
APPENDIX 

 

I Know Why The Caged Bird Sings 

The free bird leaps 
on the back of the wind 
and floats downstream 
till the current ends 
and dips his wings 
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 
so he opens his throat to sing. 
 
The caged bird sings 
with fearful trill 
of the 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 
an 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.  



 

Weekend Glory 

Some clichty folks 
don't know the facts, 
posin' and preenin' 
and puttin' on acts, 
stretchin' their backs. 
 
They move into condos 
up over the ranks, 
pawn their souls 
to the local banks. 
Buying big cars 
they can't afford, 
ridin' around town 
actin' bored. 
 
If they want to learn how to live life right 
they ought to study me on Saturday night. 
 
My job at the plant 
ain't the biggest bet, 
but I pay my bills 
and stay out of debt. 
I get my hair done 
for my own self's sake, 
so I don't have to pick 
and I don't have to rake. 
 
Take the church money out 
and head cross town 
to my friend girl's house 
where we plan our round. 
We meet our men and go to a joint 
where the music is blue 
and to the point. 
 
Folks write about me. 
They just can't see 
how I work all week 
at the factory. 
Then get spruced up 
and laugh and dance 
And turn away from worry 
with sassy glance. 
 
They accuse me of livin' 



from day to day, 
but who are they kiddin'? 
So are they. 
 
My life ain't heaven 
but it sure ain't hell. 
I'm not on top 
but I call it swell 
if I'm able to work 
and get paid right 
and have the luck to be Black 
on a Saturday night.  

 

Still I Rise 

You may write me down in history 
With your bitter, twisted lies, 
You may tread me in the very dirt 
But still, like dust, I'll rise. 
 
Does my sassiness upset you?  
Why are you beset with gloom?  
'Cause I walk like I've got oil wells 
Pumping in my living room. 
 
Just like moons and like suns, 
With the certainty of tides, 
Just like hopes springing high, 
Still I'll rise. 
 
Did you want to see me broken?  
Bowed head and lowered eyes?  
Shoulders falling down like teardrops. 
Weakened by my soulful cries. 
 
Does my haughtiness offend you?  
Don't you take it awful hard 
'Cause I laugh like I've got gold mines 
Diggin' in my own back yard. 
 
You may shoot me with your words, 
You may cut me with your eyes, 
You may kill me with your hatefulness, 
But still, like air, I'll rise. 
 
Does my sexiness upset you?  
Does it come as a surprise 



That I dance like I've got diamonds 
At the meeting of my thighs?  
 
Out of the huts of history's shame 
I rise 
Up from a past that's rooted in pain 
I rise 
I'm a black ocean, leaping and wide, 
Welling and swelling I bear in the tide. 
Leaving behind nights of terror and fear 
I rise 
Into a daybreak that's wondrously clear 
I rise 
Bringing the gifts that my ancestors gave, 
I am the dream and the hope of the slave. 
I rise 
I rise 
I rise.  

 


