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& other poems of Langston Hughes

BRING ME ALL OF YOUR DREAMS I HAVE KNO'WN RIVERS THE RAILROAD BRIDGE’S

HOLD FAST TO DREAMS LET’S GO SEE OLD ABE SUN’S A SETTIN’

THE SPRING IS NOT SO BEAUTIFUL THERE=- AUNT SUE HAS A HEAD FULL OF STORIES AT DE FEET O'JESUS

THE SEA IS A WILDERNESS OF WAVES IT WAS A LONG TIME AGO I ASK YOU THIS

OFF THE COAST OF IRELAND I, TOO, SING AMERICA GLORY! HALLELUIAH!

HE SAT UPON THE ROLLING DECK I HAD MY CLOTHES CLEANED MA LORD AIN’T NO STUCK-UP MAN
ONCE YOU WERE YOUNG WHEN SUSANNA JONES WEARS RED ALBERT!

THIS ANCIENT HAG LET THE RAIN KISS YOU WELL, SON, I’'LL TELL YOU

THE LOW BEATING OF THE TOM-TOMS DRONING A DROWSY SYNCOPATED TUNE HOLD FAST TO DREAMS

TO FLING MY ARMS WIDE MA BABY LIVES ACROSS DE RIVER WE HAVE TOMORROW
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SIPE]

Bring me all ef your
dreans,

You dreanmers,

Bring me all ef yeuwr

Heart melodies

That I may vrap them

In & blue eloud-eloth

Avay from the toe rengh
fingers

Of the werld.

And that is vhat poetry may do=——
wrap up your dreams, protect and
preserve them, and hold them, until
maybe they come true. Colunmbus
dreamed of finding a new werld., He
found it. Edison dreame’ of light,
mere light, and he made light.

411 the progress that human beings
have made on this eld earth of eurs
grev out of dreams. That 1s vhy it
is wise, I should think, te:

Hold fast te dreans—

Por if dreams die

Life is a broken—winged bird
That cannet fly.

Held ast te dreans
Fer when dreans ge
Life is a barren field
Frozen with snev.

Once one of my dreams was to cross the
Atlantic and see the world on the ether
side. Se, as a young man, 1 went down
to the waterfront in New York and I
began to try to get work as a seaman

on the boats. The streets facing the
plers were wide, busy, old dirty streets.
Although it was spring, there were ne
trees sr flewers—only warehouses and
dock fronts and cobole stones and trucks,
Tt was then that I wrote this poem
ealled, "Water Fromt Streets":

The spring is net so beauti-
ful there—

But dream shipe sail avay

To where tle spring is

wendrous rare
And life is gay.

The spring is net se beauti-
ful there— .

But lads put out to sea

Who carry beauties in their
hearts

And dreanms, like me.

Certainly one of my dreams then was

to work my way acress the ecean. That
drean came true. I found a job om &
freighter going to Africa. It took
almost three weeks to cress the Atlantic
from New York te Dakar in Senegal. One
of my first poenms about the ecean was
this one called, "Leng Trip":

The sea is a wilderness ef
waves
A desert of wmter.
We dip and dive,
Rise and roll,
Hide and are hidden
On the sea.
Day, night,
Night, day,
The sea is a desert of waves,
A vilderness of water.

Later I made a trip as a seaman to
Europe. As ve neared the English Cham—
nel eme day:

Off the coast ef Ireland

As our ship passed by

We saw a line of fishimg
ships

Etehed against the sky.

0f? the coast of England

As ve rede the feam

We saw an Indian merchantman
Coaing home. .

Prom foreign ports sailers often bring
home souvenirs., From Afrieca I brought
back a monkey. Some of the sailors
brought back parrets, or slippers made
of leopard's skin, or 1ittle statuettes
of hrass or wood. Some sailors collect
souvenirs on their own bodies in the
form of tattoos—drawings made directly




on their skins by tattooing artists
in different ports. I knew swch a
sailor:

He sat wpen the rolliag deek

Half a werld away from
homs,

And smoked a Capstan cig-
arette

And watchel the blue waves
tipped vith fean.

He had a mermaid em his arm,

Aa emcher en his breast,

Asd tatteced em his back he hed

A blue bird in a nest.

lived. But there were many poer peeple
in Paris, too, who vere net artists er
vriters. Semetimes at night I weuld see
thea rummaging through the garbage cans
in the streets loeking for something te
eat. It was then, durinmg that year ia
Paris, that I wrete this poem,
"Parisian Beggar Weman":

Onee ysu were vemng.

Nov, humched in the celd,

Nebody cares that yeu are
m.

Once you vere besutiful,

Nov, ia the street,

Ne emo rememders

Your lips were sweet.

market place to sell. So I wrete:

This ancient bag

Who sits upon the ground

Selling her seanty wares

Day in, day round,

Has known high wind-gwept
msountains,

And the sun

Has made her skin so brewm.

The ship on vhich I salled te Africe
steamed up the Cengo River and up the
Niger River, and sometimes we drepped
ancher at remete little villages like
Buruta. Often in the night I eceuld
bear, avay off in the forest someuhere,
8 loag wvay from the river, drums playing
fer a tribal dance. It wvas then that I
wrete this peem:

The lew beating of the
tom-toms,

The slew beating o the
tom-tems,
Lev....slew,
Slow...lowe——

Stirs your bloed:

Danee!
A night-velled girl
Whirls seftly
Iato a cirele of light.
Vhirle seftly...slouly,
Like 2 visp of smeke around
a fire—
And the tos-toms beat,
And the tom-toms beat,
And the lew beating of the
tos~tems

Stirs your bloed.

It was in Africa, too, that I wrete ene
day this poen called, "Dream Varistion":

Te fling my arms wide

Ia some place of the sun,

To wvhirl and to danoce

T111 the wvhite day is deme.

Then rest at coel eveniag

Bemeath a tall tree

While night comes eam gemtly,
Derk 1ike me -



That is my dream!

To {ling my arms wide

In the face of the sun,
Dance! Whirl! Whirl!
Till the quick day is dome.

Rest at pale evening ....
A tall, slim tree ....
Night coming tenderly
Darxk like me. y
Manv of mv poems have been ahout the
history of the Negro people. In this
poem, "The Negro Speaks of Rivers," I
try to link, in terms of the rivers

we have known, Africa -— the land of
our ancestors —- and Amerieca, our
land today:

I have known rivers:
I have 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.

now, eld Abe.

Quiet for a million, mllion
years.

Quiet—

And yet a voice forever

Against the

Timeless walls

0f time—

01d Abe.

And this is a peem about an eld woman
who remembered slavery, "Aunt Sue's
Stories™:

Black slaves

Werking in the hot sum,

And black slaves

Walking in the devy night,

And black slaves

Singing sorrev songs om the banks
of a mighty river

Mingle themselves seftly

In the dark shadews that cross
and reeress

Aunt Sus's stories.

And the dark-faced child,
listening,

Knews that Aunt Sue's stories
are real stories.

He knows that Aunt Sue

Never got her stories cut of any
book at all,

But that they came

Right out of her own life.

And the dark-faced child is quiet

Of a summer night

Listening to Aunt Sue's Stories.

I built my hut near the Congo
and it lulled me to sleep.
I looked uvon the Nile and raised

This next poem, "As I Grew Older,” might be
ahout one of Aunt Sue's own children, grow-
ing up in the werld:

the pvramids a%ove 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 1like
the rivers.

When Abraham Lincoln went down to New

Orleans, he saw men and women sold in the
slave markets there, and heé never forgot

it.

In 1863 it was Lincoln who signed

the Emancipation Proclamation setting the
Negro slaves free. This is a poem called,
"Lincoln Monument: Washington™":

Let's go see old Abe
Sitting in the marble and
the moonlight,
Quiet for ten thousand centuries

Aunt Sue has a head full
of stories.
Aunt Sue has a whole heart
full ef stories.
Summer mights on the front porch
Aunt Sue cnddles a brewn-faced
child to her bosonm
And tells him stories.

It was a long time ago.

I have almost forgetten
ny dream.

But it was there then,

* Y




In ?ront of me,
Bright like a sun—
My dream.

Ani then the wall rose,
Rose slowly,

Slovly,

Between me and my dreanm.
Rose slowlv, slovlv,
Dimming,

Hiding

The light of my dream.
Rose until it touched the sky—
The wall.

Shadev.

I am black.

I lie down in the shadow.

No longer the light of my d-eam
before me,

Above me.

Only the thick wall.

Only the shadow.

My hands !

My dark hands!

Break through the wall!

Pind my dreanm!

Help me to shatter this darkness,
To smash this night,

To break thiz shadow

Into a thousand lights of sun,
Into a thousand whirling dreams
Of sun!

¥
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FTor a wvhole race of people freed from
slavery vith nothing——without money,
without work, without educatiom—it has
not alvays been easy to hold fast te
dreams. But the Negro peopls believed
in the American dream. WNow, since almost
2 hundred years of free’om, we've come a
long vays. But there is still a way for
the Negro——and democracy—to ge. This
is a poem calle?, "I, Too™:

I, too, sing America.

I am the Harker brother.

They send me to eat in the
kitchen

When company comes,

But I laugh,

And eat well,

And grov strong.
Tomorrow,

I'11 be at the tadle
When company comes.
Nobody'll dare

Say to me,

*Eat in the kitchem,"
Then.

Besides,
They'll see how beautiful we are
Ani be ashamed—

I, too, am America.
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The rain makes still pools
oa the sidewalk.

The rain makes running pools
in the gutter.

The rain plays a little sleep-song
on our roof at night——

And I leve the raim.

SIDE II

During my high school days, the two poets

I liked best, and who influence! my vay

of writing, were the medern free verse poet,
Carl Sandburg, and the great Negro poet of a
former generation, Paul Laurence Dunbar) The
first poem ef mine to receive an award wvas
-"The Weary Blues” granted the First Prise im
a literary contest eonducted by OPPORTUNITY
magasine in New York City. It is a poem
about a working man in Harlem coming home
very late at night, very tired, and sitting
down at a hatterel eld piano, playing the hlues:

I had my clothes cleaned
Just like new.

I put 'em on,

But I still feel blue.

I bought a new hat,
Sure 1s fine,

But I wish I had back
That old girl ef mine.

I got new shoes—

They don't hurt my feet.
But I ain't got nobody
Te call me sveet.

Droning a drowsy syncopated tune,
Reocking Haek and ferth te a

I heard a Negro play.
Down on Lenox Avenue the ether night
By the pale dull paller ef an eld
gas light
He did a lasy sway....
He did a lasy sway....
To the tune o' those Weary Blues.
With his ebony hands on each ivory key
He made that poor pianc moan with melody.
0 Blues!
Swaying to and fre on his rickety stoel

I was about fifteen years eld whem I

wrote that poem at Cemtral High School

in Cleveland. It was there that my

first verses were published in our

high school magazine. And I think I

was a senior in high school when I

vrote this poem about a beautiful ‘new

girl who had come into our school frem

the Seuth. It's called, "When Sue Wears Red":

d@»

When Susanna Jones wears red
Her face is like an ancient
cameo
Turned brown by the ages.
Come with a blast
o? trumpets,
Jesus !
When Susanna Jones wears red
A queen from some time-dead
Egyvtian night
Walks once again.
Blow trumpets,Jesus !
And the besuty of Susanna
Jones in red
Burns in my heart a love-fire
sharp like pain.
Sweet silver trumpets,
Jesus !

Another very early peem of mine is
"April Rein Somg":

Let the rain kiss you.

Let the rain beat upon your
head with silver
liquid drops.

Let the rain sing you a lullaby,

He played that sad raggy tune like
a msical fool,
Sweet Blues!
Coming from a black man's soul,
O Blues!
In a deep.seng veice vith 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 my
frownin'
And put ma treubles on
de shelf."
Thump, thump, thump, went his foet
en the floer.
He playei a few cherds then he sang




some BOT—
"1 got de Weary Blues
And I can't be satisfied.
Got de Weary Blues
ind can't be satisfied—
I ain't bappy mo mo'
And T wish that T had died."
And Zar utothonigkthcroenod
that tume.
The stars vent out and se 4id the

BoOD .
The singer stopped playing and

went to bed.
While the Weary Blues echoed through
his head <
He slept 1like a rock or man : Canse 1 I don't see ma baby
that's desd. 1'1] lay dewn an' dle right nev.
Since that time I bave written many poeas Poor boy! Well, here 1s snother blues of
4n the style of the Blues. Real Blues are minet
Negro felk sengs wvith a strict pestie patterni ;
ene long linme repeated, and & third lime te The railroad bridge's
rhyme vith the first tve. Semetimes the A sad seng in the air.
seoond line in repstition 1s slightly shanged The railroad bridge's
and sometimes, btmt seldom, the second Mme A sed song in the air.
4s omitted. The Blues are almost alwvays Bver time the traine pass
very sad songs about being friendless, er I vants to go somsvhere.
bungry, oF disappointed in love, er & long
wvays from homs. Yet there is almost always I vent down to the statien.
in the Blues a strong semse of determination, My heart vas in my mouth.
love of 1ife, snd a fesling of humer that Went down to the station.
make peeple laugh. One of my Blues is about Heart vas in my mouth.
-bqvhonvodnuoddoo'thorlmud Leekin' fer a bex oar
his swestheart Jived en the other, ®0 this To rell me te the Seuth.
4s vhat he says:
Homesick blues, Lawd,
Ma baby lives acress de river 1S tervible thimg to bave.
An' I ain't got mo boat. d Homesick Hlues is
She.lives acress de river. / A terrible thing to have.
T ain't rot no beat. Te keep from eryin'
I ain't a geod svinmmer \ l / 1 epens my mouth and laughs.
~— One of the most famous of American popular
Wide, vide river songs is "The St. Louis Blues® which begins,
Tyixt me love an' me. *] hate to see de evenin' sun go dowm.”
Wide, wide river Here is a little Blues of mine that I osll,
Tuixt ma love an' me. *Night and Mora™
I mever kmowed how
Wide a river can be. Sun's a settin',
This is vhat I's gomna ing«
I got to sross thal river 3“,,:,’. settin', y u‘
An' git to ms bady somehov. This is vhat I'm gonna sing:
Cross that river, I feel the blues a-ocomin',
Git to ma baby somehow— Wonder vhat the blues'll bring?
Sun's e-risin',
This is gonna be Wy song.
Sun's e-risin’',
This is gonna be Wy somg:
I eould be blue—
Put I been blue all night long.
@ In the style of the Spirituals—those

beautiful old religious sones of the Negre

- ple—1 have written many poeas, too.

One of mine that Marian Anderson has used
® om her concert programs 4s so short it
might almost be called the treath of &

8 Spiritnel:



At de feet o' Jesus,
Sorrow like a sea.

Lordy, let yo' mercy
Come driftin' down on me.

At de Teet o' Jesus,
At yo' feet I stand.
0, my precious Jesus,
Please reach out vo' hand.

Another poem of mine in the same mood,

is this one called, "Prayer":

I ask you this:

Which way to go?

I ask you this: ¢
Which sin to bear?

Which &rown to mut

Upon my hair?

I do not know,

Lord God,

I do not kmow,.

And here is a very short little poem
callei, "Prayer Meeting":

Glory! Halleluiah!

De dawn's a-comin'!

Glory! Halleluiah!

De dawn's a-comin'!

A black old wosan croons
In the amen-corner of the
Ebecaneser Baptist Church.

. A poor old woman croons -—

De dawn's a-comin'!

In our church when I was a child, there was
an old woman, like the one in this poem, who
wvas very poor, But she was always neat and
clean, although her clothes were most quaint
and old-fashioned. She wore a satin shirt-
waist with a high collar, and her wide skirts
and many petticoats swept the floor as she
came marching down the aisle on Sunday morn—
ing toward the amen corner. Sometimes some

of the young people might be inclined to

gigele a little bit at this funny old lady.

One Sunday morning she heard them and
stopped in the aisle of the church, and

turned around and said, "That's all right.
You-all can laugh if you want to. You can
be stuck-up if you want to — but KY Lord
ain't stuck up." With that she wvent on to

her seat. Years later I remembered

although not in the style of a Spiritual,

what this old lady had said. It came out
like this in a poem I callei, "Ma Lord.":

Ma Lord ain't no stuck-up man.
Ma Lord, he ain't proud.

When He goes a-walkin'

He gives me his hand.

"You ma friend,” He 'lowed.

Ma Lord knowed what it was to work.
He imowed how to pray.

Ma Lord's 1ife was trouble, too,
Trouble every day.

5 Ma Lord ain't no stuck-up man.
He's a friend o"mine.
When He went to heaben,
His soul on fire,
He tole me I was gwine.
He said, "Sho you'll come wid Me
An' be ma friend through eternity.”

Well, that's a poem about that old woman
who had faith. I like to write poems about
people. This is one about a mother ocalling
her baby:

Albert!
Hey, Albert!
Don't you play in dat road,

You see dem trucks
A-goir' by.

One run ovah you
An' you die.

Albert, don't you play in dat rcad.

And here is a poem picturing an 0ld woman
talking to her son who is discouraged.
She says:

Well, son, I'1l tell you:

Life for me ain't been no orystal stair.

Tt'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

1Cause you finds it kinder hard.

R 4




Don't yeu fall new—

Por I'se still goin', homey,

I'se still onlhd.l"

And 1ife for me ain't been no
crystal stair.

What she's really telling her son is:

Held fast to dreams

For if dreams die

Life is & broken-winged bird
That eamnet fly.

Hold fast to dreams
Por if dreams g°

Life is a barren field
Prosen with snov.

And that is just vhat the poems are abeut
in my book, "The Drean Keeper.” It's

final poem is this ome, called "Youth."
Tt's dedicate? to all the girls and boys,

young men and young women today:
We have tomorrow

Bright before us
Like flame.

Yostearday

A night-gone thing,
A sun=doun nDame.
And davn-today
Broa? srch above
The road ve came.

We march,
Americans together!

Ve march!

BND
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g Langston Hughes was born
in Joplin, Missouri, in 1902. He attended pub-
lic echools in Lawrence, Kansas, but had moved
with his mother to Cleveland by the time he was
ready for high school. At Central High he was
class poet and editor of the yearbook. A year
in Mexico with his father followed and one at
Columbia University on his own before Hughes
decided to chuck it all and go to sea. Voyages
along the African coast and to the ports of Eur-
ope took the place of studies and textbooks for
the next two years, and in these years, on
these voyages, many of the poems by which he
first became widely known were written.

He returned to college eventually, of course,
graduating from Lincoln University in Pennsyl-
vania in 1929, and has persued a literary
career ever since. His first book of poems was
THE WEARY BLUES, 1926. His first book of
prose, NOT WITHOUT LAUGHTER, a novel,
appeared in 1930, Many others have followed

in each field, but where Brown's creative im-
pulses have expanded to include criticism and
college teaching, Hughes' have tended to spill
over into the entertainment field. He has
written librettoes for such operas as TROU-
BLED ISLAND and lyrics for Broadway shows
such as the musical version of STREET SCENE.
Along the way he has had his share of literary
approbation, however, Guggenheim and Rosen-
wald Fellowships, grants from the American
Academy of Arts and Letters, honorary de-
grees. His songs are numerous.
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