Aug 28, 1963 a man by the name of Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr, had a dream… about me
And I don’t know if the night before as he slept the dream crept into his subconsciousness  or if it leapt into his being…completely aware of the plight of everyday life of the then called Negro
I only know…he dreamt of me…

And standing at the Lincoln Memorial in Washington DC he began with a reflection of how the Negro wasn’t free…how 100 years after the Emancipation Proclamation, America was enslaved by segregation and discrimination…and he talked about how even dwelling in the land of such prosperity the Negro lived in isolated poverty…and I was yet to be born…but he was dreaming of me…

You see, as his speech went on it became hope filled despite all that had been done, it was clear that he still…dared to dream…and of all the things he told the attendees that day one of the most important things he would say…was “go back to the slums and ghettos knowing that somehow this situation will be changed…” I am that somehow…I am that change…and I can see now that some of you are looking at me strange, so, I’ll explain…

I was born into this world 14 years post Dr. King’s dream…homeless…my mother didn’t have anything that was her own and my father was in Vietnam, so he was gone…and neither of them could have ever known how much that would change him…we stayed with my Aunt until my mother found us a place doing the best she could in her state, needless to say I grew up in the projects or what Dr. King would call the ghetto or slums…so I know exactly where he’s coming from when he referenced their situation…I have seen firsthand the frustration etched across my mother’s brow and that is why now…I stand before you declaring…I am the dream…

I think about all the injustices I’ve seen coloring inside the poverty lines we lived below…and how time after time after time after time…I could have accepted that reality as mine and said this is where I belong…sang myself a sad song and faulted the world for discriminating against me…for not letting me be who I wanted to be…but that…that wasn’t my destiny…

See Dr. King had already dreamed by reality…and so for me, it was not “free at last”  but free at first…breath taken upon this earth…free at birth…a new born reality where I can stand holding the hand of my fellow man and not be black…

What in the world does she mean by that?

[bookmark: _GoBack]I mean… I can be seen… as simply a human…being…existing in a world where what was once a means to segregate is now used to celebrate all the things that delineate us one from another…sex…class…religion…color…we are not all the same…nor do we wish to be…we have discovered the beauty in our diversity…and to me it just seems…even better than the dream…is reality…and I’m certain there were some who thought it could not be done…just as I’m certain now there are those who will vow…to do more…to keep pressing forward…and I do not disagree that there is still more yet to do…but take a moment and look at me and you…were we to go back just 51 years …the two  of us would not be standing here…hands intertwined as I read these lines about how we’ve overcome…and yes there are still some…but they don’t diminish what has already been done…look at me…look at you…standing here…a dream come true.. 
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