, 1926), p. 30. Included in FCTTJ and TDK. 

"hk Lady": Hughes left a published tear sheet saying that this poem appeared in 
Americ011 Life (June 1926), p. 17. See note for "Love Song for Antonia," page 619. 

73 "Ruby Brown": Fir�t published i n  Cris1s (Aug. 1926), p. IHI. I1JC!uded in FC'IT/ and 
SP. 

"New Year": Published in Messenger {Sept. 1916), p. 277. 

74 "Epitaph" li]: Published i n  Messenger (Sept. 1916), p. 184, under the pseudonym 
J. Cmtchfield Thompson. 

"Autumn 1'\ote"· Publi�hed in Messenger (Sept. 1916), p. 176, under the pseudo­
nym J. Crutchfield Thompson. 

"Formula": Published 111 Messenger (Sept. 1916), p. 276. 

75 "For Dead Mimes": First published in Messenger (Sept. 1926), p. 276, under the 
pseudonym Earl Dane. Included i n  FOW. 

"To Beauty": Published in Crisis (Oct. 1926), p. 317. 

76 "Bound No'th Blues": I n  the early versions m Opportunity (Oct. 1926), p. 315; 
FCTTJ; and TDK, "de" and other dialect forms are used; these are replaced by stan­
dard �pelling in SP. 

"Lonesome Place": Published i n  Opportunity (Oct. 1926), p. 314· 

77 "Misery"; Previous versions of the poem-in Opportunity (Oct. 1916), p. 315, and 
FCTT{- used "de" for "the" in lines 1 and 2. Hughes eliminated much of the 
dialect from the poems of FCTTJ he included in SP. 



18 ''Bad l .uck Card"· The poem first dppearcd m Opportunii} (Oct. 1926), p. 315, as 
"!lard Luck." It wa.'> reprinted as "Bad Luck Card" in FCTf! and SP. 

"Feet o' Jcsns"- First pubhohcd in Opportunity {Od. 19261, 011 the cover, 1-\·ith "de" 
for "the" m lines 1 and 5- This ver�ion was ret<1incd in FCTTJ and TDK, but the 
dialtd v>as changed for SP. 

''Down and Ou!"· The poem originally had three stanza:, in Opportunity (Oct. 
192(j), p. 314, and SfH, but the last was deleted for SP. The deleted st<mza read: 

Oh, talk about yo' friendly friends 
Bein' kind to )'OU-
Yes, talk about yo' friendly friends 
Bein' kind to you-
Just let yo 'self git down and out 
And then see what they'll do. 

79 "Pictures to the Wall": Published in Palms (Oct. 1926), p. 24· 

"Walls"· First published in Palms (:'\ov_ 1926), p. 37- where hncs 2 and 6 read "Oh, 
so mnch pain" and ''Oh, so much sorrow," reopcctivdy The lines were changed 
when the poem was included in FOW. 

So "Be:Jlc Street Love"· First published in Palms (Nov. 19261. p. 36. Included in 
FC'ITf- Beale Street wao the center of black life in l\.Icmphio, Tennessee, ;md well 
kno\\'n for bars and halls where jazz and blues \v·ere played. Richard Wright gives 
a description of life on Beale Street in chapter u of his autobiography, Black Boy 
{H}4)). 

"Dressed Up": First published in Palms (�ov. 1926}, p. 37· Included in FCJT} and 
TDK. 

''.-\ l lou�c in Taos"- First published in Palms (Nov. 1926}, pp. 35-36. Included in 
FOWand SP. 

I [ughes wrote in The Big Sea: "lt was a strange poem for me to be writing in a 
period when I was writing mostly blues and spirituals. I do not know why it came 
to me in just that way. but I made hardly a change in it after I put it down." 
Although I !ughes had never vioitcd Taos, New Mexico, he later received a letter 
from \1abel Dodge Luhan, who claimed that her house was the one described in 
the poem. She sent snapshots to support her assertion. Hughes comments: "At that 
time I had never heard Mn. Luhan's name, nor did l know she hdd married an 
Jndian, or that Jeom Toomer fwd been a guest in their house. The red, yellow, and 
white of mr poem came from the Indian com colors of the desert. Three was the 
mystic number. The rain, sun, and moon, omd other nature words I used in con­
trast to the .nt-how.es broing built by exotics from the Village' '  (The Big Sea pp. 
26o-61.) Despite I !ughes' s statement, he may have known of Toomer's relations 
with Luhan, and the poem perhaps reflects that knowledge (sec Rampersad, vol. 1, 
pp. !2o--22). 



82 ''Suicide": First published in Poetry ();ov_ 1926), p. 91, where line; z and 4 contain 
the dialect form "an' " This wa; changed to '\md" in F'CTI'f, but the ''de" in lines 
13, 15, and 17 was kept. 

"Hard Luck''. First published in Poetry (Nov. 1926), p. 88. Included in FCTI'/. 

83 "Po' Boy Blues": First published m Poetry (Nov. 1926), p. 89. Included in FCTI'f 
and TDK. 

"Red Roses": Publi�l1ed m Poetry (7'-Jov 19z6), P- 90. 

84 "Railroad Avenue": First published in  FIRE!! (Nov. 19z6), p. 21. Included in 
FCITf and SP. 

8; "Elevator Boy"· First pub]i;hed in FIRE!! (Nov. 11p6), p. 21. Included in FCITf 
and SP. 

"Stars"': First published in Lincoln Unirersity :\'ews (Nov. 19z6), p. 4· Included in 
FU\.V and SP with altered line lengths. 

86 "Brass Spittoons": First publi;hcd in New !'v1asses (Dec. 19z6), p. 10. Included in 
FCITf. 

87 ''The New Cabaret- Cirl"· First published as "1\"ew Girl" in New Masses (Dec. 
19z6), p. 10. The title was changed for FCTI"J. 

"Argument" [l]  Published in New Masses (Dec. 19z6). p. 10. 

88 "Saturday :\'ight": First published in New !Vlas.�es (Dec. 1926), p. 10. Included in 
FCITf. 

89 "The Cat :md the Saxophone (2 a.m.)"· Published in T\VB_ Hughes interspersed 
lines from the 1924 song "Everrbod} Loves \-1y Baby, but \1y Babv Don't Lol'e 
Nobody hut :--.1e," by Jack Palmer and Spencer Williams. 

"To a Little I .over-Lass, Dead": Published in TWB. 

90 "Harlem Night Club": Published m 'f\VB. 

91 "1\.'iidnight Dancer": First published as "To a Black Dancer in The Little Savoy' " 
in TWB. The title wa; changed when the poem was mcluded m SP. 

"Bines Fanta:.y": Publi:.hed m TIVB. 

92 "Lenox Avenue: Midnight": Published m TI\-'B_ For Lenox A\'enue, see the notes 
to "The Weary Blues," page 618. 

"Poetnc d'Automnc": Published in T\\.'13. 

93 "\larch Moon": Pnblishcd m T\VB and SP. 



93 "As I Crew Older": Publisll(.:d in T\VB, TDK. and SP. 

94 "I Iarlelll 0Jight Song"· In TWB, tv..·o additional lines appeared at the end of the sec­
ond stan1-a: 

In the cabaret 

The ja;:;:-ba11d's playing. 

These lines were omitted \�hen the poem was included in SP 

95 "'Ardella··: Published in nvB and SP. Appeared a� "Quiet Girl" in TDK. 

"Pierro!": Publ ished Ill TWH. (Sec note for "A Black Pierro!," page 614-l 

96 "Vv'ater-Front Streets'" Publi>hed m T\VR. TDK, and SP. 

"A Fare\\· ell'": Published in TWB. 

97 "Long Trip": Published in T\VB, TDK, and SP. 

"Port Town"· Published in TWB and SP. 

''Sea Calm"· Published in T\VB, TDK, <�nd SP. 

98 "Caribbean Sunset": Published in 'JWH. 

"Seascape": Published in T\VB, TDK, and SP. 

":"Jatcha": Published in T\Vf3 and SP. 

99 "l)eath of an ()ld Seaman" Published 111 T\VB and TDK. 

"Sick Room"· Published in T\VB. 

'To the D<�rk :\Iuccdcs of 'Fl Pal<�cio de Amor' ": Publi�hcd i n  TWB. During 
hi� voyage to Africa in 1923, Hughes's ship stopped at La� Palrnas, in the Azores. 
Hughes and several shipmates spent the night at a brothel called El Palacio de 
Amor, Spanish for "The Palace of Love" (�ee Rarnpcrsad, vol. I, pp. 76-77). 

100 "Mulatto": Line 1 1  of the text in SP ("Wh;,�f� a bod�· but a toy'") doc� not appear in 
the edrlier version in Sattnday Review of Literature (Jan. 29, 1927), p. 547, and 
Fern 

101 "A Letter to Anne'": Lincoln University News (Feb. 1927), p. 4- The poem is proba­
bly <Jddressed to Anne Marie Coussey, a young 'A·' est Africau woman with whom 
! !nghes was romantically involved in Paris in 1924- Although in The Big Sea, p. 168, 
I lughes says that the young lovers were separated by Anne's family, he may have 
decided to end the relationship (see Rampersad, \Ol. I, PP- 86---9o). 

"In tl1e Mist of the Moon·· I ,incoln [lniversity New� (Feb. ll)27), p. 4- l .ine z: "t\anette" 
probably refers to Anne 1.Jane Cousscy (sec note for "A Letter to Anne" above). 



102 "Spinluals": First publisl1ed as ··song" in Bookman (Feb. 1927), p. 729, and Home 
Quarterly [Nashville] (July-Sept. 1944), p. 5· Hughr.:s Hlw altered tht: line lengths 
when he indnded the poem i n  FO\V, but changed only one word: on line 7, 
"when you lmrt her" became "when life hnrt her." 

"For an lnd1an Screen": Published in Opportunity ( l\.'larch l<J27), p. 85. 

103 "Dav"· Puhlislucd m Opportunity 1 \brch 1927l, p. Ss. 

"Passing Low": First published in Opportunity (\larch 1927), p. 85. Included in TDK. 

"Lincoln :VIonnmenl: Washington": Published in Opportunity (\!larch 1927), p. 85, 
without stanza hrcllh. l .mes 6 �nd 7 form a single lme in this \·ersion. The change� 
were made when the poem <�ppcarcd in TDK. In Lincoln University News (Nov. 
1926), p. 4, the poem ends after line ). 

104 "Song for ll Dark Cirl"· First publi�hcd i11 Saturday Review of Literatim (April 19, 
1927), p. 712, and Crisis (May 1927), p. 94- Included in FCTTJ. 

"Gal's Cry for a Dying Lover": First published in Saturday Review of Literature 
(April 19, 1927), p. 712. Included in FC'ITJ. 

105 "Desire'': Fin, t  published in Messenger (\'lay ll)27), p. 151. Included in FOW. 

"Poem for Youth": Published in Messenger (June 1927), p. 186. 

w6 "The Naughty Child": Published in ;\lesse11ger (June F:J27), p. 1H6. 

"Girl": First published as "�Irma" in Opportunity (Jun<: 1927), p. 161. The title was 
changed for FOW. 

107 "Wise :V1en": Published in Uessenger (Junt 1927), p. 180. 

"Ma Lord": First published in Crisis (junt 19271, p. 123. Included in TDK 

"Tapestry"· Published in Crisis (July 1927), p. 138. 

w8 ''Succtss"· Published 111 ,Hessenger (July 1927), p. 236. 

"Nocturne fur the Drums": Publi�hed 111 ,\fes.wmger (Jul� .. 1927), p. 225. 

109 "Fur Salome": Published m Messenger (July 1927l, p. 236. This poem appeared as 
"Salumt" 111 Lincoln University News (\-larch 1926), p 7· After Salome had pleased 
her father, Herod, with hr.:r dancing, �he was urged to choose any gift �he liked. She 
asked for the head of John the Baptist on a platter (see Mark 6:17-28 and Matthew 
q·3-11; the only �onrcc which provides the name of Herod's daughter is the histo­
rian Flavius Ju�cplllls i n  fewish Antiquities 18:36). Hughes is alluding to Oscar 
Wilde's famous play entitled Salome. 

"Being Old": Publishtd in Crisis (Oct. 19271, p. 265. 



uo "Freedom Seeker'': Published in Cnsis (Oct. 1927), p. 265. 

"Pari�ian Beggar VVonwn"· Published as "Montmartre Beggar Wolllan" in Crisis 
(1\'ov. 1927), p. 30j, and Linco/11 University I\'ews (Feb. 1927), p. 4- The tttle 
changed wlu;:n the poem appeared in TDK. 

"I Thought It Was Tangier> 1 \\'anted": Published in Opportunity (Dec. 1927), p. 
368. Tangier {or Tangiers) !S a city Ill northwt;:�h;m \lforoeco. 

m "Dreamer"· PnblJ,bed in Ebony ami Topaz, ed. C. S. Johmon {:'\ew York: \'ational 
Urban League, 1927), p. 36. 

m "I ky!"- Published 111 fCTf/. See note for " l ley! Hey'" below. 

"!ley' lley1": Publi�l1cd in PCT1'f. This, the last poem of the book, was written as 
a companion to the previom poem, wl1ieh opened the book. The two poems were 
published as one work with two stanza� under the t!tle ":-.light and Morn" in TDK. 

"Bad Man"· Pnhli�l1ed in FCTTJ_ 

u3 "Closing Ti111e": Published in FC'IT/. 

"Pnze Fighter'": Published in HTI'f. 

u4 "Crap Came"- Published in FCTIJ. 

"Ballad of Cin Mary": First published in FCTTJ. 

us "Dcath of Do D irty: A Rounder'' Song"- Published iu FCTfJ. 

u6 "Porter"· Publi�hed in FCTTJ and SP. 

"Sport": Published in FC'ITJ_ 

H7 "Shout": Published 111 FCI'l'f 11nd SP. 

"Fire'': Published in FCTT/ 11nd SP. 

118 "!\'1oan": In thc first version, which Httghes attributed to American f .ife (July 1926 ), 
the final three stanz;�s are: 

I'vfoanin', moanm', 

Nobody care.� jmt why. 

;\1oanin', moanin', 

Feels /ak I could die. 

0, Little Lord, 

Dere's peace up in de sky. 



These were changed to three-line stanza� in FC'ITJ_ (For America11 Life, >ec note 
to "Love Song for Antonia," page 61q.) 

n8 "Angds Wings": In FC'ITJ, ''de" was used for "the" throughout the poem. The 
dialect wa� danged to standard <>pellmg when the poem was included in SP. 

uy "Sinner": Published in FCT/"f, TDK, and SP. 

"Cora": Published in FCTTJ and SP 

"Workin' Man": Published in FC'ITJ. 

no "B.lby"- Published m FC'ITJ, TDK, and SP. 

"Evil Woman": Published i n  FCTTJ. 

"A Ruined Cal": Publ i�hcd in FCrt'j. 

l2l "Black Cal": Published in FCJTf. Line 1): "rinnev" stands for "marinncy" -a 
light-skinned black person. 

122 "Sun Song"· Published in IIC'IT/, TDK, and SP. 

"Magnolia Flowers": In FC'/Tf, lines 8-9 and 12-1"3 are not 1talicizcd. The change 
\\·as made for SP. 

"Red Silk Stockings"· Published i n  FC'ITJ. Of the critics of FCIT{, Hughes com­
plained: ''An ironic poem like 'Red Si lk Stol·hngs' they took for literal tmth" (The 
Big Sea, p. 266). 

123 "Young Cal's Blues": In Four ,\i'egro Poets, p. 24, and FCTTf, "de" is used for "the" 
throughout. The dialect was altered when the poem was published ll1 Negro Car­
avan, eel. Sterling Brown (New York: Dryden, 1941 ) , p. 369. 

124 ''l iard Daddy": Once aga in, "de" is used throughout tht poem 111 FC'/Tf and is 
replaced by "the" in SP. 

"Sunset- Cone! Island": Published in New !Vla�ses (Feb . 1928), p. q. 

125 "Lo\'er's Retnrn" · In a >peCJal commencement i�sue of Lin�:oln llniver;·rty News 
(Oct. 1928); Poetr-y (Oct. 19)1), p. 16; aud 511 I, the final ffi'o li nes arc not italicized. 
The italics were added in SP. 

":--lonctte": Publi�hcd anonyrnomly ir1 Crisi� (June 1928), p. 196. In 1927, driven by 
a concern for his artistic reputation, l lnghcs wrote The Crisis asking that the mag­
azine not print any poems by him contained in t-heir file�. I lc no longer believed 
that '>O!TK of these poem<;, which he had mbmitt-ed before 1926, were \\'Orthy to 
appc<�r in pnnt. The Cri�is dl(l not honor l11s request, but in thi� one in�tance 
refrained from attaching his name to the poem (see Rampersad, vol I, p. 161). Cir­
culated by ANP as "Beloved," nnder l !ughes's name. 



126 "AI;�b,nn<> E;�rth"- Fir;t publi,hed in Tuskegee .''vfessenger (June 1928), on the cover, 
and later in Epworth Era (Oct. 1930), p. 93· Reprinted in Colden Slippers. 

Booker T \\.';�shington, the founder of Tuskegee Institute and the foremost 
leader of bbck America around 1900, advoc<Jted a policv of economic opportunity 
for Afric<Jn Americans without soci;>] integr<>tion with whites, for which he W<l> 
challenged by W. K B. Du Boi; and others. Washington gives an account of his 
life and opinions in his autobiography-, Up from Slavery (1901). In the summer of 
1927, I Iughes visited Tuskegee with Zora :\eale l lmston and was asked to write an 
anthem for the ,chooL I Ie ;ent "Al<>hama E<>rth." 

"Ma7.ie Dies Alone in the City Hospital": Published in the magazine Harlem (Nov. 
1928), p. 38, and Lincoln University News (Oct. 1928), P- 7-

"Hurt"· Published in Harlem (:\ov. 1928), p. 38. 

127 "Lady in Cabaret": Published in Harlem (1\ol". 19z8), p. ;8. 

"Dear L<)ldy Death": First published in Opportunir,.· (June 1930), p. 182. Included 
in DLD and LHR. 

"Flight": Lines 5 and 6 ("No I didn't touch her / White flesh ain't for me") are in 
quotation marb in DLD, not italic; as in 0\VT They arc in neither quotation 
marks nor italics in Opportunity (June 1930), p. 182. 

n8 "'Aesthete in I !adem"- Fir't publi,hcd in Opportunity (June 1930 ), P- 182_ Included 
in DfJ). Later reprinted under the title "I .ife F<!<."e to Face" in the American Review 
(Spring 1961), p. 10. 

"'Anne Spencer's Table": Published in Crisis (July 1930), p. 2)5· The poet Anne 
Spencer (1882-19761 !i\·ed in Lynchburg, Virginia. Hughes stayed \'>·ith the Spencers 
when he gave a lecture in the city in 1<)27 (sec Rampcrsad, vol. I, p. 158). Spencer's 
poetry has been collected in J. Lee Greene's Time's Unfading Carden: Anne 
Spencer's Life and Poetry (Baton Rouge: Louisiana State University Press, 1977). 

'"Spring for Lovers": Published in Crisis (July 1930), p. 235. 

"Tower": First published in Crisis (July 1930), p. 235- Included i n  DLD. 

129 "The English"- Published m Crisis (July 1930), p. 235-

"'Afro-American Fragment": Hughes changed the length of m;�ny of the lines of the 
version in Cmis (July 1930), p. 235, and DLD when the poem appeared in SP: 

Line; 6 and 7 in SP were originally one line ("Save those that songs beat back 
into the blood-"). 

Lines 13-15 \\'ere originally tv.·o lines ("Subdued and time-lost are the drums­
/ And yet, through some vast mist of wee"). 

Lines 19 and 20 were origin<�lly one line ("Of bitter yearnings lost, without a 
plac�- ")_ 



130 "Rent-Party Shout: For a Lady Dancer": Pubhshed in Amsterdam News (August 20, 
1930), p. 9· Parties with an admission charge to raise money for home rentals were 
a feature of Harlem life in the 1920s (see The Big Sea, pp. n8-·n). 

"Black Seed": Published in Opportunity (Dec. 1930), p. 371. 

131 "Militant" The poem originally appeared under the title "Pride" in Opportunity 
(Dec 1930), p. 371, and ANS. The title and the end of the poem were changed for 
TPATL. The final five lines of the first version read: 

Your spit is in my face. 

And so my fist is clenched­

Too weak f know 

But longing to be strong 

To strike your face. 

"\:egro Servant"· In Opportunity (Dec. 1930), p. 371, lines 12-14 read <IS follows: 

The el, the sub. 

Pay-nights, 

A taxi through the park. 

The text was changed in OWT 

132 "�1erry Christmas''. Published in New !VI asses (Dec 1930), p. 4-

135 "Tired'': Published in New Masses (Feb. 1931), p. 4-

"Call to Creation": Publi�hed in New Masses (Feb. 1931), p. 4-

136 "To Certain Negro Leaders": The poem appears with a stanza break after line 3 in 
Negro: lin Anthology, eel. :\'ancy Cunard (1934: rpt. 1970), p. 263. In New Masses 
(Feb. 1931), p. 4, the seven lines appear as one unit. 

The poem may have been a response to V./. E. B. Du Bois, �:!arcus Carvey, 
A. Philip Randolph, and other prominent African Americans who did not endorse 
the communist belief that uniting black and white workers was essential to black 
progress (sec Rampersad, vol. I, p. 217). 

"A ChristiaB Countr} ". Published in New Masses (Feb. 1931), p. 4-

"To the Little Fort of San Lazaro on the Ocean Front, Havana": Published in New 
Masses (.\!lay 1931), p. 11. 

Line 4, "DRA.KE"· Sir Francis Drake ( 154o-96), the English pirate and admiral, 
commanded the English ships against the attack of the Spanish Armada (1588). He 
later led an English expedition against the Spanish possessions in the West Indies, 
to which Hughes refers in this poem. Durmg this campaign, Drake died off the 
coast of Panama. 



].me 5. "DE PLAN": Unidentified. Perhaps a pirate or corsair in the Caribbean 
during the sixteenth or seventet:nth century. 

Line 6, "EL GRILLO": Domingo Grillo was a Genovese slave trader who 
obtained a contract from the Spanish crown to import 24,500 African slaves to 
Spanish colonies in t-he '\Jew V/orld at the price of 2.1 million pesos. 

137 "Dmm": In Poetry Quarterly (Spring 1931), p. n, and OLD the last three lines read: 

Calling all life 

To Come! Come! 

Cornel 

The line length� were altered in SP. 

"Snake": First published in Poetry Quarterly (Spring 1931}, p. 12 [nduded in SIH. 

"':--Jegro Ghetto": First published in New :\1,uses (March 1931}, p. 19. Included i n  
ANS. 

138 "House in the Wodd": Published as "White Shadows" in tht: rnagazme Contempo 
(Sept. 15, 1931}, p. 1. The title was changed when the poem <.�ppeared in Negro: 
An Anthology, p. 263. 

"Union": The first version of the poem, in New Masses (Sept. 1931), p. 12, and 
.Negro Worker (July 1934), p. 32, ends with line 10, "Too well defended." The final 
two lines were added i n  A!\'5. 

"Prayer" [2 [ :  First pubhshed in  Contempordneos (Sept.-Oct. 1931}, p. 158, and then 
as "Big City Prayer" in Opportunity (Oct. 1940), p. 308. The title and line lengths 
were changed for FOW. 

139 "Dying Bea£· Published in Podry (Oct. 1931}, pp. 18-19. 

"Sailor": First published in Poetry (Oct. 1931), p. 18; Literary Digest (Nov. 21, 1931), 
p. 26; and DLD. Included in TDK. 

140 "God": Published in Poetry (Oct. 1931), p. 19. 

"Sylvester's Dying Bed": In Poetry (Oct. 1931}, pp. 17-1R, and Literary Digest (Nov. 
21, 1931), p. 26, "everything" in line 27 was written "cver'thing." The standard 
spcllmg is used in SIH and SP. 

141 "October 16: The Ra1d": Published as "October The Sixteenth" in Opportunity 
(Oct. 1931), p. 299, where the final four lines appeared as follows: 

Come again to town­

Perhaps, 

You will recall 

John Brown. 



In Volunteer for Liberty (Oct. 14, 1937 ), p. H), as "October 16," tht fir�t two lines read: 

Perhaps today 

You will recall John Brown. 

The version printed in this volume appeared in JCLS, 0\Vl', SP, and TPATL. The 
subtitle was added in TI'ATL. 

142 "Scottsboro": First publi�hcd in Opportunity (Dec. 1931), p. 379· Included in SL. 
See note for 'The Town of Scottsboro,'" page 634-

143 "Christ in Alabama'"· First published in Crmlempo (Dtc. 1931), p. 1, after the mag­
a.�.me asked Hughes for a coum1e11t 011 the Scott�boro case. Reprinted in SL and 
TPATL. 

"Advertisement for the \Valdorf-Astoria": Published in New ,'vi asses (Dec 1931 ), pp. 
16--17. In The Big Sea, pp. 32o-21, Hughes savs that rhe poem was "modeled after 
an ad 111 Vanity F11ir announcing the openmg of Sew York's greatest hotel. (Whert 
no �cgrocs worked <111(1 nome were admitted as guests.)'" 

146 "l lelen Keller": Published in Double Blossoms: A Helen Keller Anthology, ed. 
E. Porter (New York: Copeland, 19)1), p. 19. Helen Keller (18So-19fi8), the inler­
nabonally known American educator and writer, was blind, deaf, and mute. In 
1931• Hughes wa� asked to contribute a poem to this book of \·erse in her honor. 

147 "The Colored Soldier": This poem, along with the next five poems 111 !ht order in 
which they appear here, formed the contents of the volume The Negro :'vlother. 
Publisl1ed later as "The Negro Sold1er'' but w1tl1out the prefatory and marginal texts 
i n A Negro Looks at War, ed. John Henry Williams (New York: Workers Library Pub­
lishers, 1940}, pp. 2-3-

qS "Broke": Line 47, Sugar l l i l l  \v·as once the most pro<;perow, �edion of H;nlcm. 

150 "The Black Clown": Repnnkd in Crisi� (Feb. HJ)Z), p. 32· 

153 "The Big-Timer"· Reprinted in Trend (\brch-May 19)2), p. 20. 

1 55 "The �egro \1other"· Rcprintcd in SP. 

1 ;6 "Dark Youth of the U.S.A.": Reprinted in Common Sense Historical Review (August 
1933). p. 12· 

157 "The Consumptive": In the poem's fir5t appearanct, in DLD (1931), the last two 
stanzas were: 

All night in bed 

Waiting for sleep 
He lay 
Feeling death creep-



Steady-like {ire 

From a slow spark 

Chokirrg his breath 

And buming the dark. 

The rev1sed version appeared in Crisis (Feb. 1913l, p. 31. 

158 "T\>O Things"· Published in DID. 

"Demand": Fml puhhshed as "Requc�t to Ccnins," Poetry Quarterly [�ew York) 
(Spnng 19)1), p.12. Th�; title \¥·a� <:hanged for DLD and SP. 

"Flomla Road Workers"- The first two lines of the poem in OWT ("Hey Buddy! I 
Look at me!") were not in the early \'crsions published in the N�;w York Herald Tri­
bune (Nov. 21, 1930); DLD; and T\:'egro: An Anthology, p. 26l 

Line 4 was originally two lines ("For the car� I to fly by on"). 
Line R was not followed by a stanza break. 
l .mcs 10 and 11, "For the rich to sweep over I In their big cars" was "For the rich 

old white men I To sweep over in their big �:om.'' 
Lines 19 and 20 were originally three liues mstcad of two: 

Hey Buddy! 

Look at me! 

I'm makirr' a mad! 

Reprinted in OV{l' and TPATL. 

159 "Garden": The work originally appeared under the title "Poem" in OLD. The 
ebangt was mad�; for SP. 

"Pennsylvania Station": Originally published under the title "Terminal" m Oppor­
tunity (Feb. 193z), p. ;1. The title was changed when the poem was reprinted in 
Approach (Spring 19(n), p. 4- "Penn'' Station and Grand Central arc the two major 
radway lcnmnah of New York City. 

160 "Optn Letter to the South": Published as "Red Flag over Tuskegee" m Baltimore 
Afro-American (June Z), 1932), p. 17, and Negro Worker (July 1932), pp. 31-·p. In 
these printings, as well as that in the New Masses (June 19)2-), p. 10, with the title 
"Open Letter to the South," line 21 read "I-I�; knew he linl" (a rtft'rencc to Booker 
T. Washington's reputation irr some quarters for duplicity). The line was deleted 
in ANS. 

Line 16, "At Harlan, Richmond, Gastonia, Atlanta, \'�;w Orle;m�": 1 larl11rr 
County, Kentucky, \v·as called "Bloody Harlan" after three persons d1ed and twenty 
were injmed during strikes hy miners in the thirties. Gastonia, North Carolina, was 
the site of a maJor strike by textile workers in  19z9. 

161 "Ph.D.": Published in Opportunity (Ang. 1932), p. 249. 

162 ''Good Mornmg Revolution": Published in .\'ew ;\:lasses (Sept. 1932), p. 5· The 
poem may be a parody of Carl Sandburg's "Good Morning America." 



164 "Chant for Tom Moon�y"- This po�m appear�d as "For Tom Mooney" in New 
Masse� (Sept 1932), p. 16. Tl1e title was l'hangcd for ANS. Tom �looney 
(1882-1942) was a labor leader in the San Francisco area. Arrested in  1916 in con­
nection with a bomb thrown during a Preparedne% Parade, whiL·h was sponsored 
by a group favoring Amenean invoh-ernenl lll \Vorld \Var I, h� was sentenced to 
die on the basi� of perjured testimony_ His sen knee was commuted to life in pnson 
in 1918, and he was finally released in  1939. \.1ooncy's fate was a rallying cry for left­
ists during the 1920s and 1930s. l lughes visited '\looney in prison in 1932 (see Ram­
persad, vol. I, P- 238). 

165 "Always the Same": First appeared in Negro Worker {Sept.-Oct. 1932). pp. 31-32, 
under the title "The Same." Subsequent print-ing� a� "Alw<�y� the Same" in Liber­
ator (:-..lov. 4· 19J2), p. 4· and Negro: An Anthology, p. 263. 

Line 4, "ln the diamond mines of Kimberley": Kimberley is the center of the 
diamond indw,try in the north of Cape Province, South Africa. 

166 "Goodbye Christ": Published in t\''egro \Vorker (Nov.-Dec. 1932), p. 32, and Negro: 
An Anthology, p. 264- Reprinted will1oUt permisoion in Saturday Evening l'ost 
(Dec. 21, 1940), p. H-

Line 26, "Saint Ghandi" l�ie[: :\:lohandas K. Gandhi ( 1869-1948) was the leader 
of the lndi�n independence movement and the :1d1·ocate of nonviolent resistance 
to the British. 

Line 27, "And Saint Pope Pins": Pius XI wa; pope from 1922 to 1939. The 
Catholic Chmcl1 strongly opposed not only communism, but the labor mo1·crnent 
in general. For such conservative stances, Catholicism was often linked with fas­
cism by the American left. 

Line :z8, "Saint Aimee \1cPherson": Aimee Semple McPherson was a well­
known evangelist and the founder of the Chmch of the Four Square Gospel, ba�ed 
in Echo Park, California. McPherson was involved in several financial and sexual 
scandals 111 the 1920�, one of ��hich caused her mother to sue her for control of the 
clmrch_ Hughes's allmion to t\·lcPhcrson btcr came back to haunt him. Her fol­
lowers picketed an appearance by him in the Los Angdcs area in 1940 and handed 
out copies of "Goodbye Christ." The notorict� .. led The Saturday Evening Post, 
mentim1ed in line 13 of the poem, to reprint the poem without permission. The 
subsequent uproar moved Hughes to repudiak the poem (�ee Rampersad, vol. I, 
pp. 390-95). 

Line 29: George Wilson Becton (d. 19'Bl was the le<Jdcr of a 1!<-Jrlcm-based �ect 
called The World's Gospel Feast, whi,·h included programs funded through 
donJtcd "consecrated" dimes. Becton 11as murdered in Philadelphia while riding 
m his car. Hughes writes <1bout Becton in The Rig Sea, PP- 275-78. 

167 "Irish Wake"· First published as "l\'ight Tears" in Abhott's Monthly (May 1932), 
P- 14. Included in TDK 

'"Re<1sons Why": Prevwusly published in Columbia University Spectator (May 10, 
1922), p. 2. Included in TDK. 

r68 ''The Town of Scottsboro": Pnhlished in Sf.. 
The Scottsboro case began on tlbrch 25, 1931. when nine African American 

youths were accused of raping two white women on a freight train near Painted 
Rock, Alabama. They were taken to a jail in nearby Scottsboro. Etght of the defen-



dants were quickly sentenced to die and one. thirteen-year-old Rov Wright, to life 
imprisonment. The communi�t-affiliolted group lntcrn<�tional Labor Dcfeme brought 
about a series of appeals and retrials, which after almost twenty years ended in the 
release of all the defendants. Hughes was particularly moved by the case, and his 
participation in fund-raising for the Scottslmro defense wa� a significant force in 
his move to the left in the early 1930:. (sec Rmnpersad, vol. I, pp. 216-18). l lughes 
v1sitcd the eight youth; held in  Kilby Priwn during a tour of the South in 1931 and 
gives a description of the event in I Wonder As l Wander, pp. 61-62. 

l lughes's book Scottsboro I -imzted contained four poems ami a play. Three of the 
poems had been previously published. One, '"justice," was not written m response 
to the Scottsboro trial, but first appeared in Amsterdam News {April 2), 1923), p. 12. 

168 "'Columbia"· Published in lntemational Literature. no. z (1933l, p. 54· 

169 "Letter to the Academy"· Published in International Literature, no. 5 (1933), p. 112. 

170 "Song of the Revolution'": Published Ill Negro \Vorker (March 1933), p. 32. 

"A l\'ew Song": The end of the poem was �uhs!antialh- ch,mgcd when it was 
mcluded in A/\'S_ The first ver�ion, in  Opportunity (jan_ 1933), p. 2-3, and Crisis 
(March 1933), p. 59· read� after line )9: 

New words are formed, 
Bitter 

With the past 
And sweet 
with the dream. 

Tense, silent, 
Without a sound, 
They fall unuttered­
Yet heard everywhere: 

Take care1 

Black world 
Against the wall, 
Open your eyes-

The lung white .make of greed has stntck to killr 

Be wary and 
Be wise.l 

Before 
The darker world 
The future lies. 

172 "Black Workers": Published in Crisis (April 1933). p. 8o. 



172 "Black Danc�rs": Puhlished m Crisi� (!\lay 19B\ p. no. 

173 "f-b\·�n� Dreams": First published in Opportunity (June 1933), p. 181. Included in 
FOW :md sr. 

Line r Batabano i� a town in northwt·slern Cuba not far from l la\'ana. 

"Dream": First published in Opporltmity (Sept. 1933), p. 282, with different lioe 
lengths and with lines 5 and 14 not italicized. The changes were m<Ide when the 
poem was included in FO\V 

"Personal"· First published in Crisis (Oct. 19';)), p. 23�- Included in .FOW and SP. 

174 "Wait": Publish�d in Partizan lLos AngebJ (Dec. 1933). p. 4-

175 "Revolution'': Published i11 �·ew Masses (Feb. 20, 1934l, p. 28, and Harper's (july 
1935), p. 135· 

"Cubes": Published in New Masses (i\.1arch 13, 1934), p. 22. Pablo Picasso 
(I88I-ll)73)- the leading figure 111 the evolutiOn of rvlodernist painting, was espe­
cially involved in the movell\<.:nt called Cuhi�m. 

Line 30, "the Marseillaise"': This refers to the national anthem of Fran<.:c, writ­
ten at the time of the French Re\·oiJJtion. 

176 '"One :-..1orc "S' in the U.S.A.": Published in Daily Workn (April z, 1934), p. 7- On 
Apnl 1, 1947. Sen�tor Albert Hawkes of New Jersey attacked Hughes as a wdieal 
subversive. As evidence, the senator read the text of this poem and "(;ood Morning 
Revolution" into the Senate record. (This was not the only time portions of "One 
Mor� 'S' in the U.S.A." were read on Capitol l l ill; see Rampersad, \"Ol. II, pp. 
90--{)L) 

178 ··:vtoonlight :\ight. Cannel": First pnblishcd Ill Carmel Pine Corw (June 15. 1934), 
p. 8, and Opportunity (July 1934), p. 217. lucluded in FOW ;md SP. Hughe.'> lived 
in the home of millionaire Nod Sullivan in Carmel, California, for two extended 
periods, in 1933-34 and 1939-41 (for the first, �ee I Wonder As I Wander, pp. 
281-85). In the spring of 1941, the Carmel Pine Cone published verse by Hughes on 
a regular basi>. 

"Ballad of Roosevelt": Published in New Republic (Nov. 14, 1934), p. 9- Reprinted 
in the same rnagazme on :\ov. 22, 1954, p. 64- The title refer� to Franklin Delano 
Roosevelt, who wa� �till i11 hi� fir�t term as prc'iident \�hen the poem �ppearcd . 

179 "History": First published in Opportunity (No\' 1914l, p. 339, and ANS with dif­
ferent line lengths. The poem was revised when it was included in TPATL. 

"Death in llarlem": First published i11 Anthology of Magazine Verse: 1935, ed. Alan 
Pater (New York: Poetry Digest Associalion, 1916), pp. 7:;-79, and Literary Amaica 
(June 193:;), pp. 417-40. Included in SIH. 

183 "Park Benclr": First published in Anvil (M8y 1933), p 17, where the last two lines 
were ":\;love this park bench O\'er/To Park A\'cnne '' The version pubhshed in our 
text appeared in Proletarian Uterc�ture (1935), p. 168, t\iew Mas�es (March 6, 1934), 
p. 6 and ANS. 



183 "Ballads of Lenin"· hrst published as "Ballad ofLemn" in Anvil (\by 19,,), p. 17, 
wl1ne the last line read "In death-behold our room " Included in Pmletanan Lil­
erattne (193'5), pp. 166-67 andANS In the latkr then: is an obvious error in the sec­
ond line of the last stanza, where the word ''tomb" was omitted. I n  Proletarian 
Litera lure, the stanza read: 

Comrade Lenin of Russia 

Rises in the marble tomb: 

On guard with the fighters forever­

The world is our room! 

184 "Call of Ethiopia": Published in Opportunity (Stpt. HH5), p. z76. The potrn was 
written at the beginniug of the Italian campaign to make Ethiopia a colony {1935). 
At this time. Ethiopia was one of only two independent countries in Africa, the 
other being Liberia. 

185 "Share-Croppers": First published in Proletarian Literature (1935), p. 167. Includ­
ed in SJH and SP. 

"Air Raid over 1-l;nlcm"· Published in New Theatre {Fth. 1936), p. 19. 
Line ·n. "C-UGSA A TRAITOR TOO": Gngsa Wele (1877-1930) was an 

Ethiopian nobleman who Tllarried Zcwditu, the daughter of Emperor �[cne\ik II 
They separated in 1916 so that she could inherit the throne. Cugsa was appointed 
governor of a province, hut fell under smpicion for secret dealings with local rebels 
and the Italians. I lc was killed m a clash with the Ethiopi<tn army. 

188 "Ballad of ()zit Powell": The Ycrsion in American Spectator (April 1936). P- 36, 
includes a stanza omitted from ANS. It came between the third and fourth stanzas 
of the ,\'ew Song version: 

One of the nine in law's lean claws, 

Penniless Ozie Powell, 

Not one of the nine who pass the laws, 

Ozie, Ozie Powell. 

Ozit Powell was one of the Scottsboro boys. He was scheduled to die in 1932, 
until the Supreme Com! of the United States granted his appeal on the grounds 
that he had not had adequate legal counsel. His case, Powell v. Alabama, remains 
important in legal history as the first time the court recoglll:wd the right of defen­
dants to competent legal representation. 

189 "Let Arneric<J Be Arnerica Again": First published in Esquire (july 1936), p. 9Z­
lncludcd in ANS. 

192 "Broadcast on Ethiopia": Published in American Spectator (July-August 1936), pp. 
16-17. 

Line 3, "Addis Ababa": the capital of Fthiopia. 
Line 7 " l lailc" Sclassie: tht emptror of Ethiopia from 1930 to 1974-
Line 13, "II Duce'" ("The Leader"): the titlt of Bmito Mussolini, dictator of Italy 

from 192z to 1943, who ordered the invasion of Ethiopia. 



193 "Dusk": First published us "Poem" in New Challenge (June 1936), p. 34· The lust 
line there reud "Keep on!"' The title was chunged for FOW. 

"Elderly Lcadtrs": Origin<J.lly titled ''Elderly Race Leader�" 111 Race (Summer 
1936). p. 87, the poem appeared as "Public Dignibrics'' in Unquote (1940), p. + 
"Elderly Politicians" in LHH: and then "Elderly Leaders" in TPATL. 

194 "White Man": Published in New Masses (Dec. 1936\, p. 34· 

195 "Song of Spam": First pnhlished in lnfematimwl Literature. no. 6 (HJ37), pp. 
67-68. Included in A,\'S. In 1937, Hughes went to Spain to cover the Spanish Civil 
\Var as the foreign correspondent of the Bultimorc Afro-American and the Cle\'e­
land Call and Po.�t. l ie describe� his experience in I Wonder As I Wander, pp. 
)21-400. 

Line 20, "Goya, Velasq11ez, ivlmillo"- Goya (174i-1828) ,  VcLhqucz ( 1559-1(i6ol, 
and !vlurillo (1617-1682) are renowned Spanish painters. 

Line 23, "La Maja Desnuda's": La Maia Desnuda (The Naked Maja) is a cele· 
hwted oil pamting by Goya in the Prado Museum, :\1adrid. 

Li11e 26, "Don Quixote' Espailai": Don Quixote is the title and also the name of the 
principal character of Miguel de Ccrv�mte�'s monumental sixteenth-century novel. 

Lines 27-28 translate as 'That corner of La Mancha th�t I don't want to n:rncmbcr." 
Line 66, ''Lest some Franco steal into om back�·;ud"· Fr�nCI�co Franco 

(1892-1975), the leader of the army rebellion against the Spanish government in 
1936, ruled Spain from 19-;8 unt-il his death. 

197 "Si�ter Johnson i\·Iarchcs": F1rst published in Fight Against War and F' asm·m (\!fa) 
1937), p. n. Included in Ai\'S. 

rg8 "Genius Child": In Opportunity (Aug. 1937), p. 239. the poem reads as follows after 
line 5: 

Can you love an eagle tame or wild? 

Can you love an eagle, wild though tame? 

Can you love a monster of a frightening name? 

Nobody can love a genius child. 

Kill him-and let his �oul nm wild. 

Lines 5, 11, and 12 were not itahcized. The changes were nwde for FOW and SP. 

''Ro<J.r Chma'�: Pubhshtd in Volunteer fOr Liberty (Sept. 6, 1937l. p 3, and New 
Masses (Feb. 22, H)38), p. 20. 

Lines 16-JS, "So they came with gunboato, J Set up Concessions. J Zones of 
influence": In a series of conflicts with Western governments during the last half 
of the nineteenth centmy, culminating in the Boxer Rebellion in 1900, the Chi­
nese \�ere required to offer freedom of trade and residence to Europeans in fifty· 
cities in China. Hughes descnhes the situabon in Shanghai in 1 Wonder A� 1 Wan­
der, pp. 246-48. 

200 "I\'otc in Music": Published in Opportunity (April i937), p. 104. 

"Search": Published in  Opportunity (july 1937), p. 207. 



201 "Today": First publi::.hcd in Opporlt�nity (Oct. 19r). P- 310. Included in FOW. 

"Letter from Spain"- Publi�hed 111 Volunteer for Libert)- (;-..Jo1·. 15, ll))j), p. 3· ! lughros 
tells of a visit to a hospital in Spain where be met d:1rk-skinned :Vloroccans (Moors) 
11 ho bad fought in Franco's :mny I lc ends his aecount: "The International Brigades 
were, of com,r;, aware of the iron�· of the colonial Moors-victims themsch·e, of 
oppres�ion 111 ::\orth Africa-fighting against a Republic that had been seeki11g to work 
out a liberal policy toward \-1orocco. To try to express the feelings of some of the 
r\egro fighting men m this regard, I wrote these verses in the form of a letter from an 
American :\"egro Ill the Bngades to a relall1·e 111 Dixie '' (I \\.'onder As I \Vander. P- 353· J 

202. ''Postcard from Spain": Pnblished in Vohmteer fOr Liberty (April 9, 19381, p. 4· 

203 "Convent" First published in Opportunity (1\Lneh 19381, p. 82. with different line 
lengths. The text 11:as altered when the poem was inclnded in FOW. 

"In Time of Silver Rain"· First published in Opportunity (june 19381. p. 176. 
Included in Golden Slippers. FO\·V. and SP. Hughes <lltered the line lengths sub­
stantially for e<Jch new pnnting, hut no words were changed. 

204 "Augmt 19th . ". Daily \.Vorker (June ;:S, 1938), P- 7· CLnence :'-lorri; was one of 
the Scothboro defendants. He was ;eulcnced to death in 1933, but \\·as granted a 
retrial by the Supreme Court of the United States on April 1, 1935, on the grounds 
that qualified blacks had been systematically excluded from jury duty in the first 
Alabama trial. In july of 1937. he was found guilt:- and once again sentenced to die, 
but the sentence was comnmtcd to life in  prison m June 1938. 

The following note appeared with the poem: "Read thi; poem aloud, and thmk of 
young Clarencr; ::\oni' pacing his lonely cell i11 the death house of Alabama, doomed 
to die on August 18. \Vhcn used for public performances, on the la;t two \"CTScs punc­
tuate the poem with a single drumbeat after each line. AUGUST 18TJ l IS THE 
DATE. During the final stanza, let the beat go faster, and faster following the line. 
until at the end the drnm goes on alonr;, unceasing, like the beating of a heart." 

207 "Beauty": Published in Opportunity (july 1938), p. 203. 

"Song for Our�cl\'e;""· Published m New York Post (Sept. 19. 1938!, p. 17. 

"Air Raid: Barcelona'"· Published m Esquire (Oct. 1938), p. 40. Hughes describes 
the experie11ee of his first air raid when he was i11 Barcelona in 1937 in 1 \.Vander As 
I \Vander, PP- 321-26. 

:zo9 "Chant for .\fay Day'"- Pub]i;hed in ANS. 

210 "Kids Who Die": Published in ANS. 
Line 36, "To belirove an Angelo I lcrndon'": At nineteen years of age already a 

communist activist, Angelo I lerndon organucd an i nterracial demon,tration in 
Atlanta in January 1932. He was arrested for attempting to incite an insurrection 
and sentenced to eighteen to twenty years i n  jail. In 1937, in llemdon \". Lowry, the 
Supreme Court of the United States stmck down Georgia's insurrection law as 
unconstitutional, and Herndon was released. Hughes used the facts of the case in 
his one-act play Angelo Herndon Jones (1936). 



Lmc 42, "Or the riven where you're drowned like Liebknecht"· Karl Liebknecht 
was a prominent German labor leader and assoc1ate of Rosa I .uxemburg, with 
whom he founded the German Communist Party. Oo June 15, 1919, Liebknecht 
and Luxemburg were arrested by the German police; they were executed without 
a trial on the �ame day. 

111 "Six-Bits Blues": A third stanza of six lines. later dropped from the poem in SIH, 
appean:d in the fir:;t vers10n published in Opportunity (Feb. 1939), p. 54· It reads: 

0, there ain't no place in 

Til is world to rest a-tall. 

Ain't no place for 

A man to rest a-tall-

That's why I got to he a��ayin' 

Goodbye to you all. 

:�on '"Pod to Patron'"· Pnblisbed m Ameriean Mneury (June 1939), p. 147. 

"Red Clay Blues'": Published rn l'iew Masse� (Aug. 1, 1939). p. 14 Th1s poem was 
the only literary collaboration of Hughes and \.Vright. 

113 " l lcy-liey Blues"': Fir�t pubh�hed 111 New Yorker (�ov. 25, 1939), p. 70. Included in 
SlH. 

114 "Lynching Song": Published in ANS and 0\\tT This poem. along with "Silhou­
ette'" and "Flight,'" appeared as "Three Son!:is About Lynchiug"" in Opportunity 
(june 1936 ) ,  p. 170. Becau�e of I lughes ·, marginal notations 111 this version, the full 
text 1s given below. 

Tl!REE SONGS ABOUT LYNCIIINC 

The Sll.HOIJF.1T.E 

first with 

satirically 

sentimental 

music. 

(With Violins) 

Southern gentle lady, 

Do not swoon. 

They've iust hung a nigger 

In the dark of the moon. 

They've hung a black nigger 

To a roadside tree 

In the dark of the moon 

For the world to see 

How Dixie protects 
Its white womanhood. 

Southern gentle lady, 

Be good! Be good! 



Th, 

second 

to a 

sylvan 

air 

with an 

under­

current of 

fear and 

death. 

Th, 

third to 

a blast 

of childish 

tmmpets 

full of 

empty 

wonder� 

and life 

not dead 

at all. 

FLIGHT 

(With Oboe and Drums) 

Plant your toes in the cool swamp mud. 

Step and leave no track. 

Huny, sweating runner! 

The hounds are at your back. 

No, I didn't touch her. 

White flesh ain't for me. 

Hurry, black boy, huny! 

Or they"fl swing you to a tree. 

LYI\lCHINC SONG 

(With Trumpets) 

Pull at the rope! 0! 

Pull it high! 

Let the white folks live 

And the nigger die. 

Pull it, boys, 

With a bloody cry 
As the nigger spins 

And the white folks die. 

The white folks die? 

What do you mean­

The white folks die? 

The nigger's 
Still body 

Says 

NOT!. 

214 "How Thiu a Blanket": Published in Opportunity (Dec. 1939), p. 361, and Span 
(Oct-Dec. 1946), p. 3· 

215 'Visitors to the Black Belt'': In Opportunity (Jan. 1940), P- q, then:: arc nu stanza 
breaks. The last two lines read: 



Who're you, rich folks? 
Ask me who am l. 

Hughes changed "rich folks" to "outsider" for fCLS and SP. 

215 "I\ote on Commercial Theatre": First published in Crisis (March 1940), p. 79, and 
reprinted in /CIS, OWl', and SP. 

Line z, "You sing 'em on Broadway" was "You sing 'em in Pans" in The Crisis. 
The last line was added in JCLS and read simply, "Jt'll be me." "Yes" was added 

at the beginning of the line for SP. 

216 "Love Again Blues"· I11 Poetry (Aprii 1940l, p. 21. lines 15-16 repeated lines 13-14 
("Tell me, tell me, I \Vhat makes IO\·e such an <1chc and pain?"). The liues were 
slightly changed for SJH. 

217 "Out of Work"· First puhli�hed m Poetr)' (April 1940), p. 21. Included in SIH. 
Line 8, "WPA": the Worb ProjectAdmi11i�tratiou, a Depre�sion-era jobs program. 

"Seven Moments of Love": When the poem first .appe:ned in Esquire CV1ay 1940), 
pp. 6o-61, the dialect form "ole" was used for "old" in lines 9, n, and 14 of "Twi­
light Reverie," line 8 of "Daybreak," and I me 19 of "Lctter." The \\ords italici.t.ed 
in the text of SIH were capitalized in Esquire. 

220 "Daybreak in Alabama": First published in Unquote [Yellow Springs, Ohio] (June 
194ol. p. 3· lndnded in fCLS, 0\VT, SP, and TPATL. 

221 "Cornmcnt on War": Published in Crisis {june 1940), p. 190. 

"Ballad of the Miser": Published in Opportunity (Dec. 194ol, p. 363. 

222 "Ballad of Little Sallie": Published in Opportunity (Dec. 1940), p. 364. 

22) "Evenin' Air Blues": First published in Common Ground (Spring 1941), p. 57· 
Included in Slll. 

"Aspiration": First published in Carmel Pine Cone (March 7, 1941), p. 7· Included 
in SIH. 

n6 "Little Lyric (Of Great Importance)": First published in Carmel Pine Cone (March 
21, 1941), p. 7· Included in SIH and SP. 

"Curious": Fid published in Carmel Pine Cone (April 4, 1941), p. 7· Included in 
0\VT. 

"If-ing": Fir�t published in Carmel Pine Cone (April 4, 1941), p. 13. Included in SlH. 

227 "Evil": First published in Cannel Pine Cone (April z5, 1941), p. 7· Included in SIH 
and SP. 



227 "Southern Mammy Sings'': First published in Poetry (:--.1ay 1941), pp. 72-73. 
Included in SIH and SP. It also appeared under the Iitle "Southern Mammy Song" 

in :'11illion, no. 1 ( 1944) , p. '4· 

'"Black Maria": ln the c<Jrly version of the poem in Poetry (May 1941), pp. 74-75, 
and SIH, the dialect form "de" was used for "the" throughout. The dialect was 
removed for SP. The poem originally had only three stanzas. The break after line 
10 was made in SP A "Black Maria" is a police van for carrying prisoners. 

uS "Dustbowl": In Poetry (May 1941), p. 72. the poern appeared with different line 
lengths from the version included in FOW_ 

229 "Addition" [1]: Published in Carmel Pine Cone (�-lay 2, 1941), p. 7· 

"Kid Sleep�": First published in Carmel Pine Cone (�viay 2, 1941), p. 10. Included 
in SIH and SP. 

:230 ""Stony Lonesome": First published in Carmel Pine Cone (\by 2, 1941), p. 7· The 
poem was originally titled "Death Chant" in the Pine Cone and SJH. The change 
wa; rnade for SP. In the first publication, a stanza break occurred after line l\. Line; 
14-16 are also arranged differently iu SP. SIH reads: 

Yes, po' Ruddy 
fanes has done been left. 
Now she's out in stony lonesome, 
Lord�·! Sleepin' by herself 

"NMCP": Published in Crisis (June 1941), p. 201 . 

231 "Early Evening Quarrel": First published in Livmg Age (June 1941), p. 382. 
Included in SIH and SP. 

232 "Watch Out, Papa": Published in Carmel Pine Cone (June q, 1941), p. 7· 

"Snob": First pubbhed in Carmel Pine Cone (June 27, 1941), p. 2. Included in SIH. 

"Heaven": Fir;t published in Carmel Pine Cone (July 4, 1941), p. 7, and Golden 
Slippers, p. 144. Included in FOW and SP. 

233 "Enemy": Published in Cannel Pine Cone (July 11, 1941), p. 7· 

"Snail": In Cannel Pine Cone (July 18, 1941), p. 6, and Golden Slippers, p. 149, the 
last stanza consists of only four lines, without word changes. The present text is in 
FOWand SP. 

234 "One": First published in Carmel Pine Cone (July 18, 1941), p. 6. Included in FOW 
and SP. 

"Young Negro Girl": First published in Carmel Pine Cone (July 18, 1941), p. 6. 
Included in SrH. 



234 "Silence": First published m Carmel Pine Cone (Julv 18, H;J41 }, p. 6. Included in 
FOW. 

2.35 "Big Sur": First published in Carmel Pine Cone (July 18, 1941), p. 6. Included m 
FOW. Big Sur, an area on the California coast south of Carmel. is renowned for its 
natural beauty. 

"Gypsy \tlclodies": First published i n  Carmel Pine Cone {July 18, 1941), p. 6. 
Included in FOW and SP. 

"Refugee"· Published m Carmel Pine Cone (July 18, 1l)4l), p 6. 

"It Gives \1c Pame": Published m Carmel Pine Cone (July 2.;, 1941), p. 7-

2.36 "Some Day": Published m Span \June-July, 1941), p. w. 

"Death in Africa": Published in Opportunity (:\u�. 1941), p. 2.)7- Damhalla Wedo 
is the venerable father of the sky, the mo�t powerful god in the Afro-Caribbean reli­
gion of l laitL 

137 "Sunset in  Dixie": Published in Crisis (Sept. 1941), p. 277. 

"Gangsters": Puhhshed in Crisis (Sept. 1941), p. 295-

138 "Southern Negro Speaks". Published in Opporttmity (Oct. 1941). p. 308. 

"This Puzzles Me": Publi�hed in Southern Frontier (Nov. 1941), p. 1. 
llerbert Talmadge, gon:rnor of Georgia {1933-35 and 1941-43) ,  opposed all 

forms of integration Hnd the mtrodudion of New Deal progra1ns into his state. 
Martin Dies was a conservative congressman from Texas, 19v-45 and 1953-59, 

who chaired the special House Commitlet: on lJn-Amcrican Activities, wh1ch 
often viewed persons m favor of racial integration as subversives. 

139 "Vagabonds": In Opportunity (Dec. 1941), p. �67, the last line of the text i� "Who 
want to weep." Changed for FOW and SP. 

"Me and the �ule": In Negro Quarterly !Spring 194-2), p. )7, and Sill, the final 
stanza of the poem reads: 

I'm like that old mule­

Black 

And don't give a damn! 
So you got to take me 

Like I am. 

The structure of these lines was altered for SP, and the word "So" deleted. 

140 "B1g Buddy": F1rst published in :\'egro Quarterly (Spring 1.94<-), p. ;8. Included i n  
}CIS 



z4o "\-terry-Go-Round": First published in Common Ground (Spring 194z), p. 27. 
illtlndcd in SIH, SP, <>nd TPATI.. 

241 "403 Blu�s"· Published in Founlam (1by I9<f2), p. + The number was that of a dis­
missal form from the WPA. 

"Sunday Morlllng Prophecy" First pubhshcd in New Yorker (June 20, 1942), p. 18. 
Included in 0\Vf and SP. 

242 "The Bitter River": First published i n  Negro Quarterly (Fall 1942), pp. 249-51. 
Included in JCIS 

245 "IIopr" I I I :  Published Ill SIH and SP. 

" l l<>rlem Sweeties"· Published in SIH. 

246 "Declaration": Pubhshcd in SJH. 

247 "Stah:rn�nt''· Published in SIH. 

"Pr�:;�nl": Published in Slll. 

"Fn:� Man": Published in SIH. 

"Brief Encounter"· Publi�hcd in Sill. 

248 "Morning After": Publish�d m Slll and SP. 

249 "Mississippi Levee": Published in Sill. 

"In a Troubled Key": Published in Slll. 

250 "Only \Voman Blues": Published m SHI. 

"Wake": Published in Sill; New Yorker (/nne 10, 1944), p. 65; and SP. 

251 "Cabaret Cirl Dies on Welfare Island"· Published in SIH. 

"Crossing": Published in SIH and SP. Line 18, "Looked lik� me" in  SP, was "That 
looked like me" in Sill. Line 20, "I walked" in SP, was "When I walked" in SIH. 
The poem is virtually the same as "Crossing Jordan," Poetry (:-.1ay 1941), pp. 73-74, 
except for the last two line�: "Crossing Jordom! Crossing Jordan! I Alone and by 
myself." 

252 "West Texas": The poem had five stanza� in SIH; the fourth was dropped for SP. 
Ilughcs also made minor changes in the third and fifth stam:a�, which became the 
third and fourth in the text for SP, and he changed the dialect "de" to "the." The 
last three stanzas in SIH read: 



So we cranked up our old Ford 

And we started down the road 

And where 

We was gain' 

We didn't know-

Cause it's hard for a Jigaboo 

With a wife and children, too, 

To make a livin' 

Anywhere 

Today. 

But in West Texas where de sun 

Shines like the evil one 

There am't no reason 
Fora man 

To stay. 

151 "Ku Klux": Published m SJH, SP, and TPATL. 

153 "Ballad of the Sinner"- Published in Sill. 

154 "Ballad of the Killer Boy": Publi�hed in SIH. 

155 "Ballad of the Fortune Teller" Published in Sll I and SP_ 

156 "Ballad of the Girl Whose :-.iarnc Is Mud": In SJH, line 14 appeared as "(fu�t as 
though it wa� no sin)." The parentheses were removed in SP. 

"Ballad of the Gypsy": Published in SJH and SP. 

157 "Ballad of the Pawnbroker": Pubhshed in SJH. 

158 "Ballad of the Man Who's Gone": Published in SJH and SP. 

"Midnight Chippie's Lament": Published in SIH. "Ch ippic" is a term for a 
pro�titute. 

159 "Widow Woman": Published in SJH and SP. 

160 "Shakespeare in Harlem": Published in SIH. 

"Fired": Published in  SIH and SP. 

261 "Announcement": Published in Sill. Circulated by the Associated Negro Press as 
"Ballad of Some Changes Made." 

"so-so": Published in SJH and SP. 



z6z "Evil Morning": Published in SIH. 

"Reverie on the Harlem R1ver"- Pubh�l1ed in SI/ I and SP. 

z63 "Love": Fnsl published lTl Comptm (April 1941), p. z8. Included in SIH and SP. 

"Freedom's Plow": First published in Opportunity (April 1943), pp. 66-69. Printed 
as a pamphlet in 1943 by Musette Publishers. Reprinted in LHR and SP. Hughes 
made extensive ch;mges in the stanza and line lengths of the poem from Its first 
appearance to the final version in SP, often simply <:utting in half earlier ver;e�. 
Hughes deleted one line from the first version. This deleted line ("The mind seeks 
a way to overcome these obstacles") appeared after line 16. lie also reversed the 
order of lmes 184-89, which originally read: 

To all the enemies of the great words: 

FREEDOM, BROTHERHOOD, DEMOCRACY 

We�ay, NO! 

Changeo were abo made in lines 198-yy, where a clause was dropped: 

That tree is not for Negroes alone, 
But for everybody, for all America, for all the world. 

z68 "W1sdom" · lu Saturday Evening Post \J<-�rL 30, 1943), p. 74, the poem comprises 
four lines instead of eight. \Vhcn l lughes revised the poem for FOW, he cut each 
of the lines in the earlier version in two. 

169 "\Vords Like Freedom" · Titled "Refugee in America" in Saturday Evening Post 
(Feb. 6, 194;), p 64, and FO\\/_ The ruHne l'.'as altered for TPATL. Hughes made 
the following changes at that time: line 5· "Lihertv" replaced "democracy"; line 7, 
"knov/' replaced "knew"; line 8, "you would" replaced •·you'd" (only Saturday 
Evening Pmt). 

"�ladam and the Number Writer": First published in Contemporary Poetry 
(Autumn 1943), pp. 5-6, in which the title was "Madam and the !\'umber Runner," 
and Negro Story (March-April 1945), p. 47- Included in 0\Vf and SP. 

270 "Dimout m Harlem": In Panorama !Wavne State Uni\·ersity] (:VIarch 1943), p. 7; 
Span (Dec. 1944-Jan. 1945), P- 1+ and FOW, the second stanza consisted of five 
lines, the last two of which read: 

Veiling shadows cut hy laughter 

Then a silence over laughter 

In Seven Poets in Search of an Answer, p. 50, Hughes split the�e two lines and made 
a five-stanza poem out of what had been fom stanzas. 

171 "Little Old Letter": The poem was firs\ publ ished in  Old Line (April 1943), p. zo, 
as "Little Old Letter Blues." It origm<�lly ft:atured a six-line blues structure, which 
I lughes changed to the present four-line stanzas for OWT. The first version of the 
poem read:;: 



It was yesterday morning 
That I looked in my box for mail. 
Yesterday morning 

I looked in my hox for mail. 
The letter that I found there 

Made me tum snow pale. 

Just a little old letter 

That wasn't but one page long. 
A little old letter-

One little old page long, 

But it made me wish I 

Was in hell and gone. 

I turned that letter orer, 

Nary a word writ on the back. 

Turned it over, 

Nothing on the back. 
I never felt so lonesome 

Since I was born black. 

Just a pencil and a paper, 

You don't need no gun or knife. 

A pencil and a paper, 

Don't need no gun or knife­

Cause a little old letter 

Can take a person's life. 

271 "Dear Mr. President": Published in People's V01ce ll'\cwYork] (July- 3, 1943), p. 23, 
and Seven Poets in Search of an Arrswer, pp. 46-47. 

273 "Broadcast to the West Indies": Published m People's Voi,·e (Aug. 14, 1943). p. 23. 

275 "Madam and the Rent Man": In Poetry (Sept. 1943), pp. 312-13, and Negro Story 
(Dec. 1944-Jan. 1945), p. so, "You'" in line 24 is italicized. Included in OWTand SP. 

276 "Madam and the Chari!} Child": Firs! published in Poetry {Sept. 1943), pp. 311-12, 
and Negro Storr (March-April 1945l. p. 47· Included m 0\.\-T and S!'. 

277 "Blind": Published in Span (Oct.-Nov. 1943), p. 6. 

278 "Shall the Good Co Down7"- Published in Sp<!n (Oct.-l\'ov. 1943), p. 7· 
Line 3: Lidice was a town in Czechoslovakia not far from Prague. In June 1942, 

it was razed, the men were killed, and the woll!en and children deported. because 
some of the inhabitants had aided the assassins of Reinhard Heydrich, the :\azi 
Reich Protector in Prague. Later that year, Hughes joined the Save Lidice Com­
mittee, which raised money to help the survivors. 

"Crowing Hen Blue�"· Published in Poetry (Sept. 1943), pp. 313-14. 



279 'The Underground"· Published in New Masses (Sept. 28, 1943), p. 14, and Seven 
Poets in Search of an Answer, pp. 51-52-

Line 23: A Qui�ling is one who eollaboraks with the enemy, particularly an 
occupying enemy The word came from Vidkun Quisling, the �orwegian who 
helped the :\azis take and hold :-.lorway dmmg World War I I  

A different version of  this poem appeared as  "Our Spring," International Liter� 
ature, no. 2 (1933), P- + 

OUR SPR!t'/G 

Bring us with our hands bound, 

Our teeth knocked out, 

Our heads broken, 

Bring us shouting curses, or crying, 

Or silent as tomorrow. 

Bring us to the electric chair, 

Or the shooting wall, 

Or the guillotine. 

But you can't kill all of us. 

You can't silence all of us. 

You can't stop all of us-

Kill Van;:etti m Boston and I Immg Ping rises 

In China. 

We're like those rivers 

That fill with the melted snow in spring 

And flood the land in all directions. 

Our spring has come. 

The pent-up snows of all /he brutal years 

Are melting beneath the rising sun of revolution. 

The rivers of the world will be flooded with strength 

And you will be washed away-

You murderers of the people-

Killers and cops and soldiers, 

Priests and kings and billionaires, 

Diplomats and liars, 

Makers of gas and guns and guillotines. 

You will be washed away, 

And the land will he fresh and clean again, 

Denuded of the past-

For time has given us 

Our spring 

At last. 



280 'Too Blue": First publi�hed in Contemporary Poetry (Autumn 1943), p. 5- lnduded 
in OWT. 

281 "Beaumont to Detroit: 1943": Puhli�hed in Common Cround (Autumn 1943), p. 
104. From May 12 to Augmt 8, 1943, the nation was rocked by a number of racial 
riots. Two of the most scriom occurred in Beaumont, Texas, and Dctro1t, tviicln­
gan. Hughes wrote about yet another (:--Jew York City) in 'The Ballad of Margie 
Polite" (below). 

zSz "The Ballad of Margie Polite": First published III Amsterdam News (Oct. 2, 1943), 
p. wA. Included in OWT. On August 1, 1943, in Harlem, i\.1argic Polite became 
involved in an altercation with a white policeman. After a hl<�ck soldier intervened 
in Margie Polite's behalf, the policeman shot him. Polite went into the street 
screanung that her protector had been killed, which was not true. Ci\'il unrest 
broke out in Harlem, leavmg fom dead, four hundred injured, <Hl(l milliom of dol­
lars in damages. For Hughe�'s respousc to the riot, see Rampcrsad, voL 11, pp. 
75-76. 

283 "Madam and the Army": The text here is from Negro Story (Od.-Nov. 1944), p. 55- In 
Common Ground (Summer 1943), p. 89, the poem appeared without stauza breaks. 

284 "Madam and the \10\·ies": Published 111 Common Cround (Summer 1943), p. 90, 
and Negro Story (Oct.-:'-Jov. 1944), p. 55-

285 "\1adam and Her �adam" Published in Common Gmu11d (Summer 194,), pp. 
89-90, and in Negro Story (Oct.-Nov. 1944), p. 55 (without �tanza breaks). It also 
appeared m Southern l'm11tier (Dec. HJ+)i, p. 2, under the title "Madam to You " 
Included in 0\Vf and SP 

"Stalingmd: 1942": Published in War Poems o(the United Nutions, ed. J. Davidman 
(New York: Dial Press, 1943), pp. 321-24. Stalingrad, now Volgogmd, is a city on the 
Volga River that was the site of a decisive battle in World War II. The Germans 
attacked the city m August 1942. By February 1943, Soviet troops had reco\'ered it, 
killing or capturing 33o,ooo Nazi soldiers in the process. The battle marked the 
turning point in the war on the Eastern front 

288 "The Black \1an Speaks": Published in JCLS. 

289 "Freedom" [ 1 J The poem appeared in JCLS, OVvT, and SPas "Democracy." The 
name v..-as changed for TPATL. Line 1, "Freedom will not come" was "Democracy 
will not come" in JCLS, 0\\tT, and SP. 

290 "Color"· The poem had only five lines in JCLS, where lines 1 and 4 read "[ would 
wear it." The six-line version appeared in TPATL. The title was "My Color" when 
the poem was circulated by the Associated '\iegro Press. 

"Freedom" l2]: Published in JCLS. 

"Red Cross": Published in JCLS. This poem was \1--Titten in response to the Red 
Cross policy of racially segregating blood donat1ons. 



291 "Note to All :-.Juis Fascists anJ Kl;�n�m(;n": Publi�hed in TCLS. 

"How About It, Dixie": Fnst pnhli�hed in New Ma�;·es (Oct. 20, 1941), p. 14-
lncluJed i n  TCLS. 

Line 1: ln 1941, in a major address, Roosevelt spoke to the Amencan people about 
the need for Four Freedoms-of speech, of worship, from w;�nt, and from fear. 

Line 14, "Club Roland Hayes"- Roland Hayes (1R87-1-967) was a nokd singer of 
clas�ic;�l songs and I\'cgro opirituak In H)f2, h(; w;�; assaulted by a white clerk in a 
segregated shoe store in Rome, Georgia, when he took his wife's part 111 an argument. 

292 "Blue Bayou": In Black Opals l.l (Spring 1927), p. 6 and JCLS, the dialect form 
"de"' v..-as used for "the" throughout. Hughes eliminated the dialect in SP. 

"Motherland": Published in JCLS and FOW. 

293 "To C<Ipt<Iin Mulzae": Published m !CIS In 1920, Hugh ;\/;lthaniel Mulzac was 
the first African American to qmdify Js a captain 111 the U.S. Merchant Marine. 
Refusing to ;�cccpt command of a vessel unle;s all the positions on the ship could 
be filled according to ahihty. not mee, he w:1ited over twenty ye<Irs until he took 
ch,ngc of the integrated crew of the Booker T. Washington. 

295 "Still Here"': In JCIS, the first p<Irt of line 3 appears as "Snow has frize me," not 
"Snow has friz me." The last line is italicized in SP, but not in OW/' or TPATL. In 
earlier versions, the first line reads, ''I've been scarred and battered." 

"Ballad of Sam Solomon": Published m {CLS. In May 1939, Samuel H. Solomon 
of the NAACP, in defiance of an open Ku Klux Klan threat, led more than one 
thousand blacks to the polls 111 ()H; iVfimni city primJries. 

296 "\1e and My Song"· Published m !CIS 

297 "Good Morning, Stalingrad": Published in JCLS and Seven Poets in Search of an 
Answer, pp. 44-46. Sec note to ''Stalingrad: 194-2." p;�ge 650. 

299 "jim Grow's Last Stand": Published in !CIS 
Lmc 1�, '"Ndn u  said": Jaw<lh;�rlal :-.J"chru, an achvist for Indian independence 

and later the first pnme miniskr of India, was jailed on August 9· 194--2 · He served 
1.041 days. 

Line 17, wManan Anderson sa1d to the DAR": :Vlarian Anderson was the promi­
nent concert singer who was the first African American to �ing with the :Vtetropol­
it<In Opera Company in :\cw York_ l lughcs rcfcn to ;�n ml·ident in 1939, when the 
Daughter� of the Americ;�n Revolution (OAR) refused her request to perform in 
their Constitution Hall in Washington, D.C., presumably because of her race. 
Eleanor Roosevelt responded by resigning from the DAR and spomoring a concert 
by Anderson at the Lincoln Memorial on Faster Sunday, 1939 An integrated audi­
ence of over �event)•-fivc thollS<Hld llltendcd, incl11ding the president. Cabinet 
members, members of Congress. ami Supreme Court justices. 

Line 19, "Paul Robeson said, on! in Kama� Cit),": Paul Robeson made it a rule 
nn·er to perform before racially segregated audiences. During a tom in 1942, after 
he discovered that the audience at a Kansas Ci ty performance w;�s �egregatcd, he 
would not rdurn for the second half of the concert until he had announced his 
protest to the crowd. 



Lme 21, "Mr�- Bethune told Martin Dies'': Mary McLeod Beth nne (187)-1955J 
was !ht founder ofBdlmne-Cookman College in 1904, when it was called the Day­
tona Normal and Industrial School for Ntgro Girls. In 1931· I {ughc� called her 
"America's leading Negro woman" (The Big Sea. p. 40). Martin Dies was the chair­
man of the I louse Committee on Un-American Affairs in the 194m, and 19)0S, the 
eounkrpart to tht committee in tht Senate later ch<Jired by Joe McCarthy Like 
Hughes himself, Bcthunt was attacked for having left-wing sympathico. 

Line z;, "Joe Louis said": The former hcavy\veight boxing champion. 
Line 28, "When Dorie .'diller": Dorie l'vliller gained f<Jme when, although only 

a Navy mess atkndant on the llSS Arizona, hc sti/.ecl a machint gun and shot 
down four Japanese planes during the 1941 attack on Pearl I l;�rhor. For his bravery, 
he was awarded the Navv Cross. l ie later died in action in the South Pal·ific. 

299 "Salute to Soviet Armies"· Published in 1\'ew Masses (Feb. 15, 1944), p. 10. amL a> 
"To the Red Army," in Soviet Russia Today (Julv 1944), p. 20. 

300 "Poem for an Intellectual on tht \V<�v Up to Submit to His Lady": Pubhshed in 
Contemporary Poetry (Anlmnn 1944!, p. n. 

301 "Madam's I'<�st l listory": In the first publication, in Negro Story (Oct.-1\"ov 1944), 
p. 54, there were no stanza breaks. These appear in Common Ground (Summer 
1943), p. 88, and OWT and SP. 

"Madam's Calling Cards": In N"egro Story (Dec. 1944-Jan. 1945), p. 50, and Poetry 
(Sept. 194�), p. 310, the last line of the poem reads: "i\1adam that's me." Hughes 
changed "Madam" to "American" for 0\VT ;�nd SP. 

302 "Uncle Tom" [1]: Published in Span (Dec 1944-Jan. 1945), p. 14, and Cri�is (july 
1948), p. zo9. A d1fferent poem with the same title appeared in SP. 

303 "'Will V-Day Be Me-Day Too'": Chicago Defender (Dec. 30, 1944), p. 9· 

305 "Ennui": First published m ['vlary/all(l Quarterlv ( 1944), p. 74· Induded 111 SP. 

"Breath of a Rose": Published 111 Thirteen Against the Odds, p. 118. This poem w<�s 
fnst published in The Bi� Sea, PP- 17o--71. Hughes 'ays there th<Jt he wrote it after 
the end of a romance with a woman named llviary. Hcr real name was Arrne l\1arie 
Cousscy (see Rampcrsad, vol. I, pp. 86---90). See also "A I .ttter to Annc," p<�ge 625. 

"Silhouette'': In Seven Poets in Search of an A.11.�wer, pp. 49-50, the last line of the 
poem was "Be good! Be good!" The phrases were made mto two lines for 0\VT. 
Included in SP The poem also appeared as partof"Thret Songs About I ,vnchmg"; 
see also note to "Lynching Song," page 640. 

306 "Moonlight in Valencia: Civil War": Published m Seven Poets in Search of an 
Answer, p. 51. 

Valencia, on the Mediterranean coast, was the capital ofRtpublican Spain dur­
mg the Spanish Ci\'il War. l lughes stayed in the city on his way to and from 
M<�drid in 1937; :;ee I \Vonder As T Wander, PP- 326�3J, 39:;----96. 

Line 21 tran:;late� <IS ''I feel it in mv hones!" 
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307 "Madam and the ,'vlnmter"- First published m Cross Section, pp. 433-34 Included 
in OWT and SP. 

308 "MJdam and the Wrong Visitor": First published in Cross Section, pp. 435-36. 
Included in OWT and SP. 

"Nladam and tln:: Ntw�boy": Puhl1,hed in Negro Story (Dec. 1944-Jan. 1945), p. ;o. 
Line 18- Marva Trotman and Jar.: Louis were married in 19"5· 

309 "Madam and l ler Might-Have-Been"· In Cross Section, PP- -rH-35- and OWT, the 
fifth and eighth stanzas wc;re divided in half to form two-line unib tar.: h. They 
became four-line 'tauza� in SP. 

310 "\1adam and the Insurance :'v1an": Pub\ishnl in Negro Story (\hrch-April 1945), 
p. 47· 

311 "I Dream a World"· Published in Teamwork (Feb. 1945), p. 1. Previously 1t had 
been circulated by the Associated Negro Press (see Amsterdam News I July 19, 1941], 
p. 14). In American Negro Poetry, eel. /una Bontemp� (\'cow York: Hill and Wang, 
1963), pp. 71-72, the potm appears w1thout stanza breaks, and tht la�t line reads: 
"Of such I dream, our world!" 

Th1s pi tee comes from the libretto of'J'roubled Island, an opera by l lughes and 
William Crant Still. 

''The Heart of l larlem": Published in Hawk's Cry lTuskegee Army Air Field] (Aug. 
18, 1945), p. 6. 

Line 14: Joe Louis, the heavyweight boxing champion, and W. E. B. Du Bois. 
Line 16: Father Divine, the evangelist whose real name was George Baker, and 

Earl "Fatha" Hines, the jazz pianist and band leader. 
Line 18: Dorothy \-1aynor, a noted cla�si1:al �ingn, founded the l larlem School 

for the Arts m 1964. 
Lint 19: The Schomburg Center of the New York Public Library, which was 

created when Arthur Schomburg sold his extensive collection of African American 
manuscripts and publicatwns to the 1\'e\v York Public Library in 1926. The Apollo, 
at 125th Street near 8th Avenue, is the most famous thcoatcr in Harlem_ It began in 
1913 as a bmlesque humr.:, but after 1934 was used for vaudeville and musical acts. 

!.me zo- Father Shelton Hale Bishop was the rector of St. Phillip's Episcopal 
Church in Harlem for twenty-four years before his retirement in 1954- Rosa 
Artemius Horn, or !!orne, called ;-...1other ! !orne or the '·pray for me priestess," was 
a Harlem ev;�ngelist v.ho claimed to have ra1sed thou,and� from the dead_ 

Line 21: "Rennie" is the Renaissance Casino, another l larlem dante hall. 
Lme 22: Canada Lee (1907-51\ was a champion boxer until he suffered an injury 

that t::ndcd his career_ l ie then began a distinguished actmg career on stage and in 
films. In 1941, he appeared <IS Bigger Thomas in the Orson Welles productwn of 
Richard Wright's Native Son. 

313 "Little Green Tree": Publi�hcd in Tomorrow (June 1945), p. 30, a� "Little Green 
Tree Blues." L1ke "[,ittk Old Letter," tht poem originally had a six-line blues 
structure, wl1id was altered to four-line �tanzas in OWl' and SP. The first version 
of tl1e poem reads: 



1 ,ooks like to me 

My good-time days done past. 

Yes, it looks like 

My good-time days done past. 

Ain't nothing m lhe world 

1 reckon's due to last. 

1 used to play 

And 1 played so hard. 

Used to play, 

1 played so doggone hard. 

But old age 1s got me, 

Deali me my bad-luck card. 

/ looked down the road 

And 1 see a little tree. 

Little piece down the road 

I see a little tree. 

Them sweet green leaves is 

Waitin' to shelter me. 

Aw, little tree! 

l lughcs changed tlu; last lin� to "0, little tree!" 111 0\VI", but the hnc wa; not ital­
icized until SP. 

313 "Give Us Our Peace": Published 111 Chicago Defender (Aug. 25, 1945), p. u. 

314 "Lonesome Corner": First pubhshcd in Tomomnr (July 1945), p. 6o. Included in 
owr. 

"Harlem :-.iight"· F1rsl published <!S "Troubled :-.iight" 1ll Cri�is (Oct. 1945), p 302. 
The last three lines "Darkness, I Stars I I\owhcre." Changed for Public Opinion 
[Kingston, Jamaica] (Oct. q, 1948), p. 9· 

315 "Graduation": First published in Common Ground (Autmnn 1945), pp. 86--87. 
Included in OWT and SP. 

316 "'Peace Conference in an American Town": Published in Common Ground (Win-
1er 1946), p. 25. 

317 '"Labor S1orm": Published in New ,\la�ses (July )O, 1946), p. 19. 

318 "Lenin": Published in New Masses (Jan. n, 1946), p. 5· 

"Firs1 of �1ay": Publi�hed in People's Voice 1),·1ay 4, 1946), p. �-q. In the late nine­
teenth century, May I was designated a labor holiday by th� Second Sociali�t Inter­
national. It is still observed as International Workers' Day in many countries. 



319 ''ComerT;Jtory Student Struggle� \\ ith I {ighcr lmtrumeutalion": First published as "A 
J nilli;1nl Student Struggles with l lighcr Instrumentation" in Lionel Hampton's Swing 
Book {Chicago: �egro Story Press, 19461, p. 142. The title was changed for I-HR. 

"Comment"· l'nhlis!Jed m Spcm, vol ;. no. 2 !\Vintcr 1946), p. 6. 

320 ''Summer J<:\'enmg (Calnmet A\'cnue)": When tln: poem [JTsl appean:d, in Poetry 
Quarterly ll.ondrm] (\Vintcr 1947L p 232, the full title w;1s "Summer Evening: 
Calnlllet Avenue, Chicago." "Chic�go" was deleted when the poem was included 
in 0\Vl'. 

321 "Y cstcrday a11d 'l 'od�y": FiP,t ]Hlhlished i11 Poetry (Feb. llJ47 ), p. 250. lnchllltcl ir1 0\VT. 

"Blues on a Box'': First published in Poetry (Feb. 1947), pp 24-S-49. Included m 0\\•T. 

322 "Who hut the Lord?": Published in Poetry (Feb. '947), p. ::4y: 0\\'T, and SP with­
out the last line. It wJ:. added for TPAI'L. 

"Seashore Throu�h Dark Gla>ses 1:\tlanlic CJtyl"- First publ ished in Poetry (F'eh. 
1947), p. 2--1-S Included in 0\\"1' and SP 

32'3 "Birth"· F1rst published in Christian Regi�ter, Unitarian [Ro�ton] (;-..bv 1947), p. 
ryo. Included in FO\V. 

"Freedom Train"· First publi�hcd i11 the ,\'ew Republic (Sept. 1947), p. C-7; Our 
Vv'orld (Oct. 1947) ,  pp. 26-27; and \relcome News (Dec 1947-Feb. 194Sl, pp. 8-9. 
Included in SP. 

The poem was v..-rittcn i n  response to a plan b) the American Heritage Founda­
tion to se11d the origmal text of tl1e DeelaraborJ of lmlependence arOJJJHI tl1c coun­
try on a special train. The tom never took place. 

Lrne 4), "Anzio": On jalllJary 22, ll)44, American and British troop� made an 
amphibious landing at the coastal town of Anzio, about forty miles southeast of 
Rome. They were pinned do\1·n near the sea for months hy Cerman gtuJ!> 011 the 
S\\TTO\Illding high groJJTld. 

325 "Border Line"· Publ1shcd in FOW ami SP. 

p6 "N1ght: Fom Songs" Publi�hed in H)W ;md SP. 

"Burden": First publi:.llcd in Carmel Pine Cone (\o1·. 14, ll)-p), p. 6. [rl('luded in FO\V 

"Beale Street"- Published in FO\\' :md SP. Sec note fo1 "Beale Street Love,'' page 623. 

347 "Circles'': Pnhli:.hcd in FOW. 

"Crave Yard": Publisl1ed in  FO\V. 

"�ontmartre": Publrshed in FOW 
Line 1: In The Rig Sea, p. 162. l lnghe� notes that the me Pigalle was the center 

of ]au and blues in Paris in 1924, ,_.. htn he lived there. 



pS "Fragments"· Puhhshed in FO\V. 

"Desert": Published in FO\V; Negro Digest (Dec. 1950), p. 68; and SP 

"End": In FOW, the last line of the poem is not itahcizcd. Italics were added for SP. 

329 "I Icari"': Fin! pubhshed in Abbott's .\1onthly (\-1ay 1932), p 14, v.'ith minor varia­
tions Included in FOW. 

"Remembrance": First published under the title "Pattern" in  Negro Voices: An 
Anthology of Contemporary \'erse, edited by Beatrice \-1urphy {:\"cw York: Henry 
Harrison, 1938), p. i9· lncl!idcd i11 H)W. 

330 "Fulfillment": Published in HJ\1/ and SP 

"Night Song": Published m FOW. 

331 "Carolina Cabin": Published in FOW. 

332 "Songs": Published in FO\V. 

"Sleep"· Published in FOW. 

"Juliet": Titled "On the Road to Manto\·a" m Library [Ro�well, New Mexico] 
(l\1arch 15, 1927), Lincoln University News (March 19z6). p. i; ll!Jd FOW. The first 
line of the early version read, "There are wonder." Line lengths differ from SP, but 
there are no other word changes. 

Juliet is, of course, the heroine of Shakc�peare's Romeo and Juliet, which is set 
in the Italian city of Verona. 

333 ".Vlan ": Published in FOW. 

"Luck": The second stanza was added when the poem was repnnted in SP. The 
original version 111 HJ\V had only the first four lines. The second stanza also 
appeared as "Gifts" 111 SIH. 

334 "Chippy": First p11hlished 111 Poetry Magazme [Australia/ (Dec. 20, 1946), p. 9· 
Included in FOW. See note to "\lidnight Chippie's Lament," page 646. 

"Dancers"· PublisiJed in FO\V. 

"Grief": Published i n  FOW. 

335 "Old Sailor": Published in FOW. 

"Faithful One"· Pnhlished Ill FOW_ 

B6 "Dream Dust": P11blished in FO\V, SP, aud TPATL. 

"Little Song"· Published m FOW and Opportunity (July 1948), p. 104. 

"Jaime": Published in FOW. 



337 "Sailing D;Jte": Published in FOW. 

"There": Pubhshed m FOW. 

338 "Trnmpet Player'': The poem appeared in !Vlainstream (Winter HJ49), pp. 44-45 and 
FOW with the title "Tmmpct Player: 52nd Strcod." Tht title was shortened for SP. 

339 "'Harlem Dance; I bll"· Published in FOW. 

"Communion'": Published in FOW. 

340 '"When the Armies Passed": Published in FO\V. 

"Oppression'' Published in FOW and Lincoln University Poets, pp. 28-29. 
Included in TPATL. 

341 "Peace": Firs! published m Opporluuily (Summer HJ48), p. l)g. lncluded in TPATL. 

"To Dorothy Maynor": Published in Crisis (July 194D), p. 209. Sec note to "The 
Hearl of Harlem,"' line 18, page 653-

"Barefoot Blue�": F1nt puhli�he(l <JS "Don'tYou Sec Mr Shoes" in Public Opinion 
[Kingston, Jamaica] (Oct. 9, 1948), p. 9· where the last line read "'Papa, don't you 
see my shoes?" Thi� line and the title were changed when the poem appeared in 
Masses and :\1aimtream ll'eb. 1949l, p. 53· 

34z "Wealth": Pubhshcd m !'uhli�· Opiuion (Oct 9, 1948), p. 9· 

"Wisdom and War": Publishcd in Ebony Rhythm, eel. B. t\.'iurphy (:\"ew York: 
Exposition Press, HJ48), p. 88, and Span (Od.-Dcc. 1946), p. 3· 

343 "From Selm:o�'": Published in Ehony Rhylhm, p. 88. 

''Rail ad of the Seven Song.-,": Puhhshed in Common Gr01md (\Vintcr 1949l, pp. 
21-27. 

Line 11: Cudjoe was a Jamaicau slave who led the revolt m the ;-...'!aroon \Var 
(1734-:;8). in which the \·laroons \\On independence from tht Rriti�h in their sec­
tion of tbt island. 

Line 1T Jackie Robinson, who pl<!vtd for the Brooklyn Dodgers, was the first 
African American major-league ba�cball player. 

Line 22+ "Depuis le iotn"' is an aria from Louise, an opera by Gustave Char­
pen\Jtr. 

350 "Dare"· Pnbli.I!Jed in Voices (Winttr 1949), p. 31. 

351 "Slave Song": Published in Voices (\\linter 1949), p. 31· 

"Second Generation: 0icw York'": Pubhshed m Common Ground (Spring 1949), 
p. 47 · 



352 "l lomecoming": The poem \\'as originally three stanzas, in Experiment (Summer 
1949), P- 176. l lughes deleted this last stanza when the poe1n was reptlblished in SP: 

Little old empty bed, Lord! 

Little old empty room I 
I .ittle old empty heart, I .ord! 

Might as well be my tomb! 

"From Spain to Alabama": Published in Experiment (Summer 1949), p. 276. 

35:; "\l.1dam and the Phone Bill" Published m 0\VT and SP. 

354 '"\!adam and the Fortune Teller''. First published in Rocky J\lountain Revzew 
(Summer 1944i, p. 111. Included in 0\Vl' and SP. 

355 '"1\ladam and the Census \tlan"· Published in 0\\-'T and SP. 

356 "Mama and Daughter"· In OV(J', line 17 reads: "Mama, he couldn't still be young." 
"He" was changed to "dad" in SP. 

357 "S-sss-ss-sh!": The fmal two lines do not appear in 0\VT. They were added to the 
text for SP. 

358 "Life Is Fine": Publi:.hed m OWl' and SP. 

359 "Honey Babe": Published in 0\VT_ This poem was originally distnhuted by the 
Associated :'-Jcgro Press. 

"Stranger in Town"· Published in 0\VT. 

360 "Lincoln Theatre": Publi;hed m 0\VT 

"Song for Billie Holiday": Published in OWT and SP. Billie Holiday (1915-59) was 
one of the most influential ja?Z singers_ The story of her professional success and 
personal tragedy is recounted in her autobiograph;.·. Lady Sing� tlze Blues (1956). 
Hughes's poem was\\ rittc11 after her first incareerati011 for possession of illicit dwg�-

361 "One-Way Ticket"· Published in OWf and SP. 

"Restricti\-e Co\'enants": Published in OVvT 

361 "Juice Joint: Northern City"· Published in 0\VT. Earlier, a different \'Crsion was 
published under the title "Barrel House: Chicago" in Lincoln University News 
(1918), p. 7· 

There is a barrel house on the awnue, 
Where singing black boys dance and play each night 

Until the stars pale and the sky tums blue 

And dawn comes down the street all wanly white. 
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They sell hard cider there m mug-like cups, 
And gin is sold in glasses finger-tall, 
And women of the streets stop in for sups 

Of whiskey as they go by to the ball. 
And all the time a singing black boy plays 

A song that once was sung beneath the sun, 
In lazy far-off sunny Southern days 
Before that strange hegira had begun, 
That brought black faces and gay dancing feet 
Into this barrel house on the city street. 

Play your banjos, grinning night-dark boys, 
And let }'Our songs drift through the swinging doors. 
Let your songs hold all the sunny joys 

That goad black feet to dancing on bare floors. 
Then let the woman with her red lips 
Tum from the bar and join you in your song, 
And later lift her skirts and raise her head 
To sing about the men who've done her wrong­
While blues as mellow as the Southern air 
And weary as a drowsy Southern rain 
Echo the age-less, age-long old despair 
That fills all woman's age-less, age-long pain­
As every swaying banjo-playing boy 
Forgets he ever sang a song of joy. 

0, m this barrel house 011 the city street 
Where black men come to drink and play and sing, 
And women, too, whom anyone may meet 
And handle easy like a purchased thing, 

Where two old brown men stand behind the bar­
And sell those drinks l'.:hite man "s law fOrbids­
Dark dancers dance and dreamers dream a star 
And some forget to laugh who still are kids. 
Here on a keg a banjo-playing lad 
Whose languid lean brings back the sunny South 
Strikes up a tune all gay and bright and glad 
To keep the gall from biting in his mouth, 
Then drowsy as the rain soft sad black feet 
Dance in this barrel house m1 the city street. 

This version was reprinted with slight alterations as "Barrel l louse: 1'\orthern City" 
in Abbott's fvfonlhly (Oct. 1931), p. 1, and "Barrel l louse: lnd11strial City" in Seven 



Poets in Search of an Ans1wr, pp. q8-49. The only significant chang� Ol"Cttrred Ill 
the �ixth line of the !ast �tan..:a, the revision for 0\VT prompted by the end of Pro­
hibition in 1933: in Lincoln ,\lew�, "And sell those drinks the white man's law for­
bids"; in Abbott's, "And sell those drinks th� nation's law forbids"; in 0\-Vl' and 
Seven, "Still after hours pouring drinb the law forbids." 

363 "Harlem" ] 1 ] :  Titled "Puzzled" in 0\-'vT and SI' The title wa� changed for TPATL. 

364 "Man into Men": Published in OWT 

365 "Warnmg": Published nnder the title "Roland Haye� Beaten [Georgia 1942]" in 
OVvT. On the ineid�nt, see th� note for "l lnw About It, Dixie,'' page 651. The 
change was made for TPATL along with. in li11e :;:, "mimi" for "minds." 

"Late La�t 1\ight": Publisl1ed in 0\'vT and SP. 

"Bad Morning": Published in 0\\'T and SP. 

366 "Could Be'": Published in OV/f and SP. 

"Midnight Raffle": Published in 0\-F/" and SP 

367 "Momoe's Blues": Published in 0\\'T and SP. 

"Raid": Published in 0\.VT 

"What?": The title of the poem in OWTwas "White Felts in Fall." The change was 
made for SP. 

368 "Request for Requiems": Published in OWT. 

"Deceased": Published in 0\-\"T This poem 1ras originally distributed by the Asso­
ciated '\ egro Pw, �. 

"Final Curve": P11blishcd l1l OVvT and SP. 

"Boarding I lo11se": Pnhlished in O'v\T. 

369 "Funeral'": Published in 0\FI' 

"�ligrant'" First publi;hed in Poetry Magazine [Australia] (Sept. 30, 1946), pp. 
9-10. Included in OW[ and SP. 

Line 12, "Never knew DuSable": Jean Bapti�t Point du Sable was Chicago's first 
settler, m 17fh or 17Sl His father was French and his mother was of African 
descent. His statue r1ow ;t<JJJds (HJtside tl1c /VItL<>cum of African-American l listory at 
38o6 South Michigan Avenue. Chic·ago. 

Line 29, ''V-J Day''. Victory over fa pan D11y (August 10, 194Sl marked the end of 
World War II .  

370 "'Third Degree"· First pllhlishcd m Poetry !Vlagazine [i\u�tralia] (S�pt. 30, '�9-t6), 
p. 11. Included in 0\Vf", SP, and TPATL. 
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37' "Jitney": Published in owr and on !ht: inside of the front COI'Cr of Circuit (Jan. 1947 ). 
Line -:q Albert "AI" Hibbler was bom blmd in 1915. He was a vo<:ali�l with Duke 

Ellington's band from 1943 to 1951. 

373 "Interne at Provident""· First published in Poetry Magazine [Australia] (Sept. 30, 
1946l. pp. JZ-q \\·ith llHnOr variations. Inc!udnl in 0\VI", SP, and TPATL. 

374 ''To Be Somebody"· Fir�! published in Phylon (4th Quarter 1950) in two stanzas. 
The text v,.-as changed for SP. 

Line H: Hazel Scott (l9Z0-8I), a popular singer and pianist once m;mied to 
Adam Clayton Pm1·e1l, Jr. 

375 '"Down \Vhere I Am"': First published in Voices (Winter 1950), p. 33· Included in  
TPATI .. 

'"Catch"· First published in Minnesota Quarterly (Spring 1950), p. n. Included 
m SP. 

376 "Island" ! 1 ] :  The poem was titled "'\Vave of Sorrow" m ,\.finnesota Quarterly 
(Spring 1950), p. zz. The last line m the first version was '"Let me stagger there," 
which was changed to "Take me there" in SP. 

"Kid in the Park"· The title was '"Waif" in Minnesota Quartert,· (Spring 1950), 
p. n. The title was changed for SP. 

379 "Prelude to Our Age": Crisis (Feb. 1951), pp. 87-90. A note reads: "Read by the 
author on October 15, 1950 at zsth Schomburg Collection dcdit·ation exercises, 
0kw York City" 

Lines 19-20, "I !omcr's 'Blameless Ethiopians' ": The Creeks believed that the 
Ethiopians had :.pec1Jl reverence for the gods, which caused the divinities to attend 
in person the feasts of the East Africans. The reputation of the Ethiopians for piety 
was established by the time of composition of the Homeric epic poems {around 
Boo B.C.E.). l !ughes probabl�· found this information, as well as other material in 
the poem, in Arna Bontemps"s The Storr of the Negro (1948), a 1·o!umc dedicated 
to Langston 1 Iughes. 

Line -'+ Aesop (c. ))O B.C.E.), a Thracia11 hy birth, wrote fables in Ancient 
Greek. Antar-bin Shcdad (c. :;oo C.l<.). was a medievJ! poet lll Egypt who wrote 
works in the manner of the Arabian Nights; Tcrcnct:, or Publms Terentius Afer (c. 
19')-159 B.C. E.), wrote Roman stage cOJBedies; he was born in North Africa, and his 
surn;�me "Afer" means "dark" or "black." 

Line ZT The West African kingdoms Ghana and Songhay were, with the 
Ethiopians, three of the most important civi!it.alions in sub-Saharan Africa before 
the European coloniz01tion. 

Line F Juan Latino (1516-97), a black man from the Spanish city of Granada, 
was a poet and a professor at the University of Granada. He wrote verses honoring 
the return of Philip V of Spain from the 1·ictory against the Turks at Lepanto 
Ill 1571. 



Line 3� translates as "To the Equally Catholic and Most l m·incible." 
Line 38: Abderrahman Sadi, or Abd al-Rahman ben Abd Allah al-Sadi. was a 

writer in Timbuctoo in the middle of the sevenkeJlfll cenh1ry ai1d the author of the 
Ta'rikh a! Sudan or, a' I lughes calls it, the "Tarikh cs Soud11n," one of the two 
major African historical works of the 16oos. 

Line 51: The poet Phillis Wheatley (1753-1'}4) w<b the fir>! Afncan Amen can to 
publish a book. In 1775, Wheatley sent Ceorge W11shington a poem that she had 
written about linn. \'o,1;�,lnngton responded by inviting her to vi�it his headquarter� 
outside of Boston. She met with the gener;Jl for about half an hom. 

l,ine 6o: Crispus Attucks, a nmaway slave. \las killed in the Boston ).Lmacre in 
1776. See the note to "America," page 618. 

l .me 64: BeJJjaiillll lbnneker ( l7V-1Bo(J) wrote a Farmer's Almanac for the 
years lfSJZ-1802, the fir�t scientific work pnhlishcd by an African American. 

Line 66: Toussaint L'Ouvcrturc led the Haitian sla\"e re\"olt of 1791. 
Line 68: The authors Alexandre Dumas ( 1Bo2-70) of France and Alexander 

Push kin ( 17'-}<.:J-1857) of Russia were of partial African dc�ct1 1t  
Line 82. lra Aldridge (lSo-,---6;}, an ouhtanding Shakespearean actor of African 

American descent, achieved international fame in England and in Continental 
Europe. 

Lines 84, 100: The ,\'orth Star was the name of the ne\\opaper edited by Freder­
ick Douglass. 

Line 96: :\at Turner led the bloodiest sla\e re\"olt in American history, in Vir­
ginia in 1832; Denmark Vesey was accmed of planning a slave revolt in South Car­
olin<! in 1�h2. 

!.me 99: Elijah Lovejoy, William Lloyd Carrison, and Wendell Phillips were 
prommcnt white leaders of the Abolil ion mmcmcnt in the '\"orth. 

Line n:;: Pan! Lamence Dunbar (I8j2-H)o6\, the helm·e(l pod and novelist, 
publi�hcd verst' 1 1 1  hotl1 dialect and standard English 

Line u6: ''By the \Vatermelon Vme, l .mdy Lou" was composed in 1914 b\­
Thomas S. Allen. 

Line liT A reference to the Jubilee singers ofF1�k (JJmcrsity, who traveled the 
world ra1�ing mouey for the college between 1871 and 1878. 

Line 120: Bert \Villiam� and George '\ash Walker formed a Yaudcvillc team in 
1895. They had a string of popular review> in '\ew York and London, including In 
Dahomey and Bandana Land. 

Lme 122: \V. C. Handy (1873-1'-})8), the mmi.;:ian ami composer, is known as 
''The Father of the Blues" for hemg an early champion of the blue> a� an art form. 
His most famous composition wa> "St. Louis Blues." 

Line 126: Mary \kLcod Bethune founded Bethunc-Cookman College in 1906. 
See note to "Jim Crow"s Last Stand,"' page 6:;1 

Lme qo: Manan Anderson, Dorothy Maynor, and Paul Robeson. 
Line q1: Josephine Baker (Jyo6-7)) Wd� at one time the queen of cabaret in the 

city of Paris, and Florence Mills (18tj6-1927), despite the brevity of her life, had 
similar fame in England and among black Americans. 

Line 133: Charles Spurgeon Johnson (1893-1956), sociologist editor, and pres­
ident of Fisk ll!m·er,it;.·, scned on the Tennessee Valley Authonty 111 the 1930s 
and on other government conumssions after World \Var lL \Villiam H . Hastie 
(1904-76) became the first African American on the federal bench when Franklin 
D. Roosevelt appointed him to the U.S. District Court of the Virgin Islands in  



1937. Truman raised hun to t]JC Third Circuit Court of Appc«h. in 1949. \Villiam 
L. Dawson ( 1886-1l)70) served in the ll.S. ! lonse of Representative� for fourteen 
terms as a rcprcscntatin; from Chic;Jgo. Adam Ch1yton Powell. Jr.. of Harlem, 
sen·ed as the representative for Harlem in the lJ S. House of Representatives from 
ll)+f to 1970, with a brief interruption in 190;. when he was expelled for alleged 
fillancial improprictie>. 

!.inc r;:;: Charks Ric\Janl Drew l_ ll)04-50). IJi, expcmncnts with the pre�erva­
tion of blood plasma led to the creation of safe blood banks. 

!.me 140: Yamacraw is a historically black district in Savannah, Ceorgia. 
Line 160: Rill ph Bunche was ;n\·arded the Nobel Peace Pnze 1n 1950 for lm work 

in ending hostilities bctwecn Jews and ;\.rab� after the British left Pakstine in 1948. 
Line 16l W. E. B. Du Bois. Carter C. Vv'oodson (sec note to "A Ballad of :'\cgro 

l lislorr," line 65 [page 668]1. J<�mes Weldon Johnson, and K Franklin Frazier 
(1894-1902). Frazier, a sociolog1st and professor, was the an thor ofT he !\'egro Fam­
ily in the United States tl9W) and The Black Bourgeoisie (1957). 

Line 16+ Robert S. Abbott founded the Chicago Defender in 1905. T. Thoma> 
Fortune (1856-1936). another well-known journali�t. w;1� a co-founder of the 
\!a bona! Afro-American Press Associ<Ition in 1898. 

Line 165: The B<Iltimore A/ro-American and Cincinnati's Black Dispatch were 
two influeJJtial black ne\\Spapcrs of the t\\ entieth century. 

Line 16T The Cri�is, Phylon, and Opportunity wt:rc, along with The .\lessenger, 
the leading African American m;�gazincs dming Hughes's <..'areer as a writer. Ph v­
I on means "race" in Creek. 

!.me 16B: Arthur A. Schombmg, an enterprising book collector, founded the 
Negro SoL·iety for Historical Research m 1911. Claude \llcKay and Countee Cullen 
were. like Hughe�. writ-ers of the Harlem Renaissance. Native Son, the novel by 
Richard \Vnght, was published in 1940. 

Lines 175-7f>: The sociologist Robert Ezra Park co-wrote The [\.1an Further 
Down ( 1912) with Booker T. \Vasl1 ington and later collected his own essays on race 
in America in Race and Culture {1950). Gunnar Mvrdal, a Swedish sociologist, 
published <1 landmark study on race in America entitled An American Dilemma 
(v;44). Smcl<Jir Lewis's Kingsblood Royal (1947) is a novel about racial "passing." 
Lillian Smith's best-selling anti-racist novel Strange Fntit appeared in 1944. Carl 
Van Vcchten's }\'igger Heaven (1926) depJcls H�rlem life Ill the ll)20S. Bucklin 
i\·toon wrote several noveh about African .Americans, among them The Darker 
Brother {1943) and White rvlagnolias {HJ49). 

384 "\\-'here Service Is Needed"'· Published in a number of African American ncw�pa­
pers, mcluding Daily Expres� I Ohio] (Feb. 17. H))ll, p. 2, and Herald News [:'-Jew 
jersey] (Feb. 3, 1951). In the latter, the poem contains the following introduction: 
"Brilliant I .;�Jtgston l lt1ghes, >epifl poet laureate of America, wrote a poem espe­
cially for the Testimom;�l Dinner ofT he National As.mciation o(Colored Graduate 
Nurses at its dissolution and as a salute to the integrahon and crashing of 'jun 
Crow' barriers." 

385 "Arneric;�n Heartbre<Ik''. First published in Phylon (3rd Quarter 1951), p. 248. 
Included in SP and TPATL. 

Line 5. "Jamestown"· The earliest settlement in Vtrginia, where the first blacks 
brought from Africa landcd in 1619. 



385 "Consider Me": In th� first <.�ppcarancc of the poem, i n  American Scholar (Winter 
1951-52), pp. wo-101, the first stanza had an extra line and ended: "Pa- I Spelled 
G-o-d." The second stanza, however, did not include the pre. ent line 14 ("He"), 
which was added in SP. The fifth stanza had different line length�: 

Cm1sider me: 

On Friday 

The eagle flies. 

Saturday 

Laughter, a bar, a bed. 

Sunday 

Prayers syncopate glory. 
Monday, come eight 

To work, late-

Maybe. 

I\llontage of a Dream Deferred (1951) 

Since Hughes clearly refers to tlHo whole book as a "poem" and stresses that the 
parts should be read in �cqucncc, we have presen·ed the order of Montage of a 
Dream Deferred intact, even though many sections of the work appeared mdepen­
dently in periodicals. "]"he only major difference between the three printing� of the 
work occur� ;1fter "Lady's Boog1e." In Montage, it�� followed by "Freedom Train." 
"Freedom Train" was removed from the text of LllR. In SP. "So Long·· replaces 
"Freedom Train" in  this position in the text. 

Hughes made a number of minor changes in the text of Montage of a Dream 
Deferred when i t  was reprinted in it.> entirety in SP. Most of these clwnge� involved 
itahC1z111g words which had not been italicued when th� se4uenec wa� published 
on its own and i1J IJIR, or pairing lines that had been separated by spaces. For the 
sake of brevity, the addition of italics and the joining of lines which do not alter 
the stanzaic patterns will not be docnmented here. However, readers mterested in 
the link between Hughes's verse and music >lwuld take note ofsuch d1ang�s, �ince 
thev affect tl1e ''be-hop" rhythms of the se4uence to which Hughes refers in his 
prefatory note to Montage. 

All poems appear in  Montage and Ll IR unless noted. The text here is from SP. 
Three poems were later reprinted in TPATL: "Corner Meeting," "\.1otto," and 
"Children's Rhymes." 

390 "Childn.:n's Rhymes"': Part of the po�m was mcluded in TPATL. 

392 "Question" l2]: In Montage and Ll/f{, "de-clop!'" was a poem entitled "Figurine." 

393 "Juke Box l .ove Song"· First published in Voices !Winter 1950), pp. 32-33-

394 ":\ew Yorkers": Pubhshed a� "i\cw York" i n  Phylon (1st Quarter 1950), p. '4· 

395 "Easy Boogie"· Not in SP. 



397 "Neon Signs": Lin� 5, "(ancient altar ofThelonius)," read simply "(altar ofThelo­
nim)" in Montage and LHR. The line refers to Thclonius Monk, the jazz pianist. I n  
earlier versions, the capitalized "signs" of the poem were sep<Hatcd by lines o f  three 
horizontal dots { . ) imtead of the diamond-shaped patterns of fom dots in SP. 

wS "\\1wt? So Soon!": In Montage and I.HR, "Comment against Lamp Post" and 
"Figurette" appear as separate poems \v·ithin the verse sequence. I n  SP, Hughes 
made them subsections of the preceding po�m, "\Vhat? So Soon!" 

"Motto": In TPATL, the last line is not italicized. 

399 "Dead in There": In line 4, Hughes made one of several word changes to the Mon­
tage sequence when 1\ was reprinted in SP. The line "A re-bop daddy" in the ear­
lier versions in ;\<lontage and L/JR became "A cool bop daddy·· in SP. 

400 "Dancer": In Montage and LHR, line q was "kittcrcd," not "jittered. ' A misprint? 
Line 25: "C.P.T ·· stands for "Colored People's Time." 

"Advice"- First published in Senior Scholastic (April 15, 1946), p. 19. 

401 '·Green Memory": First pubhshed in liar/em Quarterly (Winter 1949-50), p. 9- l\ot 
in SP. 

"Relief": In Harlem Quarterly (Winter ltJ4l)-50), p. w, line 2 read "fur them Turks 
and Greeks." About this time, the .\1arsha11 Plan wa� s�nding rmllwns of dollars in 
aid to Turkey and Greece to deter th� :.pread of Communi51n. Hughes later 
changed the line to "for them Poles and Creeks," perhaps in response to the failed 
Polish attempts to lib�rate them:.elves during the 19sos. 

402 "Ballad of the Landlord": This poem first appeared in Opportunity (Dec. 1940), 
p. 364, and was included in tl1e volume fCLS. In the first version of the poem, which 
appeared m Opportunity (Dec. llJ40), p. 3()4> there was no stanza break between 
lines 24 and 25, but line 30 ("I leadlirleS 1n pres;:") was set apart by ibelf. Also in tl1e 
Opportunity version the hcadlilJes occupi�d the final fom lines of the poem, not 
three, and were not in capital letters. The lines become capitalized in fCfS, in 
which the last two lines are "fUDCE GIVES ;'\/ECRO yo DAYS I !:";' COUN'IY 
JAl L .  " The h>io lines became one line in the final version of the poem, i n  SP. 

403 "Corner ).1ecting": The following text appears in 'I'PATL: 

Ladder, fiag, and amplifier 
now are what the soapbox 

used to be. 

The speaker catches fire, 

looking at listeners' faces. 

His words jwnp down 

to stand 
iu their 

places. 



403 "Projection": First pnblished as "Prujechm1 of a Day"' in New Ma��es (Jan. 1. HJ46), 
p. 11. Hughes made a number of changes for Montage: ] ,inc 2, ''leap� clean" became 
"leaped clean"; line ), "starts'' bccallle "started"; line 6, "throw�" became "threw"; 
line 9, "stoop�" became '"stooped'", line 13, "like a Dizzy Gillespie transcription" 
became "like a Lionel I Iampton transcription"; line 16, "Sammy Davis" became 
"\Villie Bryant"; line 17, ''will �ing" became "sang"; line 19, "wrll team up" became 
"teamed up"; hne 20, "Father Divine will �ay" became "Father Divine said '' Lines 
21-23 formed one line in i\'ew Masse�. The rno�t significant change was the orni;­
sion of the last 'tanza of the first version of the poem. In }\'ew Masses, the poem ends: 

On tlwt day 

i'v1y Simple Minded Fnend 

Was simple no more 

Because the time had come to be wise­

On that day when Freedom 

Opened up our 

Skies! 

This was the only place in his verse that Hughes mentioned his Simple Minded 
Friend, also known as Simple or jesse H. Semple, the hero of his weekly column 
in the Chit·ago Defender. 

Lme q: Diuy Gillcsp1e (1917-93·1 was a rcnowJitd jazz trnmpr:ter and band 
leader. The Montage ver�ion refers to the jazz vibraphonist I ,ioncl Hampton. He 
played with Benny Goodman fro111 1936 to 1940, wl1cn he left to form hi� 0\\·n band 

Line q: Inez Cavanaugh began her career as the publicity agent for Duke 
Ellington. In the 1930s, she opened a night l·lub in Paris. Timme may be Baron 
Timme Rosenkranb:, an afflcionado of jazz from Demnark. Rosenkrantz published 
two books on jaz7. in Coptnhagcn before moving to the Llniftd States lll the late 
1940�, where he wrote for the jazz magazine Down Beat. 

Line 16: Sammy Davis, Jr. The early version refers to Wi!liam S. Bryant 
( 1908�64), a big-band ltader and vocalist in the 1930s and 1940s and star of a tele­
vision show on CBS in 1949. 

Lmt 19: Jackit "Mom�" l\hblcy (1R94-1975) was a popular comedian and 
vaudeville performer. 

Line 20: Father Divine (1887-196)), born Ccorge Baker, was one of the best­
known religious leaders in America througl1 his Father Divine Peace :'vlission. 
Father D1vinc claimed that he was Cod on earth, and all people should If! to 
please God-i.e., Father Divint. His Peace iviis>ion ftd and housnl many poor 
people during the Dcpres�1on. 

404 "Flatted Fifths"· In Mo11tage and LHR, line 4 read "frantic, kick their C.C. years, 
which wa' changed to "frantic, kil·k their draftee year,·· in SP. "C.C." refers to the 
Conservation Corps, a Depre%ion rclref 1neasure. 

406 "Cauge": Slang for marijuana, as are hemp, stick, roach, and straw. 

40j "n5th Street": A section of this poem was published in Voices (Winter 1950), p. ,2, 
under the title "Pa,ersby ." That version employed three-line stanzas. The first lme 
of cacl1 stanza was simply the word "Face." 



408 "Jam Session"· In  Montage, the poem� "'jam Session," "Be-Bop Bovs," and "Tag" 
appeur as separate units, as they do in the text ofSP printed here. In IJJR, Hughes 
combined the three poems into a single poem with the title "Jam Scs�ion." In order 
to bring the three poems together, he put the title of "Be-Bop Boys" into the first 
line of the poem of that name and changed the form of the verb: "While Be-Bop 
boys implore \1ecca."' l le  also removed the title "Tag" from the text. 

409 "Theme for Engli\1! B": Fir�t publi�hed Ill Coum10il Ground (Spriug 1949), pp. 
89--90. 

Line 9: The college, according to this description, is the City College of the 
City University of :'\ew York (CC;'\/YJ. 

410 "College Formal Renaissance Casino": First published in Holiday (April 1949), 
p. 164. The Renaissance Casino was a club at q8th Street and Seventh AYenm: Ill 
Harlem. 

4u "Low to l ligh"· First published in Midwesi Joumal (Summer 1949), p. Z). 

"High to Low": In the first appearance of the poem, in !Vfidwest Joumal (Summer 
1949), p. z6, line 6 read "look too black." This w<>s changed to "look too bad"' in 
LI-IR. but "look too black" was restored in SP 

Line u: "Ethical Culture" is the name of a historically mlegrated preparatory 
school in mid-"Ntanhattan. 

Line 14: A leading Episcop<>l church in Harlem. 
Line q 409 Edgecombe AveBuc, an apartment buildmg that housed many 

prominent persons in Harlem. 

4J3 "So Long": 1\'ot mcll!ded in .\1o11tage ;md LHR. 

415 "Shame on You": First publi�hed in Phylon (1st Quarter 1950), p. 15. 

"World War !!": The title was simply '"World War"' m liar/em Quarterly (Winter 
1949-50), p. 9· 

416 "\1ystery": Lines ZI-zz: Father Sheldon I [ale Bishop wa; the rector of St. Phillip's 
Episcop<>l Church in Harlem. Effendi perhaps refers to Dme \lohammcd Effendi, 
a leader of the Pan-African l'vlovcment in England at the turn of the centurr and 
editor of The African Times and Orient Reriew, a leading Pa11-African periodical in 
London. :\!other Home, or Rosa Artemms Horne, and Father Divmc were leader� 
of el'angclieal movcrnents in  J larlem (;ee the notes to "The Heart of Harlem" and 
"Projection," pages 661 and 674). "A Rabbi black" perhap� refers to A. Wentworth 
Matthews, the spiritual leader of the Black Jews of Harlem. 

417 "Passing": First published in Phylon (1st Quarter 1950), p. 15. 

418 "Casualty": The last line ("Sonr . .  Son!") does not appear in the first version of 
the poem, in Voices (Winter '950), p. 33-

419 "�ight Funeral in Harlem": First published in Tomorrow (Dec. 1949), p. 46. 

423 "Joe Louis" l r ]  The poem appeared with the title "The Champ" in Voices (Vv'inter 
1950), p. 32. 



424 "Brothers": First published in Cris1� (Feb. H:J24), p. 160, and JCLS. Hugho. made 
slight modifications when the poem was reprinted in Montage. The first two words 
of the original final line ('"We an.: brothr:r�-rou and T") were dropped. Hughes 
made one other change, in line 6, in which ''! from these Statts" becarnt "{ from 
the U.S.A'' 

425 "Hope" [z]· T.inc 3 "Dream Book'" refers to a text, consulted by gamblers, in which 
elements in drcarns arc assigned number� . 

. p6 "Harlem" [z] Reprinted in SP under the title "Dream Deferred." 

428 "Comment 011 Curb" The hvo stanzas of this poem originally formed the fmal two 
stanzas of the preceding poem, "Same in Rlucs," in Montage and LHR They were 
separated to form another poem in SP. 

-F9 "Letter"· Line 11 is "Re�pcctable as ever" in LHR, hnt "Respectably as ever" in 
Montage and SP. 

431 "Tomorrow's Seed": Published in The Jle(Jrt o{ Spain. p. VS- Tlu� poem <Jnd the 
one that follows were writkn for a volmnc mcnlorializing the Spanish Civil \Var, 

\\ hich I IHghcs had reported on in the 1930s. 

"Hero-International Brigade": Published m The 1/eart o(Spain, p. v6. 

432 "The Christmas Story": Published in Catholic lnterracialib·t [ClncagoJ (Jan. 1952), 
p. 4· Th1s poem was later incorporated into the musical play Black Nativity. 

4B "1\'o Regrets": First published in Saturday Review of Literature (Jan. 26, H;l)2), p. 22. 
Inc:ludcd 111 SP. 

434 "Vari-Colored Song"· Fir�\ publi�hcd 111 Phylon (1st Quarter 1952). p. 42. Included 
in TPATL. 

"A Ballad of Negro History": Published in ,\'egro Ifistory Bulletin (Feb. HJ)2), p. 92. 
T ,inc IT .'vlandmgo and Songhay were the most important West African king-

doms in the centuries before the arrival of the Europeans. 
Line 25: On Antar hin-Shedad, �ec notes for "Prelude to Om A�;c," page 66q. 
Line ZT On Tuan Latino, sec notes for "Prelude to Ollr Age," page 6(ig. 
! .inc 5T On W. C. Handy, see notes for "Prelude to Our Age," page 670. 
I .inc 58: Bert Williams and George :'\ash \Valker were a famous vaudeville act 

(�ec notes for "Prelude to Om Age," page 67o). 
Line 65: The historian Carter G. Wood�on. founder of the A%ocialion for the 

Study of}.;egro Life and History, began the obscrYance of�egro History Week in 
1926, which has now become Black History Month. In 1925, llu,c;hcs briefly worked 
as ,m assistant to \\.'oodson on a large project titled Free Negro I leads of Families in 
183o (see The Big Sea, pp. 210-12). 

Line 66: On W. E. B. Du Boi>, }arne� Weldon Johnson, and lhe sclcnl!st 
Charles R1chard Drew, sec notes to "Prelude to Om /\gc," page 671. 

Line 6(r Edrth Sampson was an actress. 



436 "Hope for I !arlem": Published in Our \Vorld (Aug. 1952), pp. 34-36. 

439 "Ultimatum: Kid to Kid": Publi�hed in Shenandoah (Winter 1953), p.  25. 

"Ballad of the Two Thieves": Publi5hed in Shenandoah (\\'inter 1953), pp. z6-:z7. 

440 "Bible Belt"· First published l'>'ith the title "Not for Publication" in Crisis (March 
195;}, p. 167, and Black Orpheus ('vlay 1959), p. 28. The follulnng changes wen;: 
made for TPAfL line 1, ")c�m" replaced "Chri�l"; lines 8 ;mJ 9 <Jre one I me in Cri­
sis and Black Orpheus; line IL "But say it" replaced "Hut, talk about it": line 12, 
"You" replaced "You." 

441 "Africa": First published in three stanzas m Long Island Unirersity Heriew (June 
H;)52), p. IZ, <lnd Crisis (March 1953), p. 167. The poem appears without �lama 
breab iu Africa South (April-June 1957}, p. 28. 

"Em·o� to Afric<J": Published in Crisis (April 1953), p. 252. 

"Ballad of Booker T.": Published ill Common Seme Historical Review (1\1a�- 1953l. 
p. 17. An early vcr�ion appeared in Southern Frontier (July H:J41), p. 1, with the fol­
lowing variations: line 8, "Not afar" was "And not afar"; line u, "and �'our hand" 
was "and your hand"; line 14, "surely not meet" was "surely not mete"; lines 15 and 
16 arc one line in Southem Frontier; line 18, "At Tuskegee" wa� "So at Tmkcgce"; 
line 25, "Was not today" was "Was not today"; line 34, "A Negro was lucky" was "A 
Joker was lucky"; line 44, "a!ld your hand" v.--as "and your hand"; line 47, "Let 
dov,--n" was "So let down." 

443 "Addition" [2] Published in Voices (�·1ay-Aug. 1953), p. 16. 

"Poet to Bigot"· First published in Phylon (2nd Quarter 1953), p. w6, and Lincoln 
University Poets, pp. 29-30. Included in LHR. 

"Room": Published in Voices ( 1\.-lay-Aug- 1953), p. 17. 

444 "Do You Reckon?": Published in Deer and the Dachshund no. 6 (n.d., !l.p.). 

"Lincoln Un iversity; 1954"· Published m Lincoln University Poets, p. 24- Lincoln 
University, in Pennsylvania, was founded m 1854 to educate "colored youth of the 
male sex." In the late 1950s, the student body became coeducational. Hughes 
attended Lincoln from 1926 to 1929, \\'hen he recei\'Cd a B<�chc!or of Arts degree. 
He received an honorary doctorate from the uni;ersity in 1943 

44; "Draftees": Published in Lincoln University Poets, pp. 25-26. 

"Azikiwe in Jail": Published in Lincoln University Poets, p. 29. An earlier version, 
identical except for the name, was circulated by the ANP in 1942 as "Ghandi in 
Jail." Benjamin Nnamdi Azikiwe became the first president of an independent 
1'\igcria in 1960. lie was often jailed for his actions agaimt the continuation of 
British rule in  Nigeria during the 1950s- Hughes later traveled to Nigeria at the 



invitation of :\ziki\\e (sec Ramper\ad, vol 1!, pp. 324-251. Azikiwe, who attended 
Lincoln l !ni\·cr;ity, contribukd to the volume I .mcoln [ lnirersit-:· Poets. 

446 "Old Walt": First published in He/011 Poetn· fouma! Chapbook, no. ; (Il))..t), p. 10, 
a volulllt dedicated to tributes to the poet \\'a\t Whitman. Included in SP 

"\Vithout Benefit of Dedar<Jtion"· First puhli;hed m Free I.Clnc·e, no. 1 \1955), p. 3 ,  
and New Orlando Anthologv (1963), p.  61. Included in TPATf .. 

447 "U�: Colored"': Published in Free L(J/lce, no. 1 (1')'5)), p. + 

"Miss Blues'cs Child"· In Olirant Quarterly (znd Quarter 1955), p. !)), the di<Jicct 
form "chile" IS mcd for "child'" in the text of the poem, but not in the title. l lnghcs 
re!lloved the dialect in SP. Line 9 of the SP text appe;Jred a� two indel!ted 1 ines i11 
Olivant without the word "so'" at the end: " l ]oye you I I Oh. I love you!" 

"Delinqttent": First publiohed a; "Little julie" in Olivan/ Quarter/,· (:wd Quarter 
1955), p. 134, omd without the lust stanza, which was added for SP. Line 8, '"stom­
ach'' was "her sto111ach"" in Olirant. 

44& "Georgia Dusk"· First published in Ohvant Quarterly (:md Quarter 1955), p. I3S· 
Included 1n SP ;md TPATI .. 

'"\bm Old Yesterday"· Published in 0/iV!mt Quarterly lznd Quutcr 1955), p. IH. 

449 "In ExplanJiion of Our Times"· The poem has slightk different stanza breaks and 
line length:. in SP. A{rica South (April-June 1957). pp. wo-101. and 0/ivant Quar­
terly (znd Quarter 1955), pp. qfi-37. Tl1e ouly line.'> in 11·hieh till· 11ords are a!tcrt:cl 
are lines 56-57. whtch read a� follows in Africa South. 

l lell no shut up 

No! . No! . .  No! 
In this version, the name Strydom �� spelled Strijdom, a 1·ariatton of the name of 
the South African leader Johannes Gerhard us Strydom ( 1893-19)81. Prime minis­
ter of South Africa frO!n 1954 until hi� death, he 11·as a leader in the cre;;tion of 
apartheid. 

Line zr Gerald L. K. Smith was the lcJdcr of the right-wing America First Party, 
which organized bo;ocotls of Hughes's poetry readings in the 1940s. 

451 "Little Song on Housing": First published in Phylon {zncl Quarter 1935). p. 148. 
Included in TPATL. 

"Plaint"· Published m Voices (Sept.-Dec 19))\, p. 17. 

452 "The Thorn": Publi>hed in Voices (Sept.-Dec. 1955\. p. 17. 

"Mississippi": Virsl published as "\1ississippi -1955" ifl Amsterdam News (Oct. 1, 
1955). p. + On Augusl 24, 1955, Emmett Till. a fourlet:n-year-old black youth from 
Chicago. :-�llegedly \\ histled at and made snggestivt: remarks to Carolyn Bryant in 
a store in \-toney, !'vksissippi. One wt:ck later, Ti!l \\"as killed by Bryant's husband 
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and brother-in-law. Thev were acquitted of all charges bv an all-white jmy on Sep­
tember 23. Till's death and the jurv \erdict caused an outer�· outside of the South. 

453 "Brotherly l .ove'': Published in Nation (Aug. !g, Hr;:6), p. 142. Reprinted in �ew 
Republic (:\ug. ZL 19611, p. 23, and Negro Digest (Sept. 196)). p. )7· Included i n  
TPATL. Previously, the last three lines were: 

And terror, fetid hot, 

Yet damm·y cold, 

Remain. 

!.me 18 refers to the Montgomery Bus Boycott of 1956, led by Martin Luther 
King, Jr., and Ralph .\bernathv 

'"'l wo Somewhat Dtffercnt Epigrams": Published in New Poems by American Poets, 
lf2, p. 8r The first section first appeared tmdcr the title "Prayer" m Voices 
(Sept.-Dec 1955), p. 18. The ;econd ;cdion appeared as "Awe" in Black Orpheus 
(i\-1f!\- 1959), p. 29. 

454 "I "'st Call"· Published in New Poems by American Poets. 1/2., p. 82. 

"Late Corner"· Published in New Poems by American Poets, #2, p. 81. 

455 "Acceptance": First published in Beloit Poetry· foumal Chapbook (1957), p. 24, a 
special issue of poems for Robert host, and New Poems by American Poets, l/2, p. 
8o. Included 111 U/R. 

"Testament": First published Ill New Poems by American Poets, 112, p. So. Included 
in LHR 

"Gone Boy": Firs! publi�hed in Voices (Jan.-April 1957), p. 9, and New Poems by 
American Poets, #2, p. 82. Included in SP. 

456 "Where' \Vhen' Which?"· Several words were deleted from the text a� it appeared 
in Colorado Review (\\/inter 1956-57 ), p. 34, and :\'ew Poems by /\merican Poets, 112, 
p. 81, when this poem was reprinted in TPt\Tl .. ! .me 5 was originally "Fresh and 
:-.harp a; mtegration"; line 6 was "With an edge like gentle apartheid"; line 16 was 
"Colorless apartheid?" In addition, lines n an d  13 in TPATL were one line in the 
first version. 

".\lemo to Non-White Peoples": Pnbli\hed 111  Africa Sottth (April-June 1957), 
p. 99· 

l .ine 18: Shepherd's I loki in Cairo, founded in 1845, i� one of the most famous 
hotel; in the world. On January 16, 1952., the original building wa' burned to the 
ground during a demonstration against the British presence in Egypt. 

457 "Expendable"· Published in  Voices (Jan.-April 1957), p. 10. 

"Bouquet"· Puhl1shed in Colorado Review (Spring-Summer 1957), p. 76. 



458 "Jmpas�e": PrevJOusly published <1' "So?" in Colorado Review (Spring-Summer 
1957}, p. 76, and Black Orpheus (May 1959). p. 29. Included m TPJ\TL. 

"Departure": Published in Free Lance, no. 1 (1958), p. 2. 

"D1xie South Africa": Published in Free Lance, no. 1 (H;58), p. 3· 

459 "Communique": Published in Free Lance, no. 1 (1958}, p. 3-

"Camal": Published in Hedrse, no. 1 (n.d., n.p.). 

46o '·:--Jumbered": Published in Ilearse, no. 2 (n.d., 11.p.). 

"The Last .\1an Living": Published in Hearse, no. 7 (n.d., n.p.). 

"On a Pallet of Straw": Published m Crisis (Dec. 1958), p. 614- This poem and the 
next tlnee poems are all included in the musical play Black Nativity. 

461 "Carol of the Brown King": Published in Crisis (Dec. 1958), p. 615. Sec note to "On 
a Pallet of Straw" above. 

462 "On a Christmas 0hght": Pnblished in Crisis (Dec. 19s8), p. fi16. Sec note to "On 
a Pallet of Straw" above. 

"Ballad of .\1ary's Sm1": Published in LI lR. See note to "On a Pallet of Straw" above. 

463 "Pastor<Jl"· Published in LIIR. 

"Little C<Jts": Published in Voice� (jan.-April 1959). p. 16. 

464 "Not Ehe-But": Published in Voices (Jan.-April 1959), p. 15. It appeared later as 
the third stanza of "Shades of Pigmcat" in AYM. 

"Angola Question Mark": The poem was htled "Afncan Question Mark" 111 Black 
Orpheus (May 19;9), p. 29, and Phylon (3rd Qtwter 1957), p. 212. Line' 3 to 4 and 
r8 to 19 of the text in TPATI, formed single lines in the earlier printing. In addihon, 
the first line of the second stanza (line 8} was "Don't know why ! now" and line 16 
was "A!\ l know '' The words "now" and "all" were deleted in TPATL. 

465 "Tambourines": Pnhlished in SP. On a draft of thi� poem m the James Weldon 
johmon Collection of the B<..:inccke Library, Yale University, Hughes noted: 
"Drafts of a poem written especially to fill an empty page in the final proofs of my 
Selected Poems." 

"As Refits <1 :Man": Pt1bli�hcd 111 SP. 

466 "Ylaybe": Published in SP. 

"Blue \1onday": Published in SP. 
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466 ''To Artina": Published in SP. 

467 "Uncle Tom'' [2]: Publislwd in S'P. 

"Jim Crow Car" '] 'he Iitle w<J> origin<Jlly "Lunch n1 a Jim Crow Car" in SP. The 
title was ch;mged for TPATL. 

"Abc Lincoln": Published l1l Voices (May-Aug. 1960), p. 17. 

468 "lmagmc": Published in  Chel.�ea Eight (Oct. 1960), p. 4.2. 

" 'The Jesus'
,
._ Published in Chelsea E(ght (Oct. HJ6o), pp. 4�-<p, under the 

pseudonym Durwood Collim. 

Ask Your ]v/ama: 12 ;\loads for jazz (1961) 

476 "Cultural Exchange": A portion of this poe111 was reprinted under the �a me title 
in TPATL. 

],ine 15: Leontyne Price (b. 1927), the opera soprano, made her debut with the 
l\ew York \1etropolit-an Opera on January 27, 19fi1. 

Lmc 27 Leontyne Price; Sammy D;n·b, Jr.; lhmy Bclafontc: Sidney Poi tier. 
Line z8: l.ena Horne; Mariiln Anderson; Louis Armstrong; Pearl Ri!iley (see 

note to "Ode to Dinah," page 683). 
l.inc 29: George S. Schuyler {b. 1895), author of the novel Blm:k No ;VI ore, 

worked as a journalist with the ,\1essenger {1923-25) ilnd the Pittsburgh Courier. 
Line 41· Ralph Ellison (1914----<)4), the author of Invisible Man (1952). Vespu­

cius, or Amerigo Vespucci (1454-1512), was an Italian explorer of the coastline of 
South America who demonstrated that America \�as not the Indies but a separate 
continent. 

I ,1nc 42: Ina and Ura Quarrels \\·-ere twin sisters and friends of Hughes. Ina wa:; 
a teacher at Texas College (Tyler), and her sister was at Fisk University (see Ama 
Bontemps-Langston llughes Letter.�: 1925-1967, ed. C. Nichols [New York: 
Dodd, Mead, H).So], p. 75). 

Line 43: Arna Bontcmp� (1902-n) wrote God Sends Sundar (1931 )  and Black 
Thunder (19)6). l i e  WilS a close fnend ofl lughcs, and together they collaborated 
on a number ofliterary projects, including Popo and Fifina (1932} and The Poet­
ry of the Negro (1949). 

Line 4;: Sl1alom Aleichem ("Peace be with You") was the pen name of 
Solomon Rahinow1tz (1859-1916), the Ukraiman-born Yiddish writer. James 
Baldwin (1924-89) was the author of acclaimed novels and the book of c;says The 
Fire Next Time. 

Line 5+ Ornette Coleman (b. 1930) was a jazz saxophonist. 
Line 62: "Lieder" means "songs'' in Cennan. 
Line 64: Kwame :\'krumah (1909-72) was the leader of the independence 

movement in Chana, and became that country's president in 1960. He ilttended 
Hughes's alma mater, Lincoln University. 
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Line 66: Carnal Abdcl Nasser (vp8-7o) led the army revolt which deposed the 
monarchy in Egypt m 1952. He governed Egypt until his death. 

Line 68: Benjamin Azikiwc beca111e the first president of an independent 1\'ige­
ria in 1960. l ie abo attended Lincoln University. See the note for "Azikiwe m Jail," 
page 669. 

Line 69: Fidel Castro had been in power for two �·cars when Ask Your Mama 
was pubk,hcd. Ahmed SCkou Tourt, a union official in the early 1950s, served as 
president of Guinea from 1958 to 1984-

Line 71: Jomo Kcnyatta (1894-1978), leader of the independence movement in 
Kenya, served as the head of his country's government from 1964 until lu� death. 

Line 92: !n 1948, many Southern Demotr<!b, upset over Truman's liberal racial 
policies, withdrew from the party and formed a separate political organization 
called the Dixiecrats, with Strom Thurmond as their presidential candidate. 

Line 96: Dr. Rufm Clement (1900-1967) was president of Atlanta Umversity 
from 1937 to 1967. I n  1957, he became the first African American since Recon­
struction to serve on a school board i n  a Southern state. 

I .me 9T Zelma George \Vatson (1903--94) was a musician and an educator. In 
1960, she served a� an alternate in the U.S. delegation to the U:\ General Assem­
bly. She once stood and applauded a motion for ending colonial rule in Africa even 
though the U.S. abstained from a mlc on the measure. 

Line 103: Orval Faubus (1910-79), the Democratic governor of Arkansas from 
1955 to 1967. In  1955, he summoned the Arkansas :\ational Guard to stop the inte­
gration of Central High School in Little Rock, a mo1·c which prompted Eisen­
hower to send in the U.S. Army. 

Line 104: James 0. Eastland (1904-86) was a Democratic senator from Missis­
sippi and an ardent segregationist. 

Line 105: John M. Patterson was Democratic governor of Alabama from 1959 to 
1963. 

482 "Ride, Red, Ride": 
Lme T '\":a Ira,'" "It Will Succeed," was a popular song during the French Rc\"­

olution. It originally celebrated natmnal unity and France's resistance to her ene­
mies, but a refrain added later spoke of hanging aristocrats from lamp posts. 

Line 11 translates as "Yom grandmother, where i� �hc7" 
Line 14: \font Pclee is a \"Okano on the Caribbean island of Martinique. It 

erupted m 1902, killing 37.;oo people. 
Line 16: On Patrice Lumumba, sec note for "Lunmmba's Crave," page 686. 
Line 22 transbtcs as "Are you a drop from the blood?" 
Line 32: Adam Clayton Powell, Jr., served as l larlem's representative in Con­

gress from 1944 to 1970. Sec the note for "Final Call," page (i89. 

485 "Shades ofPigmeat ... First published in Village Voice (July 6, 1961), p. 4· The third 
stanw appeared earlier as the poem ":\ot Elsewhere, But" i n  Voices (Jan.-Apr. 
1959). p. 15. 

Line 2: King l ,eopo!d of the Belgians was ruler of the Belgian C011go from 1885 
to 1908. 

Line }: Hughes is not referring to a real person, but playing on the fact that 10 
Downing Street i� the official residence of the British prime minister. 

Line+ The Bourse is the stock exchange in Paris. 



Lme 5: James Q_ Eastland, Dernocratit· �enator from Mississippi, and Daniel 
Fra111;oJs \1;�lan (1874-1959), South African prime minister (1948-54) and one of 
the ere;� tors of apartheid_ 

Line 13: Lotte Lenya (1898-1981) was a successful rnmical and cabaret singer and 
the wife of the composer Kurt Weill, with whom Hughes worked on Street Scene. 

I .me 14: �lack the Knife is the main charact-er in The 'threepenny Opera (1928), 
a musical by Berthold Brecht a11d Kurt Weill. 

Line 13 :  Porgy and Bess, the opera with music by George Gershwin, was based 
on Porgy, a novel about a beggar in  South Carolina by Du Bose I lcyward. 

Line IT \.'iai Britte or \.lay Britt, a Swedish aches�, was the second w1fe of 
Sammy Davis, Jr. 

Line 24: The Talmud contains a codification of post-biblical oral Jewish law 
along with commentary on those texts. 

Line :>.9: Mabel Louis Smith, known as "Big Maybelle"' (1924-72), w;�s a blues 
smger. 

488 "Ode to Dm;�h"': 
I .inc 6: Pearl Bailey { 1918-90 ), a singer and <Ill act res;, sang with Cab Calloway's 

band in the 1940s and performed in numerous movies and musical plays, includ­
ing Carmen /ones. 

Line 15: Tbe �mger Dinah Washington, born Ruth Jones (1924-63), was called 
the "Queen of the Bines." 

Line 19: .\-fah<J!ia Jackson (1911-7:>.) was a renowned gospel singer. 
Line 20: Blind Lemon Jefferson p8cJ7-1919), blind from birth, was among the 

most popular of the early blues singers. 

494 ''Blues in Stereo": 
Line 21: Stanleyville, now Kisangani m Zaire, was established at the furthcot 

navigable point up the lower Zaire River. The town was named for the explorer 
Henry Stanley, who was hired m 1878 to help open up Belgian trade in the Congo. 

497 "Horn of Plenty"· 
Line 3: Odctta Gordon (b. 1930) was a popular folk �ingcr m the 1950s and 196os. 
Line + Sol l lmok was a prominent concert impresario whose clients included 

Marian Anderson and the pianist Errol Garner. 
Line 6: Dancer and choreographer Katherine Dunham (b. 1910). AI Mims ;�nd 

Leon James began their careers as Lindy Hoppers at the Savoy Hotel in New York. 
In the l9)0S, they teamed np to perform a program of early-twentieth-century 
dances of African American origin or influence. 

Line T Thi� line refers to the African American ballet dancers Arthur Mitchell, 
Carmen De Lavalladc, Alvin Ailey, and Mary Hinkson. 

Line 8: Duke Ellington; Dizzy Gillespie; and Eric Dolphy (1928-64), a jazz 
clarinetist. 

Line 9: Miles Daw, ,  Ella Fitzgerald, and l\ma Simone. 
Line 10: Wilham "Billy" Str;�yhorn was the most important musical arranger for 

Duke P:llington. Luther Allison (b. 1939) was a blues musician and arranger. 
Line n: Louis Armstrong. 
Line 15: The composers Margaret Bonds, whose work includes "Ballad of the 

Brown King" and "Three Dream Portraits," with lyrics by l lughcs; and William 
Grant Still, who worked with Hughes on the opera Troubled Uand. 



Line 16: The Harlem Globe Trotter�. a professional basketball team. 
l .ine IT Jackie Robinson, Willie Mars, and Roy Camp::mel!a. 
Line 19: The boxers Joe Louis and Sugar Rav Robin;on. 
Line 22: St. Alban;-a town in Long Island, at the edge of the borough of 

Queens, where it meets Nassau County-attracted an influx of black middle-class 
settlers in the 1950s. 

I .  me 51: Charles :-vtingus { 1922-79) was a jau. ba.'>S player, band leader, and com­
poser. 

Line 52: Richard Wright (I9o8-196o), author of Native Son and Black Bo)', 
moved to France in 1947. 

Line 61: VVestport and New Canaan, towns in southwestern Connecticut, arc 
wealthy suburbs of New York City 

Line 82: Hughes is possibly referring to Joseph Gl<J�er, bmincss agent for J 1llllll­
bcr of famous black performers, including Dnkt Ellington, Louis Armstrong, and 
Billie Holiday. 

Line 84: The line probably refers to Dallas Franklin Billington, a white ev<Jn­
gc!ist and leader of the Akron Bapti�t Temple in Akron, Ohio, c<Jlkd the "rubber 
city" because of the presence of the Firestone Tire Compa11y. Bi!lington appeared 
on both radio and television and was the first e\'omgelist to have a 'IV studio in his 
church. 

Line 86: George Sokolsky (1893-1962) became a columnist for the New York 
Herald Tribune in 1935. He moved to the Sun newspapers in 1940 and the :\ell' 
York foumal-American in 1950. l ie often wrote about the CO!llHHIIIi�t menace and 
wa� .1 prominent supporter of Joe :vtcCarthy. In the <luhnnn of H)44· Sokolsky 
began attacking I lughes 1 1 1  his column (see Rampersad, vol. 11 ,  p. 91). 

502 "Gospel Cha-Cha": A portion of this poem appeared under the title "Haiti" in ,\Jew 
Republic (Sept. 1961), p. 22. 

Lme T Erzulie or Ezilie is a female spirit in Afro-! !01itian religion identified 
with the i'vbter Doloros01. She is ;omctimcs thought of a� a water spirit. 

Line 14: Papiamento is a Spanish-based Creole dialect spoken in Surinam. It is 
also called Curcalcno or Curasesse. 

Line 15: Dam hallah \Vedo is the venerable sky fatl1er associalcd m Yoruba reli­
gion with weather and fertility. Ogoun i� <J Yoruban deity of war. 

Line 18: The Citadel La Ferriere is the fortress at Cap !Uiticn on Haiti. In I 
Wonder As I Wander, p. 16, Hughes says that earlier traveler� had been "filled with 
wonder reg<Jrdi11g thi� relic of Negro pride. I had read of Toussaint L'Ouverlurc, 
Dessalines, King Christophe, proud black names, symbols of a dream-freedom­
building a citadel to guard that freedom." He describes his own visit to the citadel 
in the same volume, pp. 26-27. 

Line 21: Toussaint I .'Ouverturc, leader of the Haitian slave rc1·olt in 1791. 
Line 2T "Ay Bahia" may refer to the Bahi.1no, an Afro-Brazilian improvised 

dance which originated in the province of B01hia, Brazil. 
Line )5: Shango, the Yoruba god of thunder and lightning, is associated "'ith St. 

John in Afro-Caribbean religion. l..cgba is the Afro-IIJitian god of the crossroads 
and one of the most 1mportant voodoo gods. l ie i� �ummoncd at the start of every 
religious ceremony. 

Line 36: Alexander Bedward (1859-?), a preacher in Kingston, Jama1ca, 
founded Bedwardism, a sect centered on a vow ceremony and rigorom fasting. 
Pocomania is an Afro-jamaican cult influenced by Christianity. Rcvi\'al meetings 



often end with the faithful b(;ing taken hv a frenzy. Wedo is Damballah Wedo, the 
sky father. 

Line 3T The Fortalc7.a, or the fort of San I .azaro, overlooks the harbor of 
l l avana. See I lughcs's poem "'l"o the Little Fort ofSiln I .azaro on the Oc(;an Front, 
Havana," page q6. 

Line 38: :\'i!i'iigo is a secret sect for black men in Cuba. 
Line 42: Marie Lcvcau (d. 1881) was a noted voodoo priestess in New Orleans m 

the nineteenth centmy. Her spirit was still considered dorninant among dcvotccs 
of the religion when Zora Neale Hurston arrived in the city to study voodoo prac­
tices in 1918. Sec Robert Hemenway, Zora Neale Hurston (Urbana: University of 
Illinois, 1977), pp. 117-13. 

Line 4+ John Jasper (18l2-1901) was a preacher of th(; African Bapti�t Church 
m Richmond, Virginia, who became popular with both black and white audiences. 
I Ie spoke m dialect, and his most famous sermon, "The Sun Do Ytove,'· asserted 
that the earth was the center of the tm1vcrse. Hughes wrote a musical play with the 
same title. 

so6 ·'Js It True?": 
! .inc 10: Moses "Moe" Asch was the founder of Folkways Records; Alan Lomax 

was another important collector of African American folklore. 

510 "Ask Your Mama". 
Line 45: Fort de France is the main city in lviartiniyue. Place Pigallc in Paris is 

in the night-club district, where Hugl1es worked in 1924. 
Line 4T Lagos, Kigeria; Dakar, Senegal; Lenox Avenue in Harlem. 
Line 48: Kmgston, Jamaica. 
I ,ines 50-51 contain the names of famous cafes in Paris. 
Line ;z: The tall black studcnt �� probably Diallo Alpha, a young man from 

Guinea whom Hughes met in Pari:; in H/io (see Rampcr�ad, vo!. II ,  p. 316). 
Line 58: "Mcalic" probably refers to "mel," the word for an indigenous group of 

related African languages i n  the area of Guinea and Sierra Leone. 
l .ine 61: SCkou Tome, the first president of Guinea. 
Line 65: Benjamm Azikiv..-c, first pre�ident of :\igcria. 
Line 66: Emmett Till, <1 fomtecn-year-old v1sitmg Mississippi from Chicago, 

was abducted and murdt:red in �1ississippi in 1955- Sec note for "Mississippi," 
page 6]1�. 

515 "Bird in Orbit": Charlie Parker, called "Bird" or "Yardbird" (1910-55), was one of 
the most influential ja.u �axophonists. 

Line 3: Eartha Kilt. 
Line + Jocko, a famou� disc jockey in Chicago; Eo Didlcy. tht: professional 

name of McDaniel Ellis, a rock 'n' roll guitarist who incorporated elements from 
the blut:�; I.ilhe "Lil" Greenwood, a concert singer who began as a vocalist for 
Duke Ellington. 

Linr.: :;: Harry Bclafonte; perhaps Jon�lyn "Frisco" Bingham, a Pans nightclub 
owner; Josephine Baker. 

Line 6: Ada "Bricktop" Smith; Inez Cm·anaugh {�C(; note for "Projection," page 
674); the singer .\1abel Mercer. 

Line 19: The !\'iagara rvlovcm�:nt, the predecessor to the :\"MCP, began in 1905. 
Line zo: Adele Glasgow and Ramona I .owe owned the .\-Iarke! Place Gallery in 
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Harlem. Hughes gave the firs! reading of Ask Your Mama at the G;Jl!er\· OII F�;bru­
ary 6, 1961 (see Rampers<Jd, voL II ,  P- 327)-

Line z;: Aliounc Diop was a founding editor of the journal Priwmce A{ricaine, 
published in Paris. Diop solicited advice from I lughes about the magazine (Ram­
persad, vol. I I ,  p. 237). Airne Cesaire (b. 1913l represented Martinique m the 
National Assembly of France from 1945 ;md has advoc<Jted the independence of the 
island. He has had a di.'>tinguished career as a writer of poetry, essays, and plays. 
Among his best-known works are the dramas line"/ empete, Une Saison au Congo, 
and La Tragedie du roi Christophe. Leopold SCdar Senghor (b. 1906) represented 
Senegal in the French :\ational Assembly from 1945 to 1958, then sen-·ed as the 
president of the Republic of Senegal from 1960 to 1981. He was a nokd writer; his 
Collected Poems appeared in 1977. Jn 1983, he was elected to the French Academy 

Line 28: :-...toHie \loon (1912----<JOi helped to found the National Urban League 
Cuild of New York in 1942 and acted as president of the local civil-rights organiza­
tion until her death. She was also active in the Urban League at the national leveL 

Line <.9: In das)ical Gr�;ek r11ythology, Leda was rap�:d b�- the god Zeus, who 
had taken the form of a swan. 

Line 37· On John Jasper, see note for line 44 of "Gospel Cha-Cha," page 68::;. 
Lines 47-50: Jn 18::;8, while speaking to an audience in Indiana. Sojourner 

Tmth v .. ·as challenged b;: a hostile minister who claimed she was a man. Truth 
bared her breast to the crowd_ 

Line 76: l n  1<)42, the Board of Education in Englewood. New Jersey, refused to 
allow ivtary \1cLeod Bethune to speak at a school because of her alleged commu­
nist affiliations. Support for Bethune forced the board lo rc\erse !Is decision. 

Line 83: Robert Clifton Weaver (b. 1907) received his doctorate in economics 
from I Iarvard m 1934- Appointed secretary of I lousing and Urban Development b\· 
President L;mdon Johmon, he was the first African American to hold a U.S. Cabi­
net position. 

520 "jazztet 1\Iuted"· 
Line 9: Orne!le Coleman (b. 1930), the jazz saxophonist. 

523 "Show Fare, Please": First published in Free Lance, no. 2 (1961), p. S· 

533 "Lumumba's Crave": First published as "El Scpulcro de Lumumha" in ;\1agisterio 
[Mexico City] (Nov. 1961), p. 280, in a Spanish translation by Manuel Conzalcs 
Flores. Included in TPATL. Patrice Lumumba (1925-61) was the first prime minis­
ter of the newly independent Congo (now Zaire) in 1960. After the armv rebelled, 
l.t i!Titimba rcqtJested UN assistance to end the tlprising. l ie was remm-ed from 
power in September 1960 hv General Mobutu. who has since ruled the country. 
On February 13, 1961, l .umurnba was killed, reportedly while trying to escape from 
custody. 

"If You Would": Published in Rong, Wrong, no. 2 (n.d.), p. 2. 

534 "Encounter": Published in Voices (Jan.-April 1962), p. 24-

535 "Slave": The end of the poem was substantially altered when the poem was repub­
lished in TPATL. The first \'ersion, in Renaissance [New York] (Winter-Spring 
1962), p. 10, reads as follows after line 11: 
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to purcha.�e a .�lave 

whom life set free 

to be a fantasy 

slave to me, 

utterly Wl­
protected. 

535 "P�ir 111 One" Published in Approach (Spring u;62), p :;, ;mel New Orlando 
i\uthology (19fi3), p. 6o. 

"Cood Blufftr>": Published 111 Approach (Spring 1902), p- )-

536 ":\umber": Publi-;hed in South and West Review (Summer 1902), p. 9· 

'Thc Do\-c": First published in Outcry (Summer I962), p. :;6. Jncludcd in TPATL 

''Silent One": Published in New York Times (Nov. q, 1962), p. 34-

537 "doorknobs" Publishcd Ill Out�ider (Fal1 196t), p. 30, and !\'ew Orlando .4.ntho/og}· 
(H;)6)), p. )l). 

"Go Slc1\v": First published in ETC (jul�- H/l)l, p. 186. Included m TPATL. 

538 "We, Tou"- Pnbli�hed in New Orlando Anthology (1463), p 6o. 

519 "Junior Addict": First published in Liberator (April 1q6-;), P- 3, with the following 
cxplanatiuJl : "This poem is mspirtd by the \1ano /orrin photo in the articlc on 
"ARC:OTICS in tl1c February 1963 LIHER-\TOR." In the magazine, line 34 read� 
"prc-lifc job." The phrase was changed for TPATL. 

540 "For Russell and Rowena Jclliffc": Published in Cb-dand Call and Post (April 6, 
1963), p. 1B. The Jclliffes founded a neighborhood wcial-scrv1ce organization in 
Cleveland, which later was named Karamu House. It i.> still a focal point for black 
culture m the city. Hughes first met the jclliffes whtn he was a student at Central 
lligh in Clcvdand. Tl1e poem was written for a dinner in their honor. 

541 "�orthem Liberal": Fm;t published under !he tJtle "Northern Liberal: 1463" in 
Liberator (July 1963), p. 4- The title was al lcrcd for TPATL. 

"Slum Dreams": First published as "Little Dreams" in New York Time8 (t\:lay 8, 
1464), p. )2. Hughes changed the title and the line lengths when the poem was 
included in TPATL. 

542 ''Drcam of Freedom": Published in \Vayne State University C-mduation Comment 
(July 1964), p. 108, and NAACP Freedom Journal (April 1964), p. 11. This issue com­
memorates the tenth anniversary of the Supreme Court ruling lll Brown \' Board 
of Education. 

"Small Memory": Published in Renaissance, no. 3 (Aug. 1964), p. 7-



542 "Chosl'i of 1619": First published in Liberator (July 1964), p. 21, under the title 
"Cho�Js_" The title w.1s changed for TPATL. The poem rcfen to the arrival of the 
first Afric<1n captives in Jame�town, Virginia, Ill 1619. 

543 "Drums": Published in Liberator {Aug. 1964), p. 4, and Negro Digest (Oct. 1964), 

P· Sl· 

545 "Final Call": First published iu Americun Dialog (Oct.-Xov. 1964), p. 37, as 
"H<1rlem Call: After the 1964 Riots." The title was changed for TPATL. 

Line 8, "SEND FOR DREYFUS TO CRY, '}'ACCUSEr' 
,
. Alfred Dreyfus 

(1859-1935) was a French officer of Jewish descent who was accmed, tried, and 
convicted of passing secrets to the Germans. Even though the documents u�cd to 
convict Drcrfu� were forgeries, the army refu�ed to overturn its vcrdid. In 1898, 
Emile Zola pubbhed his famous cssa:+ entitled "}'accu�e" {l accme), which 
brought the case to the attention of the public. Paroled in 1899, Drcyfu� returned 
to the army in  1906. His case aided the cause ofRepublicani�m in France lw dam­
aging the reputation of the army, monarchy, and C.ltholic clergy_ 

l.ine 9: Blind Lemon Jefferson (1880-1929) was a celebrated blues mmician 
bom blind in Texa�. 

Line w, "SE0-:D I'OR ROBFSPJERRF"- ;'l..bximili<m Robcspicrre (1758-94) 
was a leader of the French Revolution and an instigator of the Reign of Terror, in 
which thousands of French were killed. He himself fell victim to the carnage he 
had unleashed when he was guillotined. 

Line JZ, "FOR LUMUI\;rBA"· Sec note for ''Lumumha's Grave,'' page 686. 
Line 14, "SF:\D FOR DL'\\lARK VESEY": Denmark Vesey wa� a freedman 

in Charleston, South Carolina, who was accmed in 1822 of planning a sl<Jve revolt. 
He was executed along with thirty.four others. 

Line 15, "FOR CINQUE''· Joseph Cinque ( 18u-78) led a sHccessful mutiny on 
a Spanish sl.we ship and brought the n:ssel to Long Island, l\t:\1' York, where the 
ship and the mutineers were taken into American custody. A long legal battle then 
ensued. Vi/ere Cinque and the other forty-mne men intemled for �la1ery to be sent 
as slal'es to Cuba or freed� In 1841, John Quincy Adams, the former prc�ident, con­
vinced the ll .S. Supreme Court to uphold a lower-court decision freeing the muti­
neers. Cinque returned to Africa, where, ironically, he became inl'olved m the 
slave trade_ 

Ll!lc 18, "SE!'\D FOR TROTSKY!"- Leon Trotsky (1879-1940}, the most impor­
tant Russian re1·olutionary after Lenin, wJs exiled in 1928 after a power struggle 
with Josef Stalin, and was assassinated by Stalin's agents in \'lexico City. 

Line 21, "SEND FOR FREDERICK DOUCL\SS, CARRISO:'\, BEECHER, 
LOWFI.l.": William Lloyd Cmrison. Henry Ward Beecher, and James Russell 
Lowell were all prominent white Northern Abolitionists. 

!.me 23. "SEt\'0 FOR f\1ARCUS CARVEY (Wi lAT? i SUFI (\VIIO?)": 
The Jamaican-born Marcm Carvey (1887-1940) belie\·cd that black people 

could prosper only if independent of 1v·hitcs socially, economically, and politically. 
To this end, he founded the United :-..legro Improvement Association. which 
attracted many thousands of blacks. Carl'e_1· encomaged the formation of black­
owned businesses which catered to blacks, such as the Black Star Steam Ship Lme. 
In politics, he advocated the "Back to Africa" movement, whit:h urged people of 
African descent to return to the continent of their ance�tor�. In 1925, he was con-
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victed of using the lJ S. mail to defraud 111vestors in his shipping business. After two 
years in pn�on, l1e was deported to Jamaica. Garvey later died in London in  rela­
tive ob�curity. 

"SUFI" is probably Sufi Abdul l lamid. a cult leader from Chicago v.'ho used boy­
cotts to force stores in Harlem to hire blacks. He organized the Harlem Boycott of 
1934 and the Jobs for :'\ egrocs Campaign. At one time, I lanml attempted an al hancc 
with Father Divine and other Harlem evangelicals, but his racist and anti-Semitic 
rhetoric and inflanliii�Jtory actions caused a break with the rest of the l larlem com­
munity. He died iu a plane crash after he had lost most of his followmg. 

Line 24, "DuBOIS (WilEN?) MALCOLM (OH!) SEND FOR STOKELY": 
W. E. H. Du Bo1s, Malcolm X, and Stoke!�· Carmichael. 

Line 25, ·'SJ,::\'D FOR ADAM PO\VELI. 0:\ A l\'0:\-SUHPOENA DAY": 
Adam Clayton Powell, Jr. (19o8-72), was a minister, civil-rights leader, and )lew 
York City politician who represented Harlem in the U.S. Home of Representatives 
for eleven terms. Un�catcd by hi� colleagues in the I louse for cth1cal violations, he 
was re-elected to his seat and became the chairman of the Committee on Educa­
tion and L;�bor in 1960. Powell lost the post a few years later, when he was again 
accused of 111isusing pnhlic funds. 

545 "Old Age": Pnhlisl1ed in Borderline [Fort Sm1tk Arhmsasj ()an. 1965). 

546 "To You": Amsterdam News (Jan. 30., 1965), p. 22. The poem appeared with the fol­
low111g explanatory comment: ""Langston l lughes, the :--Jegro Poet Laureate of 
America, wrote the following poem expressh· for a new greeting card to be issued 
by CORE [the Congress of Racial Equal1tyj.'" 

":-Jot What Was": Published in ;Vlassachusetts Review (Winter-Spring 1965), 
p. 3°5· 

547 "Long View: Negro": First published in Harper's ;Vlagazine (/\pnl 1965), p. 186. 
Included in TPATL. 

"Dinner Guest: Me"': First published in  !\'egro Digest (Sept. 1965), p. 57· Included 
in TPATL. 

548 "Christmas Eve: :'\icaring l'vtidnight in  New York": Published m American Christ­
rna.�, cd. \V. Schoo ;mel R. �lyen, (K<JIISa� City: Hallmark, 1965), p. 49· 

549 "Frederick Douglass: 181j-1895
.
,: First published m Liberator (Dec. 1966), p. 21. 

Included m TPATL. 

"Question and .An�wer": First published in Cri�is (Oct 1966), p. 525. Included in 
TPATI .. 

550 "Frostmg": First published under the title "Black Economics"' in Crisis (Dec. 
196fi), p. 525. The title w<Js changed for TPATf.. 

""-·1etropolitan .ivluseurn": Published in Crisis (Dec. 1966), p. 525. 



551 "Emperor J lailc Sclassie"· Published in ,\'egro lJigesl (:'<ov. rq66), p. 48. Haile 
Selassie I was the emperor of Ethiopia from H}30 until he wa� overthrown and 
placed under home arrest in 1974- In 1936, he was forced into exile following the 
Italian invasion of Ethmpia. On May 5, 1941, Sclassie and triumphant Ethiopian 
and Briti�h forces entered Addis Ababa. He died in 1975. Hughes personally prc­
�ented the poem to Scla��ie 111 Addis Abahil m 1966. 

"Crowns and (�arlands'": Published in Nation (Jan. 16, 1967), p. 92, and TPA'l L. 
Line 1 :  Leontyne Price and Lena I !orne. 
Line 4: Sammy Davis, Jr., Sidney Poi tier, and Harry Belafonte. 
Lir1e H): Ralph Bnnchc (J(}04-71) was a te01chcr and diplomat who helped to 

write the UN Charter in  1946. He sub�equcntly held <l number uflL\" posts, includ­
ing undersecretary general in 1(,168. lie was awarded the Nobel Peace Prize in 1950. 

552 "The Backlash Blues": Published in Crisis (June 1967), p. 251, <Jnd TPATL. 

553 "Suburban Evening"· Published in Crisis (i\pnl H/17), p. I )I. 

"Demonstration": Published in Negro Digest (Sept. 1966), p. 64-

554 "Prime": Published in TPATL. 

"Lenox Avenue Bar": Published in TPATL. 

"Death Ill Yorkville": Published in TPATL. On July 16, 1964, Jame� Powell, a fif­
teen-year-old black youth, was shot in  the predominantly white Upper East Side of 
Manhattan by a white off-duty pol�t·e off1ccr who claimed th01t Powell wao armed 
with a knife. The shooting caused the \1/0rst civil dioturbance in Harlem since 1943. 
I Iughes joined thousands of other monrners at the viewing for Powell, which was 
held i n  Harlem i n  a fun coral parlor a few blocks from I Iughcs's home. 

555 "Black Panther": Puhlished in TPATL. 

"Office Bmlding: Evening": Published in TPATL. 

556 '"Special Bulletin": Published in TPATL. 

5;7 "Birmingham Sunday": Published m TPATL. On Sunday, Sept. 15, 1964, a bomb 
exploded in the black Sixteenth Street Baptist Church in Birmingham, Alabama, 
killing four girls attending Sunday School. 

"Bombings in Dixie": Published in TPATL. See note for "Birmingham Sunday" 
above. 

558 ":vtother m Wartime": Published in TPATL. 

"Official Notice": Published in TPATL. 

"Last Pnnce of the East": Published in TPATL. 
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559 "War": Publi�hcd in TPATL. 

56o "Sweet Words on Race"· Publislwd m TPATL. 

"U11-Amcnc:m lmcstigators": Puhli�,lu;d in TPATL. In 1953, Hughes was subpoe­
naed to le>tify before Joseph McCarthy and his Senate Permanent Sub-Committee 
because of his radical writing-; ;md activihes, mainly m the 1930s (see Rampersad, 
voL 11, pp. 211-22). The poem m<W refer to thi> experience, or to other <�clivi ties of 
McCarthy's subcormnittee. 

561 "Undertow": Published in TPATL. 

"Stokelv \1alcolrn Me": Published in TPATL. The title refers to Stokely C;�rmichael 
and \1alcolm X. 

;62 "'Freedom" [3] :  Published posthumously in Crisis (Feb. 1968), p. 50. This is a revi­
sion of an earlier poem with the s<1me name ("Freedom" [z]), but IS so different that 
it deserves to be mcluded as a �eparate text. 

"Flotsam": Published posthumously in Crisis (June-July 19(}8), p. 194, to mark the 
fir� I anniver�ary of Hughes's death A note there says that thi� is the last of seven 
poems which Hughes submitted to the magazine before he died. 

NOTES TO APPE:\DIX I 

The following poems were sent by Hughes to the Associated 1\'egro Press in  
Chicago, which distributed them to African Americ<.�n newspapers throughout the 
country. Space does not allow all oft he citatiom to be listed. Where pos�ible, a ref­
erence to a nc\\"spaper readily available on microfilm is provided. In other cases, 
the Langston l lughes Papers provide i11formation as to the month or year in  which 
a poem was sent to the ANP. The poems in these two categories have been 
arranged in chronological order. Poems which are contained m the file of clip­
pings in the Llllgston l l ughcs Papers, but for which no <htc can be given, are 
placed at tl1e end. Readers and scholars interested in inve�tigating J lughe�· s news­
paper verse arc directed to the box of clippings in the l.angston l lughc� Papers in 
the James Weldon Johnson Collection at the Beinecke Library, Yale University. 

565 "Song of the Refugee Road"· Feb. 1940. 

"America's Young Black joe!": Dec. 1940. 
Line 2l The boxers Joe Louis, a hcm')'\\'eight champion, and I lenrv Armstrong, 

a welterwe1ght and middleweight champion. 
Lme 27. Kenny \Vashingtun was an All-Amencan football player for UCLA in 

the late 193os :md one of the first hl<�cb to play in the Nation;�! Football T .eaguc. 
I .inc 30: Mozelle Ellerbe, a track star at Tn�kegcc lmhl"nte, was the 1938 and 

1939 :\'ational Champion in both the hundred- and two-hundred-y<�rd dashes. 
Line 32: ]essie Owem won four gold medals in the 1936 Olvmpics in Berlin. 
Line 36: Ralph Metcalfe �et the world record in the 22o-yard dash on June u, 



1932, and tied the record in the hundred-yard dash on the same da�·. He competed 
for the U.S.A. in the 1932 and 1936 Olympics, but came in �econd behind F.ddie 
Tolan (one and two hundred meters) in Los Angele� and Jessie Owens (two hun­
dred meters) in Berlin. Cornelius Johnson won the high jump at the Hj36 
Olympics in Berlin. Until Johnson's victory, I iitlcr had mvitcd all the 1\·mncrs to 
his box at the stadiHm to congratulate them. But I !itlcr left the stadium before he 
had to meet Johnson, and subsequently suspended such mvitations to his box. 
Jes�ic Owens i; often said to be the spumed athlete in t!Hs episode, hut in fad it 
occurred the day before he won his first n1ed01l 

Line 37" Thomas "Eddie" Tolan won the hundred- <Jnd t1•m-hundred-mctcr 
sprints at the 1932 Olympics in Los Angeles. 

567 "Ballad of the Fool"· Baltimore Afro-American (May 17, 1941), p. 7· 

"Baii<Jd of \Valter White'"· Baltimore ;\.fl-o-American (June 28, 1941 ), p. 

568 "The \1itchel! C.1�e": Baltimore Afro-American (june 7, 1941), p. 7· In 1934, Arthm 
\Veigs :VIitchell was the first black Democrat elected to Congress. frorn Chicago's 
74th District. He ser\'ed until 1943· In 1937, l\-11\chell took the Chicago Rock Island 
and Pacific Railway from Chica,go to Hot Springs, Arkansas. When the train 
reached the Arkam;�� border, he w<Js forced to lea\'e the first-class Pullman car, for 
which he had pmcha;ed a l!cket, for the Jim Crow Car. He SHed the railro.�d on the 
grounds that inter�tate travel should be exempt from Arkansas's re�trictions. He lost 
ill the lower courts, but in April 1941 the S11prcme Comt ruled that !he �.nne accom­
mod<Jtions offered to whites must be made available to black>. This did no! end seg­
regation: it simply meant that the r<Jilroads had to provide separate first-class cars for 
African Americans. Despite Mitchell's victory, the service was rarely provided. 

569 "Expl<!m It, Please": Amsterdam News (June 14, 1941), p. n. 

'"Ballad of the Bi.Jck Sheep": Baltimore Afro-American (Aug. 16. 1941), p. 

570 "Epitaph" 12 1  Amsterdam News (Oct. 18, 1941), p. 8. 

"So Tired Blues": Amsterdam News (:\ov. 1941), p. 12. 

571 "'Return to Sea"· B<�ltimore Afro-American (May 9, 1941), p. 6. First published in 
Black Opals 1.1 (Spring 1927), p. 6, with no stanza break. 

"Jazz Girl": Baltimore Afro-Amencan (f\lay 16, 1941), p. 7· First published in Black 
Opals 1 .1  {Spring 1927), p. 7, with minor variations. 

572 "Pathological Puzzle": April l942· 

"Dixie Man to Uncle S<�m": B<�ltimorc Afro-American (April 25, 1942}, p. 6. 

"Co\'crnor Fires Dean": July 1942· ln May of 1942, Governor Eugene T<Jimadge of 
Georgia declared at a meeting of the Board of Regents of the Univcr�ity of Georgia 
that he would terminate "any person in the university system advocating commu­
nism or r<�Ci<JI equality" (from Wil!iam Anderson, The Wild Man from SugarCreek: 
The Political Career of Eugene Talmadge [Baton Rouge: Louisiana State University 



Press, 1975], p. 197). He then pushed through the dismissal of Walter Cocking, 
� respected educator, because of a study by Cocking's group that suggtstcd inte­
grated training �iks for black <1nd white rural tcacl1ers. The president of the uni­
versity resigned over Cocking's dismissal, which led the:: Board of Regents to reverse 
it3elf. Talmadge then packed the board with his own supporters and fired Cocking 
a second time. The governor's action led to the loss of regional accreditation for the 
university and several l1 igh schools m Georgia. The cmis in Georgta education was 
a major factor in Talmadge's electoral defeat in the fall of HJ42. 

573 "'Get Up Off That Old Jive": Amsterdam News (June q, 1942). p. 6. 

574 ·'Fourth of July Thought" Amsterdam News (July 4, 1942), p. 6. 

"Battle Ground": Amsterdam News (Aug. 9, 1942), p. 14· 

575 "Joe Louis" [2]: Baltimore Afro-American (Oct. ;, 1942), p. 7· 

576 "Crow Goes, Too": Amsterdam News (Oct. 17, 19f2J, p. 6. On Sept. 29, 1942, Mem­
ber of Parl i<1ment Torn Driberg rose in the ! louse of Commons and said that "�n 
unfortunate result of the presence here of American forces has been the introduc­
tion in some par\3 of Britam of discrimination against l\'cgro troops." He a; ked 
"whether he [Prime �1inisler Churchill] will make friendly repre�entations to the 
American authorities asking them to instruct their men that the colour bar is not a 
custom of tim country and its non-oh�ervancc bv British troops and civilian� should 
be regarded with equanimity." (Qnoted in Franci; Wheen, Tom Driberg. H1s Life 
and Indiscretions [London: Chatto and \\/indus, 1990] , p. 18z.) 

"Lonely Nocturne": Amsterdam ,\"ews (Oct. 24, 1942), p. 6. 

577 "Troubled Water": Amsterdam News (Oct. :y., 1942), p. 6. 

"Total War": Baltimon: Afro-American (Feb. fi, 1943), p. 9· 

578 "Chand h i  h Fastmg"· Baltimore Afro-American (Feb. 20, 1943), p. 4· 

"Judge William Hastie": Amsterdam News (.'vlarch 6, 1943), p. w. 

579 "Vv'hat I Think": Amsterdam ,\iews (.'vlarch 27, 194;), p. 10. 

"just an Ordinary Guy": july 1943. 

;;So "'Speaking of Food": Baltimore Afro-American (April 3, 1943), p. 7· 

581 "Puzzlement": July 1943. 

"The Bells Toll Kmdly": July 1943-

58z "Madam and the Crime Wave": Julv 1943. 

583 "l'vladam's Chri!>lmas (or Mr::rry Christllla� Everybody)": Aug. 1943. 



584 "Song After Lynching": July 1943. 

"Bonds for All": Aug. 1943. 

;85 ''Poor Girl"s Ruination'': Sept. 1943-

"Poem to Uncle Sam": :\"o\·. 1943-

586 "Song of Adoration": Winter 1943-44· In one dipping, the title is "Song of Odoration." 

587 "Bonds: In :Vlcmoriam": BJitimore Afro-American (June 24, 1944), p. 2. 

s8S "Worrialion"· june 1948. 

"Ballad of Harry \loore": Feb. 1952. Harry \1oorc, an ;-\:\ACP leader in Florida, 
was killed when his housr; was bombed on December 2), 1951, after he had 
protested about the treatment of the African American defendants in the Grove­
land case, known as "Little Scottsboro." 

The following poems could not be dated: 

590 "Mes.'>agc to thro Prcsidronf': The piece was olwiouslv written during World War II. 

592 "Prorni�cd I .and" 

"Chicago Blue�" 

,'\OTES TO API'J:: 'XD!X 2 

597 "Fairies"· First published in Brownie's Book (JaiL 19211. P- 32- Included in TDK. 

''\Vinter Sweetness"· First published in Brownie's Book (Jan. 1911), p. 27. Included 
in TDK und Golden Slippers. 

"April Rain Song": First published !11 Browme's Book (April 1921), p. 111. lrJduded 
in TDK. 

"Sigus of Spmll_(: Brownie's Bonk (Aug. 1921), P- 229. 

598 "The Lament of a Vanquished Beau"· Brownie's Book (Aug. 1911), p. 229. 

":V1istcr Sandman"· Brownie's Book (Aug. 1921), p. 24-1--

6oo "Thanksgiving Time": Brownie's Book (1\ov. 1921), P- 128. 

"Autumn Thought"· First publi;hed in  Brownie's Book (l\o1·. 1911), p. 307. 
Included in  TDK. 



6oo "Tnp: San Fr<Jnc:isco": Golden Slippers, p. 132. Included m the essay "Poetry and 
Children" in 1 J I R. 

6o1 "Garment": Golden Slippers, p. 175. Included in the essay "Poetry and Children" 
m /.HR. 

"The Kids in School with ivle": Common Ground (Autumn 1947), p. 31. 

6o2 "Wc"re All in the Tdcphom:: Rook": Common Ground (Autumn 1947), p. 32. 
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Ride, Red, Ride (liner notes), 528 

Ring, The. 65 

R1sing Waters, 41 
Roar Chma!, 198 

Room, 44-, 

Rubr Brown, 73 

Rumed Gal, A, 120 

Sailing Date, 337 

Sailor, IW 
Salute to Soviet Armies, 299 
Same in Blue;, 427 

Saturday 1'\ight. 88 

Scottsboro, 142 

Sea Calm, 97 

Sea Charm, 44 
Se<.�rch, zoo 

Seascape, 98 

Se;!shore 'Jbrough Dark Glasses (Atlantic City), 
l" 

Second Generation: New York, 351 

Sc,·cn :VIorncnts of J,ove, 217 
Sh<.�dcs of Pigment, 485 

Sh<.�des of Pigment (liner notes), sz8 

Sb<.�dows, 34 

Sh<.�kcspearc in Harlem, 26o 

Shall the Cood Go Down?, 278 

Shamt: on You, 415 

Share-Croppers, 185 



Shearing Time, 6o6 

Shepherd'� Song at Christmas, 610 

Shout, 117 

Show Fare, Please, 523 

Show Fare, Please (Jmer notes), 531 

S1ck Room, 99 
S1gns of Spring, 597 

Silence, 234 

Silent One, 536 

Silhouette, 305 

Silly Animals, 6oS 

Sinner, 119 

Sister, 391 

Sister johnson Marches, 197 

Situation, 399 

Six-Bits Blues, Zll 

Slave, 535 

Slave Song, 351 

Sleep, 332 

Sliver, 425 

Sliver of Sermon. 417 

Slum Dreams, 541 

Sman Memory, 542 

Snail, 233 

Snake, 137 

Snob, z32 

So Long, 413 

So TJred Blues, 570 

Soledad, 57 

Some Day, 236 

Song, 45 

Song After Lynching, 584 

Song for � Banjo Dance, 29 

Song for a Dark Girl, 104 

Song for Billie Bolid�y, :;6o 

Song for Omsdves, 207 

Song of Adoration, 586 

Song of Spain, 1<;15 

Song of the Refugee Road, 565 

Song of the Revolution, 170 

Song to a Negro Wash-woman, A, 41 

Songs, 332 

Songs to the Dark Virgin, 61 

South, The, z6 

Southern M�mmy Sings, 227 

7'5 

Southern Negro Speaks, 238 

Spcakmg of Food, 58o 

Special Bulletm, 556 

Spirituals, 102 

Sport, u6 

Spring for Lovers, 128 
S-sss-ss-sh!, 357 

Stahngrad: 1942, 285 

Star Seeker, 64 

Stars, 85 

Statement, 247 

Steel Mills, 43 

Still Here, 295 

Stokely Mako!m �le, 561 

Stony Lonesome, z3o 

Strange Hurl, 63 

Stranger in Town, 359 

Street Song, 407 

Suburban Evcuing, 553 

Subway Face, 40 

Subway Rush Hour, 423 

Success, 108 

Smcide, 8z 

Suicide's Note, 55 

Summer Evening (Calumet Avenue), )W 
Summer 1\ight, 59 

Sun Song, 122 

Sunday by the Combination, 418 

Sunday Morning Prophecy, 241 

Sunset�Coney Island, 124 

Sunset in Dixie, 237 

Sweet Words on Race, s6o 

Sylvester's Dying Bed, 140 

Tag, 409 
Tambourines, 465 

Tapestry, 107 

Teacher, 67 

TcH Me, 396 

Testament, 455 

Testimonial, 417 

Thanksgiving Time, 6oo 

,.The jesus", 468 

Theme for English B, 409 

There, 337 



There's Always Weather, 6o3 

Third Degree, 370 

This Puzzles Me, 238 

Thorn, The, 452 

Tired, 135 

To a Dead Friend, 26 

To a Little Lover-lass, Dead, 89 

To Artina, 466 

To Be Somebody, 374 

To Beauty, 75 

To Captain Mulzac, 293 

To Certain "Brothers", 55 

To Certain Intellectuals, 43 

To Certain Negro Leaders, 136 

To Dorothy Maynor, 341 

To Make Words Sing, 6o2 

To Midnight Nan at Leroy's, 57 

To the Dark Mercedes of"El Palacio de 
Amor", 99 

To the Little Fort of San Lazaro on the Ocean 
Front, Havana, 136 

To You, 546 

Today, 201 

Tomorrow, 405 

Tomorrow's Seed,431 

Too Blue, 280 

Total War, 577 

Tower, 128 

Town of Scottsboro, The, 168 

Trip: San Francisco, 6oo 

Troubled Water, 577 

Troubled Woman, 42 

Trumpet Player, 338 

12 Moods for fazz (book), 473 

Two Somewhat Different Epigrams, 453 

Two Things, 158 

Ultimatum, 393 

Ultimatum: Kid to Kid, 439 

Un-American Investigators, s6o 

Uncle Tom [1], 3oz 

Uncle Toill [2]. 467 

Underground, The, 279 

Undertow, 561 

Umon, 138 

Up-Beat, 4o8 

Us: Colored, 447 

Vagabonds, 239 

Vari-Colored Song, 434 

Visitors to the Black Belt, 215 

Wait, 174 

Wake, 250 

Walkers with the Dawn, 45 

Walls, 79 

War, 559 

Warning, 365, 393 

Warning: Augmented, 407 

Watch Out, Papa, 232 

Water-Front Streets, 96 

Ways, 51 

We, Too, 538 

Wealth, 342 

Weary Blues, The, 50 

We're All in the Tckphone Book, 6oz 

West Texas, 252 

What?, 367 

'Nhat l Think, 579 

What? So Soon!, 398 

When Sue Wears Red, 30 

\Vhcn the Armies Pas.1ed, 'HO 
Where Service h !\'ceded, 384 

Where? When? Which?, 456 

White Man, 194 
'Nhite Ones, The, 37 

'Nho but the Lord?, 322 

Wide River, 71 

Widow Woman, 259 
Will V-Day Be Me-Day Too?, 3o3 

Wme-0, 401 

Winter Moon, 35 

Winter Sweetnes�. 597 

Wisdom, 268 

Wisdom and War, 342 

Wise Man, 107 

Without Benefit of Declaration, 446 

Wonder, 394 

Wooing, A, 55 



Words Like Freedom, 269 
Workin' Man, 119 
World War II, 415 

Worriation, 5RR 

Year Round, 604 
Yesterday and Today, 321 

Young Bride, 56 
Young Cal\ Blues, 123 
Young Negro Girl, 234 
Young Prostitute, 33 
Young Sailor, 62 
Young Singer, 35 
Youth, 39 
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