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for the collective son 
and the collective daughter 
 
you see before you a man, the truth is 
I stand a man-ghost of the child I was: 
born from mother womb straight 
into the system, that long parade 
of paperwork that strains to make 
a childhood work 
 
and that child spirit inside my being 
looks out through the window in this chest  
and sees our world of children walking  
over thin and melting ice, rowing seal boats 
that leak, sleeping on empty stomachs 
of soul, waking with thirsty throats 
of spirit, looking with wide young eyes 
across the valleys like prey birds 
dying to spot a meal of substance 
dying to locate a grown man or woman 
who will stand in the cold wind 
and the long night with a strong torch 
and words that sooth and a heart 
that cares enough to bleed 
into a river of courage 
that the children can walk beside 
big hand holding small hand 
until small hand reaches 
the meadow where the ground 
does not shake, and the trees 
do not fall, and the sky 
does not split, and that 
tender child heart can slow its drum 
for Peace is come, Peace is come 
 
you are that drum 
 
you in your determination to 
look inside your archival self 
and lose the paperwork deep  
in your soul that since birth 
has transcribed this world and all 
its illusions, you in your determination 
to take stock, self-assess, recognize, 
acknowledge, process, purify, excavate, 
eradicate all the false files filling 
up the soul space where you could have Love 
flowing freely like an Alaskan waterfall 
into an Alaskan sea 

 
you who knows that when you spear a whale 
you feed family upon family for week upon week 
but when you spear the truth of disparity 
the truth of why these children pour 
like a violent hemorrhage into the basin 
of displacement and despair 
when you spear the truth of this 
you feed generations with the breaking 
of dysfunction’s calloused and calcified cycle 
 
when you speak the truth 
dare the truth 
share the truth 
honor the truth 
you break the cycle 
 
and the cycle must break now 
for our ancestors grow weary… 
two great ones meet on the dust road… 
Geronimo asks: what is in your heart? 
Chief Joseph answers: I will fight no more 
forever 
 
there is no other medicine for this breaking 
of the ancient cycle but truth reckoning 
and it is you today who fills your drum 
with medicine and pours from a deep well 
of compassion filled by sun 
 
you in your determination 
to sing again today, and sit at this long table 
in this long house, and stare through the fire 
at your kindred strands of grass and see them 
truly see them, you in the blood you bleed 
today, you in the breath of compassion you 
breathe out today, you in your stance of  
warriorhood, standing fast and rooted against 
the hordes of fear that would have you run 
away from this work, this task, this ancestral 
assignment to cure your circle, you in your  
flowering of Light, your epiphany of soul, 
your surrender to Love so that your old 
wounds can finally heal, and your old trauma 
can finally feel that it has a purpose to serve 
a purpose like salt-curing slabs of pain 
into a meal of motive, a river of reason 
to serve these children, these families, 
this community, this tribe, this Alaska, 
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