Times
By William Shepherd

Tears fall from my eyes like rain when a deer falls to the ground!  But I know his soul and spirit raises to heaven.  We know that this is the circle of life of the Plains Indians of long ago.  As the rain falls to wash the land and bring a new beginning.

I remember days of long past when we sat in our teepees around the fire and passed the pipe around, the young went first, told their story of the day and yesterday.  It was a night when the family came together.  The smoke from the fire wraps us like a blanket warm and at peace.  Yes, these things were times of joy, happiness and great times with family.  Time when Spotted Tail Chief of the Dakota would tell of the Blue Stone and how it was like his people, beautiful and strong and last forever and he would see a day when his people would be like the buffalo on the land and that the Great Spirit gave to them all.  He would raise up his hands to the sky and ask for his people’s needs for the year and Spirit of Good would say this is a good thing and all were happy and at peace these were wonderful times to be alive.

And as for me, I still have my Blue Stone.
