
The Lynching

His spirit in smoke ascended to high heaven. 
His father, by the cruelest way of  pain, 
Had bidden him to his bosom once again; 
The awful sin remained still unforgiven. 
All night a bright and solitary star 
(Perchance the one that ever guided him, 
Yet gave him up at last to Fate's wild whim) 
Hung pitifully o'er the swinging char. 
Day dawned, and soon the mixed crowds came to view 
The ghastly body swaying in the sun: 
The women thronged to look, but never a one 
Showed sorrow in her eyes of  steely blue; 
And little lads, lynchers that were to be, 
Danced round the dreadful thing in fiendish glee. 
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The Harlem Dancer 

Applauding youths laughed with young prostitutes 
And watched her perfect, half-clothed body sway; 
Her voice was like the sound of  blended flutes 
Blown by black players upon a picnic day. 
She sang and danced on gracefully and calm, 
The light gauze hanging loose about her form; 
To me she seemed a proudly-swaying palm 
Grown lovelier for passing through a storm. 
Upon her swarthy neck black shiny curls 
Luxuriant fell; and tossing coins in praise, 
The wine-flushed, bold-eyed boys, and even the girls, 
Devoured her shape with eager, passionate gaze; 
But looking at her falsely-smiling face, 
I knew her self  was not in that strange place. 
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Prove It On Me Blues 

Went out last night, had a great big fight 
Everything seemed to go on wrong 
I looked up, to my surprise 
The gal I was with was gone. 
 
Where she went, I don’t know 
I mean to follow everywhere she goes; 
Folks say I’m crooked. 
I didn’t know where she took it 
I want the whole world to know. 
 
They say I do it, ain’t nobody caught me 
Sure got to prove it on me; 
Went out last night with a crowd of  my friends, 
They must’ve been women, ‘cause I don’t like no men. 
It’s true I wear a collar and a tie, 
Makes the wind blow all the while 
Don’t you say I do it, ain’t nobody caught me 
You sure got to prove it on me. 
Say I do it, ain’t nobody caught me 
Sure got to prove it on me. 
I went out last night with a crowd of  my friends, 
It must’ve been women, ‘cause I don’t like no men. 
Wear my clothes just like a fan 
Talk to the gals just like any old man 
Cause they say I do it, ain’t nobody caught me 
Sure got to prove it on me.
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