I Am a Cherokee
By Riley
I am a cherokee Indian.
I wonder about my people.

I hear the foot steps of my men.
I spot a juicy deer.
I want a home were I am warm and safe.
I am a cherokee Indian.
I pretend to be eating tasty food.
I feel very cold on the trail of tears.
I touch the cold snow and worry about frost bite.
I worry about the war.
I cry about  my friend who died. 
I am a cherokee Indian.
I understand why john ross is crying.
I say hold on we will make it.
I dream about when we get to the end of the t.o.t
I try to not cry so hard.
I hope I will make it.
