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"Harlem"

Langston Hughes

Found on shmoop.com while looking for poems

This poem is about what happens when dreams are put off and when people stop following their dreams 
temporarily. The poem questions what happens to dreams that are ignored. Maybe they turn out like a dried up 
raisin in the sun, or maybe they stink like rotten meat. This poem's final question asks if the dreams explode.

The them of this poem is holding on to your dreams and never letting go. If you do let go, your dreams could 
turn into bad things like dried up raisins. This poem suggests that deferred dreams sag like a heavy load, which 
they are. Unused poetential is a load and it can't just be gotten rid of.

This poem has two main parts. The first part asks what happens and gives ideas of what might happen to 
deferred dreams. The second part is a continuation of the first part, but it is isolated because it has the best 
suggestion yet. Maybe deferred dreams act like a heavy load one must carry.

I like this poem because it tells people to hold onto their dreams. People give up on dreams way to easily in this 
world, even though dreams are the only things that keep this world running in the first place. Dreams drive 
people to greatness. They change the way we aspire to do things. They help us achieve more than we ever 
could without them. Poems about dreams are poetic because dreams have so much meaning.



Harlem


What happens to a dream deferred?

      Does it dry up
      like a raisin in the sun?
      Or fester like a sore—
      And then run?
      Does it stink like rotten meat?
      Or crust and sugar over—
      like a syrupy sweet?

      Maybe it just sags
      like a heavy load.

      Or does it explode?


