“I have a dream,” voiced a quiet fire,
Born from our nation’s oppression,
Guarded, harsh. A coil of barbed wire.
63 years ago in this changing place,
Yet that dream remains face-to-face.

It didn’t fade when the speech was done,
Now we still carry it beneath our rising sun.
“We have a dream,”

Proclaimed voices of courage and flame,
Unwavering endeavor behind our names.

Courage bulldozes through silence,
Resilience endures beneath olive branches.
One wants to burn,

The other wants to last.

250 years, undiscouraged.

A kaleidoscope of fire sparks the Fourth of July,
Yet the dream lingers in the hands of children,
Flying red, white, and blue kites.

Now, we have a dream.
Forged by hardship, rooted in liberty,



