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I, too, am here. 

I sing out beyond the winding roads and buildings 
that touch the sky.

The street I live on is made up of families from 
all over the world. 

Our cultures twirl  
through the neighborhood 
like spinning leaves,  
spreading pieces of  
us all around. 



My family and I decorate our home 
with the places we were born and the 
many things we’ve seen. 

When it’s time to eat, I sit at the table with Grandma, Dad, and 
Mom. The smell of coconut milk and cornmeal simmering on 
the stove fill the air as I listen to the stories they tell.



Grandma tells of when she first 
left the island and its warm breeze. 
How the moon’s glow reflected 
differently off the rain in the new 
country. How she worked three 
jobs and saved enough money to 
send for my dad. 

She tells me about the night the 
police came knocking on her door, 
because her neighbors had re-
ported a crime. 

In bright red paint, someone had 
written GO HOME in big letters 
around her fence. 



So she bought two heavy cans of deep 
brown paint and covered the bright red 
words with long strokes of her brush. 

“You’re so strong, Grandma,” I say, “to 
carry such heavy cans.” 

She smiles at me. 

But I don’t understand her story. How 
someone could tell her to go home, 
when she already was?



Then Dad tells his story of the first time he saw 
snow. How he couldn’t tell if it was floating or 
falling. How the soft flakes seemed to dance 
around him. 

He tells me about how some boys from his class 
turned the soft flakes into hard snowballs and 
threw them at him.  

The boys yelled, “Go back 
where you belong!”

And they kept throwing 
snow until it was all he 
could taste. Sharp and 
cold.

So he cleaned his face and 
wiped away the melted 
snow. 



He still remembered how the flakes danced though, and 
he wanted to be able to float that way. Dad decided if he 
couldn’t dance or float in the sky, he would learn to soar. 

I say, “You did, Dad, and I want to learn how to soar like 
you.” 

“You will, my love, but you will soar even higher.” 

But I don’t understand his story, either. How the boys could 
tell him to go back where he belonged, when he was already 
there?



And then Mom tells her story of when and where she 
was born, during a time known as the Jim Crow South.

Where the law said that Black people didn’t have the 
same rights.

A place where she was not treated equally. A place so 
many people marched, sat, and spoke out to fight for the 
rights they deserved. 

Mom says it wasn’t only where 
she was born that this happened. 
That even today, people are still 
not always treated as equals. 



It is time for my story. 

Of the time at school, after we sang the national anthem, 
when a girl in my class did not want to hold my hand. 

When asked why, she pointed and whispered, “I don’t 
want to touch her skin.” She was pointing at my rich, 
dark brown skin.

I suddenly felt the weight of the 
heavy paint cans Grandma carried. 

The way snow tasted to Dad. 

And Mom’s words come to life. 



When I got home I cried long 
tears and told Mom. 

Then she read me a poem 
called, “I, Too,” by a man named 
Langston Hughes. “I know how 
he felt,” I told her. “I don’t feel so 
beautiful right now.” 

“Sometimes,” Mom said, “people will try to make you feel like you 
don’t belong. Sometimes their words will be loud, and sometimes, 
they’ll be whispered. And sometimes, they won’t use words at all. 
It may be a look, or even a gesture. But you are here. Your voice 
spreads like the morning sky and shines like the stars twinkling 
at night. You, too, are here.” 

Mom hugged me then,  
and I felt beautiful again. 

Because I am.  
We all are.



Some of us were born 
here, like me. 

And some of us were not.

Like Grandma, who 
taught me to be 
strong. 

Like Dad, who 
taught me to soar. 

Like Mom, who 
taught me to love. 



People come from all over the world. Our songs rise with the sun 
and spread with the horizon. Our stories and cultures shape the 
places we call home. 

I, too, know how it feels to be told I do not belong. 

But I know how wrong they are. They will see, and be ashamed. 

Because, I, too, am here. 

I am. 

I, too, am here.



Author’s Note

My mom read Langston Hughes’s poem, “I, Too,” to me when I was a 
kid. The poem, first published in 1926, paints a picture of the inequal-
ity many Black Americans, and Black people of other nationalities, 
faced and continue to face. It was a call for us to be “at the table,” as 
he puts it, and not made to feel lesser than or excluded. I was lucky 
to grow up around a mixture of people from different places. We 
respected each other. But I, and my family, were also around people 
who didn’t share that respect. People who found ways to show us, 
and tell us, that we weren’t welcome because of the color of our skin, 
or because some of us were born in different places. So, when I first 
heard the poem, it almost sang: 

They’ll see how beautiful I am 

And be ashamed— 

I understood those words and felt that they understood me. I want-
ed to write this story and share Langston Hughes’s words to remind 
everyone who’s been told or made to feel otherwise how beautiful 
they are. How much joy and wonder they bring to the people and 
places around them. That we are here, and that anyone who tries to 
make us feel differently should be ashamed. In reading this story, I 
hope we can learn to see the ways our words and actions can hurt 
others and how wrong they are. I hope, in reading this story, we are 
reminded how beautiful we are and always will be. 

Morgan Christie is the author of multiple books and has 
won the Arc Poetry Poem of the Year Contest, the Prairie Fire 
Fiction Prize, and the Howling Bird Press Nonfiction Book 
Award. Morgan wasn’t sure what she wanted to be when she 
grew up, but she knew that she wanted to make a difference 
in the world. She hopes that through the stories she tells she 
is doing just that. Morgan writes out of Toronto. 

Marley Berot is an illustrator with over ten years of 
combined personal and professional experience. Her 
portfolio includes cover art for Neuron, graphic design work 
for the Toronto International Film Festival, logo design, 
and book illustration. She runs her own online store called 
MarleysApothecary.com. Marley is very passionate about 
her work as an artist, and this can be seen in every piece she 
creates. She lives in the Toronto area.

For my mother, father, grandmother, 
and all of us that, too, are here.  

—MC 



Our stories and cultures 
shape the places we call home.

The street she lives on is made up of families from all over 
the world. Her family shares with her their stories of journey 
and struggle. Her own story begins here in this country, but 
she is sometimes made to feel she does not belong. 

She listens to her family’s voices. They tell her she will soar, 
they tell her she is beautiful. She listens and she says “I, too, 
am here. I belong.”

Inspired by Langston Hughes’s poem, “I, Too.”
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