
My soul has grown deep like the rivers.

POEM1

I’ve known rivers: 
Ancient, dusky rivers.

The night is beautiful, 
So the faces of my people.
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My soul has grown deep like the rivers.

Beautiful, also, is the sun.
Beautiful, also, are the souls of my people.

1 By permission of and special arrangement with Alfred A. Knopf, Inc., authorised 
publishers.
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I bathed in the Euphrates when dawns were young.
I built my hut near the Congo and it lulled me to sleep. 
I looked upon the Nile and raised the pyramids above 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.
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The stars are beautiful, 
So the eyes of my people.
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SUICIDE’S NOTE1

Well, son, I’ll tell you: 
Life for me ain’t been 
It’s had tacks in it, 
And splinters, 
/Ind boards torn up, 
And places with no carpet on the floor— 
Bare.
But all the time
I’s 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 
’Cause you finds it’s kinder hard. 
Don’t you fall now— 
For I’s still goin’, honey,

1 By permission of and special arrangement with Alfred A. Knopf, Inc., authorized 
publishers.

*By permission of and special arrangement with Alfred A. Knopf, Inc., authorized 
publishers.

no crystal stair.

MOTHER TO SON2

The calm, 
Cool face of the river 
Asked me for a kiss.


