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omen which she must sing to:

Seventh Street

fullmoon, an evil thing, an omen, soft showering the homes of folks:she kne
were they, these people? She’d sing; and perhaps they’d come out ‘and jo
haps Tom Burwell would come. At any rate, the full moon in the great

Red nigger moon. Sinner! g
.. Blood-burning moon. Sinner! .
'Come out that fact’ry door.

- iLangston Hughes + 2007
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; - traordinary skill. Subjected to discrimina-
tion and segregation, he remained stead-
fast in his devetion to hurhan rights. His
‘well-known defense of black' writers was
typical: “We younger Negro artists who
create now intend to express our individ-
ual dark skinned selves without fear or
shame. ...”

The versatility of Langston Hughes is
evident in his capacity to create in every lit-
erary genre—poetry, fiction, drama, essay,

pigh school in Cleveland, he spent fifteen
;}'ﬂauchs in Mexico with his father; :upon
s rerurn to the United States in 1921,
b Hughes at'ten@_ied Corlurnb»ia Ur}iver‘sity’ fo’r
a yedr Disillusioned with formal educa-
L ion, in 1923 he joined the crew of the
_'-55 Malone bound for Africa, where the
& hip visited thirty-odd ports. Before re-
Luning to New York, Hughes lived in
® paris, Venice, and Genoa. RN+ g
Despite the celebrated ‘story of

1 |‘ Day. Who set you flowing?

i | Money burns the pocket, pocket hurts,
- : Bootleggers in silken shirts,
Ballooned, zooming Cadillacs,
Whizzing, whizzing down the street-car tracks. -

Seventh Street is a bastard of Prohibition : Vat. A crud e
el < Sani il Loat izn and the War. A crude-boned, soft-skinn
scious rhythms, black reddish blood into

ington. Stale soggy wood of Washington.

| . two! Again! Shredit! ... the sun. Wedges are brilliant in the sun;

gt d.;y and blclwI away. Black reddish blood. Pouring ' :
il who set'you flowing? Blood suckers of the War would spin in a fre izzin

i they drank your blood. Prohibition would put a stop fci?\?i’gor;ze‘; (\)riiflzén

| White and whitewash disappear in blood. Who '
| smooth asphalt of Seventh Street, in shanties, brick office buildings, theaters

il stores, restaurants, and cabarets? Eddying on the corners? Switline b"ke a biot;

smoke up where the buzzards fly in heaven? God would not dare :o suck blad

blood. A Nigger God! He would duck his head in shame and call for the Judgh

the white and whitewashed wood of

Moncy burns the pocker, pocket huts,
Bootleggers in silken shirts,

Ballooned, zooming Cadillacs,

Whizzing, whizzing down the street-car tracks.

and history. He was also the most prolific
of black writers; more than 12 volumes of
his poetry appeared it his lifetime. Hughes
won several prizes, awards, and fellow-
ships, ‘and was in'constant demand for
readings and lectures throughout . the
world. His fiction is ‘equally distinguished.
In addition to his fine coming-of-age
«t :novel; Not Without Laughter (1930), Lang-
sston Hughes created the character of Jesse
B. Simple,ra lively embediment of urban
black life, whose folk wit and wisdom al-
.- lowed Hughes to undermine the bourgeois
pretentions of .out society while pointing
out the:hypocritical nature of American
racism. Like Whitman, Hughes enhances
our love of humanity, our vision of the just
society with a spiritual_ transcendence and
ever-widening horizons of joy and hope. In
_its spontaneity and race p.}jide, his poetry
‘found a response among poets of Africa
and the Caribbean; and in his own country
Hughes served as both an inspiration and a
mentor for the younger black writers who
came of age in the 1960s. With his rich po-
etic voice, nurturing generosity, warm hu-
mor, and abiding 'love of black people,
Langston Hughes was one of the dominant
voices in American literature of the twenti-
eth century and the single most influential
black poet. ~ 7 U

f;i;i[ughcs’s being “discovered” by the white
'i}oe[ Vachel Lindsay while working as a
Bhotel busboy in 1925, by that point
| Hughes had already established himself as
L 2 bright young star of the New Negro Ren®"
& issance. One of his most famous and in:
I ovative poems, “The Negro Spéaks of
| Rivers” (dedicated to W.E.B. Du Bois), ap-
S peared in the Crisis in 1921; and in 1923,
the New York’s ‘Amsterdam News' catried
ULis “The Weary Blues., Two years later, his.,
" st collection, also entitled The Weary
Bliies, was published.

" The most important stage in Langston. .
‘Hughes'’s development as a writer was his -
‘discovery of New York, of Harlem, of the
scitltural life and literary circle of the “New
‘Neero” writers: Countee Cullen, Atna
'Bontemps, Wallace Thurman, Zora Neale
urston, Eric Walrond and others. The
ck revue Shuffle Along was on Broad-
v, and Harlem was the center of a thriv-
theater and the new music—jazz.
Hughes steeped himself in the language,

music, and feeling of the common people
of Harlem. Proud of his folk heritage,
M Ughes made the spirituals, blues, and jazz
the bases of his poetic expression. Hughes
ote, he contended, “to-explain and illu-
te the Negro condition in America.”
s friends said of him, “No. one’ en-
ed being a Negro as much 4s Langston

air, jazz songs and love, thrusting une

Wedges rust in soggy wood . . - Split |
ribbons of wet wob,
for crude-boned soft-skinnéd lifg

set you flowing? Flowing down|
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Charles H. Nichols

Langston Hughes 1902—1967

Langston' Hughes was one of the most
original and versatile of twentieth-century

| to James Nathaniel and Carrie Mercer
, | Langston Hughes, he was reared for a time

‘by his grandmother'in Lawrence
_ N + after-his’ parents” ‘divorce. Influe
black writers. Born in Joplin, Missouri, -

tghes.” He portrayed the humor, wit,
durance, and faith of his people with ex-
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the poetry of Paul Laurence Dun
Carl Sandburg, he began writing e:
while still a boy. After his graduafios




human blood in human veins. Thump, thump, thump, went his foot on the floor.

He played a few chords then he sang some more—

My soul has grown deep like the rivers. 25 “I got the Weary Blues
| e , ’ And I can’t be satisfied.
5 Ibathed in the Fuphrates when dawns were young. Got the ’\Y/cary Pflu.es
I built my hut near the Congo and it lulled me to sleep. And can’t be satisfied—

i ai amids above it. Lain’t happy no mo’
I looked upon the Nile and raised the pyram . And T wish that T 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.
35 He slept like a rock or a man that’s dead.

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

I've known rivers:
Ancient, dusky rivers.

1925

My soul has grown deep like the rivers.
1921

Johannesburg Mines

3
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biography: The Big Sea, 1940; T Wonder as I Wander, 1956; Anthologies edited by Hughes: ThHo® With his ebony hands on each ivory key
Poetry of the Negro (with Arna Bontemps), 1949; The Book of Negro Folklore (with Arna Bop,_ - 10 He made that poor piano moan with melody.
temp;s], 1958; New Negro Poets: U.S.A., 1964: The Best Short Storier by Negro 'ﬁ.f'r!'.'er,r, 1967:8 s s O Blues!
Histories: A Prcrorial History of the Negro in America (with Milton Meltzer), 1956: Famous Ne- ¥ Swaying to and fro on his rickety stool
gro Heroes of America, 1958, Fight for Freedom: The Story of the NAACP, 1962. b He played that sad raggy tune like a musical fool.
' g Sweet Blues!
% 15 Coming from a black man’s soul.
4 b O Blues! ,
3y In a deep song voice with a melancholy tone
The Negro Speaks of Rivers e I heard that Negro sing, that old piano moan—
: B “Ain’t got nobody in all this world, v
e 20 Ain’t got nobody but ma self.
e Emowmn vers: _ ' 4 o I’s gwine to quit ma frownin’
I've known rivers ancient as the world and older than the flow of B And put ma troubles on the shelf.”

The Weary Blues

In the Johannesburg mines
There are 240,000 natives working.

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
5 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.

What kind of poem
Would you make out of that?

5 240,000 natives working
In the Johannesburg mines.




2010+ Modern Period: 1910-1945: Hughes The Negro Artistand the Racial Mountain » 2011

I, Too

I, too, sing America,” 7 7+

‘Rest at pale evening . . .. .
<15 Actall; slim tree ...
+Night coming tenderly
-« ~Black like me.

1924

T'am the darker brother.

They send me to eat in the kitchen
When company comes,

| But I laugh, ;
finl And ear well,

bl And grow strong,

“

Harlem |

Tomorrow, - 7 What happens o a dream deferred?
Il be at the table LRt e O e e
Nobody’ll' dapérs - s . ll.kt. a raisin in the sun?

Say tome, * Or fester like a sore—

“Eat in the kitchen,”

Thew.

And then run?

Does it stink like rotten meat?
Or crust and sugar over—
like a syrupy sweet?

A

Besides,

They’ll see how beautiful T am
And be ashamed— i

Maybe it just sags

Am ‘10 likea heavy load.

Or does it c‘x,'rifo'dé?
1951

Dream Variations

The Negro Artist and the Racial Mountain®
To fling my arms wide
In some place of the sun,
To whitl and to dance
Till the white day is done. .
> Then rest at cool evening
| Beneath 3 tall tree
il While night comes on gently,
{I1 Dark like me— i
That is my dream!

o One of the most promiising of the voung Negro poets said to me once, "'I want to
b poet—not a Negro poet,” meaning, I believe, “I want to wrlte. like a “.'hlte. poet“ 1

ing subconsciously, “I would like to be a white poet”; meaning bghmd that, “I
lld like to be white.” And I was sorry the young man said that, for ho great poet
ever been afraid of being himself. And I doubted then that, with his dcsir:s: to run
“spititually from his race, this boy would ever be a great poet, But rh_ls is the
#ntain standing in the way of any true Negro art in America—this urge wlr_hm the
toward whiteness, the desire to pour racial individuality into the mold of Amer-

10 To fling my arms wide

standardization, and to be as little Negro.and as much American as possible.

. In the face of the sun,: . -

il | Dance! Whirl! Whirl! Sssay can fruitfully be'read @5 a response (p. 1703), which had appeared in The Nation
_' Till the quick day is done.

tie Schuyler’s “The:Negro-Art Hokum” ' : the week before Hughes's “The Negro Artist.”
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But let us look at the immediate background of this young poet. His family is of §
what I suppose one would call the Negro middle class: people who are by no means?
rich vet never uncomfortable nor hungry—smug, contented, respectable folk, mem-#
bers of the Baptist church. The father goes to work every morning. Heis a chief steyw. *
ard at a large white club. The mother sometimes does fancy sewing or superviseg |
parties for the rich families of the town. The children go to a mixed school. In thel

how well a white man does things.” And so the word white comes to be uncon.
sciously a symbol of all the virtues. It holds for the children beauty, morality, and

money. The whisper of “I want to be white” runs silently through their minds. This &

. . . . . ‘
young poet’s home is, I believe, a faitly typical home of the colored middle class. One’
sees immediately how difficult it would be for an artist born in such a home to in§

terest himself in interpreting the beauty of his own people. He s never taught to see

that beauty. He is taught rather not to sce it, or if he does, to be ashamed of it whep}

it is not according to Caucasian patterns.
For racial culture the home of a self-styled “high-class” Negro has nothing be

ter to offer. Instead there will perhaps be more aping of things white than in a 1:‘:5? 9
cultured or less wealthy home. The father is perhaps a doctoy, lawyer, landowner, ot
politician. The mother may be a social worker, or a teacher, or she may do 11r3thin
and have a maid. Father is often dark but he has usually married the lightest woman$
he could find. The family attend a fashionable church where few really colored facests

are to be found. And they themselves draw a color line. In the North they go to white®
theatres and white movies. And in the South they Liave at least two cars and a houses
“Jike white folks.” Nordic manners, Nordic faces, Nordic hair, Nordic art (if anyl§
and an Episcopal heaven. A very high mountain indeed for the would-be racial artises
to climb in order to discover himself and his people. o
Rut then there are the low-down folks, the so-called common element, and thel
are the majority—may the Lord be praised! The people who have their nip of gin Oi8
Saturday nights and are not too important to themselves or the community, or o0 Welk
fed, or too learned to watch the lazy world go round. They live on Seventh Street
Washington or State Street in Chicago and they do not particularly care whether thi
are like white folks or anybody else. Their joy runs, bang! into ecstasy. Their religitl
soars to a shout, Work maybe a little today, rest a little tomorrow. Play awhile. 8
awhile. O, let’s dance! These common people are not afraid of spirituals, as for a1f
time their more intellectual brethren were, and jazz is their child. They fur
wealth of colorful, distinctive material for any artist because they still hold their@
individuality in the face of American standardizations. And perhaps these cOm
people will give to the world its truly great Negro artist, the one who is not al i
be himself. Whereas the better-class Negro would tell the artist what to do, thepé
ple at least let him alone when he does appear. And they are not ashamed of hi
they know he exists at all. And they accept what beauty s their own without GUEss
Certainly there is, for the American Negro artist who can escape the restrict
the more advanced among his own group would put upon him, a great field @
used material ready for his art. Without going outside his race, and even amo
better classes with their “white” culture and conscious American manncers, but
Negro enough to be different, there is sufficient matter to furnish a black arfis
a lifetime of creative work. And when he chooses to touch on the relations be

home they read white papers and magazines. And the mother often savs “Don’t be 8
like niggers” when the children are bad. A frequent phrase from the fatheris, “Look]

B

Hughes The Negro Artist and the Racial Mountajn, . 2013

B Negroes and whites in this country with their innumerable overtones and underton

i =[5 STyEs (. b . . o5

& urely, and especially for literature and the drama, there is an inexhaustible sy pply g £
themes at hand. To these the Negro artist can give his racial individuality, his heritao

A of rhythm and warmth, and his incongruous humor that so often, as in the Blues, be

: comes ironic'laughter mixed with tears. But let us look again at the mountain.
: A prominent Negro clubwoman in Philadelphia paid eleven dollars to hear
£ Raquel Meller sing Andalusian popular songs. But she told me a few weeks before she
& ould not think of going to hear “that woman,” Clara Smith, a great black artist, sin
-__-I- Negro folksongs. And many an upper-class Negro church, éven now, woulé ‘nogt
= jream of employing a spiritual in its services. The drab melodies in white ,folks’ hymn-
' hooks are much to be preferred. “We want to worship the Lord correctly and quietly.
* We don’t believe in ‘shouting.” Let’s be dull like the Nordics,” they say, in effect :
. The road for the serious black artist, then, who would produce’a racial ;11‘t is
& nost certainly rocky and the mountain is high. Until recently he received almost no
I encouragement for his work from either white or colored people. The fine novels of
| Chesnutt go out of print with neither race noticing their passing. The quaint charm
\;nd humor of Dunbar’s dialect verse brought to him, in his day, largely the same kind
Lof encouragement one would give a sideshow freak (A colored man writing poetry!
How odd!) or a clown (How amusingl). - ) '
" The present vogue in things Negro, although it may do as much harm as good
r the budding colored artist, has at least done this: it has brought him forcibbly to
ihe attention of his own people among whom for so long, unless the other race had
ticed him beforehand, he was a prophet with little honor. I understand that
les Gilpin acted for vears in Negro theatres without any special acclaim from his
1, but when Broadway gave him eight curtain calls, Negroes, too, began to beat a
pan in his honor. T know a young colored writer, a manual \vor’kerbby day, who
been writing well for the colored magazines for some vears, but it was not until
'.regently broke into the white publications and his first book was accepted by a
ominent New York publisher that the “best” Negroes in his city took the trouble
; dlsco_ver that he lived there. Then almost immediately they decided to give a grand
nner for him. But the society ladies were careful to whisper to his motl?er tha{; pet-
1psshe'd better not come. They were not sure she would have an evening gown.
_._.-'Ithe Negro artist works against an undertow of sharp criticism and misunder-
ding from his own group and unintentional bribes from the whites. “Oh, be re-
Ectable, write about nice people, show how good we are,” say the Negroes. “Be
: _t:f*pcd, don’t go too far, don’t shatter our illusions about you, don’t amu'se us
: sepou_sly. We will pay you,” say the whites. Botl would liave told Jean Toomer
'l toiwrite Cane. The colored people did not praise it. The white people did not
) gu:r{:n:}:eoi ;ilsi:i SCOIOICC.{ peo;zile- who did read C.(m’e hatf.a it. They are afraid of it,
gave it good reviews the public remained indifferent. Yet (ex-
2 the work of Du Bois) Canze contains the finest prose written by a Negro in
_C?: And like the singing of Kobeson, it is truly racial. ' .
. .2, S . . :
e e e o
e _ 1 ready us: Now L await the
: &: th e:,rlo theatre. Our folk music, haVLr}g achieved world-.w.1de fame, offers
% the genius of the great individual American composer who is to come. And
€ next decade I expect to see the work of a growing school of colored artists
0t and model the beauty of dark faces and create with new technique the
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<oul-world. And the Negro d

expressions of their own _
flame and the singers who will continue to Carry
be with us in even greater numbers {OMOTTOW.

of - o racial in theme
Most of my own poems are racial 1 ; cer 5
[ know. In many of them I try to grasp and hold some of the meanings and rhythmg

of jazz. 1 am as sincere as | know how to be in these poems and yet after every read-
ing [ answer questions like these from my OWIL people:
ahways write about Negroes? I wish you woulc
folks. How do you find ahything in teresting ina p
write about black people? You :

But jazz to me is one of the inherent expressio |
eternal tom-tom beating in the Negro soul—the tom-tom ©
in a white world, a wotld of subway trains, and work, wor

joy and la e ain swallowe : ;
- o hughﬂ—f, ' me to write about it:Th

and she doesnot like

ashamed to say that her race created it ‘ : . he
v ; through her mind. Years of study underwhi

old subconscious “white is best” runs
teachers, a lifetime of white books, pictures,
and Puritan standards made ke th A8
at jazz and all its manifestations—likewise .almost everything
She doesn’t care for the W inold Reiss portraits of Negroes bec
gro.” She does not want a true picture of herself from
to [atter het, to make the white wor all Ie
near white in soul as she wants t0 be. But, to my m.md: it is the e theyes
Negro artist, if he accepts any duties at all from L)}LtSl‘L'ier,dm c a;;lgé ~,rmf
force of his art that old whispering “Iwant to be white, Nhld en m . E ,1:5 ;L | ;0?3 ,
his people, to “Why chould I want to be white? 1 am a egrob—%n e . 1N
So I am ashamed for the black poet who says, .1 want to c:1 porf:z.dm= “, <
poet,” as though his own racial world were not as N{Eresting @5 fm} other wo
am ashamed, too, for the colored artist who runs from the painting 0 e
the painting of sunsets after the manner of the gcadmmcgtnrfs.b,e:mz:m:e %
strange un-whiteness of hisiown features. An artist must L.h.LEL' (}:1 oo
does. certainly, but he must also never be afraid to do wh-:at e mig t fL x m i,
Let the blare of Negro jazz ba.uds_and the bello“-'xr.xg vmc‘e (:-l es;-l i
singing Blues penetrate the closed ears of the colofed‘neaf-\:;tcﬂe%[‘i; ls ‘?:d S
ten and perhaps understand. Let ?aul Robeson singing d‘ferh 1.’11.11‘; e
Fisher writing about the streets of loomer holding ear!

Harlem, and Jean e
+ o aF q5les Catls
Georgia in his hands, and Aaron Douglas drawing strange black fantasies
dle class to turn from their w

smug Negro mid hite, respectal;}e, Ui‘d.l.r;;:’ E; ;
papérs to catch a glimmer of their own beauty. We younger _igfot”;;ar e
now intend to express our individual datlke-skinned sglvcs u\nt} m{lrrer i
white people are pleased we are glad. If they are 1oL, it doesn t m? l-mt;hs- T
ate beautiful. And ugly too. The tom-tom cties ;md' rhr_ tom-tom éossn't
people are pleased we are glad. If they are not, their diiilals;irtv e
ther. We build our temples for tomorrow, strong as we know how, @ i
top of the mountain, free within ourselves. i

and papers, and white manners; moral

ause they are “too N

ancers who will dance like
our songs to all who listen—they will &

and treatment, derived from the life

Do you think Negroes should
ldn’t read some of your poems to white 3§
Jace like a cabaret? Why do you #8
aren’t black. What mmakes you do so:many jazz poems2;
ns of Negro life n America; the
f revolt against weariness W
k, work; the tom-tom of 8

. LY
din a smile. Yet the Philadelphia clubwoman is

her dislike the spirituals. And now she turns up hernose
: thing clse distinctly raciali8

anybody. She wants the artist

|d believe that all Negroes are as Siug andas|
duty of the youngé

Negro.faces
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When the Negro Was in Vogue

The 1920s were the years of Manhattan’s black Renaissance. It began with Shuffle
Along, Running Wild, and the Charleston. Perhaps some people would say even with
The Emperor Jones, Charles Gilpin, and the tom-toms at the Provincetown. But cer-

& ainly it was the musical revue, Shuffle Along, that gave a scintillating send-off to that

Negro vogue in Manhattar, which reached its peak just before the crash of 1929, the

¢rash that sent Negroes, white folks, and all rolling down the hill toward the Works

. Progress Administrarion,

Shuffle Along was a honey of a show. Swift, bright, funny, rollicking, and gay,
| with a dozen danceable, singable tunes. Besides, look who were in it: The now fa-
\mous choir director, Hall Johnson, and the composer, William Grant Still, were a

part of the orchestra. Eubie Blake and Noble Sissle wrote the music and played and

\ Jcted in the show. Miller and Lyles were the comics. Florence Mills skyrocketed to

| fame in the second act. Trixie Smith sang “Fe May Be Your Man But He Comes to
§ 52e Me Sometimes.” And Caterina Jarboro, now a European prima donna, and the
Linternarionally* celebrated Josephine Baker were merely in the chorus. Everybody
s incthe audience—including me. People came back to see it innumerable times.
W was always packed.
S T, sce Shuffle Along was the main reason I wanted to go to Columbia. When 1
8wt Twas thrilled and delighted. From then on I was in the gallery of the Cort The-
Btre every time T got a chance. That year, too, I saw Katharine Cornell in A Bill of Di-
orcenrent, Margaret Wycherly in The Verse, Maugham's The Circle with Mrs. Leslie
Warter, and the Theatre Guild production of Kaiser’s From Morn Till Midnight. But
' ber Shuffle Along best of all. It gave just the proper push—a pre-Charleston
— to that Negro vogue of the 20, that spread to books, African sculpture, mu-
uind dancing. -
Put down the 1920’s for the rise of Roland Hayes, who packed Carnegie Hall,
fise of Paul Robeson in New York and London, of Florence Mills over two con-
ts. of Rose McClendon in Broadway parts that never measured up to her, the
booming voice of Bessie Smith and the low moan of Clara on thousands of records,
d the rise of that grand comedienne of song, Ethel Waters, singing: “Charlie’s
sted now! He's in right for sure!” Put down the 1920 for Louis Armstrong and
ys Bentley and Josephine Baker.
White people began to come to Harlem in droves. For several years they packed
pensive Cotton Club on Lenox Avenue. But 1 was never there, because the
on Club was a Jim Crow club for gangsters and monied whites. They were not
hal to Negro patronage, unless you were a celebrity like Bojangles. So Harlem
oes did not like the Cotton Club and never appreciated its Jim Crow policy in
8%ty heart of their dark community. Nor did ordinary Negroes like the growing
?" : fwhites toward Harlem after sundown, floodiuy the little cabarets and bars
I f@rmerly only colored people laughed and sang, and where now the strangers
€ 8iven the best ringside tables to sit and stare at the Negro customers—like
g animals in a zoo. L
& I:"IEgroes said: “We can’t go downtown and sit and stare at you in your clubs.
On’t even let us in your clubs.” But they didn't say it out loud—for Negroes
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are practically never rude to white people. So thousands of whites came to H
night after night, thinking the Negroes loved to have them th ere, and firmly belj,
ing that all Harlemites left their houses at sundown to sing and dance in cabarets. bat
cause most of the whites saw nothing but the cabarets, not the houses, '
Some of the owners of Harlem clubs, delighted at the flood of white
made the grievous error of barring their own race, after the manner of the famous {:Gt:
ton Club. But most of these quickly lost business and folded up. b i
to realize that a large part of the Harlem attraction for downtown New Yorkers lay
simply watching the colored customers amuse themselves. And the smaller clubs, of
e, hac loor shows or a name band like the Cotton Club, whete Duk
Fllington usually held forth, so, without black patronage, they were not amusing ar,
Some of the small clubs, however, had eople like Gladys Bentle
something worth discovering in those days, before she got famous, acquired ap 4e
companist, specially written material, and conscio garity. But for two o thy,
amazing years, Miss Bentley sat, and played a big piano all night long, lirerally,
night, without stopping—singing songs like “The St. James Infirmar 5 from ten,
the evening until dawn, with scarcely n the notes, sliding from one
song to another, with-a powerful and continuous underbeat of jungle thythm, )
Bentley was an amazing cxhibition of musical en ergy—a large, dark, masculine Jad
whose feet pounded the floor while her fingers pounded the keyboard—g perfeqt
piece of African sculpture, animated by her own rhythm, b
But when the place where she played became too well known, sh beganita
with an accompanist, became a star, moved to a Ia rger place, then downtown, an
now in Hollywood. The old magic of the woman and the piano and the night and
rhythm being one is gone. But everything goes, one way or another. The '20)
gone and lots of fine things in Harlem night life have disappeared like snow
sun—since it became utterly commercial, planned for the downtown tourist t
and therefore dull. o
The lindy-hoppers at the Savoy even began to practise acrobatic routines; and to ¢
absurd things for the entertainment of the whites, that probably never would hay
teted their heads to attempt merely for their own effortless amusement. Some
lindy-hoppers had cards printed with their names on them and became dance
sors teaching the tourists. Then Harlem nights became show nights for the Nordics
Some critics say that that is what happened to certain N egro writers; (00
they ceased to write to amuse themselves and began to write to amuse and éntés
white people, and in so doing distortcd and over-colored their material, and
a great many things they thought would offend their American brothers o
complexion.: Maybe—since Negroes have writer-racketeers, as has any oth
But I have known almost all of them, and most of the good ones have tried to)
est, write honestly, and express their world as they saw it.
All of us know that the gay and sparkling life of the so-called Negro Ref
of the "20's was not so yay: and sparkling beneath the surface as it looked: :
Vechten, in the character of Byron in Nigger Heaven, captured some of t :
and frustration of literary Harlem that Wallace Thurman later so & T‘-'cti\’.t‘.ll}"-» P
into his Infants of the Spring—the only novel by a Negro about that fantastici
when Harlem was in vogue.
It was a period whew, at almost every Harlem upper-crust dance.of p&
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would be introduced to various distingu.ishecﬂl white celebrities there as guests. It was
a period when almost any Harlem Negro of any social importance at all would be
iy casually: “As T was remarking the other day to Heywood—,” meaning

od Broun. Or: “As I said to George—," referring to George Gershwin. It was

A period when local and visiting royalty were not at all uncommon .il‘l Harlem. And
when the parties of ALelia Walker, the Negro heiress, were filled with guests whose
names would turn any Nordic social climber green with envy. It was a period when
Harold Jackman, a handsome young Harlem school teacher of modest means, calmly

" nnounced one day that he was s g for the Riviera for a fortnight, to attend
. Princess Murat’s yachting party. It was a period when Charleston preachers opened

=F. p shouting churches as sideshows for white tourists. It was a period when at least

& one charming colored chorus girl, amber enough to pass for a Latin American, was
& living in a pent house, with all her bills paid by a gentleman whose name was banker’s
B magic on Wall Street. It was a period when every season there was at least one hit
' play on Broadway acted by a Negro cast. And when books by Negro authors were
being published with much greater frequency and much more publicity than ever be-
fore or since in history. It was a period when white writers wrote about Negroes more
uccessfully (commercially speaking) than Negroes did about themsely
period (God help us!) when Ethel Barrymore appeared in blackface in &
* Mary! Tt was the period whien the N egro was in vogue.
Twas there, I had a swell time while it lasted. But I thought it wouldn’t last long.
I remember the vogue for things Russian, the season the Chauve-Souris first came
o town.) For how could a large and enthusiastic number of people be crazy about
8Negroes forever? But some Harlemites thought the millennium had come. They
b thought the race problem had at last been solved through Art plus Gladys Bentley.
: re the New Negro would lead a new life from then on in green pastures
of tolerance created by Countee Cullen; Ethel Waters, Claude McKay, Duke Elling-
& ton, Bojangles, and Alain Locke.
. Idon’t know what made any Negroes think that—except that they were mostly
itellectuals doing the thinking. The ordinary Negroes hadn’t heard of the Negro
naissance. And if they had, it hadn’t raised their wages any. As for all those white
Holks in the speakeasies and night clubs of Harlem—well, maybe a colored man
could find somze place to have a drink that the tourists hadn’t yet discovered.
" Then it was that house-rent parties began to flourish—and not always to raise
e rent cither. But, as often as not, to have a get-together of one’s own, where you
uld do the black-bottom with no stranger behind you trying to do it, too. Non-
catrical, non-intellectual Harlem was an un willing victim of its own vogue. It didn’t
¢ 10 be stared at by white folks. But perhaps the downtowners never knew this—
B0t the cabaret owners, the entertainers, and the speakeasy proprietors treated them
' as long as they paid.
The Saturday night rent parties that I attended were often more amusing than
night club, in small apatnients whiere God knows who lived—because the
&t seldom did—but where the piano would often be augmented by a guitar, or
W0odd cornet, or somebody with a pair of drums walking in off the street. And wher
il bootleg whiskey and good fried fish of steaming chitterling were sold at very
Prices. And the dancing and singing and impromptu entertaining went on until
1 came in at the windows.
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These parties, often termed whist parties or dances, were usuall
brightly colored cards stuck 'in the grille of apartment house elevat
cards were highly entertaining in themselves:

We got yellow girls, we've got black and tan
Will you have a good time? - YEAH MAN |

9 Social Whist Party
MRy wiNsToN

COME AND SEX WMAT IS IN STORE FOR YOU AT THE

TEA CUP PARTY

GIVEN BY MBS. VANDERZILY SMITH

at 409 EDGECOMBE AVENUE
NEW YORK CITY

Apariment 10-4

& e §:3 P."M. :
ORIENTAL - GYPSY - SOUTHERN MAMMY .
STARLIGHT
and other readers will be present

Masle and Taleat - =

Relpoohorcsts furesd
Ribbons-Mowa sod Trstton A Specially

Y anNoun e

ors. Some

Sweet Mamma is running wild, and you are.locking
a fior a Blo-ri;ht diildﬁnn come around and
linger awhile at 2

SOCIAL WHIST PARTY

GIVEN BY

PINKNEY & EPPS
260 West 12gth Street S

SATURDAY EVENING, JUNE g, 1928

GOOD MUSIC REFRESHMENTS

Apartment 10

147 West 145th Street Apt. 5
SATURDAY EVE., MARCH 19th, 1932

AL e e et

GOOD MUSIC REFRESHMENTS

H U B B A Y

Reailroad Men'’s Ball
AT CANDY'S PLACE
FRIDAY, SATURDAY & SUNDAY,

April 29-30, May 1, 1927

Black Wax, says change your mind and sey they
do and he will give you a besring, while MEAT
"' HOUSE SLIM, laying in the bin

tng &ll !?;d.\#\';lmx. Presidont

| Fall in line, and watch your step, For there'll be
Lots of Browns with plenty of Pep At
O Social Whist Party
_ Given by

Lucille & Minnie
149 West 117th Street, N. Y. Gr. ﬂoo;, w,
Saturday Evening, Nov. 2nd 1929
| Refreshments Just It

Music Won't Qlﬂ 2

ON BOY OoR jox

Evening Shadow Social Club

, 80 giving thelr .,
Second Annual St. Volentine Dance
Saturday evening. Feb. 18th, 1928

At 129 West 136th Strect, New York City
Cood Music Refreshments Served

Subscription g 25 Cents
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Some vur psjamas, some wear pants, whd does P matter
o Jjust so you cam dance, at

A Social Whist Party

CIVEN BY

Cullen Yet Do I Marvel « 2021

L JRIMARY WORKS %,

\(Color: 1925; The Ballad of the Brown Girl, 1927; Caroling Dusk: An Anthology of Verse by Ne-
E .ru Poets, 1927; Copper Sun, 1927, The Black Christ and Other Poems, 1929; One Way ro
; i’n'-'-'?'t""’- 1932; The Medea, 1935; On These I Stand, 1947.

Mz, & Mzs. Broww

AT 258 w. 115TH STREET, APT. 9

SATURDAY EVE, SEPT. 14, 1929 °

The mir:i; cwest and everything good to eat!

|

Almost every Saturday night when I was in Harlem I went to a house-rent
I'wrote lots of poems about house-rent parties, and ate thereat many a fried fig
pig’s foot—with liquid refreshments on the side. I met ladies’ maids and truck
ers, laundry workers and shoe shine boys, seamstresses and porters. '
their laughter in my ears, hear the soft slow music, and feel the floor shaking as the

dancers danced.

Countee Cullen 19031946

party, &
han ‘f\
driy- 8
I can still leq
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p

Born in 1903, Countee Cullen was the
adopted son of Frederick A. Cullen, an
AME minister, and his wife, Carolyn. He
attended DeWitt Clinton High School in
New York and then New York University,
where he was a member of Phi Beta
Kappa. After earning his MA at Harvard in
1926, he returned to New York, where he
worked as a teacher.

Although he wrote and published
works representing practically every genre
of creative literature, Countee Cullen was
essentiully u poet. He had started writing
poetry in high school and was but 22 vears
old when he published his first and most
important book of poetty, Color (1925).
He quickly became one of the best-known
wrilers among the young group of artists
whose works gave vitality to the fabled.
New Negro Renaissance. Single poems of
his appeared in Awerican Mercury, Book-
man, Century, Harper’s, Nation, Palns, Sur-
vey Graphic, and Vanity Fair, his awards

: from a religious perspective.

Incident

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

5 Now I was eight and very small, A

And he was no whit bigger,
And so I smiled, but he poked out

His tongue, and called me, “Nigger.”

19408 I saw the whole of Baltimore
i 10 From May until December; - ‘
Of all the things that happened there -
That’s all that I remember.
1924
and prizes for poetry included those won
contests sponsored by Crisis, Opportunity
and Poetry magazines. And because h
literary editor lor Opportunity magazt
one of the two foreinost black periodicals Yet Do I Marvel
of the era—he exercised significant influs .
ence over which other young authors SN en R4 T
their works appear in print in the mid I doubt not God is good, well-meaning, kind,
Primarily because he used con And did He stoop to quibble could tell why .

tonal literary forms in writing poeti The little buried mole continues blind, o
sual critics have seldom thought of @ e Why flesh that mirrors Him must some day die,
as a social protest writer. Yet he wi 5 Make plain the reason tortured Tantalus -
much of his work illustrates his disda Is baited by the fickle fruit, declare UL i o
American racial prejudice. In tonc..C” : If merely brute caprice dooms Slsyphus i
poetry is marked by intensity of emo To struggle 1B @ nevesen dingws‘,tvai'r. ‘
ar}d',_: them.a tic?ﬂy’ by & persistentifg Inscrutable His ways are,laﬁd Lrnrnune ‘
\1‘11'_1.1 the ironies and fn{s[rauops‘:a 0 To catechism by a mind t00 strewn
African American ‘experience, €$ ‘

Wialter C- DX
University of Missouri-Costg

With petty cares to slightly uride_r,_s_tari& N——
What awful brain compels his awful hand. ., |
Yet do I marvel at this curious thing:

To make a poet black, and bid him sing! )
- 1925



