Langston Hughes:

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.
A Dream Deferred
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?

Cross
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.
If ever I cursed my black old mother
And wished she were in hell,
I'm sorry for that evil wish
And now I wish her well
My old man died in a fine big house.
My ma died in a shack.
I wonder were I'm going to die,
Being neither white nor black?

Ballad of the Landlord

Landlord, landlord,
My roof has sprung a leak.
Don't you 'member I told you about it
Way last week?

Landlord, landlord,
These steps is broken down.
When you come up yourself
It's a wonder you don't fall down.

Ten Bucks you say I owe you?
Ten Bucks you say is due?
Well, that's Ten Bucks more'n I'l pay you
Till you fix this house up new.

What? You gonna get eviction orders?
You gonna cut off my heat?
You gonna take my furniture and
Throw it in the street?

Um-huh! You talking high and mighty.
Talk on-till you get through.
You ain't gonna be able to say a word
If I land my fist on you.

Police! Police!
Come and get this man!
He's trying to ruin the government
And overturn 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 IN COUNTY JAIL!
Questions to Answer

1. Annotate 5 literary devices that you see.
2. What is the feeling of “I, Too”?

3. What are the six things that he lists could happen to a dream deferred?

4. What is his “cross”?

5. In “Ballad of the Landlord”…

a. What are the tenants complains to the landlord?

b. What does the landlord accuse him of?

c. What happens to the tenant?

Claude McKay:

Harlem Shadows 
I HEAR the halting footsteps of a lass 

  In Negro Harlem when the night lets fall 

Its veil. I see the shapes of girls who pass 

  To bend and barter at desire's call. 

Ah, little dark girls who in slippered feet 

Go prowling through the night from street to street! 

Through the long night until the silver break 

  Of day the little gray feet know no rest; 

Through the lone night until the last snow-flake 

  Has dropped from heaven upon the earth's white breast, 

The dusky, half-clad girls of tired feet 

Are trudging, thinly shod, from street to street. 

Ah, stern harsh world, that in the wretched way 

  Of poverty, dishonor and disgrace, 

Has pushed the timid little feet of clay, 

  The sacred brown feet of my fallen race! 

Ah, heart of me, the weary, weary feet 

America
Although she feeds me bread of bitterness,
And sinks into my throat her tiger's tooth,
Stealing my breath of life, I will confess
I love this cultured hell that tests my youth!
Her vigor flows like tides into my blood,
Giving me strength erect against her hate.
Her bigness sweeps my being like a flood.
Yet as a rebel fronts a king in state,
I stand within her walls with not a shred
Of terror, malice, not a word of jeer.
Darkly I gaze into the days ahead,
And see her might and granite wonders there,
Beneath the touch of Time's unerring hand,
Like priceless treasures sinking in the sand.
Africa
The sun sought thy dim bed and brought forth light, 
The sciences were sucklings at thy breast; 
When all the world was young in pregnant night 
Thy slaves toiled at thy monumental best. 
Thou ancient treasure-land, thou modern prize, 
New peoples marvel at thy pyramids! 
The years roll on, thy sphinx of riddle eyes 
Watches the mad world with immobile lids. 
The Hebrews humbled them at Pharaoh's name. 
Cradle of Power! Yet all things were in vain! 
Honor and Glory, Arrogance and Fame! 
They went. The darkness swallowed thee again. 
Thou art the harlot, now thy time is done, 
Of all the mighty nations of the sun.

Adolescence
There was a time when in late afternoon 
The four-o'clocks would fold up at day's close 
Pink-white in prayer, and 'neath the floating moon 
I lay with them in calm and sweet repose. 

And in the open spaces I could sleep, 
Half-naked to the shining worlds above; 
Peace came with sleep and sleep was long and deep, 
Gained without effort, sweet like early love. 

But now no balm--nor drug nor weed nor wine-- 
Can bring true rest to cool my body's fever, 
Nor sweeten in my mouth the acid brine, 
That salts my choicest drink and will forever.

Questions to Answer

1. What is the feeling of “Harlem Shadows”?

2. List at least five descriptions he uses in “America”

3. List at least five descriptions he uses in “Africa”
4. Annotate 5 literary devices that you see.
5. What are his feelings about adolescence?
Countee Cullen:

Incident


Once riding in old Baltimore, 
Heart-filled, head-filled with glee; 
I saw a Baltimorean 
Keep looking straight at me. 


Now I was eight and very small, 
And he was no whit bigger, 
And so I smiled, but he poked out 
His tongue, and called me, "Nigger." 


I saw the whole of Balimore 
From May until December; 
Of all the things that happened there 
That's all that I remember. 

For A Lady


She even thinks that up in heaven 
Her class lies late and snores 
While poor black cherubs rise at seven 
To do celestial chores. 

Saturday's Child


Some are teethed on a silver spoon, 
With the stars strung for a rattle; 
I cut my teeth as the black racoon-- 
For implements of battle. 


Some are swaddled in silk and down, 
And heralded by a star; 
They swathed my limbs in a sackcloth gown 
On a night that was black as tar. 


For some, godfather and goddame 
The opulent fairies be; 
Dame Poverty gave me my name, 
And Pain godfathered me. 


For I was born on Saturday-- 
"Bad time for planting a seed," 
Was all my father had to say, 
And, "One mouth more to feed." 

Death cut the strings that gave me life, 
And handed me to Sorrow, 
The only kind of middle wife 
My folks could beg or borrow. 
Questions to Answer

1. What was the incident he describes in “Incident”?

2. How big of an impact did this have on him?

3. Explain what you think “For A Lady” means.

4. Compare the first stanza and a half to the rest of the poem.

5. Annotate 5 literary devices that you see.
Alain Locke:

The New Negro excerpt 

By: Alain Locke

…the younger generation is vibrant with a new psychology; the new spirit is awake in the masses, and under the very eyes of the professional observers is transforming what has been a perennial problem into the progressive phases of contemporary Negro life.

Could such a metamorphosis have taken place as suddenly as it has appeared to?  The answer is no; not because the New Negro is not here, but because the Old Negro had long become more of a myth than a man.  The Old Negro, we must remember, was a creature of moral debate and historical controversy.  His has been a stock figure perpetuated as an historical fiction partly in innocent sentimentalism, partly in deliberate reactionism.   …the Negro has been more of a formula than a human being--a something to be argued about, condemned or defended, to be "kept down," or "in his place," or "helped up," to be worried or worried over, harassed or patronized, a social bogey or a social burden.

 

…the mind of the Negro seems suddenly to have slipped from under the tyranny of social intimidation and to be shaking off the psychology of intimidation and implied inferiority.  By shedding the old chrysalis of the Negro problem we are achieving something like a spiritual emancipation.  

 

In Harlem, Negro life is seizing upon its first chances for group expression and self-determination.  It is--or promises at least to be--a race capital.  That is why our comparison is taken with those nascent centers of folk-expression and self-determination which are playing a creative part in the world to-day.  Without pretense to their political significance, Harlem has the same role to play for the New Negro as Dublin has had for the New Ireland or Prague for the New Czechoslovakia.

Questions to Answer

1. Why does he say the “New Negro” is not here?

2. What does he mean when he says “the Negro has been more of a formula than a human being”? (the sentence following this quote should help)

3. In Harlem, what is “Negro life” doing?

4. What role will Harlem play for the “New Negro”
5. Annotate 5 literary devices that you see.
Zora Neale Hurston: (Questions on back)
Their Eyes Were Watching God
Chapter One

Ships at a distance have every man's wish on board. For some they come in with the tide. For others they sail forever on the horizon, never out of sight, never landing until the Watcher turns his eyes away in resignation, his dreams mocked to death by Time. That is the life of men. 

Now, women forget all those things they don't want to remember, and remember everything they don't want to forget. The dream is the truth. Then they act and do things accordingly. 

So the beginning of this was a woman and she had come back from burying the dead. Not the dead of sick and ailing with friends at the pillow and the feet. She had come back from the sodden and the bloated; the sudden dead, their eyes flung wide open in judgment. 

The people all saw her come because it was sundown. The sun was gone, but he had left his footprints in the sky. It was the time for sitting on porches beside the road. It was the time to hear things and talk. These sitters had been tongueless, earless, eyeless conveniences all day long. Mules and other brutes had occupied their skins. But now, the sun and the bossman were gone, so the skins felt powerful and human. They became lords of sounds and lesser things. They passed nations through their mouths. They sat in judgment. 

Seeing the woman as she was made them remember the envy they had stored up from other times. So they chewed up the back parts of their minds and swallowed with relish. They made burning statements with questions, and killing tools out of laughs. It was mass cruelty. A mood come alive, Words walking without masters; walking altogether like harmony in a song. 

"What she doin coming back here in dem overhalls? Can't she find no dress to put on? -- Where's dat blue satin dress she left here in? -- Where all dat money her husband took and died and left her? -- What dat ole forty year ole 'oman doin' wid her hair swingin' down her back lak some young gal? Where she left dat young lad of a boy she went off here wid? -- Thought she was going to marry? -- Where he left her? -- What he done wid all her money? -- Betcha he off wid some gal so young she ain't even got no hairs -- why she don't stay in her class?" 

When she got to where they were she turned her face on the bander log and spoke. They scrambled a noisy "good evenin'" and left their mouths setting open and their ears full of hope. Her speech was pleasant enough, but she kept walking straight on to her gate. The porch couldn't talk for looking. 

Questions to Answer

1. What is on the whips at a distance?
2. What do you think the first paragraph means?

3. What were the people on the porches doing?

4. What is the woman wearing and why do the people think it’s inappropriate?
5. Annotate 5 literary devices that you see.

