One Race                              
 
There once was a time when this land looked untouched, because the people it homed never reaped it that much.
They would fish when they could and hunt what they need,      
and the plants that they used would always leave seed.
 
The buffalo they killed was not only to eat.
The hides would be used for their backs and their feet.
The bones would be used for tools and things,
and at night they would thank the Great Spirit and sing.
 
Rarely would they fight with a neighboring tribe,
but whenever they did, very few died.
The squabbles they had would never compare, 
to the hell they would face and sorrows they’d share. 
 
When the settlers arrived they were met with a greeting, 
and the natives were pleased with this curious meeting.
They never thought twice to give the squatters a hand, 
by sharing hides and food or show them the land.
 
 It wouldn’t take long before everything changed, 
and the land that they loved would be all rearranged. 
To build all their things, the trees would come down,
and dead naked buffalo would litter the ground.
 
Like blades of grass on the plains or stars in the sky, 
more strangers would come more natives would die.
The strangers had come to take what they pleased.
The ones who lived here would be left with disease.
 
The ones that survived had to fight for their right,
So savages they’re called by the ones they called white.
With an enemy so huge the braves fought their best,
but one-hundred to one the whites pushed them west.                          ©
 
 
Too keep fighting this war would destroy a whole race,                        
so in order to live something new would take place.
The north would be sent to reservations for years, 
in the south some would march on the trail of tears.
 
Agreements were made and treaties were signed,
and the past that they knew would be all left behind,
except for the stories the Elders have told,
would be passed to the young until they had grown old.
 
For too long they were treated completely unjust,
and the land that they roamed was farmed into dust.
What the so called civilized man would call progress,
would leave mile after mile of a terrible mess.
 
The earth, the sky, the water, and plants, 
from the great buffalo to the smallest of ants,
there are some who believe it belongs to man.
This is a concept I can’t understand. 
 
The victors of war would all write the history,
and the past of the lost would be left as a mystery.
With the advent of computer, TV, and phone,
the truth of it all can finely be shown.
 
Now that we know where some history lies, 
we can open our minds when we open our eyes.
If your black, red, yellow, white, dumb, or smart,
still one thing is certain, we all have a heart.
 
If all people now, would let their conscience be their guide,
we can all share the truth and leave nothing to hide.
We must never forget but must also forgive. 
without hate in the way we can live and let live.
 
I hope for humanity’s sake these words are embraced, 
with our hearts and our souls and it shows on our face.
We have covered the earth and we’ve gone into space,
where the earth looks so small that we are all just one race.                   
                                  
 
Author’s note

This poem is not meant to get under your skin but in to your hearts. This history is just one man’s vision and written as a tribute to all the American Natives that have been mistreated or lied to in the past. In truth all conquered peoples of the world have suffered similar hardships through the history of mankind. All human beings are capable of inflicting terrible pain as well as alleviating it. We have the technology and information now to see the difference between right and wrong and I pray that we don’t misuse it. 

Mr. Albert Einstein once said:

“I hope one day humanity surpasses its technology.” 

I only wish to inspire positive change and offend no one with my poem, “One Race.”

