American Literary Seminar II: 

Twentieth Century American Literature 1900-1945, Before World War Two

Course Packet: POETRY
Instructor: Borbála Bökös

Partium Christian University

Department of English Language and Literature

Contents:
· Carl Sandburg(1878-1967): Chicago
· Edgar Lee Masters(1868-1950){selections from Spoon River Anthology(1915)}: Elsa Wertman, Hamilton Greene, Shack Dye, Yee Bow, Benjamin Pantier, Mrs. Benjamin Pantier, Reuben Pantier, Dora Williams, Emily Sparks, Trainor the Druggist, Deacon Taylor, Lucinda Matlock.
· Edwin Arlington Robinson(1869-1935): Richard Cory, Miniver Cheevy

· Robert Frost(1874-1963): The Wood Pile, Stopping by Woods, The Road Not Taken, Fire and Ice
· Amy Lowell(1874-1925): Patterns

· Ezra Pound(1885-1972): In a Station of the Metro

· E. E. Cummings(1894-1962): If There Are Any Heavens, [my sweet old etcetera], [anyone lived in a pretty how town],  [l(a)]

· William Carlos Williams(1883-1963): The Red Wheelbarrow, Landscape with the Fall of Icarus

· Langston Hughes(1902-1967): The Negro Speaks of Rivers, Mother to Son, Weary Blues, Harlem.

Carl Sandburg(1878-1967): Chicago
Hog Butcher for the World, 

   Tool Maker, Stacker of Wheat, 

   Player with Railroads and the Nation's Freight Handler; 

   Stormy, husky, brawling, 

   City of the Big Shoulders: 

They tell me you are wicked and I believe them, for I have seen your painted women under the gas lamps luring the farm boys. 

And they tell me you are crooked and I answer: Yes, it is true I have seen the gunman kill and go free to kill again. 

And they tell me you are brutal and my reply is: On the faces of women and children I have seen the marks of wanton hunger. 

And having answered so I turn once more to those who sneer at this my city, and I give them back the sneer and say to them: 

Come and show me another city with lifted head singing so proud to be alive and coarse and strong and cunning. 

Flinging magnetic curses amid the toil of piling job on job, here is a tall bold slugger set vivid against the little soft cities; 

Fierce as a dog with tongue lapping for action, cunning as a savage pitted against the wilderness, 

   Bareheaded, 

   Shoveling, 

   Wrecking, 

   Planning, 

   Building, breaking, rebuilding, 

Under the smoke, dust all over his mouth, laughing with white teeth, 

Under the terrible burden of destiny laughing as a young man laughs, 

Laughing even as an ignorant fighter laughs who has never lost a battle, 

Bragging and laughing that under his wrist is the pulse, and under his ribs the heart of the people, 

                   Laughing! 

Laughing the stormy, husky, brawling laughter of Youth, half-naked, sweating, proud to be Hog Butcher, Tool Maker, Stacker of Wheat, Player with Railroads and Freight Handler to the Nation.

Edgar Lee Masters (1868-1950){selections from Spoon River Anthology(1915)}:

Elsa Wertman 

 

I was a peasant girl from Germany,

Blue-eyed, rosy, happy and strong.

And the first place I worked was at Thomas Greene's.

On a summer's day when she was away

He stole into the kitchen and took me

Right in his arms and kissed me on my throat,

I turning my head.  Then neither of us

Seemed to know what happened.

And I cried for what would become of me.

And cried and cried as my secret began to show.

One day Mrs. Greene said she understood,

And would make no trouble for me,

And, being childless, would adopt it.

(He had given her a farm to be still.)

So she hid in the house and sent out rumors,

As if it were going to happen to her.

And all went well and the child was born—they were so kind to me.

Later I married Gus Wertman, and years passed.

But—at political rallies when sitters-by thought I was crying

At the eloquence of Hamilton Greene—

That was not it.

No!  I wanted to say:

That's my son!  That's my son!

Hamilton Greene


I was the only child of Frances Harris of Virginia
And Thomas Greene of Kentucky,
Of valiant and honorable blood both.
To them I owe all that I became,
Judge, member of Congress, leader in the State.
From my mother I inherited
Vivacity, fancy, language;
From my father will, judgment, logic.
All honor to them
For what service I was to the people! 

Shack Dye 


	THE WHITE men played all sorts of jokes on me.
	 

	They took big fish off my hook
	 

	And put little ones on, while I was away
	 

	Getting a stringer, and made me believe
	 

	I hadn’t seen aright the fish I had caught.
	         5

	When Burr Robbins circus came to town
	 

	They got the ring master to let a tame leopard
	 

	Into the ring, and made me believe
	 

	I was whipping a wild beast like Samson
	 

	When I, for an offer of fifty dollars,
	  10

	Dragged him out to his cage.
	 

	One time I entered my blacksmith shop
	 

	And shook as I saw some horse-shoes crawling
	 

	Across the floor, as if alive—
	 

	Walter Simmons had put a magnet
	  15

	Under the barrel of water.
	 

	Yet everyone of you, you white men,
	 

	Was fooled about fish and about leopards too,
	 

	And you didn’t know any more than the horse-shoes did
	 

	What moved you about Spoon River.
	  20


Yee Bow 


	THEY got me into the Sunday-school
	 

	In Spoon River
	 

	And tried to get me to drop Confucius for Jesus.
	 

	I could have been no worse off
	 

	If I had tried to get them to drop Jesus for Confucius.
	         5

	For, without any warning, as if it were a prank,
	 

	And sneaking up behind me, Harry Wiley,
	 

	The minister’s son, caved my ribs into my lungs,
	 

	With a blow of his fist.
	 

	Now I shall never sleep with my ancestors in Pekin,
	  10

	And no children shall worship at my grave.
	 


Benjamin Pantier

TOGETHER in this grave lie Benjamin Panitier, attorney at law,

And Nig, his dog, constant companion, solace and friend.

Down the gray road, friends, children, men and women,

Passing one by one out of life, left me till I was alone

With Nig for partner, bed-fellow; comrade in drink.

In the morning of lief I knew aspiration and saw dlory,

The she, who survives me, snared my soul

With a snare which bled me to death,

Till I, once strong of will, lay broken, indifferent,

Living with Nig in a room back of a dingy office.

Under my Jaw-bone is snuggled the bony nose of Nig

Our story is lost in silence. Go by, Mad world!

Mrs. Benjamin Pantier

I know that he told that I snared his soul

With a snare which bled him to death.

And all the men loved him,

And most of the women pitied him.

But suppose you are really a lady, and have delicate tastes,

And loathe the smell of whiskey and onions,

And the rhythm of Wordsworth's "Ode" runs in your ears,

While he goes about from morning till night

Repeating bits of that common thing;

"Oh, why should the spirit of mortal be proud?"

And then, suppose;

You are a woman well endowed,

And the only man with whom the law and morality

Permit you to have the marital relation

Is the very man that fills you with disgust

Every time you think of it  while you think of it

Every time you see him?

That's why I drove him away from home

To live with his dog in a dingy room

Back of his office.

Reuben Pantier

WELL, Emily Sparks, your prayers were not wasted,

Your love was not all in vain.

I owe whatever I was in life

To your hope that would not give me up,

To your love that saw me still as good.

Dear Emily Sparks, let me tell you the story.

I pass the effect of my father and mother;

The milliner's daughter made me trouble

And out I went in the world,

Where I passed through every peril known

Of wine and women and joy of life.

One night, in a room in the Rue de Rivoli,

I was drinking wine with a black-eyed cocotte,

And the tears swam into my eyes.

She though they were amorous tears and smiled

For thought of her conquest over me.

But my soul was three thousand miles away,

In the days when you taught me in Spoon River.

And just because you no more could love me,

Nor pray for me, nor write me letters,

The eternal silence of you spoke instead.

And the Black-eyed cocotte took the tears for hers,

As well as the deceiving kisses I gave her.

Somehow, from that hour, I had a new vision

Dear Emily Sparks!

Emily Sparks

Where is my boy, my boy

In what far part of the world?

The boy I loved best of all in the school?--

I, the teacher, the old maid, the virgin heart,

Who made them all my children.

Did I know my boy aright,

Thinking of him as a spirit aflame,

Active, ever aspiring?

Oh, boy, boy, for whom I prayed and prayed

In many a watchful hour at night,

Do you remember the letter I wrote you

Of the beautiful love of Christ?

And whether you ever took it or not,

My, boy, whereever you are,

Work for your soul'd sake,

That all the clay of you, all of the dross of you,

May yield to the fire of you,

Till the fire is nothing but light!...

Nothing but light!

Trainor, the Druggist

Only the chemist can tell, and not always the chemist,

What will result from compounding

Fluids or solids.

And who can tell

How men and women will interact

On each other, or what children will result?

There were Benjamin Pantier and his wife,

Good in themselved, but evil toward each other;

He oxygen, she hydrogen,

Their son, a devastating fire.

I Trainor, the druggist, a miser of chemicals,

Killed while making an experiment,

Lived unwedded.

Dora Williams

When Reuben Pantier ran away and threw me 

I went to Springfield. There I met a lush, 

Whose father just deceased left him a fortune. 

He married me when drunk. My life was wretched. 

A year passed and one day they found him dead. 

That made me rich. I moved on to Chicago. 

After a time met Tyler Rountree, villain. 

I moved on to New York. A gray-haired magnate 

Went mad about me i so another fortune. 

He died one night right in my arms, you know. 

(I saw his purple face for years thereafter.) 

There was almost a scandal. I moved on, 

This time to Paris. I was now a woman, 

Insidious, subtle, versed in the world and rich. 

My sweet apartment near the Champs Élysées 

Became a center for all sorts of people, 

Musicians, poets, dandies, artists, nobles, 

Where we spoke French and German, Italian, English. 

I wed Count Navigato, native of Genoa. 

We went to Rome. He poisoned me, I think. 

Now in the Campo Santo overlooking 

The sea where young Columbus dreamed new worlds, 

See what they chiseled: "Contessa Navigato 

Implora eterna quiete." 

Deacon Taylor 


	I BELONGED to the church,
	 

	And to the party of prohibition;
	 

	And the villagers thought I died of eating watermelon.
	 

	In truth I had cirrhosis of the liver,
	 

	For every noon for thirty years,
	         5

	I slipped behind the prescription partition
	 

	In Trainor’s drug store
	 

	And poured a generous drink
	 

	From the bottle marked
	 

	”Spiritus frumenti.”
	  10


Lucinda Matlock 


	I WENT to the dances at Chandlerville,
	 

	And played snap-out at Winchester.
	 

	One time we changed partners,
	 

	Driving home in the moonlight of middle June,
	 

	And then I found Davis.
	         5

	We were married and lived together for seventy years,
	 

	Enjoying, working, raising the twelve children,
	 

	Eight of whom we lost
	 

	Ere I had reached the age of sixty.
	 

	I spun, I wove, I kept the house, I nursed the sick,
	  10

	I made the garden, and for holiday
	 

	Rambled over the fields where sang the larks,
	 

	And by Spoon River gathering many a shell,
	 

	And many a flower and medicinal weed—
	 

	Shouting to the wooded hills, singing to the green valleys.
	  15

	At ninety-six I had lived enough, that is all,
	 

	And passed to a sweet repose.
	 

	What is this I hear of sorrow and weariness,
	 

	Anger, discontent and drooping hopes?
	 

	Degenerate sons and daughters,
	  20

	Life is too strong for you—
	 

	It takes life to love Life.
	


Edwin Arlington Robinson(1869-1935)
Richard Cory

Whenever Richard Cory went down town, 

We people on the pavement looked at him: 

He was a gentleman from sole to crown, 

Clean favored, and imperially slim. 

And he was always quietly arrayed, 

And he was always human when he talked; 

But still he fluttered pulses when he said, 

"Good-morning," and he glittered when he walked. 

And he was rich—yes, richer than a king—

And admirably schooled in every grace: 

In fine, we thought that he was everything 

To make us wish that we were in his place. 

So on we worked, and waited for the light, 

And went without the meat, and cursed the bread; 

And Richard Cory, one calm summer night, 

Went home and put a bullet through his head. 

Miniver Cheevy 

 

Miniver Cheevy, child of scorn,

Grew lean while he assailed the seasons;

He wept that he was ever born,

And he had reasons.

 

Miniver loved the days of old

When swords were bright and steeds were prancing;

The vision of a warrior bold

Would set him dancing.

 

Miniver sighed for what was not,

And dreamed, and rested from his labors;

He dreamed of Thebes and Camelot,

And Priam's neighbors.

 

Minever mourned the ripe renown

That made so many a name so fragrant;

He mourned Romance, now on the town,

And Art, a vagrant.

 

Minever loved the Medici,

Albeit he had never seen one;

He would have sinned incessantly

Could he have been one.

 

Miniver cursed the commonplace

And eyed a khaki suit with loathing;

He missed the mediæval grace

Of iron clothing.

 

Miniver scorned the gold he sought,

But sore annoyed was he without it;

Miniver thought, and thought, and thought,

And thought about it.

 

Miniver Cheevy, born too late,

Scratched his head and kept on thinking;

Miniver coughed, and called it fate,

And kept on drinking.

Robert Frost(1874-1963)
The Wood-Pile

Out walking in the frozen swamp one gray day, 

I paused and said, 'I will turn back from here. 

No, I will go on farther—and we shall see.' 

The hard snow held me, save where now and then 

One foot went through. The view was all in lines 

Straight up and down of tall slim trees 

Too much alike to mark or name a place by 

So as to say for certain I was here 

Or somewhere else: I was just far from home. 

A small bird flew before me. He was careful 

To put a tree between us when he lighted, 

And say no word to tell me who he was 

Who was so foolish as to think what he thought. 

He thought that I was after him for a feather— 

The white one in his tail; like one who takes 

Everything said as personal to himself. 

One flight out sideways would have undeceived him. 

And then there was a pile of wood for which 

I forgot him and let his little fear 

Carry him off the way I might have gone, 

Without so much as wishing him good-night. 

He went behind it to make his last stand. 

It was a cord of maple, cut and split 

And piled—and measured, four by four by eight. 

And not another like it could I see. 

No runner tracks in this year's snow looped near it. 

And it was older sure than this year's cutting, 

Or even last year's or the year's before. 

The wood was gray and the bark warping off it 

And the pile somewhat sunken. Clematis 

Had wound strings round and round it like a bundle. 

What held it though on one side was a tree 

Still growing, and on one a stake and prop, 

These latter about to fall. I thought that only 

Someone who lived in turning to fresh tasks 

Could so forget his handiwork on which 

He spent himself, the labor of his ax, 

And leave it there far from a useful fireplace 

To warm the frozen swamp as best it could 

With the slow smokeless burning of decay. 

Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening

Whose woods these are I think I know.   

His house is in the village though;   

He will not see me stopping here   

To watch his woods fill up with snow.   

My little horse must think it queer   

To stop without a farmhouse near   

Between the woods and frozen lake   

The darkest evening of the year.   

He gives his harness bells a shake   

To ask if there is some mistake.   

The only other sound’s the sweep   

Of easy wind and downy flake.   

The woods are lovely, dark and deep,   

But I have promises to keep,   

And miles to go before I sleep,   

And miles to go before I sleep.

	The Road Not Taken

	 


	 


	TWO roads diverged in a yellow wood,

	
	And sorry I could not travel both

	
	And be one traveler, long I stood

	
	And looked down one as far as I could

	
	To where it bent in the undergrowth;

	        5

	 

	
	Then took the other, as just as fair,

	
	And having perhaps the better claim,

	
	Because it was grassy and wanted wear;

	
	Though as for that the passing there

	
	Had worn them really about the same,

	        10

	 

	
	And both that morning equally lay

	
	In leaves no step had trodden black.

	
	Oh, I kept the first for another day!

	
	Yet knowing how way leads on to way,

	
	I doubted if I should ever come back.

	        15

	 

	
	I shall be telling this with a sigh

	
	Somewhere ages and ages hence:

	
	Two roads diverged in a wood, and I—

	
	I took the one less traveled by,

	
	And that has made all the difference.

	        20

	 

	

	


Fire and Ice

Some say the world will end in fire, 

Some say in ice. 

From what I’ve tasted of desire 

I hold with those who favor fire. 

But if it had to perish twice, 

I think I know enough of hate 

To say that for destruction ice 

Is also great 

And would suffice.

Amy Lowell(1874-1925): Patterns

I walk down the garden paths, 

And all the daffodils 

Are blowing, and the bright blue squills.   

I walk down the patterned garden paths   

In my stiff, brocaded gown. 

With my powdered hair and jewelled fan,   

I too am a rare 

Pattern. As I wander down 

The garden paths. 

My dress is richly figured,   

And the train 

Makes a pink and silver stain   

On the gravel, and the thrift   

Of the borders. 

Just a plate of current fashion, 

Tripping by in high-heeled, ribboned shoes. 

Not a softness anywhere about me,   

Only whale-bone and brocade.   

And I sink on a seat in the shade   

Of a lime tree. For my passion   

Wars against the stiff brocade.   

The daffodils and squills 

Flutter in the breeze 

As they please. 

And I weep; 

For the lime tree is in blossom 

And one small flower has dropped upon my bosom. 

And the splashing of waterdrops   

In the marble fountain 

Comes down the garden paths.   

The dripping never stops.   

Underneath my stiffened gown 

Is the softness of a woman bathing in a marble basin, 

A basin in the midst of hedges grown 

So thick, she cannot see her lover hiding, 

But she guesses he is near, 

And the sliding of the water 

Seems the stroking of a dear 

Hand upon her. 

What is Summer in a fine brocaded gown! 

I should like to see it lying in a heap upon the ground.   

All the pink and silver crumpled up on the ground. 

I would be the pink and silver as I ran along the paths,   

And he would stumble after, 

Bewildered by my laughter. 

I should see the sun flashing from his sword-hilt and the buckles on his shoes. 

I would choose 

To lead him in a maze along the patterned paths, 

A bright and laughing maze for my heavy-booted lover,   

Till he caught me in the shade, 

And the buttons of his waistcoat bruised my body as he clasped me, 

Aching, melting, unafraid. 

With the shadows of the leaves and the sundrops,   

And the plopping of the waterdrops, 

All about us in the open afternoon 

I am very like to swoon 

With the weight of this brocade, 

For the sun sifts through the shade. 

Underneath the fallen blossom 

In my bosom, 

Is a letter I have hid. 

It was brought to me this morning by a rider from the Duke.   

“Madam, we regret to inform you that Lord Hartwell   

Died in action Thursday sen’night.” 

As I read it in the white, morning sunlight, 

The letters squirmed like snakes. 

“Any answer, Madam,” said my footman. 

“No,” l told him. 

“See that the messenger takes some refreshment. 

No, no answer.” 

And I walked into the garden, 

Up and down the patterned paths, 

In my stiff, correct brocade. 

The blue and yellow flowers stood up proudly in the sun,   

Each one. 

I stood upright too, 

Held rigid to the pattern 

By the stiffness of my gown.   

Up and down I walked,   

Up and down. 

In a month he would have been my husband.   

In a month, here, underneath this lime,   

We would have broke the pattern; 

He for me, and I for him, 

He as Colonel, I as Lady, 

On this shady seat. 

He had a whim 

That sunlight carried blessing. 

And I answered, “It shall be as you have said.”   

Now he is dead. 

In Summer and in Winter I shall walk 

Up and down 

The patterned garden paths   

In my stiff, brocaded gown.   

The squills and daffodils 

Will give place to pillared roses, and to asters, and to snow.   

I shall go 

Up and down, 

In my gown. 

Gorgeously arrayed, 

Boned and stayed. 

And the softness of my body will be guarded from embrace   

By each button, hook, and lace. 

For the man who should loose me is dead, 

Fighting with the Duke in Flanders, 

In a pattern called a war. 

Christ! What are patterns for?
Ezra Pound(1885-1972): In a Station of the Metro

The apparition of these faces in the crowd;

Petals on a wet, black bough.

E. E. Cummings(1894-1962): 
If There Are Any Heavens

if there are any heavens my mother will(all by herself)have

one.
It will not be a pansy heaven nor

a fragile heaven of lilies-of-the-valley but

it will be a heaven of blackred roses

my father will be(deep like a rose

tall like a rose)

standing near my

swaying over her

(silent)

with eyes which are really petals and see

nothing with the face of a poet really which

is a flower and not a face with

hands

which whisper

This is my beloved my




(suddenly in sunlight

he will bow,

&the whole garden will bow)

[my sweet old etcetera]

my sweet old etcetera
aunt lucy during the recent

war could and what
is more did tell you just
what everybody was fighting

for,
my sister

Isabel created hundreds
(and
hundreds)of socks not to
mention fleaproof earwarmers
etcetera wristers etcetera, my
mother hoped that

I would die etcetera
bravely of course my father used
to become hoarse talking about how it was
a privilege and if only he
could meanwhile my

self etcetera lay quietly
in the deep mud et

cetera
(dreaming,
et
cetera, of
Your smile
eyes knees and of your Etcetera)
[anyone lived in a pretty how town]
 
anyone lived in a pretty how town

(with up so floating many bells down)

spring summer autumn winter

he sang his didn’t he danced his did.

Women and men(both little and small)

cared for anyone not at all

they sowed their isn’t they reaped their same

sun moon stars rain

children guessed(but only a few

and down they forgot as up they grew

autumn winter spring summer)

that noone loved him more by more

when by now and tree by leaf

she laughed his joy she cried his grief

bird by snow and stir by still

anyone’s any was all to her

someones married their everyones

laughed their cryings and did their dance

(sleep wake hope and then)they

said their nevers they slept their dream

stars rain sun moon

(and only the snow can begin to explain

how children are apt to forget to remember

with up so floating many bells down)

one day anyone died i guess

(and noone stooped to kiss his face)

busy folk buried them side by side

little by little and was by was

all by all and deep by deep

and more by more they dream their sleep

noone and anyone earth by april

wish by spirit and if by yes.

Women and men(both dong and ding)

summer autumn winter spring

reaped their sowing and went their came

sun moon stars rain

[l(a] 
l(a
le
af
fa
ll
s)
one
l
iness

William Carlos Williams(1883-1963)
The Red Wheelbarrow

so much depends

upon

a red wheel

barrow

glazed with rain

water

beside the white

chickens.

Landscape with the Fall of Icarus

According to Brueghel

when Icarus fell

it was spring

a farmer was ploughing

his field

the whole pageantry

of the year was

awake tingling

near

the edge of the sea

concerned 

with itself

sweating in the sun

that melted

the wings’ wax

unsignificantly

off the coast

there was

a splash quite unnoticed

this was

Icarus drowning

Langston Hughes(1902-1967)
The Negro Speaks of Rivers
I’ve known rivers: 

I’ve known rivers ancient as the world and older than the flow of human blood in human veins. 

My soul has grown deep like the rivers. 

I bathed in the Euphrates when dawns were young. 

I built my hut near the Congo and it lulled me to sleep. 

I looked upon the Nile and raised the pyramids above it. 

I heard the singing of the Mississippi when Abe Lincoln went down to New Orleans, and I’ve seen its muddy bosom turn all golden in the sunset. 

I’ve known rivers: 

Ancient, dusky rivers. 

My soul has grown deep like the rivers.

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 boards torn up, 

And places with no carpet on the floor— 

Bare. 

But all the time 

I’se been a-climbin’ on, 

And reachin’ landin’s, 

And turnin’ corners, 

And sometimes goin’ in 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 you fall now— 

For I’se still goin’, honey, 

I’se still climbin’, 

And life for me ain’t been no crystal stair.

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 

He played that sad raggy tune like a musical fool. 

      Sweet Blues! 

Coming from a black man’s soul. 

      O Blues! 

In a deep song voice with a melancholy tone 

I heard that Negro sing, that old piano moan— 

      “Ain’t got nobody in all this world, 

      Ain’t got nobody but ma self. 

      I’s gwine to quit ma frownin’ 

      And put ma troubles on the shelf.” 

Thump, thump, thump, went his foot on the floor. 

He played a few chords then he sang some more— 

      “I got the Weary Blues 

      And I can’t be satisfied. 

      Got the Weary Blues 

      And can’t be satisfied— 

      I ain’t happy no mo’ 

      And I wish that I had died.” 

And far into the night he crooned that tune. 

The stars went out and so did the moon. 

The singer stopped playing and went to bed 

While the Weary Blues echoed through his head. 

He slept like a rock or a man that’s dead.

Harlem

What happens to a dream deferred? 

      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 syrupy sweet? 

      Maybe it just sags 

      like a heavy load. 

      Or does it explode?
25

