
CAN feel the wind on the prairie 
And see the bunch-grass wave,

And the sunlights ripple and vary 
The hill with Crowfoot’s grave,
Where he “pitched off” for the last time 
In sight of the Blackfoot Crossing,
Where in the sun for a pastime 
You marked the site of his tepee 
With a circle of stones. Old Napiw 
Gave you credit for that day.
And well I recall the weirdness 
Of that evening at Qu’Appelle,
In the wigwam with old Sakimay,
The keen, acrid smell,
As the kinnikinick was burning;
The planets outside were turning,
And the little splints of poplar 
Flared with a thin, gold flame.
He showed us his painted robe 
Where in primitive pigments 
He had drawn his feats and his forays, 
And told us the legend 
Of the man without a name,
The hated Blackfoot,
How he lured the warriors,
The young men, to the foray 
And they never returned.


