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Answer ONE of the questions:

1. Discuss Janie’s quest for voice and identity in Zora Neale Hurston’s Their
Eyes Were Watching God.

2. Discuss the views presented in L. Hughes' essay "The Negro Artist and
The Racial Mountain” and relate them to your interpretation of two or
more of his poems (poems attached).



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.
Aunt Sue’s Stories

Aunt Sue has a head full of stories.

Aunt Sue has a whole heart full of stories.

Summer nights on the front porch

Aunt Sue cuddles a brown-faced child to her bosom
And tells him stories.

Black slaves

Working in the hot sun,

And black slaves

Walking in the dewy night,

And black slaves

Singing sorrow songs on the banks of a mighty river
Mingle themselves softly

In the flow of old Aunt Sue’s voice,
Mingle themselves softly _

In the dark shadows that cross and recross
Aunt Sue’s stories.

And the dark-faced child, listening,

Knows that Aunt Sue’s stories are real stories.
He knows that Aunt Sue never got her stories
Out of any book at all,

But that they came

Right out of her own life.

The dark-faced child js quiet
Of a summer night
Listening to Aunt Sue’s stories.




The South

Minstrel Man

The lazy, laughing South

With blood on its mouth.

The sunny-faced South,
Beast-strong,
Idiot-brained.

The child-minded South

Scratching in the dead fire’s ashes

For a Negro's bones.

Cotton and the moon,
Warmth, earth, warmth,
The sky, the sun, the stars,

The magnolia-scented South.
Beautiful, like a woman,
Seductive as a dark-eyed whore,

Passionate, cruel,

Honey-lipped, syphilitic—

That is the South.

And 1, who am black, would love her
But she spits in my face.

And 1, who am black,

Would give her many rare gifts

But she turns her back upon me.

So now | seek the North—

The cold-faced North,

For she, they say,

Is a kinder mistress,

And in her house my children
May escape the spell of the South.

Because my mouth
Is wide with laughter
And my throat

Is deep with song,
You do not think

1 suffer after

I have held my pain
So long?

Because my mouth
Is wide with laughter,
You do not hear

My inner cry?
Because my feet

Are gay with dancing,
You do not know

[ die?



T

The Jester

In one hand

I hold tragedy

And in the other
Comedy,—

Masks for the soul.
Laugh with me.

Yeu would laugh!
Weep with me.

You would weep!
Tears are my laughter.
Laughter is my pain.
Cry at my grinning mouth,
1f you will.

Laugh at my sorrow’s reign.

I am the Black Jester,

The dumb clown of the world,

The booted, booted fool of silly men.
Once I was wise.

Shall I be wise again?

Brass Spittoons

Clean the spittoons, boy-
Detroit,
Chicago,
Atlantic City,
Palm Beach.
Clean the spittoons.
The steam in hotel kitchens,
And the smoke in hotel lobbies,
And the slime in hotel spittoons:
Part of my life.
Hey, boy!
A nickel,
A dime,
A dollar,
Two dollars a day.
Hey, boy!
A nickel,
A dime,
A dollar,
Two dollars
Buys shoes for the baby.
House rent to pay.
Gin on Saturday,
Church on Sunday.
My God!
Babies and gin and church
and women and Sunday
all mixed up with dimes and
dollars and clean spittoons
and house rent to pay.
Hey, boy!
A bright bowl of brass is beautiful to the Lord
~ Bright polished brass like the cymbals
Of King David’s dancers,
Like the wine cups of Solomon.
Hey, boy!
A clean spittoon on the altar of the Lord.
A clean bright spittoon all newly polished, —
At least I can offer that.
Come ’ere, boy!



Homesickéluc/ga“

De railroad bridge's

A sad song in de air.

De railroad bridge's

A sad song in de air.
Ever time de trains pass

I wants to go somewhere.

I went down to de station.
Ma heart was in ma mouth.
Went down to de station.
Heart was in ma mouth. '
Lookin' for a box car

To roll me to de South. |

Homesick blues, Lawd,

'S a terrible thing to have.
Homesick blues is

A terrible thing to have.

To keep from cryin'

I opens ma mouth an' laughs.



”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
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.



"I, too, Sing America”
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.



Jazzonia
Oh, silver tree!

Oh, shining rivers of the soul!

In a Harlem cabaret

Six long-headed jazzers play.

A dancing girl whose eyes are bold
Lifts high a dress of silken gold.

Oh, singing tree!
Oh, shining rivers of the soul!

Were Eve's eyes

In the first garden

Just a bit too bold?

Was Cleopatra gorgeous
In a gown of gold?

Oh, shining tree!
Oh, silver rivers of the soul!

In a whirling cabaret
Six long-headed jazzers play.



