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I, too, sing America

The Negro Speaks of Rivers
Langston Hughes (1925)

Langston Hughes (1921)

I am the darker brother.

I’ve known rivers:

They send me to eat in the kitchen
I’ve known rivers ancient as the world and

When company comes,


older than the

But I laugh,


     flow of human blood in human veins.


And eat well,

And grow strong.


My soul has grown deep like the rivers.

Tomorrow,


I bathed in the Euphrates when dawns were

I'll be at the table



young.

When company comes.

I built my hut near the Congo and it lulled 

Nobody'll dare



me to sleep.

Say to me,



I looked upon the Nile and raised the

"Eat in the kitchen,"


pyramids above it.

Then.



I heard the singing of the Mississippi when






Abe Lincoln

Besides, 



     went down to New Orleans, and I’ve 

They'll see how beautiful I am

seen its muddy

And be ashamed--


     bosom turn all golden in the sunset.

I, too, am America.


I’ve known rivers:






Ancient, dusky rivers.





My soul has grown deep like the rivers.

Lift Ev’ry Voice and Sing (“The Negro National Anthem”)

James Weldon Johnson

Lift ev'ry Voice and Sing 
Till earth and heaven ring,  
Ring with the harmonies of Liberty  
Let our rejoicing rise  
High as the list'ning skies,  
Let it resound loud as the rolling sea.  

Sing a song full of the faith  
that the dark past has taught us;  
Sing a song full of the hope that the present has brought us;  
Facing the rising sun of our new day begun,  
Kept us march on till victory is won. Stony the road we trod,  
Bitter the chast'ning rod,  
Felt in the days when hope unborn had died;  
Yet with a steady beat,  
Have not our weary feet  
Come to the place for which our fathers signed?  

We have come over a way  
that with tears has been watered;  
We have come, treading our path  
thro' the blood of the slaughtered.  

Out from the gloomy past. 
Till now we stand at last  
Where the white gleam of  
our bright star is cast.  
God of our wary years,  
God of our silent tears,  
Thou who hast brought us thus far on the way;  
Thou who hast by Thy might,  
Led us into the light.  
Keep us forever in the path, we pray.  
Lest our feet stray from the places,  
our God, where we met Thee,  
Least our hearts, drunk with the wine of the world,  
we forget Thee.  

Shadowed beneath Thy hand, 
May we forever stand,  
True to our God,  
True to our native land 
