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The Man in the Mirror
“I’m starting with...”
You know the rest of the lyrics.
A lyric sung by millions
Engraved in the memories of those past and present
A little black boy with a perfectly shaped afro
Looked into a mirror and said 
“I’m starting with...”

My brothers.
Shucking and jiving as a family
Making it out of Gary and moving into Motown
Sweet faces with national acclaim 
Young, vibrant voices with chart-topping hits
Performing on the Ed Sullivan Show
Then he said 
“I’m starting with...”

Doing it solo
Taking on a chance of making a household name
An afro, exceptional dancing, and melodies
All he had to give
Workin’ Day and Night
And succeeding so well
His music playing so loud
It’ll knock the dust off the wall
“I’m starting with...”

Making a name
Halloween classic with a music video to match
Album so awarded and recognized
No one has outsold it 42 years later
Fans so in awe
They passed out from the first note
Thriller to see, wasn’t it?
“I’m starting with...”

Becoming the King.
Debuting his dance that became so famous
People trip and fall just attempting it
Grandma used to chime in and say
“This ain’t the moon,
Y’all can’t float like he did!”
“I’m starting with...”

Being bad.
Hits standing the test of time and tabloid talk
Responding to rumors with a simple 
Leave Me Alone
Then he said 
“I’m starting with...”

Making a difference outside the melodies
Reminding the world that we are one and
‘we'll make a better day, just you and me’
Giving back to those in need
Especially the kiddos
With a goal to Heal the World
One heart at a time
But in spite of all the good
He had to say 
I’m starting with...

Clearing my name.
Accusations and trials 
They always wanna be startin’ something
Claiming that Neverland was the home of
Things that never should’ve happened
Instead of Peter Pan
A judge and jury having to utter truths
That always remained but weren’t believed
Mike made his last start
“I’m starting with...”

New beginnings. 
A new tour.
New music. 
Reminding the world of who the King really is
Not who the world thinks he was.
Heart-stopping h-

Dang, Michael.
Heaven could’ve waited for you.
We thought we had so much time
We didn’t think we’d have to 
Remember about the one where you’re not here.
Melodies stinging grief
Nations hit with a sense of gloom.
A true legend lost
The Man in the Mirror
has stepped out of its reflection 
[bookmark: _Int_p74Umoqs]To let us take a look
And make our own way.


