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They soared above .':be dark, black, n!uuds !rr'.i’foming
from the earth and bovered for a moment there and
saw the face of doom.
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unexpected flight.

. On swift wings they flew towards their final
';;1:;% destination where each spirit knew without any
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summer comes to Indian Island,home of the Penobscots,

For us,the Penobscot Indians, summer brings Pageant time.

¥e become as proud and fearless as our ancestors once were,

As the beating of the tom-tom fades and the singer chants the laat
Words of a once-familiar Penobscot song, I am brought back to
Reality with a start,

I find myself gazing at the water; suddenly I realize that these,
My people, are slowly dying,dying % their own culture, and
Becoming more and more like the "#hite men"

We speak their language and work in their factories,

We watch their television, listen to their radio,attend their
Schools and are s0 indoctrinated with their culture,

That we have lost all interest in our own.

There is one thing the State of Maine would like us to forget

And that is , that we are a Nation. We are not wards or citizens
0f the State of Maine,we are & free people,an Independient Hation.
The State of Maine would dearly love to see us integrate with
It's people, then we would vanish as a Hation and they would no
Longer be obligated o uphold their part of the treaties,

Their wildest dream would be fulfilled,they would finally own all
Jur lands, free of charge.

The people of the State of Maine have broken our treaties,

Stolen our lands and will not stop until they possess

The land we have built our homes oni?

In 1957 we were invited to present our case before the United Nations,
But no one showed up,we were too afraid of losing the crumbs the
State of Maine so grudgingly provides,

The same invitation is extended to us again,

¥e cannot hope to keep our land and to receive payment in full
For the land that was taken from us,unless we speak out and

Stand our ground at the U.N.

¥hen this is done and we hawe recieved all monies owed us by

The State of Maine,we can build our own schools,our own factories
And be a self-supporting,self-respecting Nation and

A free people.

To see proud Penobscot people once again, to hear our own language
And to work for our own benefit once more.

0 be one tribe and one people with one purpose

To work together for the good of our Nation,

The Penobscot Hation,
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Anniversary One
Anniversary one is paper.

I frown to think what a meager gift something of paper
could be,then smile,almost laugh when I realize

What treasure can be placed on paper.

I give you this treasure teday,on our first anniversary.

You've given me a year of your life,loving me
Ccaring for me,cooking for me.

You've become a vital part of me.

You've loved me tenderly,yet passionately,warmed me
With the warmth of your body,given me your breasts

As soft white pillows,on which to lay my head.

when I needed comforting,someone to talk to,someone to love,
A shoulder to ery on,you /¢ always there,always loving me,

Hever faultering with your faith in me.

In one years time you've given me these things and much,much

Kore.

Anniversary one is paper.
This paper is what I'm giving you,wish-thene—vorde+

"T love you my darling,love of my life,with all that I m:n.ml'r
(Don't you forget it!)

Happy Anniversary One my love loves.



LEAVING

Finally,after a long time it seens,
I am leaving.

Leaving what you ask?

Hothing really;just my dreanms,

My reason for living.

There are more ways of dying

Than killing one's bodyz;and I,

I have killed,or should I say,
smotheréd oy heart,

The very center of a soul's emotion.

I stand here,feeling nothing,

No tears,no sorrow of leaving.

Suprisingly enough,not wanting to ever return
To the place that so willingly,so relentlessly
Destroyed what once was ny life,

Before leaving I turn

And look once more on the e¢ity,
Thinking for the last time

0f the wonderful love we once had,

I have no regrets of the past,

The wounde s8¢ deeply slashed into ny heart;
Those will always be there as

Scars reminding me

Bvery day of my life

0f precious dreams lost

Forever,
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How big,how wast,how beautiful
can it be that God cared for me?
to take my life from nothingness
and make it full and free...

Eefore He came into life,deserted there I stood

upon & plain of desert sand where all was dead and still
Then from whence,I know not where

& whisper,soft and low.

I Imew that whisper oh szo well
but never did I go

I stood there in the desert sand
and kmew that I must go

And there I knelt upon the sand
and prayed for grace and so

ny heart grew light,the burden fell
upon ny feet I stood

and gazed into ny Masters face

His grace I understood.

How big,howvast,how beautiful

ny Lord did care for ne

and this diseribes my Saviorsz love
FOR ALL BTERNITY.icuas-

D.i,LORING

Love is the jewel so priceless and rare
the jewel we find in our hearts hard to share.

We see a lost world full of sorrow and pain
btut harden our hearts for our own selfish gain.

And then on life's pathway we hear the loud cry
of men who are weary and will soon die.

But what can we do with that jewel so rare
there are so many things that are lingering there:

Within it's confines so priceless and rare
we find a solution for sin everywhere,

Although it has beauty and sparkles so fair

the jewel is worthless unless
IT Is E:F{-':'.R—?ﬂﬂlll;ll-l"

D.M.LORING
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_INDEPENDENCE

The trend today iz to be independent

to be different, to be zelf dependent
I stand on the street corner
obgserving the people

The sun shines brightly over the hilltop

and its beams glisten off the sides

of white houses

the streets are filled with cars

and people-===—=-- huriedly geoing on their way

The weather is warm and pleasant
20 the people are warnm and pleasant

Then suddenly the brightmess of the sun

is coverd by dark,unyielding clouds

the rain falls,the wind blows

the streets are filled with cars

and people------ -hurriedly going on their way

The weather is dull and irritable
so the people are dull and irritable

As suddenly as it began the rain stops
the wind is no more
and the people are warm and pleasant once again

The trend today is to be independent
but true independence comes only
when we can overcome

The Rain, The Wind, and The Clouds,

D.H.LORING



—IHE OTHER JHORLD
I stepped off the freedom bird,
into the other world
a world of profound beauty,and
yet a world of desolation and despair,
just as a newborn babe comes forth into the worlds
go came I, into a country I knew nothing of
and unto a people I knew nothing of
my inner being eried out,
"jfho are they? and what is this country,
this other world to me,that I should
give my life to save it?"

I ran down the war torn street of the willage,
not knowing the anaswer.

In the blindness of my souls anguish

I tripped and fell at the feet of a young

it -R .-1“. q-ﬂ - comnpander.

I looked into his eyes and there I saw

the tears of a lifetime flowing down his face

all the pain and heartache in the world

geemed to be burning deep within him,

as he elenched tightly to his body

the remains of a small child and what scemed to be
bits and pieces of hig loving wife.

I stood in awe of the frightening thing,
I closed ny eyes tightly,
trembling with shoeck and unbelief,
I Erayeﬁ t0 God that I might help save this country,
this other world/And in so doing
SAVE MINE.

D, LORING
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