The Weary Blues

Droning a drowsy syncopated tune,
Rocking back and forth to a mellow croon,
| 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
| 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—
“] got the Weary Blues
And | can’t be satisfied.
Got the Weary Blues
And can’t be satisfied—
| ain’t happy no mo’
And | wish that | 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.
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Madam’s Past History

My name is Johnson—

Madam 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 | had a
BARBECUE STAND
Till I got mixed up
With a no-good man.

Cause | had a insurance
The WPA

Said, We can’t use you
Wealthy that way.

| said,

DON’T WORRY ‘BOUT ME!

Just like the song,

You WPA folks take care of yourself—
And I'll get along.

| do cooking,

Day’s work, too!
Alberta K. Johnson—
Madam to you.
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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.

| 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.

| am the only colored student in my class.

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

Eighth Avenue, Seventh, and | come to the Y,

the Harlem Branch Y, where | 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 | guess I'm what
| feel and see and hear, Harlem, | hear you.

hear you, hear me—we two—you, me, talk on this page.

(I hear New York, too.) Me—who?

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

| like to work, read, learn, and understand life.
| like a pipe for a Christmas present,

or records—Bessie, bop, or Bach.

| 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 | 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 | learn from you,
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| guess you learn from me—
although you’re older—and white—
and somewhat more free.

This is my page for English B.

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?
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