
THE PEACE-PIPE.

With his finger on the meadow
Traced a winding pathway for it.

Saying to it, " Kun in this way !
"

From the red stone ol the quarry
With his hand he broke a fragment,

Moulded it into a pip'^-head.

Shaped and fashioned it with figures

;

From the margin of the river

Took a long reed for a pipe-stem,

With its dark green leaves upon it

;

Filled the pipe with bark of willow,
With the bark of the red wiUow :

Breathed upon the neighbouring forest.

Made its great boughs chafe together.
Till in flame they burst and kindled

;'

And erect upon the mountains,
Gitche Manito, the mighty.

Smoked the calumet, the Peace-Pipe,
As a signal to the nations.

And the smoke rose slowly, slowly,
Through the tranquil air of morning,
First a single line of darkness,
Then a denser, bluer vapour,
Then a STiow-white cloud unfolding,
Like the tree-tops of the forest,

Ever rising, rising, rising,

TiU it touched the top of heaven,

It


