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The Song of Hiawatha
III

Hiawatha’s Childhood

“a

By the shores of Gitche Gumee.
By the shining Big-Sea-Water,
Stood the wigwam of Nokomis,
Daughter of the Moon, Nokomis.
Dark behind it rose the forest,
Rose the black and gloomy pine-trees,
Rose the firs with cones upon them;
Bright before it beat the water,
Beat the clear and sunny water,
Beat the shining Big-Sea-Water.

There the wrinkled, old Nokomis
Nursed the little Hiawatha,
Rocked him in his linden cradle,
Bedded soft in moss and rushes,
Safely bound with reindeer sinews
Stilled his fretful wail by saying
"Hush! the Naked Bear will get thee!"
Lulled him into slumber, singing,
"Ewa-yea! my little owlet!
Who is this, that lights the wigwam?
With his great eyes lights the wigwam?
Ewa-yea! my little owlet!"

Many things Nokomis taught him
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Of the stars that shine in heaven
Showed him Ishkoodah, the comet,
Ishkoodah, with fiery tresses;

Showed the Death-Dance of the spirits
Warriors with their plumes and war-clubs,
Flaring far away to Northward

In the frosty nights of Winter

Showed the broad, white road in heaven,
Pathway of the ghosts, the shadows
Running straight across the heavens
Crowded with the ghosts, the shadows.

At the door on Summer evenings
Sat the little Hiawatha
Heard the whispering of the pine-trees,
Heard the lapping of the water
Sounds of music, words of wonder
"Minne-wawa! " said the pine-trees
"Mudway-aushka! " said the water.

Saw the fire-fly, Wah-wah-taysee,
Flitting through the dusk of evening
With the twinkle of its candle
Lighting up the brakes and bushes
And he sang the song of children,
Sang the song Nokomis taught him:
"Wah-wah-taysee, little fire-fly,
Little, flitting, white-fire insect
Little, dancing, white-fire creature
Light me with your little candle,

Ere upon my bed I lay me,
Ere in sleep I close my eyelids!"

Saw the moon rise from the water
Rippling, rounding from the water
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Saw the flecks and shadows on it
Whispered, "What is that, Nokomis?"
And the good Nokomis answered:

"Once a warrior, very angry,

Seized his grandmother, and threw her
Up into the sky at midnight;

Right against the moon he threw her

'T is her body that you see there."
Saw the rainbow in the heaven,

In the eastern sky, the rainbow,
Whispered, "What is that, Nokomis?®
And the good Nokomis answered:
*'T is the heaven of flowers you see there;
All the wild-flowers of the forest,
All the lilies of the prairie,
When on earth they fade and perish,
Blossom in that heaven above us."
When he heard the owls at midnight,
Hooting, laughing in the forest,
"What is that?" he cried in terror:
"What is that?" he said, "Nokomis?"
And the good Nokomis answered:
"That is but the owl and owlet,
Talking in their native language,
Talking, scolding at each other."
Then the little Hiawatha,
Learned of every bird its language,
Learned their names and all their secrets
How they built their nests in Summer
Where they hid themselves in Winter
Talked with them whene’ er he met them,
Called them "Hiawatha’s Chickens."




Of all beasts he learned the language,

Learned their names and all their secrets,

How the beavers built their lodges,

Where the squirrels hid their acorns,

How the reindeer ran so swiftly,

Why the rabbit was so timid,

Talked with them whene’ er he met them,

Called them "Hiawatha’s Brothers."
Then Iagoo, the great boaster,

He the marvellous story-teller

He the traveller and the talker,

He the friend of old Nokomis
Made a bow for Hiawatha:

From a branch of ash he made it,
From an oak-bough made the arrows,

Tipped with flint, and winged with feathers,

And the cord he made of deer-skin.
Then he said to Hiawatha
"Go, my son, into the forest,
Where the red deer herd together,
Kill for us a famous roebuck,
Kill for us a deer with antlers!®
Forth into the forest straightway
All alone walked Hiawatha
Proudly, with his bow and arrows;
And the birds sang round him, o’ er him,
*Do not shoot us, Hiawatha!®
Sang the Opechee, the robin, ,
Sang the bluebird, the Owaissa,
"Do not shoot us, Hiawatha!"
Up the oak-tree, close beside him,
Sprang the squirrel, Adjidaumo,
In and out among the branches,
Coughed and chattered from the oeak-tree,
Laughed, and said between his laughing,
*Do not shoot me, Hiawatha! "
And the rabbit from his pathway
Leaped aside, and at a distance
Sat erect upon his haunches,
Half in fear and half in frolic,
Saying to the little hunter,
*Do not shoot me, Hiawatha!®
But he heeded not, nor heard them
For his thoughts were with the red deer;
On their tracks his eyes were fastened,
Leading downward to the river,
To the ford across the river,
And as one in slumber walked he.
Hidden in the alder bushes
There he waited till the deer came,
Till he saw two antlers lifted,
Saw two eyes look from the thicket
Saw two nostrils point to windward,
And a deer came down the pathway,
Flecked with leafy light and shadow.
And his heart within him fluttered
Trembled like the leaves above him,
Like the birch-leaf palpitated
As the deer came down the pathway.
Then upon one knee uprising,
Hiawatha aimed an arrow,
Scarce a twig moved with his motion,
Scarce a leaf was stirred or rustled,
But the wary roebuck started,
Stamde. with all his hoofs together,
Listened with one foot uplifted,
Leaped as if to meet the arrow;
Ah! the singing, fatal arrow
Like a wasp it buzzed and stung him!
Dead he lay there in the forest
By the ford across the river;
Beat his timid heart no longer,

But the heart of Hiawatha

Throbbed and shouted and exulted,

As he bore the red deer homeward

And Iagoo and Nokomis

Hailed his coming with applauses.
From the red deer’ s hide Nokomis
Made a cloak for Hiawatha,

From the red deer’s flesh Nokomis
Made a banquet in his honor

All the village came and feasted,
All the guests praised Hiawatha,
Called him Strong-Heart, Soan-getaha
Called him Loon-Heart, Mahn-go-taysee!

VII 2
Hiawatha’s Sailing

Give me of your bark, O Birch-Tree
Of your yellow bark, O Birch-Tree!
Growing by the rushing river,

Tall and stately in the valley!

I a light canoe will build me
Build a swift Cheemaun for sailing
That shall float upon the river,

Like a yellow leaf in Autumn,
Like a yellow water-1lily!

nLLay aside your cloak, O Birch-Tree
Lay aside your white-skin wrapper
For the Summer-time is coming,

And the sun is warm in heaven,
And you need no white-skin wrapper!n

Thus aloud cried Hiawatha
In the solitary forest
By the rushing Taquamenaw,

When the birds were singing gayly,
In the Moon of Leaves were singing,
And the sun, from sleep awaking
Started up and said, "Behold me
Gheezis, the great Sun, behold me!r"

And the tree with all its branches
Rustled in the breeze of morning
Saying, with a sigh of patience
nTake my cloak, O Hiawatha!n"

With his knife the tree he girdled
Just beneath its lowest branches
Just above the roots he cut it
Till the sap came oozing outward;
Down the trunk, from top to bottom,
Sheer he cleft the bark asunder
With a wooden wedge he raised it
Stripped it from the trunk unbroken.

*Give me of your boughs, O Cedar!
Of your strong and pliant branches
My canoe to make more steady
Make more strong and firm beneath me!"

Through the summit of the cedar
Went a sound, a cry of horror,

Went a murmur of resistance;
But it whispered, bending downward,
"Take my boughs, O Hiawatha!"

Down he hewed the boughs of cedar
Shaped them straightway to a framework,
Like two bows he formed and shaped them,
Like two bended bows together

"Give me of your roots, O Tamarack
Of your fibrous roots, O Larch-Tree!
My canoe to bind together
So to bind the ends together
That the water may not enter,

That the river may not wet me!"
And the larch, with all its fibres,
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Shivered in the air of morning,
Touched his forehead with its tassels,
Said, with one long sigh of sorrow
*Take them all, O Hiawatha!®
From the earth he tore the fibres
Tore the tough roots of the Larch-Tree,
Closely sewed the bark together,
Bound it closely to the framework.
wGive me of your balm, O Fir-Tree'
Of your balsam and your resin,
So to close the seams together
That the water may not enter
That the river may not wet me!"
And the Fir-Tree, tall and sombre,
Sobbed through all its robes of darkness,

Rattled like a shore with pebbles
Answered wailing, answered weeping

"Take my balm, O Hiawatha!®
And he took the tears of balsam,
Took the resin of the Fir-Tree,
Smeared therewith each seam and fissure,
Made each crevice safe from water.
»Give me of your quills, O Hedgehog!
All your quills, O Kagh, the Hedgehog!
I will make a necklace of them,
Make a girdle for my beauty,
And two stars to deck her bosom!"
From a hollow tree the Hedgehog
With his sleepy eyes 1ookgd at him,
Shot his shining quills, like arrows,
Saying, with a drowsy murmur,
Through the tangle of his whiskers,
"Take my quills, O Hiawatha!"
From the ground the quills he gathered,
All the little shining arrows,
Stained them red and blue and yellow,
With the juice of roots and berries;
Into his canoe he wrought them,
Round its waist a shining girdle
Round its bows a gleaming necklace,
On its breast two stars resplendent
Thus the Birch Canoe was builded
In the valley, by the river
In the bosom of the forest;
And the forest’s life was it,
All its mystery and its magic,
All the lightness of the birch-tree,
All the toughness of the cedar,
All the larch’s supple sinews;
And it floated on the river
Like a yellow leaf in Autumn,
Like a yellow water-lily.

Paddles none had Hiawatha,
Paddles none he had or needed

For his thoughts as paddles served him,
And his wishes served to guide him.
Swift or slow at will he glided
Veered to right or left at pleasure
Then he called aloud to Kwasind
To his friend, the strong man Kwasind
Saying, "Help me clear this river
Of its sunken logs and sand-bars."
Straight into the river Kwasind
Plunged as if he were an otter
Dived as if he were a beaver
Stood up to his waist in water
To his armpits in the river
Swam and shouted in the river,
Tugged at sunken logs and branches,
With his hands he scooped the sand-bars.
With his feet the ooze and tangle.
And thus sailed my Hiawatha




Down the rushing Taquamenaw,
Sailed through all its bends and windings,
Sailed through all its deeps and shallows,
While his friend, the strong man, Kwasind,
Swam the deeps, the shallows waded.

Up and down the river went they,
In and out among its islands,
Cleared its bed of root and sand-bar,
Dragged the dead trees from its channel,
Made its passage safe and certain,
Made a pathway for the people,
From its springs among the mountains,
To the water of Pauwating,
To the bay of Taquamenaw.

IX
Hiawatha and the Pearl-Feather

On the shores of Gitche Gumee,
Of the shining Big-Sea-Water,
Stood Nokomis, the old woman,
Pointing with her finger westward,
0’ er the water pointing westward
To the purple clouds of sunset.
Fiercely the red sun descendipg,
Burned his way along the heavens,
Set the sky on fire behind himg,
As war-parties, when retreating,
Burn the prairies on their war-trail
And the moon, the Night-sun, eastward,
Suddenly starting from his ambush,
Followed fast those bloody footprints,
Followed in that fiery war-trail,
With its glare upon his ‘features.
And Nokomis, the old woman,
Pointing with her finger westward,
Spake these words to Hiawatha:
nYonder dwells the great Pearl-Feather,
Megissogwon, the Magician,
Manito of Wealth and Wampum,
Guarded by his fiery serpents,
Guarded by the black pitch-water.
You can see his fiery serpents,
The Kenabeek, the great serpents,
Coiling, playing in the water;
You can see the black pitch-water
Stretching far away beyond them,
To the purple clouds of sunset!
"He it was who slew my father,
By his wicked wiles and cunning,
When he from the moon descended,
When he came on earth to seek me.
He, the mightiest of Magicians,
Sends the fever from the marshes,
Sends the pestilential vapors,
Sends the poisonous exhalations,
Sends the white fog from the fenlands,
Sends disease and death among us!
nTake your bow, O Hiawatha,
Take your arrows, jasper-headed,
Take your war-club, Puggawaugun,
And your mittens, Minjekahwun,
And your birch-canoe for sailing,
And the oil of Mishe-Nahma,
So to smear its sides, that swiftly
You may pass the black pitch-water;
Slay this merciless magician,
Save the people from the fever
That he breathes across the fenlands,
And avenge my father’s murder!"®
Straightway then my Hiawatha

Armed himself with all his war-gear,
Launched his birch-canoe for sailing;
With his palm its sides he patted,
Said with glee, "Cheemaun, my darling,
0 my Birch-Canoe! leap forward,

Where you see the fiery serpents,
Where you see the black pitch-water!"
Forward leaped Cheemaun exulting,

And the noble Hiawatha

Sang his war-song wild and woeful

And above him the war-eagle,

The Keneu, the great war-eagle,

Master of all fowls with feathers,
Screamed and hurtled through the heavens.

Soon he reached the fiery serpen»t,s, -
The Kenabeek, the great serpents,

Lying huge upon the water,

Sparkling, rippling in the water,

Lying coiled across the passage,

With their blazing crests uplifted,

Breathing fiery fogs and vapors,

So that none could pass beyond them.
But the fearless Hiawatha

Cried aloud, and spake in this wise,

"Let me pass my way, Kenabeek,

Let me go upon my journey!'"

And they answered, hissing fiercely,

With their fiery breath made answer:

"Back, go back! O Shaugodaya!

Back to old Nokomis, Faint-heart!"
Then the angry Hiawatha

Raised his mighty bow of ash-tree,

Seized his arrows, jasper-headed,

Shot them fast among the serpents;

Every twanging of the bowstring

Was a war-cry and a death-cry,

Every whizzing of an arrow

Was a death-song of Kenabeek.
Weltering in the bloody water,

Dead lay all the fiery serpents,

And among them Hiawatha

Harmless sailed, and cried exulting:

»Onward, O Cheemaun, my darling!

Onward to the black pitch-water!"
Then he took the oil of Nahma,

And the bows and sides anointed,

Smeared them well with oil, that swiftly

He might pass the black pitch-water.
All night long he sailed upon it,

Sailed upon that sluggish water,

Covered with its mould of ages,

Black with rotting water-rushes,

Rank with flags and leaves of lilies,

Stagnant, lifeless, dreary, dismal,

Lighted by the shimmering moonlight,

And by will-o’ -the-wisps illumined,

Fires by ghosts of dead men kindled,

In their weary night-encampments.
All the air was white with moonlight,

All the water black with shadow,

And around him the Suggema,

The mosquito, sang his war-song,

And the fireflies, Wah-wah-taysee,

Waved their torches to mislead him;

And the bullfrog, the Dahinda,

Thrust his head into the moonlight,

Fixed his yellow eyes upon him,

Sobbed and sank beneath the surface;

And anon a thousand whistles,

Answered over all the fenlands,

And the heron, the Shuh-shuh-gah,

Far off on the reedy margin,
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Heralded the hero’s coming.
Westward thus fared Hiawatha,
Toward the realm of Megissogwon,
Toward the land of the Pearl-Feather
Till the level moon stared at him,
In his face stared pale and haggard
Till the sun was hot behind him,
Till it burned upon his shoulders,
And before him on the upland
He could see the Shining Wigwam
Of the Manito of Wampum,
Of the mightiest of Magicians.
Then once more Cheemaun he patted,
To his birch-canoe said, "Onward!"
And it stirred in all its fibres,
And with one great bound of triumph
Leaped across the water-lilies
Leaped through tangled flags and rushes
And upon the beach beyond them
Dry-shod landed Hiawatha
Straight he took his bow of ash-tree
One end on the sand he rested,
With his knee he pressed the middle
Stretched the faithful bowstring tighter
look an arrow, jasper-headed,
Shot it at the Shining Wigwam,
Sent it singing as a herald,
As a bearer of his message
Of his challenge loud and lofty:
"Come forth from your lodge,
Hiawatha waits your coming!"
Straightway from the Shining Wigwam
Came the mighty Megissogwon,
Tall of stature, broad of shoulder
Dark and terrible in aspect,
Clad from head to foot in wampum,
Armed with all his warlike weapons
Painted like the sky of morning
Streaked with crimson, blue, and yellow
Crested with great eagle-feathers
Streaming upward, streaming outward.
"Well I know you, Hiawatha!"
Cried he in a voice of thunder
In a tone of loud derision. :
"Hasten back, O Shaugodaya!
Hasten back among the women
Back to old Nokomis, Faint-heart
I will slay you as you stand there
As of old I slew her father!"
But my Hiawatha answered,
Nothing daunted, fearing nothing
"Big words do not smite like war-clubs,
Boastful breath is not a bowstring
Taunts are not so sharp as arrows
Deeds are better things than words are,
Actions mightier than boastings!"
Then began the greatest battle
That the sun had ever looked on,
That the war-birds ever witnessed.
All a Summer’s day it lasted,
From the sunrise to the sunset;
For the shafts of Hiawatha
Harmless hit the shirt of wampum
Harmless fell the blows he dealt it
With his mittens, Minjekahwun,
Harmless fell the heavy war-club
It could dash the rocks asunder
But it could not break of meshes
Of that magic shirt of wampum.
Till at sunset Hiawatha,
Leaning on his bow of ash-tree,
Wounded, weary, and desponding

Pearl-Feather!




With his mighty war-club broken,

With his mittens torn and tattered,

And three useless arrows only,

Paused to rest beneath a pine-tree,

From whose branches trailed the mosses,

And whose trunk was coated over

With the Dead-man’s Moccasin-leather,

With the fungus white and yellow.
Suddenly from the boughs above him

Sang the Mama, the woodpecker

"Aim your arrows, Hiawatha,

At the head of Megissogwon,

Strike the tuft of hair upon it

At their roots the long black tresses

There alone can he be wounded!"
Winged with feathers, tipped with jasper

Swift flew Hiawatha' s arrow,
Just as Megissogwon, stooping,
Raised a heavy stone to throw it
Full upon the crown it struck him,
At the roots of his long tresses
And he reeled and staggered forward,
Plunging like a wounded bison,
Yes, like Pezhekee, the bison,
When the snow is on the prairie.
Swifter flew the second arrow,
In the pathway of the other,
Piercing deeper than the other,
Wounding sorer than the other|
And the knees of Megissogwon
Shook like windy reeds beneath him,
Bent and trembled like the rushes.
But the third and latest arrow
Swiftest flew, and wounded sorest,
And the mighty Megissogwon
Saw the fiery eyes of Pauguk,
Saw the” eyes of Death glare at him,
Heard his voice call in the darkness;
At the feet of Hiawatha
Lifeless lay the great Pearl-Feather,
Lay the mightiest of Magicians.
Then the grateful Hiawatha
Called the Mama, the woodpecker,
From his perch among the branches
Of the melancholy pine-tree,
And in honor of his service,
Stained with plood the tuft of feathers
On the little head of Mama,
Even to this day he wears it
Wears the tuft of crimson feathers,
As a symbol of his service.
Then he stripped the shirt of wampum
From the back of Megissogwon,
As a trophy of the battle,
As a signal of his congquest.
On the shore he left the body,
Half on land and half in water
In the sand his feet were buried,
And his face was in the water.
And above him, wheeled and clamored
The Keneu, the great war-eagle,
Sailing round in narrower circles
Hovering nearer, nearer, nearer.
From the wigwam Hiawatha
w.re the wealth of Megissogwon,
av | his wealth of skins and wampum,
Furs of bison and of beaver,
Furs of sable and of ermine,
Wampum belts and strings and pouches
Quivers wrought with beads of wampum,
Filled with arrows, silver-headed.
Homeward then he sailed exulting

Homeward through the black pitch-water
Homeward through the weltering serpent
With the trophies of the battle,
With a shout and song of triumph.

On the shore stood old Nokomis,
On the shore stood Chibiabos
And the very strong man, Kwasind,
Waiting for the hero’s coming
Listening to his song of triumph.
And the people of the village
Welcomed him with songs and dances,
Made a joyous feast, and shouted!
"Honor be to Hiawatha!
He has slain the great Pearl-Feather
Slain the mightiest of Magicians, .
Him, who sent the fiery fever, - =
Sent the white fog from the fenlands
Sent disease and death among us!w»

Ever dear to Hiawatha
Was the memory of Mama
And in token of his friendship,
As a mark of his remembrance
He adorned and decked his pipe-stem
With the crimson tuft of feathers,
With the blood-red crest of Mama.
But the wealth of Megissogwon,
All the trophies of the battle
He divided with his people
Shared it equally among them.

X

Hiawatha’s Wooing

As unto the bow the cord is,

So unto the man is woman,

Though she bends him, she obeys him,

Though she draws him, yet she follows,

Useless each without the other!"
Thus the youthful Hiawatha

Said within himself and pondered,

Much perplexed by various feelings,

Listless, longing, hoping, fearing,

Dreaming still of Minnehaha,

Of the lovely Laughing Water,

In the land of the Dacotahs

"Wed a maiden of your people,"

Warning said the old Nokomis;

"Go not eastward, go not westward

For a stranger, whom we know not!

Like a fire upon the hearthstone

Is a neighbor’ s homely daughter,

Like the starlight or the moonlight

Is the handsomest of strangers!"
Thus dissuading spake Nokomis

And my Hiawatha answered

Only this: "Dear old Nokomis

Very pleasant is thé firelight

But I like the starlight better,

Better do I like the moonlight!"
Gravely then said old Nokomis

"Bring not here an idle maiden

Bring not here a useless woman,

Hands unskilful, feet unwilling;

Bring a wife with nimble fingers

Heart and hand that move together

Feet that run on willing errands!"
Smiling answered Hiawatha;

"In the land of the Dacotahs

Lives the Arrow-maker’ s daughter
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Minnehaha, Laughing Water,

Handsomest of all the women.

I will bring her to your wigwam,

She shall run upon your errands,

Be your starlight, moonlight, firelight,
Be the sunlight of my people!"

Still dissuading said Nokomis:
*"Bring not to my lodge a stranger
From the land of the Dacotahs!

Very fierce are the Dacotahs,

Often is there war between us,

There are feuds yet unforgotten,

Wounds that ache and still may open!"
Laughing answered Hiawatha:

"For that reason, if no other

Would I wed the fair Dacotah,

That our tribes might be united,

That old feuds might be forgotten,

And old wounds be healed forever!®

Thus departed Hiawatha
To the land of the Dacotahs,
To the land of handsome women;
Striding over moor and meadow,
Through interminable forests,
Through uninterrupted silence.

With his moccasins of magic,
At each stride a mile he measured;
Yet the way seemed long before him,
And his heart outran his footsteps;
And he journeyed without resting,
Till he heard the cataract’s thunder,
Heard the Falls of Minnehaha,
Calling to him through the silence.
"Pleasant is the sound!"™ he murmured,
"Pleasant is the voice that zalls me!®

On the outskirts of the forest
'Twixt the shadow and the sunshine
Herds of fallow deer were feeding,
But they saw not Hiawatha;

To his bow he whispered, "Fail not!"
To his arrow whispered, "Swerve not!*"
Sent it singing on its errand,

To the red heart of the roebuck
Threw the deer across his shoulder,
And sped forward without pausing

At the doorway of his wigwam

Sat the ancient Arrow-maker,

In the land of the Dacotahs,

Making arrow-heads of jasper
Arrow-heads of chalcedony.

At his side, in all her beauty,

Sat the lovely Minnehaha,

Sat his daughter, Laughing Water,
Plaiting mats of flags and rushes

Of the past the old man’s thoughts were,
And the maiden’s of the future.

He was thinking, as he sat there,

Of the days when with such arrows

He had struck the deer and bison,

On the Muskoday, the meadow;

Shot the wild goose, flying southward,
On the wing, the clamorous Wawa
Thinking of the great war-parties
How they came to buy his arrows,
Could not fight without his arrows.
Ah, no moze such noble warriors
Could be found on earth as they were!
Now the men were all like women,

Only used their tongues for weapons

She was thinking of a hunter

From another tribe and country,

Young and tall and very handsome,




Who one morning, in the Spring-time,
Came to buy her father’s arrows,

Sat and rested in the wigwam,
Lingered long about the doorway,
Looking back as he departed.

She had heard her father praise him,
Praise his courage and his wisdom;
Would he come again for arrows

To the Falls of Minnehaha?

On the mat her hands lay idle

And her eyes were very dreamy.

Through their thoughts they heard a footstep,
Heard a rustling in the branches,

And with glowing cheek and forehead,
With the deer upon his shoulders,
Suddenly from out the woodlands
Hiawatha stood before them.

Straight the ancient Arrow-maker
Looked up gravely from his labor,
Laid aside the unfinished arrow
Bade him enter at the doorway,
Saying, as he rose to meet him,
"Hiawatha, you are welcome!"

At the feet of Laughing Water
Hiawatha laid his burden,

Threw the red deer from his shoulders;
And the maiden looked up at him,
Looked up from her mat of rushes

Said with gentle look and accenﬁ,

"You are welcome, Hiawatha!"®

Very spacious was the wigwam,

Made of deerskin dressed and whitened,
With the Gods of the Dacotahs

Drawn and painted on its curtains,

And so tall the doorway, hardly
Hiawatha stooped to enter,

Hardly toliched his eagle-feathers

As he entered at the doorway.

Then uprose the Laughing Water

From the ground fair Minnehaha,

Laid aside her mat unfinished,

Brought forth food and set before them,
Water brought them from the brooklet,
Gave them food in earthen vessels,
Gave them drink in bowls of basswood,
Listened while the guest was speaking
Listened while her father answered,
But not once her lips she opened,

Not a single word she uttered.

Yes, as in a dream she listened
To the words of Hiawatha
As he talked of old Nokomis
Who had nursed him in his childhood,
As he told of his companions
Chibiabos, the musician,

And the very strong man, Kwasind,
And of happiness and plenty
In the land of the Ojibways
In the pleasant land and peaceful.

*After many years of warfare
Many years of strife and bloodshed,
There is peace between the Ojibways
And the tribe of the Dacotahs."®
Thus continued Hiawatha,

And then added, speaking slowly,
"That this peace may last forever
And our hands be clasped more closely,
And our hearts be more united,
Give me as my wife this maiden,
Minnehaha, Laughing Water,
Loveliest of Dacotah women!"
And the ancient Arrow-maker

Paused a moment ere he answered,
Smoked a little while in silence,
Looked at Hiawatha proudly,
Fondly looked at Laughing Water
And made answer very gravely:
"Yes, if Minnehaha wishes

Let your heart speak, Minnehaha!"

And the lovely Laughing Water
Seemed more lovely, as she stood there,
Neither willing nor reluctant,

As she went te Hiawatha,
Softly took the seat beside him,

While she said, and blushed to say it
"I will follow you, my husband!"
This was Hiawatha’'s wooing!
Thus it was he won the.daughter
Of the ancient Arrow-maker
In the land of the Dacotahs!

From the wigwam he departed,
Leading with him Laughing Water;
Hand in hand they went together
Through the woodland and the meadow,
Left the old man standing lonely
At the doorway of his wigwam,

Heard the Falls of Minnehaha
Calling to them from the distance,
Crying to them from afar off,
*"Fare thee well, O Minnehaha!®

And the ancient Arrow-maker
Turned again unto his labor,

Sat down by his sunny doorway
Murmuring to himself, and saying:
*Thus it is our daughters leave us,
Those we love, and those who love us!
Just when they have learned to help us,
When we are old and lean upon them,
Comes a youth with flaunting feathers,
With his flute of reeds, a stranger
Wanders piping through the village,
Beckons to the fairest maiden,

And she follows where he leads her
Leaving all things for the stranger!®

Pleasant was the journey homeward,
Through interminable forests
Over meadow, over mountain,

Over river, hill, and hollow.

Short it seemed to Hiawatha,

Though they journeyed very slowly,
Though his pace he checked and slackened
To the steps of Laughing Water

Over wide and rushing rivers

In his arms he bore the maiden;
Light he thought her as a feather
As the plume upon his headgear
Cleared the tangled pathway for her
Bent aside the swaying branches
Made at night a lodge of branches,
And a bed with boughs of hemlock,
And a fire before the doorway

With the dry cones of the pine-tree.

All the travelling winds went with them,
0’ er the meadow, through the forest
All the stars of night looked at them,
Watched with sleepless eyes their slumber
From his ambush in the oak-tree
Peeped the squirrel, Adjidaumo,

Watched with eager eyes the lovers
And the rabbit, the Wabasso,
Scampered from the path before them,
Peering, peeping from his burrow

Sat erect upon his haunches

Watched with curious eyes the lovers.
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Pleasant was the journey homeward!
All the birds sang loud and sweetly
Songs of happiness and heart’ s-ease
Sang the bluebird, the Owaissa,

"Happy are you, Hiawatha,

Having such a wife to love you!"
Sang the Opechee, the robin,
"Happy are you, Laughing Water,
Having such a noble husband!"

From the sky the sun benignant
Looked upon them through the branches,
Saying to them, "0 my children,

Love is sunshine, hate is shadow,
Life is checkered shade and sunshine,
Rule by love, O Hiawatha!"

From the sky the moon looked at them,
Filled the lodge with mystic splendors,
Whispered to them, "O my children,

Day is restless, night is quiet
Man imperious, woman feeble;

Half is mine, although I follow;
Rule by patience, Laughing Water!"

Thus it was they journeyed homeward;
Thus it was that Hiawatha
To the lodge of old Nokomis
Brought the moonlight, starlight, firelight
Brought the sunshine of his people,
Minnehaha, Laughing Water,

Handsomest of all the women
In the land of the Dacotahs,
In the land of handsome women.

XVII
The Hunting of Pau-Puk-Keewis

Full of wrath was Hiawatha,
When he came into the village,
Found the people in confusion,
Heard of all the misdemeanors
All the malice and the mischief
Of the cunning Pau-Puk-Keewis.

Hard his breath came through his nostrils
Through his teeth he buzzed and muttered
Words of anger and resentment
Hot and humming like a hornet.

*] will slay this Pau-Puk-Keewis

Slay this mischief-maker!" said he.
"Not so long and wide the world is,

Not so rude and rough the way is

That my wrath shall not attain him,
That my vengeance shall not reach him!"®

Then in swift pursuit departed,
Hiawatha and the hunters
On the trail of Pau-Puk-Keewis,
Through the forest, where he passed,
To the headlands where he rested;
But they found not Pau-Puk-Keewis
Only in the trampled grasses
In the whortleberry bushes,

Found the couch where he had rested,
Found the impress of his body.

From the lowlands far beneath them,
From the Muskoday, the meadow,
Pau-Puk-Keewis, turning backward,
Made a gesture of defiance

Made a gesture of derision;

And aloud cried Hiawatha,

From the summit of the mountain:
"Not so long and wide the world is,
Not so rude and rough the way is,
But my wrath shall overtake you,




And my vengeance shall attain you!"

Over rock and over river,

Through bush, and brake, and forest,
Ran the cunning Pau-Puk-Keewis;

Like an antelope he bounded,

Till he tame unto a streamlet

In the middle of the forest,

To a streamlet still and tranquil,
That had overflowed its margin,

To a dam made by the beavers,

To a pond of quiet water,

Where knee-drep the trees were standing,
Where the water-lilies floated,
Where the rushes waved and whispered.

On the dam stood Pau-Puk-Keewis,
On the dam of trunks and branches,
Through whose chinks the water spouted,
0’ er whose summit flowed the streamlet.
From the bottom rose the beaver,
Looked with two great eyes of wonder,
Eyes that seemed to ask a question,
At the stranger, Pau-Puk-Keewis.

On the dam stood Pau-Puk-Keewis,

0’ er his ankles flowed the streamlet,
Flowed the bright and silvery water,
And he spake unto the beaver,

With a smile he spake in this wise:

"0 my friend Ahmeek, the bgaver,
Cool and pleasant is the water;

Let me dive into the water,
Let me rest there in your lodges;
Change me, too, into a beaver!"

Cautiously replied the beaver,
With reserve he thus made answer:
"Let me first consult the others,
Let me®ask the other beavers."

Down he sank into the water,
Heavily sank he, as a stone sinks,
Down among the leaves and branches,
Brown and matted at the bottom.

On the dam stood Pau-Puk-Keewis,

0’ er his ankles flowed the streamlet,
Spouted through the chinks below him
Dashed upon the stones beneath him,
Spread serene and calm before him,
And the sunshine and the shadows

Fell in flecks and gleams upon him,
Fell in little shining patches,
Through the waving, rustling branches.

From the bottom rose the beavers,
Silently above the surface
Rose one head and then another,

Till the pond seemed full of beavers,
Full of black and shining faces.

To the beavers Pau-Puk-Keewis
Spake entreating, said in this wise:
"Very pleasant is your dwelling,
0 my friends! and safe from danger;
Can you not with all your cunning,
All your wisdom and contrivance,
Change me, too, into a beaver?"

nYes!" replied Ahmeek, the beaver,
He the King of all the beavers,
"Let yourself slide down among us,
Down into the tranquil water.”

Down into the pond among them
Silently sank Pau-Puk-Keewis;

Black became his shirt of deer-skin,
Black his moccasins and leggings,

In a broad black tail behind him
Spread his fox-tails and his fringes;
He was changed into beaver.

"Make me large, " said Pau-Puk-Keewis,
"Make me large and make me larger,
Larger than the other beavers."
"Yes, " the beaver chief responded,
"When our lodge below you enter,

In our wigwam we will make you
Ten times larger than the others.n

Thus into the clear, brown water

Silently sank Pau-Puk-Keewis;

Found the bottom covered over

With the trunks of trees and branches,
Hoards of food against the winter,

Piles and heaps against the famine;
Found the lodge with arching doorway,
Leading into spaciols chambers. - i

Here they made him large and larger,
vade him largest of the beavers,

Ten times larger than the others.
"You shall be our ruler," said they;
"Chief and King Jf all the beavers."

But not long had Pau-Puk-Keewis
Sat in state among the peavers,

When there came a voice of warning
From the watchman at his station,
In the water-flags and lilies,
Saying, "Here is Hiawatha!
Hiawatha with his hunters!"

Then they heard a cry above them,

Heard a shouting and a tramping,
Heard a crashing and a rushing,
And the water round and o’ er them
Sank and sucked away in eddies,

And they knew their dam was broken.

On the lodge’s roof the hunters
Leaped, and broke it all asunder;
Streamed the sunshine through the crevice
Sprang the beavers through the doorway,
Hid themselves in deeper water,

In the channel of the streamlet;

But the mighty Pau-Puk-Keewis

Could not pass beneath the doorway;
He was puffed with pride and feeding,
He was swollen like a bladder.

Through the roof looked Hiawatha,
Cried aloud, "0 Pau-Puk-Keewis,

Vain are all your craft and cunning,
Vain your manifold disguises!
Well I know you, Pau-Puk-Keewis!"

With their clubs they beat and bruised him,
Beat to death poor Pau-Puk-Keewis,
Pounded him as maize is pounded,

Till his skull was crushed to pieces.

Six tall hunters,  lithe and limber,
Bore him home on poles and branches,
Bore the body of the beaver;

But the ghost, the Jeebi in him,
Thought and felt as Pau-Puk-Keewis.

And it fluttered, strove, and struggled,

Waving hither, waving thither,

As the curtains of a wigwam

Struggle with their thongs of deer-skin,
When the wintry wind is blowing;

Till it drew itself together,

Till it rose up from the body,

Till it took the form and features

Of the cunning Pau-Puk-Keewis

Vanishing into the forest.

But the wary Hiawatha

Saw the figure ere it vanished,
Saw the form of Pau-Puk-Keewis
Glide into the soft blue Shadow

Of the pine-trees of the forest;
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Toward the squares of white beyond it,
Toward an opening in the forest,

Like a wind it rushed and panted,
Bending all the boughs before it,

And behind it, as the rain comes,
Came the steps of Hiawatha.

To a lake with many islands
Came the breathless Pau-Puk-Keewis,
Where among the water-lilies
Pishnekuh, the brant, were sailing;
Through the tufts of rushes floating,
Steering through the reedy islands.
Now their broad black beaks they lifted,
Now they plunged beneath the water,
Now they darkened in the shadow,

Now they brightened in the sunshine.

"Pishnekuh!" cried Pau-Puk-Keewis,
"Pishnekuh! my brothers!" said he,
"Change me to a brant with plumage,
With a shining neck and feathers,
Make me large, and make me larger,
Ten times larger than the others.n

Straightway to a brant they changed him,
With two huge and dusky pinions,

With a bosom smooth and rounded,
With a bill like two great paddles,
Made him larger than the others,
Ten times larger than the largest,
Just as, shouting from the forest,
On the shore stood Hiawatha.

Up they rose with cry and clamor,

With a whir and beat of pinions,

Rose up from the reedy islands,

From the water-flags and lilies.

And they said to Pau-Puk-Keewis:

"In your flying, look not downward,

Take good heed and look not downward,
Lest some strange mischance should happen,
Lest some great mishap befall you!n

Fast and far they fled to northward,
Fast and far through mist and sunshine,
Fed among the moors and fenlands,
Slept among the reeds and rushes.

On the morrow as they journeyed,
Buoyed and lifted by the South-wind,
Wafted onward by the South-wind,
Blowing fresh and strong behind them,
Rose a sound of human voices,

Rose a clamor from beneath them,
From the lodges of a village,
From the people miles beneath them.

For the people of the village
Saw the flock of brant with wonder,
Saw the wings of Pau-Puk-Keewis
Flapping far up in the ether,

Broader than two doorway curtains.

Pau-Puk-Keewis heard the shouting,
Knew the voice of Hiawatha,

Knew the outcry of Iagoo.

And, forgetful of the warning,

Drew his neck in, and looked downward,
And the wind that blew behind him
Caught his mighty fan of feathers,
Sent him wheeling, whirling downward!

All in vain did Pau-Puk-Keewis
Struggle to regain his balance!
Whirling round and round and downward,
He beheld in turn the village
And in turn the flock above him,

Saw the village coming nearer,
And the flock receding farther,
Heard the voices growing louder,




Heard the shouting and the laughter

Saw no more the flock above him,

Only saw the earth beneath him;

Dead out of the empty heaven,

Dead among the shouting people

With a heavy sound and sullen,

Fell the brant with broken pinions.
But his soul, his ghost, his shadow

Still survived as Pau-Puk-Keewis,

Took again the form and features

Of the handsome Yenadizze.

And again went rushing onward,

Followed fast by Hiawatha

Crying: "Not so wide the world is,

Not so long and rough the way is,

But my wrath shall overtake you,

But my vengeance shall attain you!"
And so near he came, so near him,

That his hand was stretched to seize him,

His right hand to seize and hold him,
When the cunning Pau-Puk-Keewis
Whirled and spun about in circles,
Fanned the air into a whirlwind,
Danced the dust and leaves about him,
And amid the whirling eddies

Sprang into a hollow oak-tree,
Changed himself into a serpent
Gliding out through root and rubbish.

With his right hand Hiawatha
Smote amain the hollow oak-tree,
Rent it into shreds and splinters
Left it lying there in fragments
But in vain; for Pau-Puk-Keewis,

Once again in human figure,

Full in sight ran on before him,
Sped away in gust and whirlwind,
On the shores of Gitche Gumee,
Westward by the Big-Sea-Water,
Came unto the rocky headlands
To the Pictured Rocks of sandstone
Looking over lake and landscape.
And the 01d Man of the Mountain,
He the Manito of Mountains,
Opened wide his rocky doorways,
Opened wide his deep abysses,
Giving Pau-Puk-Keewis shelter

In his caverns dark and dreary,
Bidding Pau-Puk-Keewis welcome
To his gloomy lodge of sandstone

There without stood Hiawatha,

Found the doorways closed against him.
With his mittens, Minjekahwun,

Smote great caverns in the sandstone,
Cried aloud in tones of thunder

"Open! I am Hiawatha!n"

But the 0ld Man of the Mountain
Opened not, and made no answer

From the silent crags of sandstone,
From the gloomy rock abysses.

Then he raised his hands to heaven,
Called imploring on the tempest
Called Waywassimo, the lightning
And the thunder, Annemeekee;

And they came with night and darkness,
Sweeping down the Big-Sea-Water

From the distant Thunder Mountains
And the trembling Pau-Puk-Keewis
Heard the footsteps of the thunder
Saw the red eyes of the lightning

Was afraid, and crouched and trembled.

Then Waymassimo, the lightning,
Smote the doorways of the caverns

With his war-club smote the doorways,
Smote the jutting crags of sandstone,
And the thunder, Annemeekee,

Shouted down into the caverns,
Saying, "Where is Pau-Puk-Keewis!"
And the crags fell, and beneath them
Dead among the rocky ruins

Lay the cunning Pau-Puk-Keewis,

Lay the handsome Yenadizze,

Slain in his own human figure.

Ended were his wild adventures,
Ended were his tricks and gambols
Ended all his craft and cunning,
Ended all his mischief-making
All his gambling and his dancing, 5
All his wooing of the maidens.

Then the noble Hiawatha
Took his soul, his ghost, his shadow,
Spake and said: "O Pau-Puk-Keewis,
Never more in human figure
Shall you search for new adventures;
Never more with jest and laughter

Dance the dust and leaves in whirlwinds;

But above there in the heavens

You shall soar and sail in circles;
I will change you to an eagle,

To Keneu, the great war-eagle,

Chief of all the fowls with feathers
Chief of Hiawatha’ s chickens."

And the name of Pau-Puk-Keewis
Lingers still among the people,
Lingers still among the singers,

And among the story-tellers;

And in Winter, when the snowflakes
Whirl in eddies round the lodges

When the wind in gusty tumult

0’ er the smoke-flue pipes and whistles,

"There, " they cry, "comes Pau-Puk-Keewis

He is dancing through the village,
He is gathering in his harvest!n

XXI1

Hiawatha’s Departure

By the shore of Gitche Gumee
By the shining Big-Sea-Water
At the doorway of his wigwam,
In the pleasant Summer morning
Hiawatha stood and waited.

All the air was full of freshness
All the earth was bright and joyous
And before him through the sunshine
Westward toward the neighboring forest
Passed in golden swarms the Ahmo,
Passed the bees, the honey-makers
Burning, singing in the sunshine

Bright above him shone the heavens,
Level spread the lake before him;
From its bosom leaped the sturgeon,
Sparkling, flashing in the sunshine;
On its margin the great forest
Stood reflected in the water
Every tree-top had its shadow,
Motionless beneath the water.

From the brow of Hiawatha
Gone was every trace of sorrow,

As the fog from off the water
As the mist from off the meadow.
With a smile of joy and triumph,
With a look of exultation

As of one who in a vision
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Sees what is to be, but is not
Stood and waited Hiawatha.
Toward the sun his hands were lifted,

Both the palms spread out against it
And between the parted fingers

Fell the sunshime on his features
Flecked with light his naked shoulders,
As it falls and flecks an oak-tree
Through the rifted leaves and branches.

0’ er the water floating, flying,
Something in the hazy distance
Something in the mists of morning,
Loomed and lifted from the water,

Now seemed floating, now seemed flying
Coming nearer, nearer, nearer.
“Was it Shingebis, the diver?
Was it the pelican, the Shada?
Or the heron, the Shuh-shuh-gah?
Or the white goose, Waw-be-wawa,
With the water dripping, flashing
From its glossy neck and feathers?

It was neither goose nor diver
Neither pelican nor heron,

0’ er the water floating, flying

Through the shining mist of morning,

But a birch canoe with paddles,

Rising, sinking on the water

bripping, flashing in the sunshine;

And within it came a people

From the distant land of Wabun,

From the farthest realms of:morning

Came the Black-Rope chief, the Prophet,

He the Priest of Prayer, the Paleface,

With his guides and his companions
And the noble Hiawatha,

With his hands aloft extended,

Held aloft in sign of welcome

Waited, full of exultation,

Till the birch canoe with paddles

Grated on the shining pebbles,

Stranded on the sandy margin,

Till the Black-Robe chief, the Paleface

With the cross upon his bosom,

Landed on the sandy margin.

Then the joyous Hiawatha
Cried aloud and spake in this wise
"Beautiful is the sun, O strangers,
When you come so far to see us!

All our town in peace awaits you,

All our doors stand open for you;

You shall enter all our wigwams

For the heart’s right hand we give you

"Never bloomed the earth so gayly,
Never shone the sun so brightly,

As to-day they shine and blossom
When you come so far to see us!
Never was our lake so tranquil

Nor so free from rocks and sandbars;
For our birch canoe in passing

Has removed both rock and sandbar

"Never before had our tobacco
Such a sweet and pleasant flavor,

Never the broad leaves of our cornfields
Were so beautiful to look on,

As they seem to us this morning

When you come so far to see us!"

And the Black-Robe chief made answer
Stammered in his speech a little
Speaking words yet unfamiliar:

"Peace be with you, Hiawatha
Peace be with you and your people
Peace of prayer, and peace of pardon,




Peace of Christ, and joy of Mary!"
Then the generous Hiawatha

Led the strangers to his wigwam,

Seated them on skins of bison,

Seated them on skins of ermine,

And the“°careful, old Nokomis

Brought them food in bowls of basswood,

Water brought in birchen dippers,

And the calumet, the peace-pipe,

Filled and lighted for their smoking.

All the old men of the village,

All the warriors of the nation,

All the Jossakeeds, the prophets,

The magicians, the Wabenos,

And the medicine-men, the Medas,

Came to bid the strangers welcome;

nIt is well, " they said, "0 brothers,

That you come so far to see us!"

In a circle round the doorway,

With their pipes they sat in silence,

Waiting to behold the strangers,

Waiting to receive their message;

Till the Black-Robe chief, the Paleface

From the wigwam came to greet them,

Stammering in his speech a little,

Speaking words yet unfamiliar

nIt is well," they said, "O brother,

That you come so far to see us!"

Then the Black-Robe chief; the prophet

Told his message to the people

Told the purport of his mission,

Told them of the Virgin Mary,

And her blessed Son, the Saviour,

How in distant lands and ages

He had lived on earth as we do;

How he fasted, prayed, and labored,

How he rose from where they laid him,

Walked again with his disciples,

And ascended into heaven.

And the chiefs made answer, saying:
*We have listened to your message,

We have heard your words of wisdom,
We will think on what you tell us.
It is well for us, O brothers,

That you come so far to see us!"

Then they rose up and departed
Each one homeward to his wigwam,

To the young men and the women

Told the story of the strangers

Whom the Master of Life had sent them
From the shining land of Wabun.

Heavy with the heat and silence

Grew the afternoon of Summer,

With a drowsy sound the forest

Whispered round the sultry wigwam.

With a sound of sleep the water

Rippled on the beach below it;

From the cornfields shrill and ceaseless
Sang the grasshopper, Pah-puk-keena;

And the guests of Hiawatha,

Weary with the heat of Summer,

Slumbered in the sultry wigwam.

Slowly o’ er the simmering landscape
Fell the evening’ s dusk and coolness,
And the long and level sunbeams
Shot their spears into the forest
Breaking through its shields of shadow,
Rushed into each secret ambush,
Searched each thicket, dingle, hollow;
Still the guests of Hiawatha
Slumbered in the silent wigwam.

From his place rose Hiawatha,
Bade farewell to old Nokomis,
Spake in whispers, spake in this wise,
Did not wake the guests, that slumbered:
»] am going, O Nokomis,
On a long and distant journey,
To the portals of the Sunset,
To the regions of the home-wind,
0f the Northwest wind, Keewaydin.
But these guests I leave behind me,
In your watch and ward I leave them;
See that never harm comes near them,
See that never fear molests them,
Never danger nor suspicion,-
Never want of food or shelter, SRS -
In the lodge of Hiawatha!™"

Forth into the village went he,

Bade farewell to all the warriors,
Bade farewell to all the young men,
Spake persuading, spake in this wise:

»] am going, O my people,

On a long and distant journey;

Many moons and many winters

Will have come, and will have vanished,
Ere I come again to see you.

But my guests I leave behind me;

Listen to their words of wisdom,
Listen to the truth they tell you,

For the Master of Life has sent them
From the land of light and morning!®

On the shore stood Hiawatha,

Turned and waved his hand at parting;
On the clear and luminous water
Launched his birch canoe for sailing,
From the pebbles of the margin

Shoved it forth into the water;
Whispered to it, "Westward! westward!"
And with speed it darted forward.

And the evening sun descending
Set the clouds on fire with redness,
Burned the broad sky, like a prairie,
Left upon the level water
One long track and trail of splendor,
Down whose stream, as down a river,
Westward, westward Hiawatha
Sailed into the fiery sunset,

Sailed into the purple vapors,
Sailed into the dusk of evening.

And the people from the margin
Watched him floating, rising, sinking,
Till the birch canoe seemed lifted
High into that sea of splendor,

Till it sank into .the vapors
Like the new moon slowly, slowly
Sinking in the purple distance.

And they said, "Farewell forever!®
Said, *Farewell, O Hiawatha!®
And the forests, dark and lonely,
Moved through all their depths of darkness,
Sighed, "Farewell, O Hiawathal®
And the waves upon the margin
Rising, rippling on the pebbles,
Sobbed, *Farewell, O Hiawatha!®
And the heron, the Shuh-shuh-gah,
From her haunts among the fenlands,
Screamed, "Farewell, O Hiawatha!®

Thus departed Hiawatha!

Hiawatha the Beloved,

In the glory of the sunset,

In the purple mists of evening,
To the regions of the home-wind,
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To the Kingdom of Ponemah,
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Of the Northwest wind, Keewaydin,
To the Islands of the Blessed,

To the land of the Hereafter!




