
Protective Silence  
 

Quiet as the moon, 

Comforted by the singing ancestors 

swaying in the grass, 

His silence is the answer to the once guilty 

who now speaks with the tongue of the land, 

Prayers lent out 

a thin vapor leaving a spiritual trail of wisdom,  

Asking and seeking 

bringing back the souls once taken, 

The cold presence lingers 

with a sharp depth only death acknowledges, 

He has seen the unseen, 

He is the moon 

watching, waiting,  

Shining his luminescent  light over the taken.  
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