
“I Hear America Singing” 
 
Walt Whitman 
 

I hear America singing, the varied carols I hear, 

Those of mechanics, each one singing his as it should be blithe 

     and strong, 

The carpenter singing his as he measures his plank or beam, 

The mason singing his as he makes ready for work, or leaves off 

     work, 

The boatman singing what belongs to him in his boat, the 

     deckhand singing on the steamboat deck, 

The shoemaker singing as he sits on his bench, the hatter singing 

     as he stands, 

The wood-cutter’s song, the ploughboy’s on his way in the 

     morning, or at noon intermission or at sundown, 

The delicious singing of the mother, or of the young wife at 

     work, or of the girl sewing or washing, 

Each singing what belongs to him or her and to none else, 

The day what belongs to the day—at night the party of young 

     fellows, robust, friendly, 

Singing with open mouths their strong melodious songs. 

 
  



“I, Too, Sing America” 
 
Langston Hughes 
 

I, too, sing America. 

 

I am the darker brother. 

They send me to eat in the kitchen 

When company comes, 

But I laugh, 

And eat well, 

And grow strong. 

 

Tomorrow, 

I’ll be at the table 

When company comes. 

Nobody’ll dare 

Say to me, 

“Eat in the kitchen," 

Then. 

 

Besides,  

They’ll see how beautiful I am 

And be ashamed— 

 

I, too, am America. 

 

 

  



“Theme for English B” 

By Langston Hughes 

The instructor said, 
Go home and write  
a page tonight.  
And let that page come out of you---  
Then, it will be true. 
I wonder if it's that simple?  
I am twenty-two, colored, born in Winston-Salem.  
I went to school there, then Durham, then here  
to this college on the hill above Harlem.  
I am the only colored student in my class.  
The steps from the hill lead down into Harlem  
through a park, then I cross St. Nicholas,  
Eighth Avenue, Seventh, and I come to the Y,  
the Harlem Branch Y, where I take the elevator  
up to my room, sit down, and write this page: 
It's not easy to know what is true for you or me  
at twenty-two, my age. But I guess I'm what  
I feel and see and hear, Harlem, I hear you:  
hear you, hear me---we two---you, me, talk on this page.  
(I hear New York too.) Me---who?  
Well, I like to eat, sleep, drink, and be in love.  
I like to work, read, learn, and understand life.  
I like a pipe for a Christmas present,  
or records---Bessie, bop, or Bach.  
I guess being colored doesn't make me NOT like  
the same things other folks like who are other races.  
So will my page be colored that I write?  
Being me, it will not be white.  
But it will be  
a part of you, instructor.  
You are white---  
yet a part of me, as I am a part of you.  
That's American.  
Sometimes perhaps you don't want to be a part of me.  
Nor do I often want to be a part of you.  
But we are, that's true!  
As I learn from you, 
I guess you learn from me---  
although you're older---and white---  
and somewhat more free. 
This is my page for English B. 
 
  



“America” 
 
Claude McKay 
 

Although she feeds me bread of bitterness, 

And sinks into my throat her tiger’s tooth, 

Stealing my breath of life, I will confess 

I love this cultured hell that tests my youth. 

Her vigor flows like tides into my blood, 

Giving me strength erect against her hate, 

Her bigness sweeps my being like a flood. 

Yet, as a rebel fronts a king in state, 

I stand within her walls with not a shred 

Of terror, malice, not a word of jeer. 

Darkly I gaze into the days ahead, 

And see her might and granite wonders there, 

Beneath the touch of Time’s unerring hand, 

Like priceless treasures sinking in the sand. 

 
 
 
 


