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See the martyr and miss the man.
See the vision but be blind to the execution.
See the execution but be blind to the visionary.
See, King is killed every day, again and again.

He was peaceful, but never silent.
To the cops who beat him with violence,
King’s paternal line traced to Ireland.[footnoteRef:1] [1:  The Social Life of DNA. Author: Alondra Nelson. https://www.google.com/books/edition/The_Social_Life_of_DNA/Xd7YCwAAQBAJ?hl=en&gbpv=1&bsq=ireland%20mtdna . Accessed January 14, 2024.] 

Yet they see no connection, just an island.

We remember King but forget Martin.
He wasn’t perfect, but he was the best.
Sometimes, he smoked. Sometimes, he cheated.
But he always fought and would rarely rest.

His heart was overworked, and his mind was too.
Since childhood, he would often get blue.
He was angry at the way whites treated blacks.
He and Malcolm began to have each other’s backs.

He didn’t let his anger transform to hate.
To become his enemy was not his fate.
He taught John Hume and John Lewis
That love is God and never useless.






