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A Dream Deferred 

by Langston Hughes 

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? 

 

Dreams 

by Langston Hughes 

Hold fast to dreams 
For if dreams die 
Life is a broken-winged bird 

That cannot fly. 

Hold fast to dreams 
For when dreams go 

Life is a barren field 

Frozen with snow. 

 

 

For ordinary people with extraordinary dreams. 

TC Bank | 大眾銀行  --Video 

http://www.poemhunter.com/poem/dreams-2/
http://www.poemhunter.com/poem/dreams-2/


  

Ralph Waldo Emerson 

Every god is there sitting in his sphere. The young mortal enters the hall of the 

firmament: there is he alone with them alone, they pouring on him benedictions and 

gifts, and beckoning him up to their thrones. On the instant, and incessantly, fall snow-

storms of illusions. He fancies himself in a vast crowd which sways this way and that, 

and whose movement and doings he must obey: he fancies himself poor, orphaned, 

insignificant. The mad crowd drives hither and thither, now furiously commanding this 

thing to be done, now that. What is he that he should resist their will, and think or act 

for himself? Every moment, new changes, and new showers of deceptions, to baffle and 

distract him. And when, by and by, for an instant, the air clears, and the cloud lifts a 

little, there are the gods still sitting around him on their thrones, — they alone with him 

alone. 

 

F. Scott Fizgerald—The Great Gatsby 

Most of the big shore places were closed now and there were hardly any lights except the 

shadowy, moving glow of a ferryboat across the Sound. And as the moon rose higher the 

inessential houses began to melt away until gradually I became aware of the old island here that 

flowered once for Dutch sailors’ eyes—a fresh, green breast of the new world. Its vanished trees, 

the trees that had made way for Gatsby’s house, had once pandered in whispers to the last and 

greatest of all human dreams; for a transitory enchanted moment man must have held his breath 

in the presence of this continent, compelled into an æsthetic contemplation he neither understood 

nor desired, face to face for the last time in history with something commensurate to his capacity 

for wonder.  

And as I sat there, brooding on the old unknown world, I thought of Gatsby’s wonder when he 

first picked out the green light at the end of Daisy’s dock. He had come a long way to this blue 

lawn and his dream must have seemed so close that he could hardly fail to grasp it. He did not 

know that it was already behind him, somewhere back in that vast obscurity beyond the city, 

where the dark fields of the republic rolled on under the night.  

Gatsby believed in the green light, the orgastic future that year by year recedes before us. It 

eluded us then, but that’s no matter—tomorrow we will run faster, stretch out our arms farther. . 

. . And one fine morning—— 

So we beat on, boats against the current, borne back ceaselessly into the past. 

 
 

 

 

http://home.sprynet.com/~eric/Gatsby.htm#Orgastic Explanation

