If —
by Rudyard Kipling

If you can keep your head when all about you
Are losing theirs and blaming it on you,

If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,
But make allowance for their doubting too;

If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,
Or being lied about, don’t deal in lies,

Or being hated, don’t give way to hating,
And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise:

If you can dream —and not make dreams your master;
If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim;

If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster
And treat those two impostors just the same;

If you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,

Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken,
And stoop and build ‘em up with worn-out tools:

If you can make one heap of all your winnings
And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,

And lose, and start again at your beginnings
And never breathe a word about your loss;

If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew
To serve your turn long after they are gone,

And so hold on when there is nothing in you
Except the Will which says to them: “Hold on!’

If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,
Or walk with Kings —nor lose the common touch,
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,
If all men count with you, but none too much;
If you can fill the unforgiving minute
With sixty seconds” worth of distance run,
Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it,
And —which is more — you'll be a Man, my son!
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“I Have a Dream ...”
(Speech by Martin Luther King, Jr., delivered on 28 August 1963 at the “March on
Washington”)

I am happy to join with you today in what will go down in history as the greatest
demonstration for freedom in the history of our nation.

Five score years ago, a great American, in whose symbolic shadow we stand today,
signed the Emancipation Proclamation. This momentous decree came as a great
beacon light of hope to millions of Negro slaves who had been seared in the flames
of withering injustice. It came as a joyous daybreak to end the long night of their
captivity.

But one hundred years later, the Negro still is not free. One hundred years later, the
life of the Negro is still sadly crippled by the manacles of segregation and the chains
of discrimination. One hundred years later, the Negro lives on a lonely island of
poverty in the midst of a vast ocean of material prosperity. One hundred years later,
the Negro is still languishing in the corners of American society and finds himself an
exile in his own land. So we have come here today to dramatize a shameful
condition.

In a sense we have come to our nation’s capital to cash a check. When the architects
of our republic wrote the magnificent words of the Constitution and the Declaration
of Independence, they were signing a promissory note to which every American was
to fall heir. This note was a promise that all men, yes, black men as well as white
men, would be guaranteed the unalienable rights of life, liberty, and the pursuit of
happiness.

It is obvious today that America has defaulted on this promissory note insofar as her
citizens of color are concerned. Instead of honoring this sacred obligation, America
has given the Negro people a bad check, a check which has come back marked
“insufficient funds.” But we refuse to believe that the bank of justice is bankrupt. We
refuse to believe that there are insufficient funds in the great vaults of opportunity of
this nation. So we have come to cash this check — a check that will give us upon
demand the riches of freedom and the security of justice. We have also come to this
hallowed spot to remind America of the fierce urgency of now. This is no time to
engage in the luxury of cooling off or to take the tranquilizing drug of gradualism.
Now is the time to make real the promises of democracy. Now is the time to rise
from the dark and desolate valley of segregation to the sunlit path of racial justice.
Now is the time to lift our nation from the quick sands of racial injustice to the solid
rock of brotherhood. Now is the time to make justice a reality for all of God’s
children.

It would be fatal for the nation to overlook the urgency of the moment. This
sweltering summer of the Negro’s legitimate discontent will not pass until there is
an invigorating autumn of freedom and equality. Nineteen sixty-three is not an end,



but a beginning. Those who hope that the Negro needed to blow off steam and will
now be content will have a rude awakening if the nation returns to business as
usual. There will be neither rest nor tranquility in America until the Negro is granted
his citizenship rights. The whirlwinds of revolt will continue to shake the
foundations of our nation until the bright day of justice emerges.

But there is something that I must say to my people who stand on the warm
threshold which leads into the palace of justice. In the process of gaining our rightful
place we must not be guilty of wrongful deeds. Let us not seek to satisfy our thirst
for freedom by drinking from the cup of bitterness and hatred.

We must forever conduct our struggle on the high plane of dignity and discipline.
We must not allow our creative protest to degenerate into physical violence. Again
and again we must rise to the majestic heights of meeting physical force with soul
force. The marvelous new militancy which has engulfed the Negro community must
not lead us to a distrust of all white people, for many of our white brothers, as
evidenced by their presence here today, have come to realize that their destiny is
tied up with our destiny. They have come to realize that their freedom is inextricably
bound to our freedom. We cannot walk alone.

As we walk, we must make the pledge that we shall always march ahead. We cannot
turn back. There are those who are asking the devotees of civil rights, “When will
you be satisfied?” We can never be satisfied as long as the Negro is the victim of the
unspeakable horrors of police brutality. We can never be satisfied, as long as our
bodies, heavy with the fatigue of travel, cannot gain lodging in the motels of the
highways and the hotels of the cities. We cannot be satisfied as long as the Negro’s
basic mobility is from a smaller ghetto to a larger one. We can never be satisfied as
long as our children are stripped of their selfhood and robbed of their dignity by
signs stating “For Whites Only”. We cannot be satisfied as long as a Negro in
Mississippi cannot vote and a Negro in New York believes he has nothing for which
to vote. No, no, we are not satisfied, and we will not be satisfied until justice rolls
down like waters and righteousness like a mighty stream.

I am not unmindful that some of you have come here out of great trials and
tribulations. Some of you have come fresh from narrow jail cells. Some of you have
come from areas where your quest for freedom left you battered by the storms of
persecution and staggered by the winds of police brutality. You have been the
veterans of creative suffering. Continue to work with the faith that unearned
suffering is redemptive.

Go back to Mississippi, go back to Alabama, go back to South Carolina, go back to
Georgia, go back to Louisiana, go back to the slums and ghettos of our northern
cities, knowing that somehow this situation can and will be changed. Let us not
wallow in the valley of despair.



I say to you today, my friends, so even though we face the difficulties of today and
tomorrow, I still have a dream. It is a dream deeply rooted in the American dream.

I have a dream that one day this nation will rise up and live out the true meaning of
its creed: “We hold these truths to be self-evident: that all men are created equal.”

I have a dream that one day on the red hills of Georgia the sons of former slaves and
the sons of former slave owners will be able to sit down together at the table of
brotherhood.

I have a dream that one day even the state of Mississippi, a state sweltering with the
heat of injustice, sweltering with the heat of oppression, will be transformed into an
oasis of freedom and justice.

I have a dream that my four little children will one day live in a nation where they
will not be judged by the color of their skin but by the content of their character.

I have a dream today.

I have a dream that one day, down in Alabama, with its vicious racists, with its
governor having his lips dripping with the words of interposition and nullification;
one day right there in Alabama, little black boys and black girls will be able to join
hands with little white boys and white girls as sisters and brothers.

I have a dream today.

I have a dream that one day every valley shall be exalted, every hill and mountain
shall be made low, the rough places will be made plain, and the crooked places will
be made straight, and the glory of the Lord shall be revealed, and all flesh shall see it
together.

This is our hope. This is the faith that I go back to the South with. With this faith we
will be able to hew out of the mountain of despair a stone of hope. With this faith we
will be able to transform the jangling discords of our nation into a beautiful
symphony of brotherhood. With this faith we will be able to work together, to pray
together, to struggle together, to go to jail together, to stand up for freedom together,
knowing that we will be free one day.

This will be the day when all of God’s children will be able to sing with a new
meaning, “My country, ‘tis of thee, sweet land of liberty, of thee I sing. Land where
my fathers died, land of the pilgrim’s pride, from every mountainside, let freedom
ring.”

And if America is to be a great nation this must become true. So let freedom ring
from the prodigious hilltops of New Hampshire. Let freedom ring from the mighty



mountains of New York. Let freedom ring from the heightening Alleghenies of
Pennsylvania!

Let freedom ring from the snowcapped Rockies of Colorado!

Let freedom ring from the curvaceous slopes of California!

But not only that; let freedom ring from Stone Mountain of Georgia!
Let freedom ring from Lookout Mountain of Tennessee!

Let freedom ring from every hill and molehill of Mississippi. From every
mountainside, let freedom ring.

And when this happens, when we allow freedom to ring, when we let it ring from
every village and every hamlet, from every state and every city, we will be able to
speed up that day when all of God’s children, black men and white men, Jews and
Gentiles, Protestants and Catholics, will be able to join hands and sing in the words
of the old Negro spiritual, “Free at last! free at last! thank God Almighty, we are free

at last!”
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The Road Not Taken
by Robert Frost

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both

And be one traveler, long I stood

And looked down one as far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair,

And having perhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Though as for that the passing there
Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, I kept the first for another day!

Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I—
I took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.



The Sporting Spirit
by George Orwell
(Excerpt)

... am always amazed when I hear people saying that sport creates goodwill
between the nations, and that if only the common peoples of the world could meet
one another at football or cricket, they would have no inclination to meet on the
battlefield. Even if one didn't know from concrete examples (the 1936 Olympic
Games, for instance) that international sporting contests lead to orgies of hatred, one
could deduce it from general principles.

Nearly all the sports practised nowadays are competitive. You play to win, and
the game has little meaning unless you do your utmost to win. On the village green,
where you pick up sides and no feeling of local patriotism is involved. it is possible
to play simply for the fun and exercise: but as soon as the question of prestige arises,
as soon as you feel that you and some larger unit will be disgraced if you lose, the
most savage combative instincts are aroused. Anyone who has played even in a
school football match knows this. At the international level sport is frankly mimic
warfare. But the significant thing is not the behaviour of the players but the attitude
of the spectators: and, behind the spectators, of the nations who work themselves
into furies over these absurd contests, and seriously believe — at any rate for short
periods — that running, jumping and kicking a ball are tests of national virtue.

Even a leisurely game like cricket, demanding grace rather than strength, can
cause much ill-will, as we saw in the controversy over body-line bowling and over
the rough tactics of the Australian team that visited England in 1921. Football, a
game in which everyone gets hurt and every nation has its own style of play which
seems unfair to foreigners, is far worse. Worst of all is boxing. One of the most
horrible sights in the world is a fight between white and coloured boxers before a
mixed audience. But a boxing audience is always disgusting ...

In England, the obsession with sport is bad enough, but even fiercer passions
are aroused in young countries where games playing and nationalism are both
recent developments. In countries like India or Burma, it is necessary at football
matches to have strong cordons of police to keep the crowd from invading the field.
In Burma, I have seen the supporters of one side break through the police and
disable the goalkeeper of the opposing side at a critical moment. The first big
football match that was played in Spain about fifteen years ago led to an
uncontrollable riot. As soon as strong feelings of rivalry are aroused, the notion of
playing the game according to the rules always vanishes. People want to see one
side on top and the other side humiliated, and they forget that victory gained
through cheating or through the intervention of the crowd is meaningless. Even
when the spectators don't intervene physically, they try to influence the game by
cheering their own side and “rattling” opposing players with boos and insults.
Serious sport has nothing to do with fair play. It is bound up with hatred, jealousy,
boastfulness, disregard of all rules and sadistic pleasure in witnessing violence: in
other words, it is war minus the shooting.

Instead of blah-blahing about the clean, healthy rivalry of the football field and
the great part played by the Olympic Games in bringing the nations together, it is



more useful to inquire how and why this modern cult of sport arose. Most of the
games we now play are of ancient origin, but sport does not seem to have been taken
very seriously between Roman times and the nineteenth century. Even in the English
public schools the games cult did not start till the later part of the last century. Dr
Arnold, generally regarded as the founder of the modern public school, looked on
games as simply a waste of time. Then, chiefly in England and the United States,
games were built up into a heavily-financed activity, capable of attracting vast
crowds and rousing savage passions, and the infection spread from country to
country. It is the most violently combative sports, football and boxing, that have
spread the widest. There cannot be much doubt that the whole thing is bound up
with the rise of nationalism — that is, with the lunatic modern habit of identifying
oneself with large power units and seeing everything in terms of competitive
prestige. Also, organised games are more likely to flourish in urban communities
where the average human being lives a sedentary or at least a confined life, and does
not get much opportunity for creative labour. In a rustic community a boy or young
man works off a good deal of his surplus energy by walking, swimming,
snowballing, climbing trees, riding horses, and by various sports involving cruelty to
animals, such as fishing, cock-fighting and ferreting for rats. In a big town one must
indulge in group activities if one wants an outlet for one's physical strength or for
one's sadistic impulses. Games are taken seriously in London and New York, and
they were taken seriously in Rome and Byzantium: in the Middle Ages they were
played, and probably played with much physical brutality, but they were not mixed
up with politics nor a cause of group hatreds.

... I do not, of course, suggest that sport is one of the main causes of
international rivalry; big-scale sport is itself, I think, merely another effect of the
causes that have produced nationalism. Still, you do make things worse by sending
forth a team of eleven men, labelled as national champions, to do battle against some
rival team, and allowing it to be felt on all sides that whichever nation is defeated

will “lose face”.
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