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-�Marlene Roque 

Her silhouette stands tall and oh, so proud,  
As yellow beams peek through dark somber clouds.  

They dance upon the peaceful rolling waves,  
And light the way for the strongest of braves. 

She watches as they slowly ride on by.  
And in the distance, hears an eagle’s cry.  

They leave a land that yesterday was theirs,  
To some lone place where no one really cares. 

They’ll make their way to the reservation,  
Segregation of Indian nation.  

They leave behind a life they’ve always known,  
And reap a harvest the white man has sown. 

Too trusting of those with a skin so pale,  
The same people who’d put them in their jail.  

For once they reach the designated land,  
They’ll be forgotten; like a grain of sand.  

The elders smile to try and hide their fears,  
But moonlight casts a light upon their tears.  

Everything they’ve known has gone and died,  
The tongues that spoke of promises have lied. 

“Moon Shadow come,” her father’s voice rings out,  
And though she’s young, she turns without a doubt.  

She mounts the great white stallion and rides,  
Knowing that there are no longer two sides. 

Her Silhouette 
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