Gathering Place

There was a gathering place

On an island as old as time

And all around its banks 

The waters of the big river would wind

The spirit of love and life

And the spirit of these waters entwined 

Forever running free

 Down through the centuries

Chisasibi 

How has it come to be

You won’t see a smiling face

 At the gathering place

Chisasibi

300 years of history

Washed away without a trace

At the gathering place

The tale of the river

A tale that the people would tell

Reached to the ears of men 

Hungry for the power it held 

They came with promises

Sunken in bedrock and sand

They came in the spirit of greed 

The spirit of treachery

Chisasibi

300 years of history 

Washed away without a trace 

At the gathering place

I stood on the shoulders 

Of a monster of concrete and steel

Not knowing what to say

Not knowing how to feel

How are we ever to live

How shall we ever last

Waging a war between 

The present and the past

Chisasibi

How has it come to be

You won’t see a smiling face

At the gathering place

Gathering place
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