GHOST DANCER
He stood, turned and looked back ...

Across a continent
Across the millennia

A tear formed
It slowly flowed out of his eye
Without a blink
It rounded the rim of his cheek
And raced to a final drip from his jaw
Quenching the thirst of the ground below.

His time had come.
The last of his people
The last living sound of his tongue.

With him, the flame flickered
And finally died.

Night.
Fell darkly.
On the edge of the known.
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Then the faint sound of a rattle ...
Of shells, sewn to leggings
Clacking in the darkness.

The Ghost Dance had begun.



