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I am the Trail of Tears
By: Mrs. Miller’s 4th grade ELLs: Miguel, Jocy, David, Cynthia, and Wang

I am dirt. I am rocks. I am tears and I am blood.

I feel the calloused bare feet of the Cherokee as they walked six months across my face from Tennessee to Oklahoma.

I wonder why the soldiers would not allow the Cherokee to pack necessities: no food, no water, no clothes, and no blankets.

I hear the coughing, ha-cha ha-cha, of the weak, the sick, and the feeble Natives as they were forced off the land of their ancestors.

I see thousands of Cherokee of all ages herded like cattle. Most all walked, some were able to ride horse or mules, and only the sickest and oldest were permitted in the few wagons.

I dream of the day when the Cherokee Nation rises to greatness once again with: beautiful rolling hills of green, bountiful harvests of beans, corn, and squash, and successful hunts of bears, deer, and turkeys.

I think the citizens who collected tolls and ferry fees from the Cherokee along the way were dirty, rotten, greedy, dishonorable beasts.

I hear the galloping hooves, ba-da-domp ba-da-domp ba-da-domp, of the hunter’s horses as they hunted for food to feed their starving families since the soldiers did not feed them. 

I worry that in the future the government could pick on another group of people, like the Cherokee, and throw them out of their homes.

I cried when the 4,000 Cherokee people died along the way and were buried in the pieces of my broken heart. 

I wonder why President Andrew Jackson didn’t treat the Cherokee as Americans. He treated them like they were nobodies who didn’t belong.

I want American to come together in peace with their different colors, languages, families, and traditions.

I am the Trail of Tears. I am America.

