Indian Dream 

This is a verse of a poem I have been working on for some time but have now abandoned unfinished.
Add some verses to give it life, colour, taste and texture.

.....A place of beauty my tribe has found,
On this our Sacred Holy ground.
Below the rim grows ancient pines,
And in the distance near a babbling stream, 
lays my only son, between death and dream.

~by Paulieraw

my response:

7-14-02

Thoughts journey throughout his mind,

Deciding whether to live or die.

The pounding of distant drums ignored,

For they announce the hunt that is yet to come.

"Leave me here, for with the earth I wish to be one."

her response:

I feel the presence of my kin,
Their spiritual strength fills me within.
I sit upon the spirit rock, my bag I place below
I make a tripod with three arrows and on them hang my bow.

my response:

7-15-02

Another day left to ponder 

Of what treasures could be found yonder.

Down the stream and past the hill,

The adventure lay before him still.

Oar in hand, and canoe in shallow water,

“Good-byes” whispered to Eagle and Otter.

Abandoned now are bow and arrow,

Follow the path of Nature’s marrow. 

aquaveggie’s response:

Floating now, down in the sacred waters of the river
Thanks given silently, in prayer, to the great Giver
Light dancing its rhythm on the current of the water
Reverent to our Mother, as brothers, we go to seek the daughter 

paulieraw’s response:

I take a bundle wrapped in woven grasses 
In it lies a hallowed root, mixed with sacred spices.
Our holy man has chewed it well; it gives the root its power,
It drives the evil spirits out, but leaves him low and dour.

