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    This single-author volume presents E. Pauline Johnson’s The White Wampum, her debut book-length gathering of poems. It is not a miscellany of prose or later writings, but a focused restoration of the collection that introduced Johnson’s voice to a wide reading public. The contents range from narrative and dramatic pieces such as Ojistoh, As Red Men Die, The Pilot of the Plains, The Cattle Thief, and A Cry from an Indian Wife, to intimate lyrics like Moonset, Marshlands, Erie Waters, and The Birds’ Lullaby I–III. Read as a whole, the volume discloses the deliberate architecture of a poet establishing subjects, stances, and signature cadences.

The genres represented here are exclusively poetic, yet various in mode. Ballads and story-poems stand beside dramatic monologues and public-address verse; landscape and seasonal lyrics accompany songs, lullabies, and character sketches. Joe: An Etching and Wolverine present etched portraits in verse; The Song My Paddle Sings and Re-Voyage embody musical travel pieces; The Camper and Under Canvas in Muskoka trace itinerant life; My English Letter assumes epistolary address. Religious and calendrical poems, including Easter April 1, 1888, Christmastide, and Brier Good Friday, show Johnson shaping occasional verse. Across these forms, clarity of scene, rhetorical address, and rhythmic propulsion govern the collection’s movement.

Unifying the collection is Johnson’s sustained attention to land, kinship, and conscience. Poems such as The Cattle Thief, Ojistoh, and A Cry from an Indian Wife foreground Indigenous perspectives and the moral costs of settler expansion, refusing to reduce conflict to spectacle. Pieces set by lakes and rivers—Shadow River Muskoka, Erie Waters, Rainfall, and Under Canvas in Muskoka—render the northern landscape as living presence rather than backdrop. Throughout, Johnson weaves themes of loyalty, estrangement, grief, and resilience, asking how communities hold memory and justice in common. The title’s invocation of wampum signals poetry as record, offering, and conversation across cultures.

Stylistically, Johnson braids the orator’s craft with the lyricist’s ear. Her lines often proceed with the measured pulse of performance, making space for refrain, direct address, and swift turn from tenderness to indictment. Ballad measures and narrative clarity keep the reader oriented, while precise sensory images—water under paddle, prairie sweep, winter hush—anchor feeling in place. Dramatic monologues adopt distinct personae without theatrical excess, sustaining dignity and urgency. Even in the quieter nature pieces, a speaking presence engages the listener, a trace of Johnson’s celebrated stage career. The resulting signature unites immediacy of voice with musical control and visual exactitude.

The White Wampum arose from Johnson’s dual vocation as poet and performer, and from her Mohawk and English ancestry, which she publicly acknowledged under the name Tekahionwake. Many of these pieces were widely recited and circulated in periodicals before their gathering in book form, so the collection registers both the intimacy of the written lyric and the reach of the public platform. Its sequences do not construct a single narrative; rather, they accrue force by juxtaposing frontier ballad, protest, letter, and landscape meditation. The volume thus marks a formative contribution to Canadian print culture and to Indigenous-authored poetry in English.

The ongoing significance of The White Wampum lies in its frank negotiation of cultural encounter and its insistence on Indigenous presence within national literature. Readers continue to engage Johnson’s work for its advocacy against injustice, its memorialization of place, and its complexity: moments of critique coexist with passages shaped by the constraints and conventions of her era. The nature lyrics anticipate later environmental sensibilities; the public poems model how art can address policy and history without abandoning craft. As a debut, the book established themes and techniques Johnson would revisit, and it remains a touchstone for conversations about voice and representation.

This edition gathers the poems as a coherent testament to Johnson’s early practice, from the protest and elegy of As Red Men Die and The Cattle Thief to the nocturnes and water-songs of Moonset, Shadow River Muskoka, and The Song My Paddle Sings. Readers may hear recurring motifs—water, wind, birds, dusk—binding distant scenes into one itinerary of belonging and return. Attention to address and audience will reward: pieces such as My English Letter open outward, while fasting or meditative lyrics turn inward. Approached with historical awareness and receptive ear, The White Wampum offers durable art and necessary testimony in a single voice.
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    Published in London in 1895 by John Lane at the Bodley Head, The White Wampum introduced E. Pauline Johnson (Tekahionwake, 1861–1913), a poet of Mohawk and English ancestry raised on the Six Nations of the Grand River in Ontario. The title invokes Haudenosaunee diplomacy: white wampum signifies peace and truth, a counterpoint to violent frontier myths. Johnson’s touring recitals—half in Indigenous regalia, half in Victorian evening dress—had already made her a cross-cultural celebrity. The collection’s ballads and nature lyrics answer imperial curiosity about “Canada” while asserting Indigenous presence, framing waterways, prairies, and battlefields as living histories rather than empty landscapes.

Johnson wrote amid a post-Confederation search for national literature, as railways and tourism turned northern geographies into emblems of identity. The Canadian Pacific Railway’s completion in 1885 and canoe clubs across Ontario popularized river travel as sport and symbol, a backdrop for pieces such as The Song My Paddle Sings and re-voicings of Muskoka camps and shadowed rivers. Periodicals like The Week, Saturday Night, and the Toronto Globe cultivated this taste for regional color, commissioning verses that married patriotic rhetoric to wilderness imagery. Such venues shaped her cadences and themes, positioning the canoe, portage, and lake as portable icons for urban readers.

Yet the same decades saw intensifying colonial control over Indigenous nations. The Dominion Lands Act (1872) accelerated prairie settlement; the Indian Act (1876) imposed reserve governance and intensified paternalism; after 1885, a pass system and ration policies constrained Plains mobility. The extermination of bison by the 1880s deepened hunger. Against this backdrop, poems such as A Cry from an Indian Wife, The Cattle Thief, and As Red Men Die dramatize dispossession and resistance, often through intimate voices. Johnson threads critique through popular balladry, making legal abstractions legible as personal loss, while negotiating the expectations of predominantly settler audiences and editors.

The North-West Resistance of 1885 left contested memories that echo across the collection. Battles at Duck Lake, Fish Creek, and Batoche pitted Métis and allied Cree against Canadian militia and the North-West Mounted Police; Louis Riel’s execution in November 1885 and the public hanging of eight Cree at Battleford that same month polarized opinion. Figures like Poundmaker and Big Bear faced imprisonment. Johnson’s poems transform headlines into elegy and debate, staging the moral costs of conquest. A Cry from an Indian Wife adopts a domestic vantage to indict war, while As Red Men Die frames stoic courage within imperial narrative forms.

Industrial and environmental change on the Great Lakes–St. Lawrence corridor supplied other subjects and metaphors. Canals, lighthouses, and steamer routes intensified by the 1880s and 1890s made Erie Waters a stage for commerce and shipwreck lore, while logging and shoreline development altered wetlands like those evoked in Marshlands and Rainfall. Tourism promoted by railway companies and resort operators recast Muskoka as accessible wilderness, a paradox Johnson exploits in Under Canvas in Muskoka and Shadow River. Her weather pieces and nocturnes register scientific curiosity about meteorology alongside Romantic mood, yoking modern infrastructure to ancient waterways in a single, restless geography.

Contemporary performance culture shaped Johnson’s voice and reception. Beginning professional recitals in the early 1890s, she toured opera houses and town halls across Canada, the United States, and Britain, dividing programs between “Indian” and “society” costumes. This theatrical binarism sharpened her poems’ contrasts, from defiant speakers in The Cattle Thief to reflective pieces like Pensersoso. Publication with John Lane placed her near the Yellow Nineties’ aesthetic market, where ornament and ballad forms remained saleable. Reviews praised Canadian color while indulging exoticizing frames; she leveraged that attention to circulate political feeling under the cover of romance, sentiment, and melodrama.

Johnson’s Haudenosaunee heritage grounded the collection’s diplomatic metaphors and bicultural poise. Raised at Chiefswood on the Grand River, daughter of interpreter and Mohawk chief George Henry Martin Johnson and English-born Emily Susanna Howells, she moved between council narratives and Victorian parlors. Her chosen name Tekahionwake is commonly rendered “double wampum,” signaling entwined identities. The title The White Wampum thus alludes to treaty memory and moral speech, not mere ornament. Poems that address letters, voyages, or distance—such as My English Letter and Re-Voyage—rehearse obligations to the British Empire while insisting on Indigenous sovereignty, a tension legible to readers on both sides of the Atlantic.

The book’s appearance followed W. D. Lighthall’s 1892 anthology Songs of the Great Dominion, which introduced Johnson to international readers seeking a Canadian canon. The White Wampum consolidated that reputation; newspapers in Toronto, Montreal, and London commended its “freshness” while debating its politics. Later reprintings and the omnibus Flint and Feather (1912) sustained her popularity on school and recital circuits. Critics now read its ballads against the legal and social context of the Indian Act era, recognizing both strategic accommodation and sharp dissent. Across nature lyrics and frontier dramas, Johnson modeled how a woman of mixed ancestry could speak nationally.
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    Indigenous Resistance and Identity (OJISTOH; AS RED MEN DIE; THE CATTLE THIEF; A CRY FROM AN INDIAN WIFE; DAWENDINE; THE HAPPY HUNTING GROUNDS)
These narrative and lyric pieces center Indigenous voices confronting betrayal, war, and colonial injustice, often framing acts of courage, mourning, and love.
The tone blends defiance with elegy, foregrounding honor, gendered perspective, and spiritual continuities that challenge settler stereotypes.
Canoe and Wilderness Waters (THE SONG MY PADDLE SINGS; SHADOW RIVER Muskoka; UNDER CANVAS In Muskoka; ERIE WATERS; RE-VOYAGE; THE CAMPER)
These travel lyrics celebrate paddling, camping, and river life across Ontario’s waterways, using propulsive rhythm to mirror stroke and current.
The mood is brisk and exultant yet attentive to solitude, mapping intimacy with place through soundscapes of wind, waves, and shore.
Shores and Weather (MARSHLANDS; RAINFALL; WAVE-WON)
Focused on wetlands, storms, and littoral drift, these pieces observe how water and sky sculpt feeling and land alike.
Calm descriptive cadences turn to sudden swells, making meteorology a metaphor for memory, desire, and resilience.
Dusk and Nocturne (MOONSET; AT SUNSET; THE FLIGHT OF THE CROWS; IN THE SHADOWS; NOCTURNE; PENSEROSO)
A suite of twilight meditations follows light’s retreat and the mind’s inward tilt, from flocked horizons to hushed interiors.
The tone is reflective and musical, using chiaroscuro and slow tempo to explore mortality, quiet labor, and the privacy of thought.
Seasonal and Devotional Lyrics (EASTER April 1, 1888; BRIER GOOD FRIDAY; CHRISTMASTIDE; AT HUSKING TIME)
These poems braid liturgical observance with rural cycles, setting sacred days against fields, frost, and harvest.
Reverent but grounded, they treat faith as a lived seasonality where renewal, sacrifice, and community work intersect.
Social Conscience and Intimacies (WORKWORN; THE IDLERS; OVERLOOKED; FASTING; CLOSE BY)
Turning to urban and domestic margins, these pieces register fatigue, poverty, invisibility, and the tenuous bonds that sustain people.
The style is plainspoken and empathetic, pairing moral scrutiny with restrained tenderness.
Portraits and Frontier Figures (JOE An Etching; THE PILOT OF THE PLAINS; WOLVERINE; THE VAGABONDS)
Character sketches and totemic portraits capture drifters, animals, and prairie or trail archetypes with crisp, cinematic detail.
The tone ranges from gritty to affectionate, using vignette structure to question who belongs and what survival costs.
The Birds’ Lullaby (THE BIRDS’ LULLABY; I; II; III)
A three-part cradle song imagines birds soothing the world to sleep, each section layering soft refrains and nature sound.
Gentle, musical diction and repetitive structure craft a childlike calm that doubles as a pastoral blessing.
Epistolary and Distance (MY ENGLISH LETTER)
Framed as a letter across the Atlantic, this piece dwells on absence, cultural crossings, and what news can and cannot carry.
Its intimate voice and measured pacing make geography feel tensile, turning homesickness into a poised self-portrait.
Motifs and Style Across the Collection
Across these poems, Johnson fuses oral-story cadence with ballad clarity, returning to canoe rhythms, twilight skies, and an ethical gaze rooted in an Indigenous woman’s perspective.
The collection moves fluidly among protest, portraiture, and nature lyric, using musical repetition and vivid landscape to bind disparate scenes into a coherent personal and national map.
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I am Ojistoh, I am she, the wife[1q]
 Of him whose name breathes bravery and life
 And courage to the tribe that calls him chief.
 I am Ojistoh, his white star, and he
 Is land, and lake, and sky—and soul to me.


Ah! but they hated him, those Huron braves,
 Him who had flung their warriors into graves,
 Him who had crushed them underneath his heel,
 Whose arm was iron, and whose heart was steel[2q]
 To all—save me, Ojistoh, chosen wife
 Of my great Mohawk, white star of his life.


Ah! but they hated him, and councilled long
 With subtle witchcraft how to work him wrong;
 How to avenge their dead, and strike him where
 His pride was highest, and his fame most fair.
 Their hearts grew weak as women at his name:
 They dared no war-path since my Mohawk came
 With ashen bow, and flinten arrow-head
 To pierce their craven bodies; but their dead
 Must be avenged. Avenged? They dared not walk
 In day and meet his deadly tomahawk;
 They dared not face his fearless scalping knife;
 So—Niyoh![A]—then they thought of me, his wife.


O! evil, evil face of them they sent
 With evil Huron speech: “Would I consent
 To take of wealth? be queen of all their tribe?
 Have wampum ermine?” Back I flung the bribe
 Into their teeth, and said, “While I have life
 Know this—Ojistoh is the Mohawk’s wife.”


Wah! how we struggled! But their arms were strong.
 They flung me on their pony’s back, with thong
 Round ankle, wrist, and shoulder. Then upleapt
 The one I hated most: his eye he swept
 Over my misery, and sneering said,
 “Thus, fair Ojistoh, we avenge our dead.”


And we two rode, rode as a sea wind-chased,
 I, bound with buckskin to his hated waist,
 He, sneering, laughing, jeering, while he lashed
 The horse to foam, as on and on we dashed.
 Plunging through creek and river, bush and trail,
 On, on we galloped like a northern gale.
 At last, his distant Huron fires aflame
 We saw, and nearer, nearer still we came.


I, bound behind him in the captive’s place,
 Scarcely could see the outline of his face.
 I smiled, and laid my cheek against his back:
 “Loose thou my hands,” I said. “This pace let slack.
 Forget we now that thou and I are foes.
 I like thee well, and wish to clasp thee close;
 I like the courage of thine eye and brow;
 I like thee better than my Mohawk now.”


He cut the cords; we ceased our maddened haste.
 I wound my arms about his tawny waist;
 My hand crept up the buckskin of his belt;
 His knife hilt in my burning palm I felt;
 One hand caressed his cheek, the other drew
 The weapon softly—“I love you, love you,”
 I whispered, “love you as my life.”
 And—buried in his back his scalping knife.


Ha! how I rode, rode as a sea wind-chased,
 Mad with sudden freedom, mad with haste,
 Back to my Mohawk and my home, I lashed
 That horse to foam, as on and on I dashed.
 Plunging thro’ creek and river, bush and trail,
 On, on I galloped like a northern gale.
 And then my distant Mohawk’s fires aflame
 I saw, as nearer, nearer still I came,
 My hands all wet, stained with a life’s red dye[3q],
 But pure my soul, pure as those stars on high—
 “My Mohawk’s pure white star, Ojistoh, still am I.”







[A] God, in the Mohawk language.



AS RED MEN DIE


Table of Contents





Captive! Is there a hell to him like this?
 A taunt more galling than the Huron’s hiss?
 He—proud and scornful, he—who laughed at law,
 He—scion of the deadly Iroquois,
 He—the bloodthirsty, he—the Mohawk chief,
 He—who despises pain and sneers at grief,
 Here in the hated Huron’s vicious clutch,
 That even captive he disdains to touch!


Captive! But never conquered[4q]; Mohawk brave
 Stoops not to be to any man a slave;
 Least, to the puny tribe his soul abhors,
 The tribe whose wigwams sprinkle Simcoe’s shores.
 With scowling brow he stands and courage high,
 Watching with haughty and defiant eye
 His captors, as they council o’er his fate,
 Or strive his boldness to intimidate.
 Then fling they unto him the choice;


“Wilt thou
 Walk o’er the bed of fire that waits thee now—
 Walk with uncovered feet upon the coals
 Until thou reach the ghostly Land of Souls,
 And, with thy Mohawk death-song please our ear?
 Or wilt thou with the women rest thee here?”
 His eyes flash like an eagle’s, and his hands
 Clench at the insult. Like a god he stands.
 “Prepare the fire!” he scornfully demands.


He knoweth not that this same jeering band
 Will bite the dust—will lick the Mohawk’s hand;
 Will kneel and cower at the Mohawk’s feet;
 Will shrink when Mohawk war-drums wildly beat.


His death will be avenged with hideous hate
 By Iroquois, swift to annihilate
 His vile detested captors, that now flaunt
 Their war clubs in his face with sneer and taunt,
 Not thinking, soon that reeking, red, and raw,
 Their scalps will deck the belts of Iroquois.


The path of coals outstretches, white with heat,
 A forest fir’s length—ready for his feet.
 Unflinching as a rock he steps along
 The burning mass, and sings his wild war song;
 Sings, as he sang when once he used to roam
 Throughout the forests of his southern home,
 Where, down the Genesee, the water roars,
 Where gentle Mohawk purls between its shores,
 Songs, that of exploit and of prowess tell;
 Songs of the Iroquois invincible.


Up the long trail of fire he boasting goes,
 Dancing a war dance to defy his foes.
 His flesh is scorched, his muscles burn and shrink,
 But still he dances to death’s awful brink.
 The eagle plume that crests his haughty head
 Will never droop until his heart be dead.
 Slower and slower yet his footstep swings,
 Wilder and wilder still his death-song rings,
 Fiercer and fiercer thro’ the forest bounds
 His voice that leaps to Happier Hunting Grounds.
 One savage yell—


Then loyal to his race,
 He bends to death—but never to disgrace.
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“False,” they said, “thy Pale-face lover, from the land of waking morn;
 Rise and wed thy Redskin wooer, nobler warrior ne’er was born;
 Cease thy watching, cease thy dreaming,
 Show the white thine Indian scorn.”


Thus they taunted her, declaring, “He remembers naught of thee:
 Likely some white maid he wooeth, far beyond the inland sea.”
 But she answered ever kindly,
 “He will come again to me,”


Till the dusk of Indian summer crept athwart the western skies;
 But a deeper dusk was burning in her dark and dreaming eyes,
 As she scanned the rolling prairie,
 Where the foothills fall, and rise.


Till the autumn came and vanished, till the season of the rains,
 Till the western world lay fettered in midwinter’s crystal chains,
 Still she listened for his coming,
 Still she watched the distant plains.


Then a night with nor’land tempest, nor’land snows a-swirling fast,
 Out upon the pathless prairie came the Pale-face through the blast,
 Calling, calling, “Yakonwita,
 I am coming, love, at last.”


Hovered night above, about him, dark its wings and cold and dread;
 Never unto trail or tepee were his straying footsteps led;
 Till benumbed, he sank, and pillowed
 On the drifting snows his head,


Saying, “O! my Yakonwita call me, call me, be my guide
 To the lodge beyond the prairie—for I vowed ere winter died
 I would come again, belovéd;
 I would claim my Indian bride.”


“Yakonwita, Yakonwita!” Oh, the dreariness that strains
 Through the voice that calling, quivers, till a whisper but remains,
 “Yakonwita, Yakonwita,
 I am lost upon the plains[5q].”


But the Silent Spirit hushed him, lulled him as he cried anew,
 “Save me, save me! O! beloved, I am Pale but I am true.
 Yakonwita, Yakonwita,
 I am dying, love, for you.”


Leagues afar, across the prairie, she had risen from her bed,
 Roused her kinsmen from their slumber: “He has come to-night,” she said.
 “I can hear him calling, calling;
 But his voice is as the dead.


“Listen!” and they sate all silent, while the tempest louder grew,
 And a spirit-voice called faintly, “I am dying, love, for you.”
 Then they wailed, “O! Yakonwita.
 He was Pale, but he was true.”


Wrapped she then her ermine round her, stepped without the tepee door,
 Saying, “I must follow, follow, though he call for evermore,
 Yakonwita, Yakonwita;”
 And they never saw her more.


Late at night, say Indian hunters, when the starlight clouds or wanes,
 Far away they see a maiden, misty as the autumn rains,
 Guiding with her lamp of moonlight
 Hunters lost upon the plains.
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They were coming across the prairie, they were galloping hard and fast;
 For the eyes of those desperate riders had sighted their man at last—
 Sighted him off to Eastward, where the Cree encampment lay,
 Where the cotton woods fringed the river, miles and miles away.
 Mistake him? Never, Mistake him? the famous Eagle Chief!
 That terror to all the settlers, that desperate Cattle Thief—
 That monstrous, fearless Indian, who lorded it over the plain,
 Who thieved and raided, and scouted, who rode like a hurricane!
 But they’ve tracked him across the prairie; they’ve followed him hard and fast;
 For those desperate English settlers have sighted their man at last.
 Up they wheeled to the tepees, all their British blood aflame,
 Bent on bullets and bloodshed, bent on bringing down their game;
 But they searched in vain for the Cattle Thief: that lion had left his lair,
 And they cursed like a troop of demons—for the women alone were there.
 “The sneaking Indian coward,” they hissed; “he hides while yet he can;
 He’ll come in the night for cattle, but he’s scared to face a man.”
 “Never!” and up from the cotton woods, rang the voice of Eagle Chief;
 And right out into the open stepped, unarmed, the Cattle Thief.
 Was that the game they had coveted? Scarce fifty years had rolled
 Over that fleshless, hungry frame, starved to the bone and old;
 Over that wrinkled, tawny skin, unfed by the warmth of blood,
 Over those hungry, hollow eyes that glared for the sight of food.


He turned, like a hunted lion: “I know not fear,” said he;
 And the words outleapt from his shrunken lips in the language of the Cree.
 “I’ll fight you, white-skins, one by one, till I kill you all,” he said;
 But the threat was scarcely uttered, ere a dozen balls of lead
 Whizzed through the air about him like a shower of metal rain,
 And the gaunt old Indian Cattle Thief, dropped dead on the open plain.
 And that band of cursing settlers, gave one triumphant yell,
 And rushed like a pack of demons on the body that writhed and fell.
 “Cut the fiend up into inches, throw his carcass on the plain;
 Let the wolves eat the cursed Indian, he’d have treated us the same.”
 A dozen hands responded, a dozen knives gleamed high,
 But the first stroke was arrested by a woman’s strange, wild cry.
 And out into the open, with a courage past belief,
 She dashed, and spread her blanket o’er the corpse of the Cattle Thief;
 And the words outleapt from her shrunken lips in the language of the Cree,
 “If you mean to touch that body, you must cut your way through me.”
 And that band of cursing settlers dropped backward one by one,
 For they knew that an Indian woman roused, was a woman to let alone.
 And then she raved in a frenzy that they scarcely understood,
 Raved of the wrongs she had suffered since her earliest babyhood:
 “Stand back, stand back, you white-skins, touch that dead man to your shame;
 You have stolen my father’s spirit, but his body I only claim.
 You have killed him, but you shall not dare to touch him now he’s dead.
 You have cursed, and called him a Cattle Thief, though you robbed him first of bread—
 Robbed him and robbed my people—look there, at that shrunken face,
 Starved with a hollow hunger, we owe to you and your race.
 What have you left to us of land, what have you left of game,
 What have you brought but evil, and curses since you came?
 How have you paid us for our game? how paid us for our land?
 By a book, to save our souls from the sins you brought in your other hand.
 Go back with your new religion, we never have understood
 Your robbing an Indian’s body, and mocking his soul with food.
 Go back with your new religion, and find—if find you can—
 The honest man you have ever made from out a starving man.
 You say your cattle are not ours, your meat is not our meat;
 When you pay for the land you live in, we’ll pay for the meat we eat.
 Give back our land and our country, give back our herds of game;
 Give back the furs and the forests that were ours before you came;
 Give back the peace and the plenty. Then come with your new belief,
 And blame if you dare, the hunger that drove him to be a thief.”
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My Forest Brave, my Red-skin love, farewell;
 We may not meet to-morrow; who can tell
 What mighty ills befall our little band,
 Or what you’ll suffer from the white man’s hand?
 Here is your knife! I thought ’twas sheathed for aye.
 No roaming bison calls for it to-day;
 No hide of prairie cattle will it maim;
 The plains are bare, it seeks a nobler game:
 ’Twill drink the life-blood of a soldier host.
 Go; rise and strike, no matter what the cost.
 Yet stay. Revolt not at the Union Jack,
 Nor raise Thy hand against this stripling pack
 Of white-faced warriors, marching West to quell
 Our fallen tribe that rises to rebel.
 They all are young and beautiful and good;
 Curse to the war that drinks their harmless blood.
 Curse to the fate that brought them from the East
 To be our chiefs—to make our nation least
 That breathes the air of this vast continent.
 Still their new rule and council is well meant.
 They but forget we Indians owned the land
 From ocean unto ocean; that they stand
 Upon a soil that centuries agone
 Was our sole kingdom and our right alone.
 They never think how they would feel to-day,
 If some great nation came from far away,
 Wresting their country from their hapless braves,
 Giving what they gave us—but wars and graves.
 Then go and strike for liberty and life,
 And bring back honour to your Indian wife.
 Your wife? Ah, what of that, who cares for me?
 Who pities my poor love and agony?
 What white-robed priest prays for your safety here,
 As prayer is said for every volunteer
 That swells the ranks that Canada sends out?
 Who prays for vict’ry for the Indian scout?
 Who prays for our poor nation lying low?
 None—therefore take your tomahawk and go.
 My heart may break and burn into its core,
 But I am strong to bid you go to war.
 Yet stay, my heart is not the only one
 That grieves the loss of husband and of son;
 Think of the mothers o’er the inland seas;
 Think of the pale-faced maiden on her knees;
 One pleads her God to guard some sweet-faced child
 That marches on toward the North-West wild.
 The other prays to shield her love from harm,
 To strengthen his young, proud uplifted arm.
 Ah, how her white face quivers thus to think,
 Your tomahawk his life’s best blood will drink.
 She never thinks of my wild aching breast,
 Nor prays for your dark face and eagle crest
 Endangered by a thousand rifle balls,
 My heart the target if my warrior falls.
 O! coward self I hesitate no more;
 Go forth, and win the glories of the war.
 Go forth, nor bend to greed of white man’s hands,
 By right, by birth we Indians own these lands,
 Though starved, crushed, plundered, lies our nation low....
 Perhaps the white man’s God has willed it so.
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There’s a spirit on the river, there’s a ghost upon the shore,
 They are chanting, they are singing through the starlight evermore,
 As they steal amid the silence,
 And the shadows of the shore.


You can hear them when the Northern candles light the Northern sky,
 Those pale, uncertain candle flames, that shiver, dart and die,
 Those dead men’s icy finger tips,
 Athwart the Northern sky.


You can hear the ringing war cry of a long forgotten brave
 Echo through the midnight forest, echo o’er the midnight wave,
 And the Northern lanterns tremble
 At the war cry of that brave.


And you hear a voice responding, but in soft and tender song;
 It is Dawendine’s spirit singing, singing all night long;
 And the whisper of the night wind
 Bears afar her Spirit song.


And the wailing pine trees murmur with their voice attuned to hers,
 Murmur when they ’rouse from slumber as the night wind through them stirs;
 And you listen to their legend,
 And their voices blend with hers.


There was feud and there was bloodshed near the river by the hill;
 And Dawendine listened, while her very heart stood still:
 Would her kinsman or her lover
 Be the victim by the hill?


Who would be the great unconquered? who come boasting how he dealt
 Death? and show his rival’s scalplock fresh and bleeding at his belt.
 Who would say, “O Dawendine!
 Look upon the death I dealt?”


And she listens, listens, listens—till a war-cry rends the night,
 Cry of her victorious lover, monarch he of all the height;
 And his triumph wakes the horrors,
 Kills the silence of the night.


Heart of her! it throbs so madly, then lies freezing in her breast,
 For the icy hand of death has chilled the brother she loved best;
 And her lover dealt the deathblow;
 And her heart dies in her breast.


And she hears her mother saying, “Take thy belt of wampum white;
 Go unto yon evil savage while he glories on the height;
 Sing and sue for peace between us:
 At his feet lay wampum white,


“Lest thy kinsmen all may perish, all thy brothers and thy sire
 Fall before his mighty hatred as the forest falls to fire;
 Take thy wampum pale and peaceful,
 Save thy brothers, save thy sire.”


And the girl arises softly, softly slips toward the shore;
 Loves she well the murdered brother, loves his hated foeman more,
 Loves, and longs to give the wampum;
 And she meets him on the shore.


“Peace,” she sings, “O mighty victor, Peace! I bring thee wampum white.
 Sheathe thy knife whose blade has tasted my young kinsman’s blood to-night
 Ere it drink to slake its thirsting,
 I have brought thee wampum white.”


Answers he, “O Dawendine! I will let thy kinsmen be,
 I accept thy belt of wampum; but my hate demands for me
 That they give their fairest treasure,
 Ere I let thy kinsmen be.


“Dawendine, for thy singing, for thy suing, war shall cease;
 For thy name, which speaks of dawning, Thou shalt be the dawn of peace;
 For thine eyes whose purple shadows tell of dawn,
 My hate shall cease.


“Dawendine, Child of Dawning, hateful are thy kin to me;
 Red my fingers with their heart blood, but my heart is red for thee:
 Dawendine, Child of Dawning,
 Wilt thou fail or follow me?”


And her kinsmen still are waiting her returning from the night,
 Waiting, waiting for her coming with her belt of wampum white;
 But forgetting all, she follows,
 Where he leads through day or night.


There’s a spirit on the river, there’s a ghost upon the shore,
 And they sing of love and loving through the starlight evermore,
 As they steal amid the silence,
 And the shadows of the shore.
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