out there

The smell of fragrance 

From the green,

Flowered candle,

As the hallway and

Walls

Get tattooed with

Scent.

Holding in a sweet murmur,

The old Indian woman

Presupposes a moment when history was

In the ace’s and America

Was just another piece of mantle on 

Earth before colonization.

As the old woman walks past

A

Gallery of photos 

She has since not remembered,

The ghosts rub

Her shoulders

As

The

Small ones tell her of 

Freedom that is out there.

