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These are wonderful words and great ideals. Unfortunately, our actions as Americans do not always live up to 

these ideals. Racism, Sexism, Homophobia, Materialism, Warring Madness, Wealth Inequality, School 

Shootings, Denial of Reproductive Rights and other major issues make a mockery of liberty and equality. How 

can we declare that all people are created equal when people are massacred because they are black, when 

native people have been cheated, displaced, and murdered, when women are denied power over their own 

bodies, when wealth inequality is greater in the USA than any other major developed nation, when this 

country has the largest prison population in the world, and the list goes on?    

You’re a Grand Old Flag 

You’re a grand old flag, 

You’re a high flying flag, 

And forever in peace may you wave. 

You’re the emblem of 

The land I love. 

The home of the free and the brave. 

 

The Embodiment of the Spirit of Freedom 

 

Americans are not a particular people from a particular place. 

They are the embodiment of the human spirit of freedom. 

Everyone who holds to that spirit, everywhere is an American. 

 

Whose Fourth of July? 

 

Thirty lines below the famous quote, “All men are created equal,” The Declaration of Independence refers to 

Natives as merciless Indian savages. 

 

It’s More Important Now Than Ever to Vote 

 

I think or country’s really on the precipice. I think that we are looking at not only the erosion of these rights, 

the throwing the door open to unfettered, unregulated gun access but we’re also looking at dismantling the 

federal government, how it protects our air, and our water, and everything that goes along with it. I think it’s 

important that people recognize if there were ever a time to vote and to vote, literally, for your rights and our 

future, it’s this midterm. 

 

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

July 4th Meditation 

Spirit of Life and Love, I come before you  

Black and brown and red and yellow and alabaster, 

I come longing for the simpler days that truly never 

Were our lot. 

And I am an American. 



Hear these voices, as in the complexity of our days,  

I am Humanist and Christian, Muslim and Jew 

Pagan and Atheist and Buddhist and UU 

And I am an American. 

I am one who fought for my country 

And I am at the same time one who protested war 

And I am an American. 

Amongst the division of our days, 

I’ve struggled in poverty 

And I’ve accepted the profits of wealth 

And I am an American. 

I am an owner of weapons, and  

I am one who would control our nation’s guns,  

By limiting the who’s and what’s and how’s 

And I am an American. 

As light is shone on our divisions, 

I live with often-unacknowledged privilege 

And I am moved to rage at 

The complexity of intersecting oppressions 

And I am an American. 

In the challenge of our days 

I am one who supports my country, right or wrong, 

And I am one who claims the tradition of dissent 

And I am an American. 

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

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.") 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/langston-hughes


  
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! 

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

In this polarized season, 

I am Democrat and I am Republican, 

I am Libertarian and I am Independent, 

I am Green and I am confused 

And I am and American. 

Spirit of hope, sit with us in our diversities. 

Help us hear one another in our divisions.  

Grant that, beginning in this community, 

We may honor one another’s Truths, 

And know that a just and faithful tomorrow 

Begins here, in our hearts. 

For with all our problems, with all our pain,  

With all our limitations and mistakes,  

We are Americans.  

 

Maureen Killoran 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

 

“ “Still I Rise” 
BY MAYA ANGELOU 

 
You may write me down in history 
With your bitter, twisted lies, 
You may trod me in the very dirt 
But still, like dust, I'll rise. 
 
Does my sassiness upset you? 
Why are you beset with gloom? 
’Cause I walk like I've got oil wells 
Pumping in my living room. 
 
Just like moons and like suns, 
With the certainty of tides, 
Just like hopes springing high, 
Still I'll rise. 
 
Did you want to see me broken? 
Bowed head and lowered eyes? 
Shoulders falling down like teardrops, 
Weakened by my soulful cries? 
 
Does my haughtiness offend you? 
Don't you take it awful hard 
’Cause I laugh like I've got gold mines 
Diggin’ in my own backyard. 
 
You may shoot me with your words, 
You may cut me with your eyes, 
You may kill me with your hatefulness, 
But still, like air, I’ll rise. 
 
Does my sexiness upset you? 
Does it come as a surprise 
That I dance like I've got diamonds 
At the meeting of my thighs? 
 
Out of the huts of history’s shame 
I rise 
Up from a past that’s rooted in pain 
I rise 
I'm a black ocean, leaping and wide, 
Welling and swelling I bear in the tide. 
 
Leaving behind nights of terror and fear 
I rise 
Into a daybreak that’s wondrously clear 
I rise 
Bringing the gifts that my ancestors gave, 
I am the dream and the hope of the slave. 
I rise 
I rise 
I rise. 

 


