
CAFÉ LITERARIO EN BUENOS AIRES 
 

The Literature of Resistance  
 

In this week’s meeting, we will be exploring the literature of resistance. These 
narratives have been a part of the human experience long before the invention of 
the printing press. We will begin our survey of resistance literature with the folk 
songs first sung and then written for posterity by African-Americans.  
 
We Raise de Wheat, 1853 
 
Frederick Douglass 
My Bondage and My Freedom 
 
We raise de* wheat,       *the 
Dey gib* us de corn:       *They give 
We bake de bread, 
Dey gib us de crust; 
We sif de meal, 
Dey gib us de huss*;       *husk 
We peel de meat, 
Dey gib us de skin; 
And dat’s* de way       *that is 
Dey take us in; 
We skim de pot, 
Dey gib us liquor, 
And say dat’s good enough for nigger.  
 
 
He Paid Me Seven 
 
Anonymous 
 
“Our Fadder*, Which are in Heaben*!” –     *Father, Heaven 
White man owe me leben* and pay me seben*.   *eleven, seven 
“D’y* Kingdom come! D’y Will be done” –     *Thy 
An’ if I hadn’t tuck dat*, I woudn’ git non.     *taken that 
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She Hugged Me and Kissed Me 
 
Anonymous 
 
I see’d her in de Springtime, 
I see’d her in de Fall, 
I see’d her in de Cotton patch, 
A cameing from de Ball.  
 
She hug me, an’ she kiss me, 
She wrung my han’ an’ cried.  
She said I wus de sweetes’ thing 
Dat ever lived or died.  
 
She hug me an’ she kiss me. 
Oh Heaben! De touch o’ her han! 
She said I wus de puttiest thing 
In de shape o’ mortal man.  
 
I told her dat I love her, 
Dat my love was bed-cord strong; 
Den I axed her w’en she’s have me, 
An’ she jes say “Go long!”  
 
 
Slave Marriage Ceremony Supplement 
 
Anonymous 
 
Dark an’ stormy may come de wedder; 
I jines dis he-male an’ dis she-male togedder. 
Let none, but Him dat makes de thunder, 
Put dis he-male an’ dis she-male asunder. 
I darefore ‘nounce you bofe de same.  
Be good, go ‘long, an’ keep up yo’ name.  
De broomstick’s jumped, de worl’s not wide, 
She’s now yo’ own. Salute yo’ bride!  
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Moses Hogan was a composer and choral music arranger who was best known for 
his work with African American spirituals. He brought to life the songs the Black 
slaves sang in the fields while they toiled under the hot southern sun. To feel the full 
force of their cries, listen to Moses Hogan’s arrangements of the following spirituals.  
 
 
Go Down, Moses  
 
Anonymous 
 
Go down, Moses, 
Way down in Egyptland 
Tell old Pharaoh 
To let my people go.  
 
When Israel was in Egyptland 
Let my people go 
Oppressed so hard they could not stand 
Let my people go.  
 
Go down, Moses, 
Way down to Egyptland 
Tell old Pharaoh 
“Let my people go.”  
 
“Thus saith the Lord,” bold Moses said, 
“Let my people go; 
If not I’ll smite your first-born dead 
Let my people go.  
 
“No more shall they in bondage toil, 
Let my people go; 
Let them come out with Egypt’s spoil, 
Let my people go.”  
 
The Lord told Moses what to do 
Let my people go; 
To lead the children of Israel through, 
Let my people go.  
 
Go down, Moses,  
Way down in Egyptland, 
Tell old Pharaoh, 
“Let my people go!”  
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Deep River 
 
Anonymous 
 
Deep river, my home is over Jordan, 
Deep river, Lord; I want to cross over into camp ground.  
 
O children, O, don’t you want to go to that gospel feast,  
That promised land, that land, where all is peace?  
 
Deep river, my home is over Jordan,  
Deep river, Lord; I want to cross over into camp ground.  
 
 
Steal Away 
 
Anonymous 
 
Steal away, steal away, steal away to Jesus,  
Steal away, steal away home, 
I ain’t go long to stay here.  
 
My Lord, He calls me, 
He calls me by the thunder, 
The trumpet sounds within-a my soul, 
I ain’t got long to stay here.  
 
Steal away, steal away, steal away to Jesus, 
Steal away, steal away home,  
I ain’t got long to stay here.  
 
Green trees a-bending,  
Po’ sinner stands a-trembling,  
The trumpet sounds within-a my soul, 
I ain’t got long to stay here.  
 
Steal away, steal away, steal away to Jesus,  
Steal away, steal away to home,  
I ain’t got long to stay here.  
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Langston Hughes was a poet, social activist and columnist from Joplin, Missouri. 
Hughes was the leader of the Harlem Renaissance. He died at age 65 on May 22, 
1967 in New York City.  
 
 
Dinner Guest: Me 
 
Langston Hughes  
 
I know I am 
The Negro Problem 
Being wined and dined, 
Answering the usual questions 
That come to white mind 
Which seeks demurely  
To probe in polite way 
The why and wherewithal  
 
Of darkness U.S.A. – 
Wondering how things got this way 
In current democratic night, 
Murmuring gently 
Over fraises du bois, 
“I’m so ashamed of being white.”  
 
The lobster is delicious, 
The wine divine, 
And center of attention 
At the damask table, mine.  
To be a Problem on  
Park Avenue at eight 
Is not so bad.  
Solutions to the Problem, 
Of course, wait.  
 
 
Who But the Lord?  
 
Langston Hughes 
 
I looked and I saw 
That man they call the Law. 
He was coming 
Down the street at me!  
I had visions in my head 
Of being laid out cold and dead,  
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Or else murdered 
By the third degree.  
 
I said, O, Lord, if you can, 
Save me from that man!  
Don’t let him make a pulp out of me!  
But the Lord he was not quick.  
The Law raised up his stick 
And beat the living hell 
Out of me!  
 
Now I do not understand 
Why God don’t protect a man 
From police brutality. 
Being poor and black, 
I’ve no weapon to strike back 
So who but the Lord 
Can protect me?  
 
 We’ll see.  
 
 
Ku Klux 
 
Langston Hughes 
 
They took me out 
To some lonesome place. 
They said, “Do you believe 
In the great white race?”  
 
I said, “Mister, 
To tell you the truth,  
I’d believe in anything 
If you’d just turn me loose.” 
 
The white man said, “Boy,  
Can it be 
You’re a-standin’ there 
A-sassin’ me?”  
 
They hit me in the head 
And knocked me down. 
And they kicked me 
On the ground.  
 



 

www.cafeliterarioba.com  
 

7 

A klansman said, “Nigger, 
Look me in the face– 
And tell me you believe in  
The great white race.”  
 
 
Children’s Rhymes 
 
Langston Hughes 
 
By what sends 
the white kids 
I ain’t sent:  
I know I can’t 
be President.  
 
What don’t bug 
them white kids 
sure bugs me: 
We know everybody  
ain’t free.  
 
Lies written down 
for white folks  
ain’t for us a-tall: 
Liberty And Justice— 
Huh!—For All?  
 
 
Justice 
 
Langston Hughes  
 
That Justice is a blind goddess 
Is a thing to which we black are wise: 
Her bandage hides two festering sores 
That once perhaps were eyes.   
 
 
Question and Answer 
 
Langston Hughes 
 
Durban, Birmingham, 
Cape Town, Atlanta, 
Johannesburg, Watts, 



 

www.cafeliterarioba.com  
 

8 

The earth around 
Struggling, fighting, 
Dying—for what?  
 
A world to gain.  
 
Groping, hoping,  
Waiting—for what?  
 
A world to gain.  
 
Dreams kicked asunder, 
Why not go under?  
 
There’s a world to gain.  
 
But suppose I don’t want it, 
Why take it?  
 
To remake it.  
 
 
 
Maya Angelou was a poet and civil rights activist. She died at age 86 on May 28, 
2014. She read poetry for several U.S. presidents. One of her notable works is I 
Know Why the Caged Bird Sings.  
 
 
Caged Bird 
 
Maya Angelou  
 
A free bird leaps  
on the back of the wind    
and floats downstream    
till the current ends  
and dips his wing  
in the orange sun rays  
and dares to claim the sky.  
 
But a bird that stalks  
down his narrow cage  
can seldom see through  
his bars of rage  
his wings are clipped and    
his feet are tied  
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so he opens his throat to sing.  
 
The caged bird sings    
with a fearful trill    
of things unknown    
but longed for still    
and his tune is heard    
on the distant hill    
for the caged bird    
sings of freedom.  
 
The free bird thinks of another breeze  
and the trade winds soft through the sighing trees  
and the fat worms waiting on a dawn bright lawn  
and he names the sky his own  
 
But a caged bird stands on the grave of dreams    
his shadow shouts on a nightmare scream    
his wings are clipped and his feet are tied    
so he opens his throat to sing.  
 
The caged bird sings    
with a fearful trill    
of things unknown    
but longed for still    
and his tune is heard    
on the distant hill    
for the caged bird    
sings of freedom. 
 
 
On Working White Liberals 
 
Maya Angelou  
 
I don’t ask the Foreign Legion 
Or anyone to win my freedom 
Or to fight my battle better than I can, 
 
Though there’s one thing that I cry for 
I believe enough to die for 
That is every man’s responsibility to man.  
 
I’m afraid they’ll have to prove first 
That they’ll watch the Black man move first 
Then follow him with faith to kingdom come. 
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This rocky road is not paved for us, 
So, I’ll believe in Liberals’ aid for us 
When I see a white man load a Black man’s gun.  
 
 
Televised 
 
Maya Angelou  
 
Televised news turns 
a half-used day into 
a waste of desolation. 
If nothing wondrous preceded 
the catastrophic announcements, 
certainly nothing will follow, save 
the sad-eyed faces of  
bony children,  
disintended bellies making 
mock at their starvation. 
Why are they always 
Black?  
Whom do they await?  
The lamb-chop flesh 
reeks and cannot be 
eaten. Even the  
green peas roll on my plate 
unmolested. Their innocence 
matched by the helpless 
hope in the children’s faces.  
Why do Black children 
hope? Who will bring 
them peas and lamb chops 
and one more morning?  
 

 
Moses Hogan albums of African American spirituals:  
 
  An American Heritage of Spirituals – performed by the Mormon Tabernacle 
  Choir, conducted by Albert McNeil and Moses Hogan  
 
  The Moses Hogan Choral Series, 2002 
 
 This Little Light of Mine: Moses Hogan Choral Series, 2003 
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Maya Angelou’s poems were taken from Maya Angelou: The Complete Poetry. New 
York: Random House, 2015. The rest of the works were taken from Dudley Randall, 
ed. The Black Poets. New York: Bantam Books, 1988.  
 
A well recommended novel about race relations by an African American author is 
The Invisible Man by Ralph Ellison.  
 
First published in 1952 and immediately hailed as a masterpiece, Invisible Man is 
one of those rare novels that have changed the shape of American literature. For 
not only does Ralph Ellison’s nightmare journey across the racial divide tell 
unparalleled truths about the nature of bigotry and its effects on the minds of both 
victims and perpetrators, it gives us an entirely new model of what a novel can be.  
 
As he journeys from the Deep South to the streets and basements of Harlem, from a 
horrifying “battle royal” where black men are reduced to fighting animals, to a 
Communist rally where they are elevated to the status of trophies, Ralph Ellison’s 
nameless protagonist ushers readers into a parallel universe that throws our own 
into harsh and even hilarious relief. Suspenseful and sardonic, narrated in a voice 
that takes in the symphonic range of the American language, black and white, 
Invisible Man is one of the most audacious and dazzling novels of our time. 
 
Ralph Ellison. The Invisible Man. New York: Vintage Books, 1980.  
 
 
 
       
 


