  Chickasaw

A daughter of the Chickasaw,

With raven colored hair

Wore braids that fell below her waist

And glistened in the air.

Ohoya Lishke was her name

And she was trained to heal.

Great honor one day she'd receive

From methods she'd reveal.

By kindred tribes her healing sought 

In times of war or peace.

Ohoya Lishke chose to help

All tribes and never cease.

Then one day white men came along

Ignoring red man's law.

They brought with them disease and greed

To kill the Chickasaw.

Red people sought to live in peace

Beside their brothers, white,

But ever by deceitful hand

The red men lost each fight.

The chief lay dying by the fire

All healing methods failed

Until Ohoya Lishke came

And by her skills prevailed.

Eyes fluttered and then opened wide,

His strength renewed they saw.

With love he gazed upon the face,

Of daughter, Chickasaw.

And not one soul there saw the tears

Roll slowly down her face.

Ohoya Lishke always knew

Hers was a dying race.

The Ancient ones knew rocks had souls

And grasses whispered songs.

But white men never heard those sounds

While they committed wrongs.

And in despair the tribal men

Of foreign spirits dreamed.

Forsaken, feeling they had lost

All that they had, it seemed.

Although they mourned with sorrowed cries,

No strength from which to draw,

Yet one remained until the end,

She was a Chickasaw.

And sometimes when the nights are long

And rain falls cold and raw

I hear the spirits speaking of

The days of Chickasaw.

