
Let America Be America Again 
By Langston Hughes 
 
Let America be America again. 
Let it be the dream it used to be. 
Let it be the pioneer on the plain 
Seeking a home where he himself is free. 
  
(America never was America to me.) 
  
Let America be the dream the dreamers dreamed— 
Let it be that great strong land of love 
Where never kings connive nor tyrants scheme 
That any man be crushed by one above. 
  
(It never was America to me.) 
  
O, let my land be a land where Liberty 
Is crowned with no false patriotic wreath, 
But opportunity is real, and life is free, 
Equality is in the air we breathe. 
  
(There's never been equality for me, 
Nor freedom in this "homeland of the free.") 
  
Say, who are you that mumbles in the dark? 
And who are you that draws your veil across the stars? 
  
I am the poor white, fooled and pushed apart, 
I am the Negro bearing slavery's scars. 
I am the red man driven from the land, 
I am the immigrant clutching the hope I seek— 
And finding only the same old stupid plan 
Of dog eat dog, of mighty crush the weak. 
  
I am the young man, full of strength and hope, 
Tangled in that ancient endless chain 
Of profit, power, gain, of grab the land! 
Of grab the gold! Of grab the ways of satisfying need! 
Of work the men! Of take the pay! 
Of owning everything for one's own greed! 
  
I am the farmer, bondsman to the soil. 
I am the worker sold to the machine. 
I am the Negro, servant to you all. 
I am the people, humble, hungry, mean— 



Hungry yet today despite the dream. 
Beaten yet today—O, Pioneers! 
I am the man who never got ahead, 
The poorest worker bartered through the years. 
  
Yet I'm the one who dreamt our basic dream 
In the Old World while still a serf of kings, 
Who dreamt a dream so strong, so brave, so true, 
That even yet its mighty daring sings 
In every brick and stone, in every furrow turned 
That's made America the land it has become. 
O, I'm the man who sailed those early seas 
In search of what I meant to be my home— 
For I'm the one who left dark Ireland's shore, 
And Poland's plain, and England's grassy lea, 
And torn from Black Africa's strand I came 
To build a "homeland of the free." 
  
The free? 
  
Who said the free?  Not me? 
Surely not me?  The millions on relief today? 
The millions shot down when we strike? 
The millions who have nothing for our pay? 
For all the dreams we've dreamed 
And all the songs we've sung 
And all the hopes we've held 
And all the flags we've hung, 
The millions who have nothing for our pay— 
Except the dream that's almost dead today. 
  
O, let America be America again— 
The land that never has been yet— 
And yet must be—the land where every man is free. 
The land that's mine—the poor man's, Indian's, Negro's, ME— 
Who made America, 
Whose sweat and blood, whose faith and pain, 
Whose hand at the foundry, whose plow in the rain, 
Must bring back our mighty dream again. 
  
Sure, call me any ugly name you choose— 
The steel of freedom does not stain. 
From those who live like leeches on the people's lives, 
We must take back our land again, 
America! 
  



O, yes, 
I say it plain, 
America never was America to me, 
And yet I swear this oath— 
America will be! 
  
Out of the rack and ruin of our gangster death, 
The rape and rot of graft, and stealth, and lies, 
We, the people, must redeem 
The land, the mines, the plants, the rivers. 
The mountains and the endless plain— 
All, all the stretch of these great green states— 
And make America again! 
 
 
MAN AND THE ECHO AND MY REPLY 
(First stanza only – by William Butler Yeats) 
 
Man. In a cleft that’s christened Alt 
 Under broken stone I halt 
 At the bottom of a pit 
 That broad noon has never lit, 
 And shout a secret to the stone. 
 All that I have said and done, 
 Now that I am old and ill, 
 Turns into a question till 
 I lie awake night after night 
 And never get the answers right. 
 Did that play of mine send out 
 Certain men the English shot? 
 Did words of mine put too great strain 
 On that woman’s reeling brain? 
 Could my spoken words have checked 
 That whereby a house lay wrecked? 
 And all seems evil until I 
 Sleepless would lie down and die. 
 
Echo.  Lie down and die. 
 
 
MY REPLY 
 
Man. I asked of some of the IRA 
 Men and women 
 All had had their say. 
 



 I asked of some of Sinn Féin’s ranks 
 And of others 
 Less forceful 
 But who no less drank 
 Of freedom’s cup and its heady draught. 
 Was it Willie’s words which drove you out 
 An early grave your price to pay? 
 Or did they give naught but voice 
 To deeds of heart 
 Freely done 
 On those your dying days? 
 And here is what I heard them say. 
 Rest easy, dearest Willy. 
 
Echo. Rest easy.  
 
 
 
EMMA BRODY’S MONOLOGUE 
SCENE 14 - THE TWO SISTERS / Armagh Women’s Prison, Ireland, 1970s-80s 
 
She lay lifeless in my arms.   
A wee one ... not yet two.  
What harm could she have done?   
 
Some agony, some sorrow,  
I know not what,  
drove him to shake her, batter her ...  
and me, as he did.   
 
My hands, forever stained ...  
my soul, thus shattered ...  
I now call this drab-walled house of stench and grief 
my home ...  
neither tender touch  
nor warm whisper  
to quiet the ever-quarreling voices within. 
 
 Ireland bleeds ... ! 
 
I look on these creatures ...  
their faces ...  
their hands, their hair ...  
gaze into their eyes ...  
they smile inside ...  
some ...  



others, such hurt ...  
deep wounds of days gone by ...  
but all, their womanly frames ...  
built to create ...  
to nurture and give life,  
not to take. 
 
The blood that pools between their legs ...  
ignored, ignobly, by a heartless state ...  
scars a line upon our earth ...  
as we each – 
one, on the one side,  
one, on the other -   
must find our place ...  
as this – we - an all too human race,  
conjure up causes  
to inflict indignity and pain ...  
 
Always ... and everywhere ... madness!   

 
It is not Ireland alone which suffers so ...  
where ever there is hatred, a price is paid ...  
for those sore pressed, doubly so ...  
 
I gaze on these ...  
some with children, some without ...  
and ask …  
my God – how can this be?    
A world so poisoned ...  
must a mother give up,  
of all that is a part of her ...   
body and soul ...   
and lay her innocence into its grave?   
 
Can a flag-draped coffin,  
of any stripe,  
be sufficient recompense ...  
to leave such bitterness,  
our legacy,  
to those who come behind?  

 
I ask you this ...  
just this one thing ...  
if you have ever held a child,  
whether another’s or your own ...  
how can you condone  



any amount of bitterness,  
bigotry, discrimination or hate ...  
when, knowing,  
it is your OWN flesh and blood,  
as well as THEIRS,  
which you so violate...  
 
... if not for you,  
then, for the children’s sake ...  
if not for you,  
then, at least for them...  
if not for you ...  

  
... if not 
… for you ...  
 
 
 


