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Langston Hughes (1902-1967) 
Selected Poems 
 
“I, Too” 
 
I, too, sing America.          1 
 
I am the darker brother. 
They send me to eat in the kitchen 
When company comes, 
But I laugh,            5 
And eat well, 
And grow strong. 
 
Tomorrow, 
I’ll be at the table 
When company comes.          10 
Nobody’ll dare 
Say to me, 
“Eat in the kitchen,  
Then. 
 
Besides,            15 
They’ll see how beautiful I am 
And be ashamed— 
 
I, too, am America.           18 
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“The Negro Mother” 
 
Children, I come back today        1 
To tell you a story of the long dark way 
That I had to climb, that I had to know 
In order that the race might live and grow. 
Look at my face—dark as the night—       5 
Yet shining like the sun with love’s true light. 
I am the child they stole from the sand 
Three hundred years ago in Africa’s land. 
I am the dark girl who crossed the wide sea 
Carrying in my body the seed of the free.      10 
I am the woman who worked in the field 
Bringing the cotton and the corn to yield. 
I am the one who labored as a slave, 
Beaten and mistreated for the work that I gave— 
Children sold away from me, husband sold, too.     15 
No safety, no love, no respect was I due. 
Three hundred years in the deepest South: 
But God put a song and a prayer in my mouth. 
God put a dream like steel in my soul. 
Now, through my children, I’m reaching the goal.     20 
Now, through my children, young and free, 
I realize the blessings denied to me. 
I couldn’t read then, I couldn’t write. 
I had nothing, back there in the night. 
Sometimes, the valley was filled with tears,      25 
But I kept trudging on through the lonely years. 
Sometimes, the road was hot with sun, 
But I had to keep on till my work was done: 
I had to keep on! No stopping for me— 
I was the seed of the coming Free.        30 
I nourished the dream that nothing could smother 
Deep in my breast—the Negro mother. 
I had only hope then, but now through you, 
Dark ones of today, my dreams must come true: 
All you dark children in the world out there      35 
Remember my sweat, my pain, my despair. 
Remember my years, heavy with sorrow— 
And make of those years a torch for tomorrow. 
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Make of my past a road to the light 
Out of the darkness, the ignorance, the night.      40 
Lift high my banner out of the dust. 
Stand like free men supporting my trust. 
Believe in the right, let none push you back. 
Remember the whip and the slaver’s track. 
Remember how the strong in struggle and strife     45 
Still bar you the way, and deny you life— 
But march ever forward, breaking down bars. 
Look ever upward at the sun and the stars. 
Oh, my dark children, may my dreams and my prayers 
Impel you forever up the great stairs—       50 
For I will be with you till no white brother 
Dares keep down the children of the Negro mother.     52 
 
 
“Open Letter to the South” 
 
White workers of the South        1 
 Miners, 
 Farmers, 
 Mechanics, 
 Mill hands,          5 
 Shop girls, 
 Railway men, 
 Servants, 
 Tobacco workers, 
 Sharecroppers,         10 
 GREETINGS! 
 
I am the black worker, 
 Listen: 
That the land might be ours, 
And the mines and the factories and the office towers     15 
At Harlan, Richmond, Gastonia, Atlanta, New Orleans; 
That the plants and the roads and the tools of power 
Be ours: 
 
Let us forget what Booker T. said, 
“Separate as the fingers.”         20 
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Let us become instead, you and I, 
One single hand 
That can united rise 
To smash the old dead dogmas of the past— 
To kill the lies of color         25 
That keep the rich enthroned 
And drive us to the time-clock and the plower 
Helpless, stupid, scattered, and alone—as now— 
Race against race, 
Because one is black,         30 
Another white of face. 
 
Let us new lessons learn, 
All workers, 
New life-ways make, 
One union form:          35 
Until the future burns out 
Every past mistake 
Let us together, say: 
“You are my brother, black or white, 
You my sister—now—today!”        40 
For me, no more, the great migration to the North. 
Instead: migration into force and power— 
Tuskegee with a new flag on the tower! 
On every lynching tree, a poster crying FREE 
Because, O poor white workers,        45 
You have linked your hands with me. 
 
We did not know that we were brothers. 
Now we know! 
Out of that brotherhood 
Let power grow!          50 
We did not know 
That we were strong. 
Now we see 
In union lies our strength. 
Let union be           55 
The force that breaks the time-clock, 
Smashes misery, 
Takes land, 
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Takes factories, 
Takes office towers,          60 
Takes tools and banks and mines. 
Railroads, ships and dams, 
Until the forces of the world 
Are ours! 
 
White worker,          65 
Here is my hand. 
 
Today, 
We’re Man to Man.          68 


