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THE WEARY BLUES
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LANGSTON HUGHES

Droning a drow.sy syncopaled lune,
Rodking back and forlh lo a mellow croon,
I beard a Negro play.
Down on Lenox Avenue the olber nighl
By Lhe ;in‘f‘lf dull pallor q_f. an old gas e"{;r;a’;f
He did a lazy sway .
He did a lazy vway .
To lhe tune o’ those Weary Dlues.
With bir ebony bands on ead wory key
He made thal poor puano moan will melody.
(O Blues!
Swaying lo and fre on bis rickely slool
He played thal sad ragqy lune like a musical jool.
Sweet Blues!
Coming from a black man ' soul,
(O Blues!
In a decp song voice with a melancboly lone
! beard that Negro sing, thal old prano moan —
,Ain’t gol nobody in all this world,
Ain’t got nobody bul ma self.
I's gwine lo quil ma Jrownin
And pul ma troubles on lthe shelf.”
L hump, lhump, thump, wenl ff::'u‘j‘.-rfre‘ on the floor.
Hf},-:g’”‘m-ri a J;'_:-“- chordr then sang some more —
A got the Weary Blues
And I can’t be salirfied.
Gol the Weary DBlues
And can’t be saltsfied —
I ain’l bappy no mo’
And I wish that I bad died.”
And far tnlo Lhe m}_,u'fu" be crooned thal lune.
T he stars went oul and so did lhe moon.
L'be singer slopped playing and wenl lo bed
While the Weary Blues echoed through bis bead.
He -I'!'Ir'IIEHI like a rod: or a man thal s dead.
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