My President was shot down

My President was shot down, murdered in cold blood. His brother ran forward to pick up the falling banner and he was shot

 and murdered too. And Martin, the preacher to the people, Martin, who could see a promised land for the children 

and he was shot down,  bleeding on the balcony with a hot bullet in his brain.  I will never forget my President.  That was
our youth.  Years have passed.  My dreams have never slept.  The usurper sits today, unelected.  I cry for shame for this great 

Country.  He dawdles with our Constitution, breaking its guarantee to honor our treaties, warping our laws of Freedom, 

laws we have loved, Freedoms our fathers, our brothers, our sisters have fought to save.  Freedoms won in the Magna Carta.  The 

usurper sits and shatters our treaties.  People are held and suffer for years without charge.  Look at the shattering of treaties   

we’ve made with the other great countries of the earth, breaking the Charter of the only world organization that represents our 

peoples, the nations of the earth, toward a peace together that could last for our children and their children through the 

shadows of time to come.  The usurper throws away the Geneva Convention, the Nuclear Non-Proliferation Treaty. He burns the

Geneva Protocols.  Has he even read them? Who can replace my President shot down young? Who 

can unbreak our then-young 

hearts (never healed)?  Who can lead us to that great America and toward the unfolding of an earth united and sustainable 

about which we dreamed and dream still and for the lack of which we cannot help but cry, not for ourselves, for we grow old, 

but for our children’s children’s children?  My President has been murdered, and now a usurper sits full upon the throne.

