some reservation

And she tells

Me about 

A

Friend in California

That had an Indian dream

With 

A

Falcon flapping

And floating before her eyes .. 

She asks 

Me to do some looking in to

The

Correlation between

Indian lore and falcons .. 

Couldn’t find too much as of

Yet .. 

With the birds

And

The creatures of Indian world .. 

My assumption before 

Looking into cross-referenced material

Is

A

Symbiosis to life .. 

Livin’

Flappin’

Wranglin’

Goin’

With

The

Speed of a conversation

And 

A

Mystery .. 

Yes,

After another mean meal

And a good puff from the tobacco .. 

I will give it another try .. 

Yet,

If nothin’ much comes out of the lookin’ .. 

Ink it up as one for life .. 

One for the feathers of black,

Feet of claws,

A beak of prowling

In the most of mysterious eyes

In the

Storm of an 

Indians

Peaceful dream

That

Was

Interrupted by

The

Nightmare of a white man

Acting 

As Indian

In the

Teepee

Tucked under the midnight moon

On

A

South Dakota reservation .. 

