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Dedication

To my big brother, Mike,

who taught me how to ride a bike,

how to catch and hit a baseball, and, more recently,

how to love our kids but let them fly.
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Bineshiinh, a bird,

on wings,

clothed in Creator’s colors,

flies in tune

with

the

seasons.



Bineshiinh, a bird,

teaches the Ojibwe, and teaches us all,

the rhythms and flights

of life, of hope, and sometimes evenof death.



Autumn guides some birds south

for protection from harsh conditions.

Meadowlark whistles memories

as it journeys away.



Winter blankets the

birds who stay.

Chickadee flies

with



feathers fluffed,

insulated from the cold.



Spring calls some birds

back home.

Robin reminds us

lifewillreturn.

Hope will return

again.



Summer welcomes new little ones.

Cardinals, both red and brown,

braid their nests that hold their babies

with melody and story

until they fly away.



Bineshiinh, a bird,

shows us that

an empty nest still holds the echoes

of the songs it once heard.




The Dance

Ariel

I know

I know

we can’t

afford them.



My girl,

we need money for rent and the search for her, for

Auntie Bineshiinh,

but

there’s enough for

one

more

lesson.



Only they are not justlessons

to me.

They teach and train

my feet

to hoverabovethe ground,

shaking off

harm

and hurt,

flyinginhope.

This is thedance

of my heart.



I love to

use my body to

speak how I feel.

It seems like,

since

Auntie

has

gone

missing,

they

look right

through me,

looking for

    Auntie.



Do they

see

my heart

when I

pirouette?




I’m Up

Tomah

ISeeMyTurnComingUp

Page 4Page 7Page 11



You’re up, Tomah.



I do not see the puzzle on the page

like they do.

I do not connect the chaos.

I do not link the letters.



Only

black

blots

mocking

me.



You’re up, Tomah. Page 13.



It is dagwaagin, autumn.

AndIambackhereagain.



Hmmm? Oh.

OhNoOhNoOhNo.



Okay, Ms. Begay—I inhale too quickly:

cough

cough

cough.

And, also, my chili burrito lunch is making its way out.



EWWW! Tomah’s gonna cough up a hair ball!

Ha

Ha

PHEW, Tomah’s gonna fart!

Ha

HA



All right, all right, Mr. Tomah, go get some water, and

we’ll just

moveontothenextperson

to read.



I

can’t

wait

to

get

back

home.



Making jokes is how I escape

getting caught.



Laughter buys

me

time.



Time

until

I can

exhale

again.



UntilTomorrow.




One Less

Ariel

I live in

the

Intertribal

Housing

Complex

with

my

mom,

baby

brother,

and

    notmy

    Auntie Bineshiinh

anymore.



Dagwaagin guides the leaves falling

Down

Down

    Down.Stories buried in each leaf.



I just want to

make my

mama

smileagain,

but her smile is lost

until we find

Auntie.




Bold Words

Tomah

I always carry a plastic bag with me in my pocket when I

walk around the quad. To pick up trash.

After a storm, there is sometimes

garbage

everywhere.



Today I walk past the projects’ rental office. Crumpled by the front door are flyers.



VACANCIES AVAILABLE NOW!



Why not rent one of our fifty town houses in the metro’s Native American Intertribal Housing Complex? How does living in a community with over 300 tribal residents sound? Our 12-acre community has green play areas, off-street parking, and youth and Elder care, along with rent support. We are one of the largest urban Native American Section 8 subsidized housing communities with financial aid provided in the heart of the city. Located within the Indigenous Cultural Corridor, we are close to Native American Family Center, Indian Health Services, bus lines, 3 Sisters’ Healing Garden, and Directions Elementary School.

Questions? Please call for tours.



Aaniin, Tomah!

Tomah, I’m bringing your family soup tonight!



Living here

in my Native community

heals my

heart,



mostly.




Roots Entwined

Ariel

Life in the housing complex

means

family is a

doorstep away.

Life is in

our relatives,

relatives

who may not

be blood related

but are like tree

roots that

intertwine and hold on

to one another unseen.

A

single feather

can do nothing.

But huddling

together, on a bird,

feathers hold

and take

flight.




Benched

Tomah

I sit all

by

myself

on

the

bench

outside

the

front door.

Some

people

might

think

where

I live

is

old,

run-down,

with graffiti-covered walls,

weeds peeking between pavement,

and lots of

noise.

But we,

Ariel and I,

always smile

when we say,

We’re home.

This

morning,my friend

Ariel

waves

to

me

across

the

quad.

I

think

of

her

like

a

cousin:

always see her,

always together,

always, she smiles back.



Her

long

black

hair

matches

the

black

birds’

feathers.



Ariel

is

eleven years old

but is so smart.



We

are

in the

same grade.

But I am twelve.



I

had

to

repeat repeat repeat repeat repeat repeat repeat repeat

repeat

third grade.



She

walks

with

her

mama

to

the

tribal

daycare.

Her

mama

watches

our

projects’

little ones.



Ariel

always

smiles at me.

Even when nobody

else does.



It is the only smile

I

have

seen

today.



A smile is thesun.



And I am the r

a

i

n.




Pirouette Past

Ariel

See my toes

float

above

this all?



See my family

watch

me with

pride

asItry to pirouette

past our hurt hearts?



I know, my girl, I know.

Just enjoy your

lastlessontoday.



To dance

is

to dream

and

to find

smiles again and

to think past an empty smile and

emptylaughter.



And anemptychair.



How will my body

speak through

dance again?



I can dance

so they

smile with hope,



w

a

i

t

i

n

g



for

Auntie.
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