WHAT IF HE WAS KING?
--For Hussein Onyango Obama
There's o qestion that in the next thirty ar forty years,

a Negro can also achieve the sare position that my brother hes
as President of the United States.

——Robert F. Kennedy, May 27, 1961, Voice of America

If scientists and theologians and the scholars were to microscopically
Examine how your Grandson, Barack Obama, became the First

African-American to be elected President of the United States-
His story is not at all improbable, Brother.
Not if we were to trace the promise in the genetic code—
From Adam, Abraham, Isaac, Ismael, Jacob,
And the tribes on down through Jesus and Muhammad,
The Seal of the Prophets.
And if you were to really think about it, perhaps, you were the
Unbroken Promise of the continuity of greatness, Onyango.
Born in 1895, in a village in Western Kenya.
and only Allah knows why you converted to Islam, in Zanzibar.
0 how you loved Muhammad and Abraham, the desert wanderer.
How you must've petitioned Allah in your prayers
To give you good wives-like Hagar and Sarah,
virtuous women, perhaps even plucked from the Family of Imran.
Zind Allah did bless you a Sarah of your own, and Akumu,
Who begot a son, you named Barack Hussein Obama.
But while you did enjoy the adolation of a revered King
In the Village of Kogelo- how the Oppressive British Colonialists
Must've humiliated you as you humbly bowed to them, in servitude.
To a proud Luo man-(a descendant of Kings)-
There was something tragic and vile, violent and extreme,
Evil and Cruel, to be called, "Boy!"
0 Onyango, did you slip away to the whispers in the night,
To listen to the Fiery Speeches of Mojo Kenyatta, "The Burning Spear,"
The Revolutionary voice of the Anti-Colonialist Movement?
He was fiercely determined to extricate his people
suffering from Colonial Rulers. He had dreamed of liberating
All of Africa from the unmitigatingly cruel Europeans.
and you know full well he told you-yes he did!- that you Kings!
RECLAIM THIS LAND! South Africa!
Rise up, young Kings! In the Congo, Togo, Nigeria, Sudan, Cameroon,
Kenya, Somalia, the Gold Coast, and all across Mali,Senegal,
To Madagascar! RISE UP, YOUNG KINGS!

When they came to arrest you, you went peacefu@ly.
The charge was conspiring with the Kikuyu warriors
In the Mau Mau Movement. We've never seen the evidence.
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0 how you must've screamed as the Wwhite Soldiers wielded the cold

Demonic instruments of torture. They pierced your genitals and drove
Nails through your hands and feet. All around you you saw

Kikuyu comrades trussed up like cattle, hanging upside down,

Their bloody entrails spilling from gashing wounds.

Hacked apart, ripped open. Some begging for death to release

Them from the torment.

And yes we do understand your forever silence, Brother. You just couldn't
stand for your son to see you that way. Battered and bruised and Dethroned.
when you learned that Thomas Joseph Mboya-(a Disciple of Kenyatta)-

Was recruiting young Black Elites in Kenya to "Airlift"

To Prestigious Universities in America-

vou said, Take my son from this land, raped and mutilated, exploited,
Enslaved and plundered. This time, export the precious Sons and daughters
Of Africa and bring back jewels of knowledge.

We will raise the money but do not sell your souls.

What if Sidney Poitier, Harry Belafonte, Mrs. Ralph Bunche, Jackie Robinson,
and the liberal White Benefactors had said, "No?2"

what if the Kennedys wanted nothing more for

The beautiful African than the Beautiful Irish?

and what if John F. Kennedy, in 1960, hadn't giwven Mboya's program

A hundred thousand dollars?

Before Barack Obama left, perhaps in the rhythmic assonance of his
Mellifluous singsong voice he'd recited this verse from

The Glorious Qurans:

"o my Father! I did see eleven stars and the Moon:
T saw them Prostrate themselves to mel"

and old Jacob did weep for the return of Joseph, his most Beloved Son.
Tn the exquisite garden of Tropical Hawail, paradise gleamed.

Perhaps Barack Obama,S5T., had seen her in a dream. Floating along

A White Coral beach, fluttering past coconut groves, Orchards of Papayas,
rhe most beautiful eyes shimmering in the prussian-blue Ocean.

skin of Alabaster-sheets of smooth white snow imported from Kansas.
He might have thought of her as Ruth, a Moabite,

Wwho would be a witness to his greatness 1in this Foreign land.

He extolled her beauty 1in the ruby red blush of India.

In the wisdom found in the yellow silk of China.

TIn the books of dark prophesies burned in Rome.

and Ann Dunham saw him too-A mud-caked Adam glistening

In the tropical sun. Tall and beautiful and Black-like Solomon.

an exotic powerful mixture of intellectual rebel defiance

and an historical exploration of cultures blended their worlds.

He could have seduced her with verse from The Song of Solomon:

“ohou Art all Fair, My Love;
There is no spot in thee.

In his imaginary palace of Gilded Gold- (the one with the Threshing Floor)-
They danced to John Coltrane, Charlie Parker, Miles Davis.

Their hips cleaved sensuously as they waltzed across

The blue sparkling 1ake beneath their feet.
Little Barry was a true revolutionary act.

The Angels had already written his story on the walls of her womb.



what if John Lewis and the Hero-Kings had never crossed that bridge in Selma?

What if her traversing star had not settled upon the

Opulent Throne of Indonesia?

What might have become of him, if not for your disinvitation

of her Whiteness? And then he vanished, like a Ghost.

Angry. Drink-Sozzled. Soaked in filth of failure. Decrying mediocrity
And Government corruption.

In Kenya, the roar of wounded lions cry out for justice.

The burning spears of countless young warriors whistle in the wind.
What if Robert F. Kennedy had not pre-figured a vision of newness?
0 Onyango, the dreams that died with your son still burns brightly
TIn the blood of your Grandson, President Barack Obama.

NOTES :
Holy Quran: Sura vusuf (The Prophet Joseph) 12:4

The Book Of Ruth:(0ld Testament).
The Song Of Solomon: 4:7




