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oscillations

you must sleep 

you must dream

your dreaming 

must dream me 

or i cannot dream you 

into my dream

breathing—

in and out

motionless 

under archaic lapis

in and out

like a bronze man breathing 

his azury breath 

at the azury centre of time 

released from all destructions—

1
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the old ones

they are gone now—physically 

most of the old faces 

from the reservations 

letting go of our language 

too foreign for our colonizers

they are not really gone 

the old ones

Seattle i think it was said 

"death, there is no death 

just a changing of worlds" 

or something like that

that is where old ones they go to 

changing world 

where it is always

anyone cannot just go there 

the old ones tell us

2
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you must come from there first 

where all your relatives are relative 

for always

some still rememberers

ride otter far beyond bounded horizons

far beyond where science

renamed the grandmother earth

renamed all our generations

renamed the northern lights

shimmering and dancing

where turtle whispers

in small butterfly voices

into our shaking tent

renamed a still beyond

to an event beyond that event

where binaries cannot go

where time itself bends itself

into the curved roof

o f a sweat lodge

spirits enter and sing

in small butterfly voices

3
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if we ask those who still can 

they will tell us about this journey 

a journey of not going anywhere 

a journey of changing

if we bring them tobacco 

and ask them 

they will still tell 

ofjihjahkonce

and spirit that has no ending

the gone ones still laughing tell us 

uncertainties are not problems 

they laugh and say 

an indian's favorite word is maybe 

so they say

maybe i will go to town tomorrow 

maybe not

4
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and drift off to important matters 

they can be sure of

like those dogs over there—he keeps eating grass 

maybe it will rain today 

maybe not
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beforenow

before the now 

before people 

earth 

sky

there was only medicine 

medicine stood alone 

at the centre of nothing

reaching out his hand 

she touched a mystery 

nothing was there 

only an illusion

grasping illusion 

he began to drum 

an unfinished song 

an unfinished earth 

sound of heartbeat 

upon watersound 

of rattle upon water

6
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where they touched 

the earth 

the water 

the darkness 

against each other 

was the sound of soft 

of dancing 

of wind

medicine took

a small soft of the sound

made a cradle board

made a song wind could not blow away

gave tobacco

made smoke to the wind

thunder flashed lightning

in unfinished light 

illusion took shadow 

once

7
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twice

three times took shadow 

wind song flashed lightning 

fourth illusion took shadow 

took shadow into nahba

this one medicine said

is thunder and son of thunder

she danced there where

the earth

the water

the darkness

they touch softly each other

a medicine song

with thunder

with lightning

with dancing

and

wind in tikinagan
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the songs they sing

this at the centre 

is my song 

at the centre 

is where i am from

when the water is calm 

and the fog is just drifting 

that's when i show up 

now and then

water is flowing 

its sound 

toward my house

when i show up 

the waters cast up men

i am a spirit

yes, i am a spirit

see me becoming visible

9
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in the middle of the sea 

long long room of the sea 

in which i am sitting

at the centre 

is where i am from

10
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from the center of medicine

from the way over there 

out of illusion 

he sings medicine 

to the fire

from the way over there 

out of illusion 

she sings medicine 

to the fire

drum

singing out of a blue wilderness 

rattle

singing out of a blue wilderness 

out of medicine 

out of illusion 

blue earth singing 

a red dawn song

11
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at the center of fire 

it is i who sing 

at the centre of fire 

at the center of song 

it is i singing out of illusion
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crystal thoughts

stilled

or in motion 

the limits of our own 

mechanical thought rolling 

across the laboratory 

newton's flat table 

or a flat earth

abstracting us from our emotional content 

to prove our logical analysis

prototypes of causal propagation 

enclosed in crystalline sphere 

of lightdreaming that we 

this prototype 

is everything

breathing in and out 

our new possibilities 

of a multiverse in which 

i/we move—at once

13
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in every possible directions 

in every possible times 

where i/we can not even hope 

to tear back the 

universe's curtained stage 

and reveal its pretty scenery

our selves

the rulers of our measurements

extending yet beyond

another of our own measured horizons

another curtained stage

in crystalline sphere

of lightdreaming that we

this prototype

is everything

breathing in and out

our own causal propagations

of yet other crystalline spheres

rolling across a flat earth

14
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no, god does not play at dice 

with the universe—he plays pool 

and we—this new blue earth 

we only dream ourselves to be the 8 ball
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first woman

on cotton thread 

first woman 

softly

like feather 

touches 

like warm 

passing 

through me 

like lightning

like thunder 

i shudder

feeble as an old warrior 

trembling 

at the centre 

of her dream shirt

16

Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission.



they dance alone

they dance alone 

for a long time now

it was not always 

this way 

turning 

turning 

turning 

turning the empty 

embracing the empty 

where once 

standing 

smiling 

touching 

were all his 

our small breaths 

wiped sleep 

from our lastnight eyes 

into an oleander morning 

into a vision

17
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into a dreaming 

into a remembering that 

this was the today 

the soldiers came

for a long time now

only nightmares dance me awake

with tears that try to

wash his memory

from my morning eyes

each day

not one tear drop less 

and still 

i cannot weep away death

yes we are old

yes we dance alone

yes we are tired

yes our arms

our hearts 

are filled with shadows

18
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shadows the soldiers left

we dance alone now 

always with tears 

and for a long time now

19
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before

before the world was

before the children of the four hundred

who were one and four hundred

before the seven macaw

who were one and seven macaw

before the two twins

who were one and two twin

there was nothing

calm and silence were the great

nothing existed

nothing had been drawn together 

the face of earth was unseen 

the song of earth was unheard 

softly the nothing began to hum 

slowly the nothing began to dance 

faster and faster

round and round with arms spinning 

like dervish the nothing 

broke into small swirling dreams 

into a shirt of woven dreams

20
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first woman put on the dreamshirt 

emerging at the 

centre 

swirling and dancing 

until

the children of the four hundred 

who were one and four hundred 

became the milky way 

swirling and dancing 

until 

the seven macaw 

who were one and seven macaw 

became the big sky dipper 

swirling and dancing 

until 

the two twins 

who were one twin 

became the sun and the moon 

until

on cotton thread from her dreamshirt 

first woman lowered herself 

into the dreaming

21
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emerging at the 

centre 

of our ancient song

22

Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission.



blue moon

many circles we walk 

but tonight

ahhh...the dream magic 

of this full moon walking
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the birthing

blood red and wet

across a morning sky

into a dark wilderness

of light dancing

dreamed stories of stars

in a blue wilderness

dropping dropping dropping

head first feet first into

what is already known

about fire in sky

where the pistis sophia

on the thirteenth day

winging on thirteen angels

raided the ciborium of eden

escaped with adam’s white soul

and pointed accusing finger

and eye o f death through adam’s soul

onto the twelve aeons

who broke the thirteenth sphere

to release the whore

24
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who birthed the son o f god 

blood red and wet 

across a morning sky 

smiling twice toward bethlehem

25
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white Christmas

o holy night

the stars were brightly shining

with neon lights

and people

rushing down

slippery streets

sloppy floor mats

at k-mart

check out counters 

laughter of children 

with Christmas trees 

plastic bulbs 

little flashing lights 

paper and ribbon 

and endless 

mechanical ingenuity 

bionic man 

star wars 

wonder woman

26
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happy hearts

for the moment

going from door to door

midnight mass

Christmas hymns

a piece o f bread

this is his body

a shot of wine

this is his blood

amen

outside

greetings and handshakes

Christmas kisses

and

a mickey of cc

in the hip pocket

to add a little

kick to Christmas spirit

it is the night

o f our deer saviour's birth

27
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amber phantasy

wanted you so much 

to be real

thought i needed that

to touch 

the way we did 

that time

so long ago in Eden

you did not come

i looked for you 

in coffee shops 

smoky bar rooms 

bus stations 

small dried up towns 

with dried up roads 

dried up people 

waiting from cigarette to cigarette

28
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every place too familiar 

every moment 

a tired reincarnation

you did not come

i don't need you now 

reflecting into my stale beer 

and second hand smoke 

we are only amber phantasies 

i dreamed forever

29

Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission.



deer dancing

when i sleep

i dream a deer 

when i walk

a flower 

when i walk

a flower 

when i touch

a flower 

when i touch

a flower 

when i dream

i sleep a deer 

deer with flowers 

in horns 

walking with flowers 

in his horns

30
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desert thoughts

talk of deserts

desert smell 

of rain fresh

miles away

ancient

desert

rain

many miles away woman

you stand

born

a moisture wind 

rattling palm trees 

like dried bones

31

Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission.



darkness

desertness

memories

of there

coming ancient 

to life

i would like to be there

now

again

beneath

the moonlight rincon mountains 

I think

32
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fast horses

we rode fast horses in them days 

told stories in the silent sharing o f power 

in firelight dancing eye of 

our women - old people - children 

o f counting coup and stealing horses

recounting the time 

of young men raiding 

the untended night time 

moving like smoke o f fires 

into morning grey dawn 

edge o f camp 

edge o f horse corral

on stolen horses 

riding thunder 

through enemy village 

through enemy sleeping 

shaking dreams awake 

into the magic

33
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of our medicine dream 

of our medicine ride

women - old people - children

wide eye

gawking

their morning dreaming 

the dancing beauty 

of our morning power riding 

through their village

invisible 

in their circles

in their half sleep morning dreaming

many coup - five horses

out from that day's morning mist

34
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and

riding

riding from horse

to horse

to horse

until nightfall

silent in the sharing power

of that day when we rode fast horses

35
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fasting

catcher o f dreams 

walking so far 

here

where there is 

no water 

i hear your 

dream catch songs

catcher o f dreams 

where do you make 

your dream catch songs 

over here in the centre 

of this enchanted wilderness

catcher of dreams 

walking so far 

over here in the centre 

of this enchanted wilderness 

where do you make 

your dream catch songs

36
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catcher o f dreams 

walking so far 

a flower covered centre 

now where there is 

no water

37
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i live alone now

wasn't always this way

all my forever lovers

long gone words

faded into neon vacancies

wind blown nothings between forevers

as far as the eye can remember

i no longer feel 

soft rustlings in the darkness 

or the not long gone whisperings 

that once lingered in my room

how dark 

how long

one single night can be 

the endless sound o f silence 

too long i think it has been

38
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i stand here dark without you 

and feel the first frost 

o f a new winter 

touching oh so cold

39
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two year old news twelve years later

( Ernest Ottertail was killed in an accident 

the same day his son was born)

still—after all these years 

and you're even dead now 

you reach back to the day 

when I gave you hell in class 

for some now forgotten reason 

injuring the patience of trusts 

and friendships

"kinomahgay ininih—you hurt me 

when you yell at me" you said 

in such a soft voice

you were not too young to know 

teachers screw-up

looking into your eyes 

tear filled eyes

staining down your so young face 

i felt a same kind of pain

40
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my conditioning wouldn't 

allow me to express 

to tell you i was sorry

the rememberings o f each tear 

reflects again and again 

the last day i saw you as a child 

you were playing at going to town 

"lets play irwin hotel" 

you shouted to the other kids 

drinking heavily from a can o f coke 

and imitating your father's stagger

years later and last time i saw you 

you weren't pretending

"kino mah ga ininih" you smiled "umbeh neemin"

you took my hand and we danced

like time had not cooled the remembering

o f our lac la croix weekend at the school pow-wows

picked you up early next morning 

you were walking back into fort francis

41

Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission.



i think you had been partying all night 

"kino mah ga ininih" you smiled 

"lend me $5"

i gave you what i had in my pockets 

"kino mah ga ininih" you smiled 

"i don't need all that...just $5" 

dropped you off at the irwin hotel

there is no word in indian 

for lending and borrowing 

that was the last time i ever saw you 

and you weren't pretending

heard the other day

you and your woman had a little boy

heard you didn't have time to name him

heard you smashed your truck

and your life

heading for the irwin hotel 

to celebrate his

42

Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission.



that last day o f school so long ago 

the last day i saw you as a child 

when you played irwin hotel 

at the school picnic i felt 

the shadow pass 

so close beside us 

crucifying itself into me

your son two years old now and you 

emest are two year old news

i wonder what his 

mother named him

43
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jeeske inini asked to strike

shaking tent man 

spirit rider 

night traveller

we who choose vengeance 

you cannot refuse our

of black cloth and tobacco 

you cannot refuse us this 

drum singing 

soul catching 

song dance

ho! ho! ho! ho! 

enter your tent shaking 

spirit rider

tell them we will pay with life

perhaps our children

the blood color o f our tomorrows

44
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if you are struck 

from the back o f otter 

light dancer 

you cannot return 

from your spirit tent 

mikinak - turtle 

will not find you 

and wahbun - morning 

will close the small hole 

back to your village

45
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jungle thoughts

imagine

the magic o f jungle hum

trees from which

like bat dung

we fell to earth

almost upright

to search for souls

in forbidden fruit

centred

at the centre

of forbidden gardens

where snakes imagined gods

throwing thunder voices

from jungle canopies

onto offenders

cast into tomorrow

into factories o f  penitents

built on obliterating

the garden o f origins

46
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obliterating

the path of returning

but not

the dreamtime memory 

of having been there

47

Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission.



last nite

the rain last night 

soft 

gentle

touching

spring

to woman 

to giving 

to sharing

thunder

flashed

lightning

eyes

smiling

i thought about you 

in a blue dress 

and gave tobacco

48
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leaving

standing in the warm

the wind singing

watching as you crossed the street 

the way you walked

the way you looked hack over your shoulder 

with a wave and a smile

i tried so hard to memorize you for that last time 

knowing it would be important

often that time of your going would return to me 

on sun grey days

odaemene keezis maage penaque keezis 

it would be the same

i would hear singing in the wind 

and that day's sing would come back 

for years to come

49
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i live alone now

but not without the kind of thought s 

that let me sleep without your memory 

or erase the excitement of your hands

i am not sure what it means to lie in darkness 

listening to the heart beat 

listening to the warm

and remembering

50
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“Guess we gotta get the nets out.”

“It’s too dangerous out there today. . .”

“Fish ain’t gonna wait for a good day.”

And I ’d slip out the door behind them into a terrifying nightmare.

Jubilation—their boat scraping and grinding across the flat rocks 

coming to rest tilted at strange angles. Dark cheated waves 

rolling and crashing, rolling and crashing against time.

The silvered floor inside the boat alive with the moving harvest.

Gulls dipping and bobbing on the wind crying for the fish,

crying for their share. Excitement—the red smell of life and death eddying,

spinning dizzily like gulls on the wind around us. Silence spilling from the mouths of fish

opening and closing, opening and closing—sucking in more and more of their own death.

Rain washing popped air bladders off wet rocks back into the life and death harbor.

A too swift fifty years later today I write for you

this quick snapping of a memory, knowing only too well

my mom and dad never did get off that boat that day, or any other day.

They are on it, now, across the dark waves and back out into the harbor, 

together. Every time, every wave a bit rougher. Greying shapeless pulling 

at them, pulling them into its own eternal shapeless. Slowly, for they are older now, 

they sew and string a new net—a spirit net to a calm on another side of the storm.
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I am sad. I cannot mend the tears in the webs of their lives that come with age,

with living. I cannot lift their net or scull their boat around toward the safety of my shore.

They are not coming back with a boat load of breakfast. Not this time.

Damn the storm!

And again they are not letting me go with them.

“No...you can’t come with us. Its too dangerous...” they still say so gently.

I want so much to take their time, their worn old fishing hands in mine and 

hold in the warmth—only for another too swift fifty years...

Damn!

Damn the storm....
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tuhgwahgun

tuhgwahgun—autumn 

how long we have known 

one another

each time—each autumn 

and still i cannot stop your 

cyclical grounding 

or stay you

for one moment longer 

into the beauty 

the incredible beauty 

of your earth changing

ah nokomisas—little grandmother 

i will miss you 

until seegwun—until spring 

when your waters break 

and you are reborn again 

kisheh minido—old spirit 

laughing and giggling 

into the rivers that flow
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beside where i live

and into our lake below the hills

you and i tuhgwahgun 

child parent grandparent 

until the time of some 

still and spirit moon 

when my now breath 

is the same color of your passing 

into peboon—the long winter 

of our going home sleeping 

where together we will fall 

each fall into the memory 

of our having been 

together for a summer
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VITA AUCTORIS

Rolland Nadjiwon, a member of the Potowatomi Tribe and a member o f the Turtle Clan, 

was born in 1945 on the Cape Croker Indian Reservation on the Bruce Peninsula. After 

graduating from High School, he worked for many years for Native Organizations before 

attending Algoma University College in Sault Ste. Marie where he obtained a Bachelor of 

Arts in English and Political Science. He is presently a candidate for a Master’s Degree in 

English and Creative Writing at the University of Windsor where he will graduate in the 

Spring of 2000.
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