Birmingham

I wonder what these four girls dreamt of. Did they dream of ice cream cones, color televisions, the little boy down the street that they were planning on setting up house with. Did they dream of pony rides, notes passed back and forth and Mama’s apple pie. Or did they dream of the deafening blast and then absolute silence, did they dream of the acrid smell of burning flesh, the blood that ran like wine. Did they dream of their mothers inconsolable wailing. For there is no more pitiful thing then a childless mother. 

That fateful morning at the 16th street church as they were changing into their choir robes, gossiping about Jimmy Joe and getting tangled up in their fine clothes. I wonder if they had any premonition of what was to come. One last look at their friends’ faces, the tattered and torn wallpaper on the basement wall, that picture of Jesus that always seemed to be askew. 

The names of these children, Cynthia, Carole, Addie Mae and Neicie are burned into this countries’ conscience, but these children were so much more than their names, so much more than the horrible facts. These were each and individually precious lives complete with laughter, sorrow, tenderness, and yes, even dreams.

Our dreams in this day are formed by their unfulfilled dreams. The maps and plans that never came to fruition. Our dreams, in this day are forever altered by what their dreams were never able to accomplish. Our dreams, in this day are the consequence of theirs. 

“... and so my friends, they did not die in vain. God still has a way of wringing good out of evil. And history has proven over and over again that unmerited suffering is redemptive. The innocent blood of these little girls may well serve as a redemptive force.” 

Our dreams are only a culmination of our children’s frustrated imaginings.

....And I've looked over, and I've seen the promised land. I may not get there with you, but I want you to know tonight that we as a people will get to the promised land. So I'm happy tonight. I'm not worried about anything. I'm not fearing any man. 
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Martin Luther King Jr., Speech in Memphis, April 3, 1968, the day before King was assassinated 

Now, I say to you today my friends, even though we face the difficulties of today and tomorrow, I still have a dream. It is a dream deeply rooted in the American dream. I have a dream that one day this nation will rise up and live out the true meaning of its creed: - 'We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal.' 
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Martin Luther King Jr., Speech at Civil Rights March on Washington, August 28, 1963

It's alright to talk about "long white robes over yonder," in all of its symbolism. But ultimately people want some suits and dresses and shoes to wear down here. It's alright to talk about "streets flowing with milk and honey," but God has commanded us to be concerned about the slums down here, and his children who can't eat three square meals a day. It's alright to talk about the new Jerusalem, but one day, God's preacher must talk about the New York, the new Atlanta, the new Philadelphia, the new Los Angeles, the new Memphis, Tennessee. This is what we have to do.

I am mindful that only yesterday in Birmingham, Alabama, our children, crying out for brotherhood, were answered with fire hoses, snarling dogs and even death. I am mindful that only yesterday in Philadelphia, Mississippi, young people seeing to secure the right to vote were brutalized and murdered. And only yesterday more than 40 houses of worship in the State of Mississippi alone were bombed or burned because they offered a sanctuary to those who would not accept segregation.

Darkness cannot drive out darkness; only light can do that. Hate cannot drive out hate; only love can do that. Hate multiplies
hate, violence multiplies violence, and toughness multiplies toughness in a descending spiral of destruction....The chain reaction
of evil--hate begetting hate, wars producing more wars--must be broken, or we shall be plunged into the dark abyss of
annihilation.

Martin Luther King, Jr., Strength To Love, 1963.

Being a Negro in America means trying to smile when you want to cry. It means trying to hold on to physical life amid
psychological death. It means the pain of watching your children grow up with clouds of inferiority in their mental skies. It means
having your legs cut off, and then being condemned for being a cripple. It means seeing your mother and father spiritually
murdered by the slings and arrows of daily exploitation, and then being hated for being an orphan.

Martin Luther King, Jr., Where Do We Go from Here: Chaos or Community?, 1967.
