
8 THE SONG OF HIAWATHA.

By the alders in the Summer,
By the white fog in the Autumn,
By the black line in the Winter;

And beside them dwelt the singer,

In the Vale of Tawasentha,

In the green and silent valley.

" There he sang of Hiawatha,

Sang the Song of Hiawatha,

Sang his wondrous birth and being,

How he prayed and how he fasted,

How he lived, and toiled, and suffered.

That the tribes of men might prosper,

That he might advance his people !
"

Ye who love the haunts of Nature,

Love the sunshine of the meadow,
Love the shadow of the forest.

Love the wind among the branches,

And the rain-shower and the snow-storm,

And the rushing of great rivers

Through their palisades of pine-trees.

And the thunder in the mountains,

Whose innumerable echoes

Flap like eagles in their eyries ;—
Listen to these wild traditions.

To this Song of Hiawatha !

' This valley, now called Norman's Kill, is in Albany
County, New York.


