


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. 

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. 



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 quicksands of racial injustice to the solid 

rock of brotherhood. Now is the time to make justice a 

reality for all of God's children. 

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. 



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. 



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 colour of their skin but by the content of 

their character. 

And if America is to be a  

great nation, this must become  

true. And 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 snow-capped 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. 


