
Timed Writing Prompt: Carefully read the two poems below, and then write an essay in which you compare and contrast their 
tones and explain how each poet’s tone supports his/her purpose or message. Remember that poets will use diction (word choice), 
imagery, description, and rhythm (meter) to establish tone, so you will likely want to address some of these elements in your essay.  
 
Strong essays will of course be clear and organized, but they will also offer insightful observations supported by specific 
evidence. You are allowed to use your class notes and a dictionary (if necessary), but bear in mind that the essay is due at the end 
of the class period. Good luck! 
 

“Theme for English B”  
Langston Hughes 
 
The instructor said, 
 
    Go home and write 
    a page tonight. 
    And let that page come out of you— 
    Then, it will be true. 
 
I wonder if it’s that simple? 
I am twenty-two, colored, born in Winston-Salem. 
I went to school there, then Durham, then here 
to this college on the hill above Harlem. 
I am the only colored student in my class. 
The steps from the hill lead down into Harlem, 
through a park, then I cross St. Nicholas, 
Eighth Avenue, Seventh, and I come to the Y, 
the Harlem Branch Y, where I take the elevator 
up to my room, sit down, and write this page: 
 
It’s not easy to know what is true for you or me  
at twenty-two, my age. But I guess I’m what  
I feel and see and hear, Harlem, I hear you: 
hear you, hear me—we two—you, me, talk on this page. 
(I hear New York, too.) Me—who? 
Well, I like to eat, sleep, drink, and be in love. 
I like to work, read, learn, and understand life. 
I like a pipe for a Christmas present, 
or records—Bessie, bop, or Bach. 
I guess being colored doesn’t make me not like 
the same things other folks like who are other races. 
So will my page be colored that I write? 
 
Being me, it will not be white.  
But it will be 
a part of you, instructor.  
You are white—  
yet a part of me, as I am a part of you.  
That’s American. 
Sometimes perhaps you don’t want to be a part of me.  
Nor do I often want to be a part of you. 
But we are, that’s true!  
As I learn from you,  
I guess you learn from me—  
although you’re older—and white—  
and somewhat more free. 
 
This is my page for English B. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“Still I Rise” 
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. 


