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836 | LANGSTON HUGHES

Don't you fall now—

For I'se still goin’, honey,

I'se still climbin’,

And life for me ain't been no crystal stair

I, Too

I, too, sing America.

I am the darker brother.

They send me to eat in the kitchen
When company comes,

But I laugh,

And eat well,

And grow strong.

Tomorrow,

I'll be at the table
When company comes.
Nobody'll dare

Say to me,

“Eat in the kitchen,”
Then.

Besides,
They'll see how beautiful I am

And be ashamed—

I, too, am America.

The Weary Blues

Droning a drowsy syncopated tune,

Rocking back and forth to a mellow croon,
I heard a Negro play.

Down on Lenox Avenue the other night

By the pale dull pallor of an old gas light
He did a lazy sway. . . .
He did a lazy sway. . . .

To the tune o’ those Weary Blues.

With his ebony hands on each ivory key.

He made that poor piano moan with melody.
O Blues!

Swaying to and fro on his rickety stool
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| LANGSTON HUGHES

What's the body of your mother?

Silver moonlight everywhere.

What's the body of your mother?
Sharp pine scent in the evening air.
A nigger night,

A nigger joy,
Alittle yellow
Bastard boy.

Naw, you ain't my brother.
Niggers ain't my brother.
Not ever.
Niggers ain't my brother.
The Southern night is full of stars,
Great big yellow stars.
O, sweet as earth,
Dusk dark bodies
Give sweet birth
To little yellow bastard boys.

Git on back there in the night,
You ain't white.

The bright stars scatter everywhere.
Pine wood scent in the evening air.
A nigger night,

A nigger joy.

I am your son, white man!

Alittle yellow
Bastard boy.

Song for a Dark Girl

Way Down South in Dixie!
(Break the heart of me)
They hung my black young lover

To a cross roads tree.

Way Down South in Dixie
(Bruised body high in air)

lasked the white Lord Jesus
What was the use of prayer.

L. Last line of “Dixie,” the popular minstrel song, probably composed by Daniel D, Em -
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LANGSTON HUGHES

Kitchenettes

With no heat

And garbage

In the halls.
Who're you, outsider?

Ask me who am 1.

Note on Commercial Theatre

You've taken my blues and gone—
You sing 'em on Broadway
And you sing 'em in Hollywood Bowl,!

And you mixed 'em up with symphonies
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 me in Macheth and Carmen Jones>
And all kinds of Swing Mikados?

And in 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!

I reckon it'll be
Me myself!

Yes, it'll be me.

1. Outdoor concert amphitheater constructed in a Broadway success in 1936.

the 1920s. 3. During 1939, two different all-black we=
2. An all-black musical (1943), loosely based on of The Mikado (1885), a comic opera 'y =5
the opera Carmen by French composer George ish team of W. S. Gilbert (1836-1911) an«
Bizet (1838—1875), focused on African American Sullivan (1842-1900), competed on Br
life during World War I1. An all-black production The Swing Mikado (which premiered in Ch=
of Shakespeare's Macbheth (1606), set in Haiti, was 1938) and The Hot Mikado.
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842 | LANGSTON HUGHES

I said, Madam,

Can it be

You trying to make a
Pack-horse out of me?

She opened her mouth.
She cried, Oh, no!

You know, Alberta,

I love you sol

I said, Madam,
That may be true—
But I'll be dogged
If I love youl!

Freedom [1]!

Freedom will not come
Today, this year
Nor ever
Through compromise and fear.

I have as much right

As the other fellow has
To stand

On my two feet

And own the land.

I tire so of hearing people say,

Let things take their course.

Tomorrow is another day.

I do not need my freedom when I'm dead.
I cannot live on tomorrow’s bread.

Freedom

Is a strong seed
Planted

In a great need.

I live here, too.

I want freedom
Just as you.

1. Originally published under the title “Democracy.”

16
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I LANGSTON HUGHES

Theme for English B

The instructor said,

Go home and write

a page tonight.

And let that page come out of you—
Then, it will be true.

I wonder if it's that simple?

[ am twenty-two, colored, born in Winston-Salem
[ went to school there, then Durham, then here
to this college on the hill above Harlem.!

I am the only colored student in my class.

The steps from the hill lead down into Harlem.
through a park, then I cross St. Nicholas,

Eighth Avenue, Seventh, and I come to the Y.

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. But I guess I'm what

[ feel and see and hear, Harlem, I hear you:

hear you, hear me—we two—you, me, talk on this P
(I hear New York, too.) Me—who?

Well, 1 like to eat, sleep, drink, and be in love.

I like to work, read, learn, and understand life.

I like a pipe for a Christmas present,

or records—Bessie, bop, or Bach.>

I guess being colored doesn’t make me not like

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 be

a part of you, instructor.

You are white—

yet a part of me, as [ am a part of you.

That's American.

Sometimes perhaps you don't want to be a part of me.
Nor do [ often want to be a part of you.

But we are, that’s true!

As 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.

1. The City College of the City University of New composer of the Baroque era. Bess= =
York. Winston-Salem and Durham are cities in 1937), noted blues singer. “Bop™ jaza
North Carolina. oped in Harlem during World W+ 17

2. Johann Sebastian Bach (1685-1750), German




