
Only their ghosts 
Goaded by the Blackfoot 
Mounted on stallions:
In the night time 
He drove the stallions 
Reeking into the camp;
The women gasped and whispered, 
The children cowered and crept, 
And the old men shuddered 
Where they slept.
When Sakimay looked forth 
He saw the Blackfoot,
And the ghosts of the warriors, 
And the black stallions 
Covered by the night wind 
As by a mantle.


