I Have a Dream, MLK, August 28, 1963
(syllables, as used in Birthday Symphony)
And so e-ven though we face the dif-fi-cul-ties of to-day and to-mor-row, I still have a dream. It is a dream deep-ly root-ed in the A-mer-i-can dream.
I have a dream that one day this na-tion will rise up and live out the true mean-ing of its creed: "We hold these truths to be self-ev-i-dent, that all men are cre-a-ted equal."
I have a dream that one day on the red hills of Georg-ia, the sons of for-mer slaves and the sons of for-mer slave own-ers will be a-ble to sit down to-ge-ther at the ta-ble of broth-er-hood.
I have a dream that one day e-ven the state of Mis-sis-sip-pi, a state swell-ter-ing with the heat of in-jus-tice, swell-ter-ing with the heat of op-pres-sion, will be trans-formed in-to an o-a-sis of free-dom and jus-tice.
I have a dream that my four lit-tle chil-dren will one day live in a na-tion where they will not be judged by the co-lor of their skin but by the con-tent of their char-ac-ter.
I have a dream to-day!
I have a dream that one day, down in Al-a-bam-a, with its vi-cious ra-cists, with its go-ver-nor hav-ing his lips drip-ping with the words of "in-ter-po-si-tion" and "null-i-fi-ca-tion" -- one day right there in Al-a-ba-ma lit-tle black boys and black girls will be a-ble to join hands with lit-tle white boys and white girls as sis-ters and broth-ers.
I have a dream today!
I have a dream that one day eve-ry val-ley shall be exal-ted, and eve-ry hill and moun-tain shall be made low, the rough pla-ces will be made plain, and the crook-ed pla-ces will be made straight; "and the glo-ry of the Lord shall be re-vealed and all flesh shall see it to-ge-ther."
This is our hope, and this is the faith that I go back to the South with.
With this faith, we will be a-ble to hew out of the moun-tain of des-pair a stone of hope. With this faith, we will be a-ble to trans-form the jang-ling dis-cords of our na-tion in-to a beau-ti-ful sym-pho-ny of bro-ther-hood. With this faith, we will be a-ble to work to-ge-ther, to pray to-ge-ther, to strug-gle to-ge-ther, to go to jail to-ge-ther, to stand up for free-dom to-ge-ther, know-ing that we will be free one day.
And this will be the day -- this will be the day when all of God's chil-dren will be able to sing with new mean-ing:
My coun-try 'tis of thee, sweet land of li-ber-ty, of thee I sing.
Land where my fa-thers died, land of the Pil-grim's pride,
From eve-ry moun-tain-side, let free-dom ring!
And if A-mer-i-ca is to be a great na-tion, this must be-come true.
And so let free-dom ring from the pro-di-gi-ous hill-tops of New Hamp-shire.
Let free-dom ring from the migh-ty moun-tains of New York.
Let free-dom ring from the heigh-ten-ing Al-le-ghe-nies of Penn-syl-va-nia.
Let free-dom ring from the snow-capped Rock-ies of Co-lo-ra-do.
Let free-dom ring from the cur-va-ceous slopes of Ca-li-for-nia.
But not only that:
Let free-dom ring from Stone Moun-tain of Geor-gia.
Let free-dom ring from Look-out Moun-tain of Ten-nes-see.
Let free-dom ring from eve-ry hill and molehill of Mississippi.
From eve-ry moun-tain-side, let free-dom ring.
And when this hap-pens, when we al-low free-dom ring, when we let it ring from eve-ry vil-lage and eve-ry ham-let, from eve-ry state and eve-ry city, we will be a-ble to speed up that day when all of God's chil-dren, black men and white men, Jews and Gen-tiles, Pro-tes-tants and Cath-o-lics, will be able to join hands and sing in the words of the old Ne-gro spir-i-tual:
                Free at last! Free at last!
                Thank God Al-migh-ty, we are free at last!

